Southern Manners

By Mollycoddles

Miss Molly calmly slathered butter onto another slice of toast as she felt the familiar shaking of the ground that announced the arrival of her twin daughters Haley and Bailey. 
“Ah, that would be the girls,” she said to the maids standing behind her.

“Yes, Miss Molly,” chirped the maid to Miss Molly’s left.

“They’re certainly taking their sweet time.  Breakfast is getting cold.”

“Yes, Miss Molly.”

Miss Molly grunted and shifted her bulk in her extra-reinforced plush Roccocco chair, her enormously rotund, fat-marbled rump spilling over the sides.  Both maids exchanged worried glances as the chair creaked.  Miss Molly conducted herself with the style and grace of a much smaller woman, but in reality she was so heavy that she frequently broke chairs and cracked couches beneath her double-wide butt.  And everytime that a chair gave up the ghost and sent the overstuffed governess crashing to the floor, the servants were the ones who had to lift her tubby ass to her chubby little feet again.  And that was no easy task!
The maids’ thoughts were interrupted as two tubby teens wobbled into the room, hair disheveled, faces groggy, flabby guts spilling out of the jackets of two matching red tracksuits.  Haley and Bailey didn’t bother with the same niceties as their mother.  Miss Molly bit her lip in shock as she saw Haley swing one meaty arm behind her back to scratch her monster badonkadonk.  How rude! Miss Molly wished that the girls would show a little more class!  True, no one was going to see them at breakfast other than their mother and the staff… but still!  Plus, Haley and Bailey were so round and jiggy that those red tracksuits made them look like a pair of over-ripe tomatoes ready to burst on the vine. 

“Good morning, girls,” sang Miss Molly, stifling her motherly concerns as the two young women waddled into the dining room.  Like their mother, the two girls were freckle-faced blonde southern belles.  And like their mother, both were morbidly obese.  Each girl weighed over 400 pounds.  They had long since grown too fat to use any of the household scales, so each only had a vague idea of her weight from the industrial scale that the family doctor had used to weigh them at their last check-up.  Unfortunately, that scale only went up to 400 pounds.

“G’morning, mom,” said Haley.

“Mornin’, mom,” echoed Bailey.  She snorted, inhaling the delectable aroma of sizzling sausages and sweet syrup.  “What’s for breakfast?”
Her eyes fell on the dining room table, groaning under the load of the usual breakfast feast – platters of fresh fruit and cold cuts, biscuits and gravy, scrambled eggs and hashbrowns, grits and sausages, waffles dripping with butter, and, above all, golden griddle-cooked flapjacks.  
“Diana made pancakes this morning,” said Miss Molly, motioning a perfectly manicured hand demurely at the quartet of chairs across the table where her two daughters usually parked their rears when they ate. “She knows how you two do love your pancakes so.”

“Yeah, pancakes are great,” huffed Haley absently, making her way toward the table. 
Miss Molly cocked a perfectly lined eyebrow at her daughter’s casual response.  Miss Molly, of course, was a proper southern debutante who would never think of appearing downstairs in less than perfect condition.  Even for a casual breakfast with her closest family, she was dressed to the nines.  Her blonde hair was perfectly coifed into a modest beehive, her cheeks rosy with just the right amount of blush, her plump lips ruby red with perfectly applied lipstick.  She wore a tight-fitting but expertly tailored white sheath dress that hugged her voluminous curves, elbow-length white gloves, and, as always, stylish high-heeled shoes that should have collapsed under a woman of her size.   Miss Molly was even bigger than her daughters.  Like Haley and Bailey, she only weighed herself on her annual doctor’s visit, so she didn’t actually know how big she was.  She only knew that she was over 400 pounds, but a simple glance gave away that she was probably nearing 500 pounds – if she hadn’t already crossed that threshold.     
All the stylish clothes and fashionable hair styles in the world couldn’t disguise the fact that Miss Molly was shaped like a pumpkin.  If you went through the family album, you would have seen, from the old black and white photographs taken during Miss Molly’s cotillion, that she was already quite chubby back when she was a teenager.  A steady diet of southern fried cooking prepared by the family cook added pounds around her middle.  In proper southern style, her parents made sure that she never had to sully her delicate hands with manual labor and never had to expose her pale skin to the unforgiving southern sun.  Instead, she was allowed to spend her youth indoors, eating truffles and accepting visits from potential suitors.  Miss Molly learned decorum.  And she grew rounder.  And she learned proper etiquette and how to be a good hostess and how to charm men.  And she grew rounder.  And happier and healthier.  And rounder.
All that charm school paid off eventually, and Miss Molly was married to the county’s richest cotton magnate by the time she was 22.  He was 75.  That was almost twenty years ago, so Beuregarde had long since passed away – but he had left her this luxurious mansion, several million dollars in cotton futures, and two lovely daughters.
As the years rolled by, Miss Molly’s twin daughters grew to resemble their mother in physique, slowly swelling up like two helium balloons on a diet of fried grits and gravy-smothered biscuits.  But Miss Molly was concerned to find that her daughters didn’t take after her in temperament.

