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AH...
TO HAVE
THE MAN

OF My
DREAMS

WALK
RIGHT UP

TO ME

AND

JUST-




ARE YOU
THE MAN
OF MY
DREAMS?

SEEMS
70 BE
THAT
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BY THE WAY
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YOU GOT THIS, BABE!
THIS IS THE MOST
IMPORTANT PART! YOU
JUST GOTTA PUSH THROUGH
= (T ONE MORE AND WE'RE
/ DONE!

SEE? YOU DID IT!
M SO PROUD OF
YOU, BABE!

I'VE BEEN DATING MY GIRLFRIEND FOR
ALMOST HALF A YEAR NOW. AND SHE HAD
SUDDENLY WANTED ME TO SPEND TIME
WITH HER LIFTING WEIGHTS. SHE'S SUCH
A HUGE GYM RAT, AND | AM NOT REALLY
ATHLETIC AT ALL, BUT I STILL LOVE HER
TO DEATH. | THOUGHT SHE JUST WANTED
ME TO GET MORE FIT LIKE HER.




SHE'S ONLY BEEN
TRAINING ME FOR A WEEK
NOW, AND IT'S BEEN
ABSOLUTE TORTURE.

.

| WOULD HAVE GIVEN UP
BY NOW, BUT THE WAY
SHE MOTIVATES ME TO
KEEP PUSHING IS, WELL...

: SHE LIKES TO TREAT ME TO

DELICIOUS FOOD. LIKE, A LOT

HERE ARE

IRALES

OF DELICIOUS FOOD. WE DO YOUR
THIS EVERY DAY. BURGERS,
CUTIE~!
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SHE SAYS IT'S FOR BULKING, il )
BUT IT USUALLY FEELS LIKE Eﬁ
SHE TAKES IT A LITTLE FAR. L //

IT SEEMS COUNTER PRODUCTIVE TO
THE TRAINING, BUT | DON'T OBJECT TO
IT. BEING FED AND SPOILED BY SUCH A
SEXY WOMAN IS HEAVEN TO ME.

BUT IT DOES WORK. I'VE
NEVER TOLD HER YET, BUT | DO
HAVE A KINK FOR THIS KIND OF
THING. | LOVE BEING OVERFED

AND STUFFED. IT FEELS LIKE
BEING PAMPERED!




] B N = | AND WE TRAIN F

Sl i AGAIN THE
SHE FEEDS ME.

CONTINUE NEXT DAY

UNTIL | AM '

TRAINING, FOUR IT GOES ON
STUFFED FULL!

OR FIVE DAYS , LIKE THIS
A WEEK IT'S SO HOT!
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| IT WASN'T VERY LONG — = (
BEFORE | STARTED |  WAS THIS REALLY HOW
SEEING WEIGHT PILE A BULK WORKED? DID
ONTO MY BODY... SHE ENJOY DOING THIS
TO ME? | KNOW | ENJOYED
IT BUT..

| WAS GAINING
WEIGHT SO QUICKLY
THAT IT BECAME
CONCERNING,
AND CONFUSING.
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THAT WAS A
™ GREAT WORKOUT,
£ BABE~! YOU'RE

GETTING SO

STRONG!

WE SHOULD HIT
A BUFFET TO
CELEBRATE AND
REFUEL YOUR
BODY!

A-A BUFFET??
HUFF...I GUESS?
IF YOU WANT

|~

IT'S MY TREAT OF
COURSE! YOU NEED
ALL THE CALORIES YOU
CAN GET SO YOU CAN
KEEP GETTING
STRONGER!
TRUST ME~!

| GUESS

| DON'T KNOW

MUCH ABOUT

BUILDING MUSCLE,

BUT THIS SEEMS

KIND OF CONFUSING.

AREN'T | SUPPOSED
TO BE LEAN?

DON'T WORRY
ABOUT THAT. IF YOUR
BODY FAT PERCENTAGE
IS TOO LOW IT MESSES
WITH YOUR
HORMONES.

IT'S SO CUTE HOW YOU
JUST LET ME DO THIS.
| KNOW DEEP DOWN INSIDE
YOU ARE LOVING EVERY
MINUTE OF THIS. I'VE SEEN
YOUR INTERNET HISTORY. I'M
JUST AFRAID TO TELL YOU.
| DON'T WANT TO BREAK
YOUR TRUST...

|
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YOU DID
SO WELL,

OUGH...I'M
SO FULL. BUT IT
FEELS SO GOOD.
I'M LIVING MY
FANTASY RIGHT NOW.
IT FEELS TOO GOOD
TO BE TRUE...
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YOU'RE SO |

STRONG'




HOW DID | LET THIS
GO THIS FAR? DOES SHE
STILL REALLY LIKE ME
LIKE THIS? | HAVE TO
PULL THIS BANDAID
OFF NOW...

