It’s a Gas.

Molly Gyll never really fit into the skinny Hollywood mold. Not even into the skinny mold really. She was short, about five foot four, but weighed about 180 pounds- a bit heavy for such a small girl.


Still, she was beautiful. She was Irish with sparkling face and sweet, pale skin speckled with brown freckles, and long red hair... During high school other girls were very jealous of her beauty, and would bring her down by picking on her pudginess. She tried desperately to try and lose weight by dieting, exercising, but whatever it was she just couldn’t get it off. She eventually gave up and got used to the taunts of the ultra thin girls.

But high school was now just a bitter memory as she was twenty three, working as a journalist for her local paper. She was at a hotel meeting room, at a banquet for all of the newspaper’s staff. As she lay bored in her seat she heard the announcer say “Julie Peppers”, which instantly snatched her attention. On the stage was a skinny starlet with long blonde hair and a  dangerously white smile, wearing black formal Capri’s and a pink sweater, sweetly waving to the crowd as she thanked everyone for making her the new writer for the fashion editorial.


Molly hated Julie. All through high school Julie had obsessively teases Molly over her weight, always referring to her as “fat ass”. Later in the evening Molly was walking towards the Lady’s room when she heard a familiarly sinister voice. It was Julie in the middle of a crowd of people. 


“Hey fat ass!! I’m sorry but I don’t think my editorials will be covering the plus sizes!”


Julie turned deep crimson and filled with anger. She begins thinking to herself. “Julie you skinny little bitch…´going on and on, too afraid to say it out loud.


But soon very odd thoughts begin to fill her silent curses, thoughts she didn’t really understand. “I’ll show you who the real fat ass is Julie, I’ll pump up your ass so fat, make it the fattest in the world!”


Molly’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a long, incredibly loud fart. She snickered as she saw that it had come from Julie’s bony behind, now facing Molly as Julie talked to the people in front of her. Julie pretended not to notice but was noticeably blushing.


Suddenly there was another ripping fart from Julie. But strangely Molly noticed that as she farted, Julie’s butt seemed to have rounded and grown a bit, slightly pushing against the fabric of her black Capri’s. Another fart and it noticedly bulged outward, giving a slight jiggle.

Molly suddenly gasped, remembering her bizarre threats. Could she be doing this? She thought she’d find out. “Fatter, fatter , fatter!” she thought.

Soon there was another fart, after which Julie’s ass seemed twice its original size. People had now stopped their conversation and were looking on in shock. Julie still pretended not to notice, although flushing furiously. Another disgusting flatuation and the seat off her pants ripped open against her expanding rear, revealing a pair of white panties with little red cherries on them. People begin to scream and laugh at the sight.


Molly now looked behind her, and screamed. She looked down at her black capris, missing their torn off seat, revealing her embarrassing panties stretched over a now huge butt. She slapped it, and watched in shellshock as it jiggled. The laughs continued, as well as mutters and whispers.

“Well, Molly thought, Time to pump up this ass to the limit.”


Concentrating all of her new found power on the girls butt, she ripped out a steady stream, and her ass cheeks swelled up with fat becoming massive next to the rest of her thin body. Despite its size, it was still perfectly toned and extremely round. After a particularly nasty one the remains of her capris dropped to the floor. Her cherry panties were now stretched thin across the giant booty and almost translucent, as they filled up with more and more ass.


Molly thought of all of her rage and unleashed one great final fart out of Julie’s huge ass. It was very long, and her ass steadily swelled and grew, finally sending little pieces of white underwear flying through the air as the huge ass bounced out. Still the fart continued, and the exposed booty rounded and thickened outward.


Finally, it was over. Julie stood there leaning on a coffee table with her hands, panting and as red as the cherries on her former undies, and naked from the waist down. She wore a look of shock as she stared behind her at her huge rump, 70 pounds of solid ass between skinny legs and a slim waist. She tried to move around, her ass bouncing up and down, and backed into a table full of punch landing on her stomach with her huge ass in the air.