Life was hard for a lazy southern lady as big and bloated as Miss Molly.  Luckily, the family fortune made her ballooning waistline easier to bear.  Once she topped 450 pounds, she found the little bothers of life to irksome to tackle alone.  So she had servants to help her.  All she had to do was ring the bell by her bedside and instantly she had three or four maids there to help haul her monstrous bulk out of bed.  They were the ones who helped apply her make-up, helped stuff her into the heavy-duty girdles and corsets that restrained her explosive belly and thighs, the ones who guided her downstairs to the dining room table for her meals.

 Haley and Bailey balked at relying on servants to bathe and dress them. Must be something about this new generation, thought Miss Molly.  Always so rebellious!  But as Haley and Bailey grew, it became harder and harder to do things on their own.  They were already so fat that getting out of bed was a chore.  They had to rock back and forth until they could throw themselves in a sitting position, and bending their spines to get enough leverage to rock forward was getting harder and harder as their jelly rolls inflated.  Without the servants’ help in getting dressed, the girls’ wardrobe was restricted now almost entirely to rompers, sweat pants, and baggy sundresses – anything easy to throw on that didn’t require a second set of hands to handle.
In short, the obese matron made a startling contrast with her two lazy daughters, who couldn’t even be bothered to shower or apply make-up before lumbering downstairs to stuff themselves on pancakes, sausages, and bacon.

That wasn’t to say that the girls weren’t still extraordinarily lazy.  They were raised in the lap of luxury, after all.  When they weren’t eating, they spent most of their days lounging around the house, eating, watching daytime TV, eating, playing video games, and eating.  When they weren’t eating, that is.

Haley plopped herself across two chairs, her massive ass still spilling over the sides as she eased her massive bulk into a sitting position, her overworked knees popping and creaking.  Haley was so round that, when she sat down, her knees propped up her behemoth belly and enormous boobs, pushing them into her face.  The ponderous waddle from bedroom to dining room had caused her track top to ride up, exposing a thick roll of gelatinous flesh.
Bailey followed suit.  Like her twin, she also required two chairs to support her monster rear, because the frail wooden legs of all the home’s antique heirloom furniture were too weak to hold up her bulging blubber butt without help.  

Without another word, the twins leaned forward in unison and started shoveling pancakes into their greedy maws.  The twins rarely spoke once they got started.  In eating, they entered a state of euphoria where they were blind and deaf to the world, oblivious to everything except the pleasures of the feast and desperate to fill their gaping bellies with as much food as quickly as possible until the two girls either burst or were sick.  The only sounds in the room were the steady clink of silverware against plates and the mumbled grunts of satisfaction as the two piggish southern beauties glutted themselves beyond belief.
A proper southern debutante, Miss Molly never did anything fast.  While her daughters wolfed down their breakfast, Miss Molly restricted herself to small, dainty bites.  That wasn’t to say that Miss Molly ate less than her daughters.  She simply ate slower.  Haley and Bailey were eager to cram down their food as fast as possible so that they could squander the rest of their morning in frivolous pursuits like playing video games or binging on daytime television.  In contrast, Miss Molly slowly savored multiple courses to the point that her ample bottom was often parked at the dining room table well into the afternoon.  For Miss Molly, distinctions between mealtimes were largely academic, since her slow, leisurely eating meant breakfast merged with lunch merged with afternoon tea merged with supper merged with dinner.
“Mommy, could you pass the syrup please?” sputtered Haley through a mouthful of pancakes.

“Of course, Haley.”  
Miss Molly nudged the syrup bottle toward her rotund daughter.  Haley grabbed it in one chubby hand and emptied the entire bottle over the tall stack of pancakes on her plate.

“No fair!” bubbled Bailey, her own mouth already crammed full of fluffy flapjacks. “Haley took all the syrup! Now what am I supposed to do?”