T DO YOU REALLY ENJOY
THIS? LIKE, ME BEING THIS BIG?
| THOUGHT YOU WANTED ME TO
GET MORE FIT LIKE YOU, | AM
JUST CONFUSED ==
7
HERE.. 4, \{ N

IT JUST FEELS
LIKE THERE ARE A LOT OF
MIXED SIGNALS HERE. |
REALLY LOVEYOUAND | @
DON'T WANT THIS TO RUIN £
OUR RELATIONSHIP... A

[ NEED
TO CONFESS
SOMETHING TO




I'VE SEEN YOUR
INTERNET HISTORY.
[ KNOW ABOUT YOUR
KINKS, AND HOW YOU
WANT TO BE
FATTENED UP.

[ LIKE IT TOO! ko
| LIKE PAMPERING AND Vi
SPOILING YOU. YOU'RE TH,S WHOLE
SO CUTE WHEN YOU'RE /) TIME??
FULL OF FOOD~

> | WANTED TO
MAKE SURE WE

i v // %) COULD CONTINUE
) — \& TO ENJOY THIS
" > FOR A LONG TIME
= TOGETHER...
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[ WAS TRAINING YOU / | KNOW IT

/' AND HELPING YOU BULD |~
| museEsoYoucou  J \ <, Mﬁ’;’ff’ \SXN%? i Y
\  GETASBIGAS YOU 7N A MAKE YOU HAPPY!
S WANTED! 1© '
''''''''''''''' — &M I LoVvE You! AND

) [ LOVE YOU
/// LIKE THIS! AS MUCH

AS YOU DO! EVEN
MORE!




................................. THAT MAKES MORE " em——

T\ 7/ SENSE NOW.IWISH I HAD i

N\UNZ/ THE COURAGE TO TELL YOU

N MYSELF, BUT I DIDN'T
WANT YOU TO BE

PUT OFF BY IT...

BABE,
i YOURE SO
A WONDERFUL.

[ LOVE YOU,
| WANT TO TRAIN

HARDER AND YOU TOO!
GET BIGGER S0
WITH YOU~! MUCH~!!

: ‘\K" EVENTUALLY WE HAD TO INVEST IN A HOME GYM, BUT THAT MADE
\\\\\\)

g§5153515‘5153515351535153515:53555553513515:51 THE RELATIONSHIP BLOSSOMED FROM THERE. WE CONTINUED TRAINING.

W),

OUR WORKOUTS ALL THE MORE SPECIAL AND INTIMATE AND LOVING

EVENTUALLY SHE BEGAN PUTTING ON EXTRA |
WEIGHT JUST BY BEINGF AROUND MEALL |

THE TIME. BUT | WAS BIGGER, AND | JUST

GREW BIGGER AND BIGGER AND BIGGER..
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You couldn't get her voice out of your head. A sweet, yet bassy voice that booms
even when the volume is at a minimum. Commanding all those within range to
listen up and party out! Try as you might to focus on your important tasks at
work, her music fills the silence while you desperately need to concentrate. That
said, silence is changed to the unrelenting beats of "Big Booty Can Crusher!" The
latest track from the newest hip hop sensation, Candy Two-Tons. Despite only
showing up on the scene around two years ago, she was already filling up
stadiums of fans who dreamed of getting up close and personal to witness the
biggest name in rap. In more ways than one! She truly does put the "hip" in hip-
hop.

How could she not be? Standing at an astonishing 550 pounds, the mostly belly-
centric artist really knows how to throw her weight around. While she can't
quite match the swift moves of her contemporaries, she makes up for it with
unrivaled energy that keeps her going for hours. Despite allegations that her
impressive bulk caused property damage at whichever venue got lucky enough
to host her, she still performs to sold-out shows. Whatever repairs were needed
after the concerts were almost worth it, given how much the venues would rake
in from concession sales alone. To watch Candy perform in person is an
experience like no other. It is believed that after watching her jiggle and belting
out beats, you start feeling new emotions that you never thought you would.

Asyou find yourself wasting away in the confined trap of your cubicle, the
question does come to mind every once in a while: what would it be like to spend
even just one night with Candy? You realize, naturally, that you're but one of
millions of fans who all shared the same dream. Realistically speaking, what
odds do you even have of meeting her that some other stranger several states
over didn't even have an equal chance of achieving? The announcement of the
winner of the Meet My Idol contest fades into the white noise of the office around
you. Right around the same time that your boss sneaks in behind you, clearly
looking for those reports that were supposed to be given to them an hour ago.

Frantically shifting into overdrive, you get back to work. To make up for the lost
time that you spent daydreaming about the impossible fantasy of meeting a
mega star in person, you block out all outside noise, concealing yourselfin a
soundproof bubble of determination, mainly to avoid getting fired. Typing
faster than usual, the sound of keys clicking fills your mind; you're going to get
these assignments done, come hell or high water. Within the first four minutes,
you're already starting to feel the pressure, and your fingers twitch as you try to
regain your composure. Thankfully, your barrier has managed to be nearly



impenetrable, except when you hear your name being called, though it's not
from your boss...