This was all too much for Molly. She walked out of the place giggling and walked onto the street. She thought of all of those skinny girls who tortured her during high school. I hope there’s room at the fat farm!, she thought. As she plotted she bumped into a short thin girl with spiky hair. The punkette snarled. “Watch where you’re going you cow!”


Molly noticed that the girl looked rather slutty. She wore a tiny denim skirt over fishnets and black midriff exposing tank top. “You little Slut! said molly, I’ll let everyone see how much of a slut you are!”

As the punkette laughed at her comeback, she suddenly stopped laughing and let out a humongous belch, then squeaking and covering her mouth. Her perfect abs softened somewhat and jiggled. As Molly concentrated the girl belched even more loudly, and her abs disappeared completely, with new soft fat on her belly. Another burp and the fat spilled over her skirt.

“What the fuck?” she gasped


She burped and it expanded further, sloping over the side of it. The fat was very round, giving her a pregnant appearance. She belched and belched uncontrollably and it rounded out further, growing, pushing, expanding with fat. When her expansion was over she looked like she was eclist eight months pregnant. She stood there dumbfounded, and then ran down the alley as fast as she could, her huge belly bouncing and smacking her boobs.


Molly laughed as she walked back to her apartment. As soon as she got home se giddily took out her senior yearbook and made a hitlist of future fatties. She went to sleep with a giddy, guilty feeling that she found to be almost arousing. She simply couldn’t wait to reshape those girls, and the whole world. She felt like a god…..

She went to work normally the next day. It was dull and routine, except for the water cooler gossip she heard about Julie.


“Well they say that her “accident” is all weight gain and irreversible…”


“I heard that she already resigned too.”


As Molly waited for her lunch break she chose her first victim from the yearbook: Sophie Hamilton. One of the most beautiful girls, but lacking in brain cells, and always obsessing over fashion. And always got a kick out of putting bags of deli ham inside of Molly’s locker.

The photo smiling back at her was 18, with a warm smile, pretty blue eyes, and black hair coming down to her shoulders. At lunch she would walk to the gap where she was working, and add on a few pounds.


At noon she reached the gap and entered to see Sophie folding pink blouses. She wore a pair of gray sweatpants with “gap” on her curvy ass, and a pink button up shirt. She was thin, but curvier than Julie with a tight little ass and B cup breasts. When she saw Molly she said nothing, and simply pretended that she wasn’t there.

Molly decided that this would be a coordinated assault. Concentrating her thoughts she made Sophie fart, letting Sophie give off an embarrassed little squeak. Molly also thought about her hips and thighs as well. So the next longer and louder fart filled out her thighs as well as her ass against the sweatpants.


Thinking that the same logic could apply to her top, Molly made Sophie give out a loud belch, which pushed out her perky breasts and tight tummy. She then farted and belched, and looked down in dumb confusion as her boobs swelled and bounced to a C and belly fat began to creep up past her shirt. At the same time her thighs and ass pumped up with fat till they were pressed thin against her pants.

Molly stopped her expansion and watched her beautiful little creation. She decided to get in on the fun.


“Don’t you remember me Sophie?”


She quivered “uhhhhh yes Molly”


“Do you like what I’m doing to you Sophie? Remember how much you use to torment me for being fat? You’ll be a pretty little cow, Sophie!”


Sophie opened her mouth in protest, but her voice was replaced by and echoing belch that made tear shapes between the buttons on her shirt, revealing plump, fat skin. Each belch she gave off popped a button from the bottom of her shirt, going up and up!


Pop! Ping! Pop! Ping! Rip!

She had a huge, bloated and rounded belly, and F cup breasts pushing out of a lacy pink bra that tore through her blouse. Another fart and…

Riiiiiiiiiiiiip!


Ass and thighs spread the gap sign out thin until they began to tear the very fabric, eventually tearing it out to reveal lacy pink panties pushed into a thong by her new, mountainous ass cheeks. Her ass and thighs were enormous, but still toned and solid. Molly decided that she wanted them that way.