“Manners, Bailey. I’ll just have Irma bring out another bottle.  But really, Haley, you should share with your sister.  Don’t be so greedy.”

“But Mommy!  I need lots of syrup for my pancakes! Or else they’re soooo dry!”

“Patience, Bailey.  My word, you two girls.  I think it’s time we had a talk about your behavior at the table.”

The twins stared at their mother in confusion, their cheeks bulging with flapjacks, lips smothered with syrup.

“What behavior?” asked Haley, licking at a drop of syrup dribbling down her double chin.  She was so distracted with trying to catch that extra little bit of savory sweetness that she forgot to cover her mouth to stifle the small burp that escaped her lips.

“THAT behavior, Haley.  Excuse yourself!”

“Scuse me,” mumbled Haley, still intent on her syrup.

“Mommy! I need more syrup!  Just get Irma to bring out more syrup, then we can talk!”

“Fine, fine!”  Miss Molly plucked a small silver bell from the table next to her overloaded plate and rang it with a quick flick of the wrist.  Irma popped her head out of the kitchen.

“You rang, ma’am?”

“Yes, Irma, could you be a dear and bring us another pitcher of syrup?”

“Yes, ma’am.  Maple or butterscotch?”

“Oh, bring both,” said Bailey, nodding her head so vigorously that her double chin wobbled.

“Yes, both!” agreed Haley. 

“Lord knows there’s nothing wrong with a healthy appetite,” said Miss Molly pointedly as Irma arrived with two extra bottles of syrup.  “But the way you girls behave at the table is completely undignified.  How do you expect to land a husband when you behave like a pig?”

“We’re not behaving like pigs,” said Haley defiantly, even as she attacked the remaining flapjacks on her plate with renewed vigor.  Next to her, Bailey tipped the syrup bottle directly into her mouth, gulping the viscous sugary liquid with a loud slurp.

“Take small bites!” said Miss Molly, “Don’t just stuff it down your throat! You need to savor your food.”

“I am savoring,” mumbled Haley, shoving another forkful of scrambled eggs and cheese into her eager mouth.  

“You can’t savor when you’re just shoveling it down,” snapped Miss Molly.

“Hmmm…yeah…okay,” said Haley dreamily. The obese teen’s mind went blank as she once again fell into the blissful daze of eating.

Miss Molly shook her head.  All her words fell on deaf ears as Haley and Bailey drifted away, back into their eating trance.  Miss Molly sighed as she turned her attention back to her own breakfast.  There was just no getting through to these girls! She would just have to wait it out and let them learn from their own mistakes.
Eventually, the moans of bliss coming from the two overstuffed cuties were replaced by moans of pain.  Miss Molly wasn’t surprised. The girls always ate too much too fast.

“Ooof,” moaned Haley, rubbing her distended stomach with one hand.  “I don’t feel so good.”

“Oooo, I think I’m gonna be sick,” whined Bailey.  Bleary-eyed, she looked down at her clean plate.  Even the thought of more food made her feel nauseous and she could feel her gargantuan meal churning around in her bulging, overloaded gut.
Both girls looked distinctly green around the gills.  Miss Molly shook her head.

“That’s what comes of eating too fast, girls.  It would certainly serve you right if you had acute indigestion.  I hope you’ve learned a little lesson.”

“Ohhhh, my tummy hurts,” moaned Haley.  She followed up her complaint with a loud belch that made Bailey giggle out loud and Miss molly cluck her tongue.

“Manners, Haley! I raised you better than that.”

“Sorry, mama,” mumbled Haley.

“I don’t want to hear another burp out of either of you! Really! I raised you better than to burp at the breakfast table!”

“May I… may I be excused, Mama?” asked Haley.

“Better. But no, you may not.  We’re having a nice civil meal here, Haley, and it’s rude to just go running off in the middle of that.  We’re going to sit here and behave like adults – and not like pigs!”  She glared sternly at her twin daughters as they fidgeted uncomfortably in their seats.
“But Mama, I gotta….uh… I gotta…”

Haley flushed in embarrassment as her mother stared daggers at her.

Next to her, Bailey struggled to hold in a large burp, clutching at her chest and making faces as the gas bubble inside her guts strained for release.

The two girls were in a real bind!  After gorging all morning, they were way too stuffed and bloated to leave the table; they were weighted down by their massive, food-loaded guts.  But they desperately needed to release the mounting gas build-up inside their bodies – something that they couldn’t do with their mother present!
Haley could feel her guts roiling.  Under all her layers of insulating blubber, Haley’s stomach bulged outward as it filled with gas.