"Hey! You good back there?!" A brutish, yet somewhat friendly voice mixed with
a thick New York accent cuts the brakes on your recollection of a few days past.
"If you're feeling peckish, there's some Dom Pérignon back there. Courtesy of
RTV, of course!" Wait drink? What drink? What on Earth did you need a drink
for? Though now that he mentioned it, you were feeling pretty thirsty all of a
sudden. Looking to your immediate right, you spot a bottle of Dom Pérignon, a
costly champagne brand, if memory serves correctly. That's when it clicks back
in, the Meet My Idol contest, you were the winner!

But it's not the champagne that catches your eye. How could it? Within the
limo's darkened windows, you're surrounded by an endless stream of lights that
meshed into a near-nascent flurry of colors. No doubt the lights of Times
Square, the center of the most fantastic city on Earth, Manhattan. You're well on
your way to meet Candy Two-Tons herself, and you still couldn't believe how
you managed to win the Meet My Idol contest.

"You're pretty lucky, ya know?" The raspy voice of the limo driver interrupts
your observations. “Tons of Candy's fans have been wanting to meet her." You
shift a bit towards the small window through which the driver was speaking to
you. "Candy might seem like she's all about that high life in her videos, but she's
really down to Earth once you get to know her. Get off the road, dumbass!" The
driver's friendly demeanor quickly turns into an aggressive bark when he nearly
collides with a random bike rider. "Just remember that she's just as eager to
meet you as you are to meet her.” You're not quite sure how true that last line of
his is. Perhaps that's just his way of making you feel less tense about meeting
Candy face to face and reminding you that, at the end of the day, she's just as
human as you are.

Though you know this to be certain, you can't help but ponder that something
about Candy makes her stand out. Most people couldn't carry around such an
impressive bulk of blubber, yet still manage to possess a voice that drew a
stadium's worth of people, enamored by her remarkable vocal range. You
personally weren't really into larger women; it's not that you found them gross
or anything — just not your cup of tea—it was a simple matter of preference. Yet
there's something about Candy's larger-than-life curves that just drew you to
her. Was it the belly? The way that she knew how to carry it? Maybe the back
folds? Nah, that couldn't be it. Oh, it was surely her rear, famously large enough
to require three chairs to hold. Hmm, potentially, but you still weren't sure.

Before you know it, the limo turns into a tight alleyway; part of you wonders
how such a car could squeeze through without scraping against the brick walls
it would soon be sandwiched between. "Well, we're almost there. Make sure you



take all your stuff before heading out. I gotta take this thing over to Hell's
Kitchen in five." With a nervous gulp, you open the door out into the alleyway,
and a small staircase leads up into the studio entrance. "Break a leg, kid!" The
driver laughs, the limo zips out of the alley just as quickly as it arrived. Taking a
deep breath, you head up the stairs and into the office, eager to get out of the
frigid February chill.

After being greeted by the overworked secretary, you're told to take a seat while
Candy wraps up another track for her upcoming single, Fupa Nation. As you take
a look at the worn couch, it seems as though Candy broke it in, given the Candy-
shaped imprint that took up the entire piece of furniture. You take a seat and try
your best to settle the flurry of butterflies that are currently filling the pit of
your stomach, opting instead to focus on the damp smell in the air that you
hope isn't mold. You take a few deep breaths, though not too deep as to draw
unwanted attention from the secretary, who was presumably managing a
mixture of event deals and interview opportunities for Candy.

Looking around the office a bit more, you see a few more photos. Mostly Candy
with various celebrities. Aside from the fact that most images are unable to
capture all of the jumbo-sized pop star within a single frame. By necessity of
being so wide, she tends to make anyone who takes a photo with her look much
smaller in comparison. This is most evident in the photo of Candy with world-
renowned bodybuilder Franz Chez, once considered the largest man on Earth. If
Candy could make someone like him look puny in comparison, what chance did
someone like you have? But also, what if that didn't even matter? What if, in
fact, you desired someone much larger than you? Before you have a chance to
linger on this, the secretary calls out for you.

"She's ready to see you now." The secretary quickly flags you before returning to
her contact typing. With a gulp, you make your way into the recording studio.
Slowly heading towards the narrow hallway, you practice in your mind the very
first thing that you're going to say to Candy, making sure that you don't say
anything embarrassing or awkward. Making sure you don't say anything stupid
like, "Nice dogs we have?" or, "What color panties do you generally wear on
Wednesdays?" Simultaneously, your mental projector plays images of worst-
case scenarios, preparing you for anything. It was around the time you were
imagining a gang of masked thugs breaking in and creating a hostage situation
when you bounced off a large, marshmallow-ish wall of sorts. The force easily
knocks you onto your butt.

While trying to collect your bearings, several stars fill your vision. You hear an
all-too-familiar voice calling down to you from above, through that wall. "Oh
dang, you ok down there?!" Was that, Candy? Not that you can tell, what with
the stars in your eyes. Once things become a bit clearer, it's easy to see that the
pale, marshmallow wall of flesh that you bumped into indeed belonged to one



Candy Two-Tons! "Shoot! You good down there, homie?" You spend a few
seconds on the floor, trying piece together what just happened.