By the end of her expansion, Sophie had gained eclist 200 pounds, all of which had went to her boobs, butt, belly, and thighs. She still had skinny arms and calves and an angelic face, but her more womanly parts were blow out of proportion.


A group of people walked past the window. By the looks of it, two guys and a girl. 


“Oh god, said Sophie, you have got to get me out of here!”


Molly laughed with sick pleasure. “What’s wrong baby? Are you afraid of looking pudgy in front of your friends? Go ahead whale!” She said as she pushed her into the door, fat jiggling and bouncing.

She nearly knocked over the first man, who seemed to be her boyfriend. “ O my God Sophie, what happened………. You look so….bloated!”


There was a small Hispanic girl in black leather behind the other man. She began to giggle. “Harry, you said you had a real looker, not some fat porker!”


Despite how she hated Sophie, she burned with anger at this remark. If she had gotten Sophie’s thighs and boobs as well as her belly and booty, maybe she could plump up this whole chick…. And real fast too!

The girl put her hand over her mouth a from a loud belch, and a continuous fart erupted from her thin behind. Her entire boy expanded. Fat from head to toe pushed against the leather with a creaking sound. She felt pudgy cheeks and double chins form on her beautiful face. Ass tore through black leather, boobs and belly split the center, and triple chins appeared. The girl reached 250 pounds, and past into the three hundreds.


By the time Molly was finished with her she had to be eclist 420 pounds, about a 300 pound in increase in 2 and a half minutes. She was totally naked, standing in a sea of torn leather. The two males and two bloated females looked at each other briefly and then ran out of the door in terror, as if the place was cursed.

As she watched the plumpers jiggle outside in satisfaction, she heard a voice calling from the dressing room. “Sophie! Sophie! Does this make my ass look big?”


Molly could recognize that voice even if it was singing “Molly the trolley” through the school hallways. She walked in to see Bridget Joy in front of a 4 way mirror sticking out her tush. She was thin, with short brown hair, a pair of jeans and a black tee shirt. 


I’ll make it big, Molly thought with delight. Two birds with one stone!


Bridget farted and her tight bottom and thighs plumped up with a bounce. She turned to the mirror and stuck out her ass. “What the hell…..?”


Another fart and Bridget watched tear shaped holes appear in her jeans, fatty thighs pushing through the jeans. The button of the jeans snapped off and cracked the mirror, leaving her jeans to slide down to the floor. This revealed her now big and shapely thighs, and her ass ripping through white cotton panties. These panties ripped open to the ass flood, and left a waistband trailing with bits of cotton to frame her fat ass in the center.

Molly decided that she’d have to balance Bridget out of course, so she let out belches until double G’s tore through her shirt, bouncing with every one of Bridget’s terrified breaths. 


Molly left the gap feeling god like. She also found that the feeling of expanding women made her very aroused. She walked down the street and saw a bar hosting ladies night. Inside sat twelve young ladies wearing low rider jeans on barstools. A quick progression of fart from left to right and asses were ripping clean through denim with a dozen shrieks and gasps.

Molly saw a waiter in the bar in a short black miniskirt. A fart blew the back of her skirt up, and her ass pumped up enormously until the skirt could barely drape the top. Molly left extremely satisfied.

There were three young mothers by a park. With belches and farts, they soon resembled Sophie, bloated and bouncy. A teenie on a jump rope wasn’t so quick after plumping up 500 pounds, lying on the pavement like a beached whale. Thin, sexy women walked past molly, and came out either with certain body parts blown way out of proportion, or as naked plumpers. She was having a blast. 

When she got back to her apartment she looked in her mirror at her chubby body and thought some strange new thoughts. She let out a belch and a fart, and watched as her her body tightened and received new tone, and her fat was collected in her boobs, butt, and sexy new curves. She wasn’t exactly skinny, but was now curvy and sexy. All the weight in all the new places. She giggled.


“I sure do look better then all those blimps” she thought. She went to sleep in her new body, with her yearbook in her arms as she hatched new plans in her dreams.

To be Continued………….