Bailey groaned, her face turning bright pink as she strained.  This was really getting bad!  It was awful enough that the twins had to burp, but they also had to, well, they also had to release gas in a way that was sure to be even more offensive to their overly refined mother!

Bailey’s tubby tummy lurched forward another inch as she felt her insides rumbling.

Haley’s middle bubbled and wobbled and pushed forward.

Both girls exchanged worries glances again as they realized what was happening to them.  Unable to release, they were both filling up with gas like two inner tubes!

“I’m swellin’ up!” cried Haley.

“I’m gettin’ bigger!” cried Bailey.

“I’m getting’ rounder!” cried Haley.

“We’re blowin’ up like balloons!” cried the twins in unison.

“Manners, girls, don’t shout at the dinner table,” clucked Miss Molly.

Two fat little piggies were dearly paying the price for their greed and gluttony!  Their mother continued to eat, seemingly unaffected and unconcerned with the drama unfolding mere feet away from her.  Haley and Bailey exchanged horrified glances.  Rapidly filling up with contained gas, the two girls were inflating like a pair of balloons.

And the thing about balloons is, they can only get so big… before they pop.

“Ughhhhh, Bailey, what are we gonna do?” whispered Haley. “We can’t burp in front of mama!”

“Burpin’ ain’t nothin’!” said Bailey through gritted teeth.  Sweat poured down her chubby cheeks as she struggled to hold in the mounting pressure.  “I gotta fart too! Mama definitely won’t tolerate that!”

“Oooo Bailey, we gotta do somethin’… or we’re gonna explode!”

“Manners, girls! I simply won’t allow whispering at the table!  If you have something to say, say it out loud for everyone to hear.”

“Nothin’, Mama!” said Haley quickly.  She groaned loudly as she felt her gut puff out even further, pushing into the side of the table and sending pain signals to the poor girl’s frantic brain.  Her gut felt so full of gas that it was starting to firm up, the internal pressure rising enough that her tight belly was pushing her chair away from the table.

“Mama, please, can we be excused?” pleaded Bailey, sweat pouring down her chubby cheeks.  Her belly was so distended now that it was pushing her breasts up into her face.

“You’ll be excused when we’re done,” said Miss Molly, calmly spreading jam onto a scone.  She raised the scone to her lips and took a dainty bite.  Both her twin daughters watched miserably.  Miss Molly was determined that the two girls learn a lesson about what happened to greedy pigs who didn’t mind their manners, but Haley and Bailey worried that they weren’t going to survive this lesson!

The two overstuffed southern cuties were as round and rotund as a pair of beachballs now, their gargantuan bellies spilling out of their splitting track suits as they grew bigger and bigger.  

“Mama, please!” whined Haley, “We’re gonna bust!”

“We can’t hold it all in!  We gotta let it out or… or we’re gonna explode!”

A jagged tearing sound filled the air as the in-seam on Haley’s track pants split apart under the strain of her burgeoning size, allowing creamy white flesh of Haley’s thigh to spill out.  

The zipper on Bailey’s top burst with a crack, her bloating belly barreling out triumphant.

The twins grew bigger and rounder and fuller, their bodies creaking with the increasing pressure as they inflated like two parade floats.  They looked like two gas dirigibles, ready to take off and float away into the sky!  If one good thing could be said about their predicament, the gas inside them was counteracting all their acres of blubber and actually making them lighter!
Miss Molly genteelly sliced her waffle into tint bite-sized chunks, smiling sweetly to herself as she raised another bite to her lips.  The twins squirmed in agony as they watched their mother, praying that the older woman would relent.  The stitches on their red tracksuits died, one by one, with high-pitched snaps as their gas-bloated bellies blew up bigger and bigger.  Seams burst apart revealing acres of tantalizingly soft flab stretched tightly over two bellies grown massive with trapped wind.  The twins were beet-red with exertion. Their eyes clamped shut, mouths in grimaces, cheeks the color of fire engines, as each girl desperately hoped that she could keep herself together through sheer force of will.
If not, they would just blow up bigger and bigger and BIGGER…

They would fill tighter and tighter and TIGHTER until they were so burstingly full of gas that they wouldn’t even be able to move.

And after that…

“Haley…I’m gonna blow…”

“No, Bailey, stay strong!”

“Haley…I can’t do it… I gotta let it out!”