Of course, your current vantage point doesn't capture all of Candy. She's just
that immense after all. Surpassing the width of the doorframe she just stepped
through, Candy Two-Tons certainly lives up to her namesake. Her immense
middle dangles in front of her like a sack full of jello. With love handles that
brush up against anything nearby. Her signature pink jacket is held tightly by
the deep folds stuck atop her love handles.

"I mean, you'll get a fine enough view of me on the floor, I guess. But wouldn't ya
rather meet me face to face?" Candy chuckles before offering a chubby hand to
help you back up on your feet. You shake your head before taking her hand and
getting back up. Well, you didn't have this scenario in mind when you were
preparing earlier, though that didn't make it any less unexpected. "Sorry '‘bout
that, you know it happens more often than ya think. Guess it comes with the
baggage.” Candy laughs as she gives her boulder-of-a-belly a shake. "So you must
be the lucky winner of the contest. Is this your first time in New York?" As you
quickly process a response, you can't help but notice how pretty Candy's face is.
Sure, you've seen it dozens of times before. But it's something else entirely to see
her in person. Such as her large, sapphire eyes, which have a gem-like sparkle to
them. Complimented nicely by her fiery red braided hair, though most of that
was concealed within her bright pink cap.

"Looks like you caught me at just the right time. I've been working on my new
single. Though I wish things were going smoother, I seem to be struggling with
some of the lyrics. They're just not coming out right, ya know? Who knows,
maybe you'll provide just the inspiration I need.” Candy gives you a playful
wink, which feels like an arrow shooting right through your chest.

"Yo, you feeling alright?" A chubby hand waves in your face while you hear
Candy giggling behind it. " Within a few blinks, and you're back to your senses.
Before anything else, you apologize at least four times for bumping into Candy,
despite her assuring you an equal number of times that it's really no big deal.
"Aww, you're too sweet, hun. But if anyone should be apologizing, it's me. Oh
right, uh, the name's Candy, but I assume you already knew that." Candy laughs
once again, her immense middle wobbling the whole while. "So you're the lucky
winner, huh? Can't even begin to imagine how many of my fans managed to
enter that contest. Truth be told, I wish there were a way I could do this more
often. But I am a busy girl after all, and it's just not feasible. But enough about
that, why don't ya tell me a bit about yourself?"

Shoot, she hit you with the old background question: you—your mind races for
something quick to come. Before you have a chance to open your mouth to
explain that you're an ordinary salary worker, you're cut off by a low, inhuman



grumble. Looking at Candy's bare belly, it's not hard to figure out the source.
"Dang, guess I've been rehearsing longer than I thought!" Candy gives you a
wink. Why don't we head on down to one of my favorite eats? It's not even that
long of a walk from here." Now that she mentioned it, you haven't eaten since
before you boarded the plane. And that was at least five hours ago. "Come on,
my treat. Though I may get a pie or two for myself." She laughs again, and you
can't help but focus on other parts of her form that are jiggling aside from her
belly. Particularly her double chin, which at certain moments reminded you of a
frog's neck swelling. Yet despite the comparison, there was still something quite
cute about it. "Yo, Jamie, you want anything?" Candy calls out to the secretary,
who was in the middle of an important call by the look of it. To which Candy
gets no response.

"Well, her loss! Let's get going. I really need some fuel after that last recording. A
big ol' swig of soda should help get my vocal cords back in order.” Wait a sec, you
start to ponder, is she just gonna walk in the middle of the busiest city on Earth
and not worry about a bunch of fans swarming at her every move? It was a bold
choice to say the least.

To your surprise, you follow Candy through a hallway into the studio. The
whole while, you can't help but notice just how much her couch-crushing butt
bounces every time she takes a step. A feature of hers that she's well known for.
Again, it dawns upon you that you're not really into larger girls, let alone ones as
massive as Candy. Yet you can't seem to shake it off. Every time Candy would
make a turn in the hall, your eyes immediately dart to her giant cabooses, which
threaten to knock into anyone or anything unfortunate enough to be within
their reach.

Eventually, the two of you come across a small door, well, small, for Candy
anyway. With a large red neon sign on top that reads, "Pizza". You let her in first,
which may not have been such a good call, since she immediately gets stuck! Her
thick fat gets wedged deep within the narrow doorframe. "Shoot! I hate when
this happens! Yo, think you could help out? I just need a little push to get
through, don't worry, it happens more times than you'd think."

Well, this is certainly ridiculous: you're now faced with Candy's backside in a
compromised position. Of course, being a fan of her work and her guest, you're
determined to do everything in your power to get her unwedged. The only
problem, of course, is how to accomplish this while remaining, shall we say,
within the pretty tight doorframe. You begin hearing some murmuring from
the other side of Candy, no doubt patrons of the pizzeria.