“Bailey, no! Not in front of Mama!”

“I can’t help it!” moaned Bailey, “I gotta!  I gotta or… I’m…gonna… explode!  I can feel it!  I can’t hold it anymore!”

Bailey’s entire body wobbled as her tracksuit finally gave up the ghost and exploded into shreds, leaving the expanding girl in just her bra and panties.    Haley’s tracksuit split into ribbons with a loud zipper tear mere seconds later.  They were as round as two globes, their bellies throbbing and pulsing with extreme fullness.  Yet, even now, they simply couldn’t upset their mama!  That would be unthinkable.

But then again, actually bursting might be considered even ruder than burping or farting.

“Haley… I gotta…. I’m done!”

“Bailey! Please… don’t do it… Mama won’t stand for it! It’s so rude!”

“It’s gonna be even ruder to pop and spray myself all over the walls!”

Purple-faced with veins popping out on her forehead in sharp relief, Bailey couldn’t stop herself.  She squeezed her mouth and her backside shut with all her might, but the pressure of all the gas inside her was pushing out with too much force.  She was definitely going to burst if she didn’t let it all out!  The poor inflated teen’s face was starting to resemble an eggplant from the strain.

“Here it comeeeeeesssss…!”

On cue, Bailey erupted into thunderous chorus of belches and farts as her body, unable to take the strain any more, forced all that trapped gas out any way that it could.  

Their mother was aghast.  “Bailey! Really! Is this any way to behave?”

Bailey couldn’t respond, she was too busy burping.  She was desperate to expel all that gas, but it almost seemed that she had waited too long.  Even with a constant stream of belches tearing from her plump lips and a constant stream of farts escaping her wide ass, she only managed to slow down her insidious inflation.  But she wasn’t deflating!

“I’m… not… shrinking!” moaned Bailey, “I’m still… too full… of gas!”

“Oh Gawd, Bailey… I can’t… oooo I’m sorry, Mama!” cried Haley, tears streaming down her chubby cheeks at the intense painful tightness in her gas-bloated belly.  A loud trumpeting fart blasted from Haley’s monumental rump, the force sending ripples through her butter-soft butt blubber.

“Haley! You too!” cried Miss Molly, dropping her knife and fork in shock.  Behind her, the maids couldn’t help tittering at the spectacle before them: the boss’s fat spoiled children were completely helpless, so inflated with their own indulgence that they couldn’t do anything but burp and fart.  The staff didn’t laugh for long as pretty soon the room began to fill with enough gas that the weak-willed servants had to run for the kitchen, wretching.

Miss Molly was too proud to run, though. She was also way too fat to run.  At most, she might have managed a brisk waddle, but even that was far too strenuous for her at her current size.  And without her loyal staff to help support her, there was no way that she was even getting up out of her chair.  But mostly she stayed because she was too proud to run. Yes, that’s the ticket.

She crossed her arms across her bulbous chest and waited, stone-faced and with eyes watering, for the twins to complete their symphony.

The twins belched and farted long and loud, filling the room with a fetid miasma of bodily gases in their desperate, futile quest to halt their swelling. 

The two girls had waited too long, held in their gases too tightly.  Now they were desperate to force all that methane out of their bodies, but they were still barely shrinking despite their best efforts.
“Are you girls just about done?”

“Ugh, I’m soooo bloated!” cried Haley, kicking her feeble legs and waving her useless arms.  She looked like an over-blown medicine ball now clad in only her underwear and the remains of her tracksuit.  “I can’t believe how gassy I am!”
“Me too!” cried Bailey. “Oh Gawd, Mama, why didn’t we listen to you?”

“I tried to warn you.  You girls finally ready to admit that you were acting like pigs?”

“Ugh…I’ll never stuff myself again!” cried Haley, her words cut short by another thunderous belch. “I promise! I’ll eat slowly!”

“I’ll take small bites!” chimed in Bailey, a powerful fart nearly launching the spherical sweetie out of her seat.

“Good,” said Miss Molly, setting her knife and fork onto her plate. She clapped her hands to summon the staff.  “Irma! Diana! I’m finished!”
For the first time ever, the staff did not appear, afraid to brave the poisonous fog produced by the two gas blimps.

Miss Molly grimaced.  Without her helpers, there was no way that she would be able to raise her own bloated bulk out of her seat.  Now she was stuck here too, forced to endure all of her daughters’ burping and farting until they deflated back to normal.

She shook her head.  What a price to pay for being a concerned mother!
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