You feel your hands tremble as you reach around Candy's very bloated sides.
Much like a bomb expert defusing a powerful explosive, you were going to need
to handle this with precision so as not to grope Candy in any sort of



inappropriate manner accidentally. Of course, this is much easier said than
done; given Candy's impressive bulk, it was tricky to tell where her hips started
or where her thighs ended. Taking a leap of faith, you press into where your
hands are positioned currently and press in as hard as you can. "Eeep! Sorry,
that's on me. You're doin' just fine! I think one more squeeze'll do it!" The yelp
definitely made you think you were gripping somewhere you shouldn't have for
a second; you felt your heart nearly skip a beat. Though once you were assured
that she was fine, you pressed in again, and sure enough, Candy clumsily
stumbles into the restaurant. Most of the staff weren't reactive, signaling that
this was a semi-regular occurrence for her.

You follow her inside, though not before being smacked by the distinct aroma of
freshly baked pizzas. The shop's owner, a small man with a large mustache,
ushers Candy to her reserved spot over in the corner of the shop. An extra-large
booth, seemingly made explicitly to contain all of Candy's girth. "Why hello, Ms.
Two Tons! How's the recording session coming along?" The small man smiles.

"Pretty alright, Fabrizio. Still a lil stuck, but it won't take long, ya heard?" Candy
makes minor peace signs with both chubby hands before shuffling her fat ass
into the booth. The table in front of her, which is bolted to the floor, is forcefully
pressed against her giant belly. You swear you can hear the metal strains of loose
bolts being ripped out of the floor before Candy finally takes a seat. "You're
gonna love this place! If it's a slice of the Big Apple you're after, Fabrizio's is the
place to get it!" The small man laughs, humbled by Candy's praise. "I already had
the back prep some pizza to get you started, Ms. Two-Tons." Following the small
owner, several servers carrying full boxes of pizza come forth, carefully placing
the boxes on the table in front of Candy. Her chubby face grinning in delight at
the sight of the growing stack of pies. One of the servers brings you over a single
slice on a paper plate.

"Pretty sweet, huh? No need to worry about mobs of fans getting too close."
Candy smiles while downing her first slice. A thick trickle of grease drips from
the pizza as she chews a piece. A satisfying smile spreads across her chubby
cheeks. "Whenever I'm feeling peckish, I can just slip in here and eat to my
heart's content. The owner's a huge fan and lets me eat as much as I want.” You
sit back and watch as Candy finishes an entire pie like no one's business.

In contrast, you sit with your humble single slice resting neatly on a paper plate.
Funnily enough, the several stacks of pizza boxes surrounding Candy form a
sort of fortress around the pop star as she gorges herself on whole pizzas meant
for multiple people. Watching such a profound example of concentrated
gluttony flicks a switch within your mind that perhaps you might be more into
this than you first thought.



"So," you hear Candy say between mouthfuls of pizza. "I never did get to ask ya,
what did ya say it was you do for a living again?" You're about to tell Candy that
you're a simple number cruncher, but before you do that, a low, churning gurgle
can be heard from somewhere close. At first, you assume it's the restaurant's
pipes, but then it comes back in rather quickly. Ignoring it, you open your
mouth to respond before getting cut off by the most impactful burp you've ever
heard. Directly in your face, no doubt. "Uuuuurrrrppppp! Christ, I haven't made
a burp that loud since the after-party at last year's Grammys. Shit." Candy starts
rubbing her massive belly to soothe the raging storm within. "Fuck, I'm so full,
and my arms are starting to get tired." Candy groans, her face wincing as she
tries dealing with her indigestion.

Was she inviting you to rub her belly for her? You weren't quite sure. It did seem
like that's what she was insinuating... Wait, no, she's just tired. Nothing more,
nothing less. Though you still felt your chest flutter a bit from the anticipation.
The sheer thought of the opportunity to place your hand on her big belly was
turning you on? As soon as those thoughts start to linger, you quickly shake
your head, to which Candy conveniently starts to speak once more.

"So now that we're properly stuffed,” Candy emphasizes this by patting her huge
pale belly, letting out yet another glass-shattering belch. "Why don't we head
back to the recording booth and see if we can pan out this new track of mine?"
Having lunch with Candy was one thing, but now she was asking you to
personally help her with crafting her new hit single. Not even in the studio yet,
and you can already feel the pressure mounting. You had only been together
with Candy for over an hour and a half, and yet you were starting to feel
strangely close to her. What started as a day to hang out with your favorite pop
icon quickly escalated into something more.

Soon enough, you hear the table and booth groan to the sound of Candy slowly
shuffling out. "Dang, hope I'm not outgrowing this one too." Candy laughs
before getting onto her feet once more. "Aight, let's get to the studio!" After
making your way through the narrow hallway once more, you wind up back in
the lobby, making your way past an empty receptionist’'s desk. A small note
titled "On break" is placed where the secretary once was.

"Come on, it's right over here!" Candy leads you into her extra-large recording
studio. Like most studios, it's split between the control console and the
recording booth. Seated in the middle of the control console room is a couch
suitable for five people, which groans as soon as Candy places her giant ass onto
it. You take a seat in whatever little space remains. Candy's door-breaking hips
are only a few inches away from you. "Guess everyone went out on break. Looks
like it's just you and me, homie." Oh god, now you were alone with her, this was
starting to get too much to bear. Within your head, you start thinking of Candy
placing her impressive bulk directly on top of you on the very couch that you



two currently share. The thought of which makes your heart race, you need to
keep yourself together!

"OK, so here's where I'm stuck, the line goes like this."

So I'm sure as you can see, there's a whole lot more to me than a blimpin' bimbo bitch
who likes to make a scene. When I'm bumpin' in the club, everybody turns their
heads. Cuz when they see this great big B, they...

"And that's where I'm stumped. I need something that makes sense, ya know?"
You thought about it for a moment. You're a salary worker, not a songwriter.
How could you possibly contribute to such a creation? Yet something in the pit
of your gut tells you to try anyway. For a few moments, you ponder, your
memory tracing back to the back of the limo of all places. Still not sure if it
would work for the lyrics of a hip-hop track, you nevertheless still like your idea.

"So I'm sure as you can see, there's a whole lot more to me than a blimpin' bimbo bitch
who likes to make a scene.

When I'm bumpin' in the club, everybody turns their heads. Cuz when they see this
great big B, they poppin the Pérignon? Hmm, it might need some slight tweaking,
but I think it could totally work, yo! Thanks, you're a lifesaver!" You blush as
Candy slowly reaches in for a hug.

It came at you so fast, one minute you were sitting next to Candy, that fluttering
excitement that you felt in the pizzeria just a bit ago returning. And the next
thing you know, you're quickly enveloped by most of Candy's heavy mass within
a matter of moments. The tight embrace should feel like a deathgrip, but to you
in that moment, you feel pure bliss. Like being wrapped tightly in several very
comfortable blankets. Within the tight grip, you try to return the favor with a
hug of your own, but with your arms pinned, that's not currently possible.
While being hugged by Candy, you also pick up on the striking scent of cotton
candy. An all too fitting fragrance. You're at your limit! This is way too much to
handle

"Oh dang, you ok?" As if Candy is able to pick up on something wrong, she stops
the embrace. Giving you some much-needed air. You apologize, telling her that
it's nothing to worry about. "You sure? I could feel ya getting all shaky. Sorry, it's
my fault, I should have asked first if the hug was ok or not. I know a lot of fans
wanna hug me, don't get me wrong. But people also have their boundaries."
She's so considerate, you think back to what the limo driver said beforehand. At
the end of the day, no matter how big a star Candy is, she's still just another
person, just like you.

You feel a great pressure lifting off your chest. Both you and Candy lock eyes,
though it's less of a romantic spark and more of just another day with two very
good friends. "Heh, you know, we still got a lot of day left to hang. Why don't ya



stick around? You'll be one of the first peeps to hear Fupa Nation in its entirety."
Candy smiles, giving you a friendly wink.

And so you spend the rest of the evening chilling out with Candy's crew as they
put the finishing touches together on her newest hit single. While it didn't bud
into anything romantic, on your end, it didn't really need to. Just being able to
hang out with someone as cool as Candy was more than enough for you.

"Yo, before ya go, wanna get a selfie?" You feel Candy grab onto you with a less
intense grip than before. She pulls out her phone and takes a pic. Upon looking
back at it, Candy absolutely dwarfs you in size, though you already knew that, of
course, now you had photographic evidence of it.

"I still can't believe you met her.” You cublical neighboor says. Looks clearly
jealous. It's a nice reflection, but a reflection nonetheless. Though you didn't
walk away with a massive girlfriend, you did notice that a new girl began
working in the office about a week ago. Sure, she doesn't have quite the
proportions Candy does. Her belly's nowhere near as big and commanding, and
sure, her lovehands don't cause her to get stuck in every door she walks through.
But maybe it'd be worth talking to her. Heck, you did spot her wearing a Candy
jacket into work one morning, there's definitely a connection there...



Ju



sTORT BY!: BT By
sKind - BND - BONEZ & F, MaxX MELL

_WEIGHT WATCHING
e

— CHAT, WHET's Sy J,-"”' A
A GDOD NSULT Er%ﬂ

ro 3€~nD TO s

- DER.AcOMNI c
- LoSem ? ; b
= ; — 7 FAIL
fr— L 2
~ 0 ( O\ = I ‘ o \
- l ‘ — : | |
- e = I.
/s g - N

—

! i i W

l {’“ m "

\WHAT THE
Fuch 17/

wHY Does
THAT kIl ME




ToOUGH STREAM
TONMIET ELAINE ?

- ST —

LIKE YOU @
wouLow'T
BELIEVE ...

— THAT CHeAT!
( i |‘ ORAGOM BIrcH
ONESHOTTED ME !

LikE WHo D SIGAS
A MID -LEVEL BOSS LIKE
THAT /2

—

WELL vOu MNOW,

If WoweDw'T BAe |
FuN (F IT WASMT Besnes, Dow
SLIGHTLY DIFFICWLT,,, YOUmR CHAT RECOMMEAD

YOU fLAY THAT GAmMe?

YOU MUOW THEY LOVE
GETING A RISE OUTTA YOU
Folr THE CiLipréme,

ALRIET, HERE
You Are BARE,

THAT MEW SPORSOR
DE YOURS GReEN GROCER
SEMT US A MéaL SeT oF
CHICHRN PAPRIKASH,

PLEaSE EMIOY AND
MAKE SUNE TO ACTVALLY
& % PACE YOURSELS TS
P AN biost

o

THEN L THINK,
I FOUND MYy pewesT
LOWG - [FRM SPOUsDR .,
Hev ARE vou
[=l= VW NT I TSI T2

ZUAN




CHar cas) vou)
Beceve THERCS
AD COOHING
ELGmeniT (N Trys
GAME T |

T AEED & GUICK
AuGen. BREAK

TO Buied vP SOME
EVERGY BeFoRE THIS l HOW CAN YOU
NEXT MATCH . — WL A GAME ASOUT

ELMING AMND vOU

Can'T even) Tivta

YouR CROPS INTO )l
A MeAL?,

DeFiInTELY A
Sih OUT OF TEM,

\1 u’\ %r;; —

YOU LOOK LiKE wYOu ATé Trig oLp
You AND WHAAGveR eLga wa s
IN THE EmMDGE ~ P

wouLo DEFINITELY

A CrinnCe TO eaT
WET TODMAY,. .

MDDS,
AT geapDBACK,
CorinG FROM YO Bﬁt‘”) o
replg Y.

L THOVG HT
yov HAD L UACH

BeFN2E you STARTED

STReAMNG?

Mo TRAr was
oMLY A SpUACK,,,

THIS I3 My cunicH,




HAS EvelyTHING

BEEn GOING DHAY
FOR wyOU LaTecw ?

; Pt Sl
- : e
Vou Ve GOTTEN

A LITLE MIEAVY

L GESS T hawvE
Bggny EnIOviING TRDSE
MMEALS A BIF TOD MucH, .,

MO GUY wWANTS, To

SEC THE IR, G fRienD

TN INTD Suck A FAT
PHG . .o

LOVE wilTH wD
MATTE R, wiraT
¥OoU LooK L ..

—




EVERYTHING DEFIMNITELY
CHBUGED SETER THAT
AEAT ...

w,r..' e g mﬂm
CANEER BEG IMUING TO

Crasd AuD T Pecs)
TO ”‘m ml:il

WHICH was o BIG
CrAGE OF PRCE .,

T LOST SOME LOWGTIME
ViELUERY ik ThE SHAREWD. ..

BUT TrOSE WHO STAYED & Trg
MEw AUDIEUCE WeE ATTRACTE D
WENRE SOME OF TrHe MOST
SUPPOARIVE FAMS W evert
GOTTEM ...
N

ir ION'T TAKE LOME
Eof QU EATIAMG HABITS
Ta carcr wr To us __,

MY VIEWERS TEeLl AME
IS JusT “LOWVE CHLG"
FROM SUCH A LOVING
RELATIDRSHI® BETWEEN
CHASE R L ...

BEEP

—
WHICH GAVE ME A GREAT
IDEA Fore & MEW Ty OF
STACAM To DO FOGETHER .

S50 LETS JusT HoP
RIGHT jasMOD ppsOTrHer
SERVIVG OF LOVE

FROPA, MY ALL- TIME
FAVORRITE CHEFE »




VALENTINE'S DAY ARRIVES...
AND SO DOES AGATHA CUCANOS
WITH HER LATEST IN A LONG LINE
OF HOOKUPS...

)
N
&
{

-

Il |||II‘
T

IIIIi

— ST [T
Y/

IIn!l.I |
iy

AGATHA'S
V'DAYV
VENT:

PonisHen ARso

ANY REASON
WHY YOU....
CHOSE ME?










————__ NGM!

lr 0“‘(&5,-“

‘l : =i
"y /
R\$“€Re!

q
=

SHE'S...
DEFINETLY...
GETTING...
BIGGER...

el

“Qm
R N
.‘\Ack’ //

"

A
/ Fwo A\

TN




MAYBE I'M DYING,
BUT HER SKIN... FEELS
ALMOST LIKE...

AFTER 5 HOURS,
PARAMEDICS RUSHED
THE POOR GUY TO
THE HOSPITAL WHERE
AN X-RAY SHOWED
ALL OF HIS BONES
HAD BEEN GROUND
INTO POWDER...

EXCEPT FOR ONE LOL.




Che years come and go, like the crash of wapes
along the shoreline. J have lived a long life few
could enjoy, from lowly cabin bouy, to deckhand, to
first mate, to eoentuallu captain. Do matter how
the years progress, J olmaus return to the call of
the sea, where my dearest love amaits.

Dhen J was a younger man, J worked aboard a
spice ship named the Carmelita. Bu then J was a
seasoned deckhand, having sailed 4 ships under
my belt. Che troubles of the sea were nothing nemw
to me then.

On our voyage home, we were beseeched by
storm, both great and terrible. Skilled as J may
haoe been with the ropes, the ocean’s strength
makes a mockery of mortal men.

Bu way of a hard crash and a strong blow
to the head, J fe“ overboard and into the

o dark depth below, unaware that J might
neoer rise abopoe the tides again...




3 Or how long J was out, J could not tell. ID:J mounds
healed, and my strength returned slomlg, but J hardlu
noticed that as J looked upon my surrounclings_
Dhere J awoke were quite peculiar, as it seemed to be
a caoe of some sort, inhabited by some bein'.

1 J had heard tales around the
tapoern, of serpents and sea hags
that praued upon sailors for
their nest meal, and now J fear'd
Jve met such a fate as well.

| Before J could think W ¢

of a plan of escape, J
could hear the water
churning as something
made its approach._.
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mhen J laid my eyes upon
her, J was shocked by her
great girth, larger than any
woman J had ever seen. Chis
onlu strengthened my fear as to
mhat my fate mould be...

Chat is, until she spolze' Dhile
J could not understand her
words, her poice was so
soothing and musical though as
mesmerizing as a siren’s call...

J was so transfifed, J
hadn't realized J was
L\ already in her grasp.




J aclmit...J paniclzed and struggled as
her tentacles encased me, but it was all in
pain, as she prooed to be so much more
powerful. J feared this might irulu be the
end of me.

///y

e

Gl

7\
u)// }‘/1’&‘

nlg to learn, she had a hunger

for a diﬂerent type of seamen...

Stupefied as J oas, J still tried to
resist. But like the ocean, there was no
fighting her.




'Crulg, she is the sea itself, so past and
beautiful. J could lose myself in her... She
washed oper me, crashing upon me like the
wake of a waoe onto the shore itself.

mere j a ID@GIZZI’ IGC], j [DOUICI Sl.ll'elu7

Cll' omwn.

‘

J could not fight the seq, but J know when
to show it respect and to mope with it as
one.

jf J was to surpive this night, J would have to
draw on years of efperience as a sailor...

j rocle her Iihe any waoe O{ 1[’16 ocean...

rDu onlu thought was to please
her, as the hungering goddess
of the sea that she trulu is. \




Sl’le was pleased with my promwess for Iovemabing,
and her desire grew far more unyielding...

J held fast for as long
as J could manage, my
bodu burning with a fire
J had not known J held

yet within.

(But eventually, even
my uouthful strength
gaoe out, and J fell
once more into the
darkness of the
depths. Dhat 3 ate
yet awaited me was
one that J now
could accept...




Dhen I nest awoke, J was back on the sandy beaches of my
homeshore, somehow richer than when J left, Now no longer a
young |ad, but a hardened man of the sea... 3 or meehs J feared it
had all been a dream, that her touch had been the hallucinations
of a half drowned mind...

[Duch like the ocean, J could
not command it, but learned to
watch the tides and listen out for
her song.

ﬂnd though J had riches that set me up

for a good life, J fell a hollowness, as J
still longed for her. Do other woman could
per compare fo her...

So whenever
J hear it, J

can return to
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THAT IS
TRUE.

WE GOTTA
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WAY TO

MARKET

OUR NEW
PRODUCTION

WORTH

A TRY!
WE'LL

HAVE TO
TALK WITH THE
MARKETING
TEAM.




ALRIGHT
TAY-TAY,

WE GOTTA
BRAINSTORM
SOME WAYS
TO HELP SET
US APART FROM
THE COMPETITION

()

YOU'RE
A VETERAN OF
THAT SCENE
SO WHAT'DA
THINK WE
SHOULD DO?

NOT SURE HOW
I FEEL ABOUT
THE VETERAN

BUT I
GUESS T KNOwW
THE CON SCENE

PRETTY WELL!

...OR BEING
CALLED

BACK THEN
IF YOU WANTED
TO SELL SOMETHING
YOU'D NEED A
BOOTH BABE

HOT PIECES OF
TAIL TO DRESS UP
AND ATTRACT THE USUAL
A GEEKY CONGOERS
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WELL
CINDY,
IT's GONNA
NICE TO ADDRESS THE
SEE you ELEPHANT

AGAIN IN THE ROOM
BUT...

IT'S
BEEN FIFTEEN
YEARS AND
YOU HAVEN'T
AGED A DAY!

MY LINE OF

I KNOW WORK
RIGHT?2 KEEPS ME
LOOKING

I COULDNT
GAIN WEIGHT
IF T TRIED!

I'VE GOT
ANOTHER
LITTLE SECRET
TO KEEPING
THIS TIGHT
LITTLE
BODY!

I THOUGHT
YOU WENT TO
COUNSELING
FOR YOUR

BULIMIA...

THAT'S
SOME GREAT
COMMITMENT!

BUT
IVE TRIED TO * My SEDENTARY
SHED THESE  jom REALLY
EXTRA KEEPS ME
POUNDS SO groM DOING IT
OFTEN ALL THE TIME,
T GUESS...
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THIS
IS GREAT
Cl-Cll

You
KNOwW IT
BABE!
DONT
TRY TO
MOAN SO
MUCH,
THOUGH

LAST TIME
WE PULLED
A STUNT LIKE
THIS WAS
WHEN WE GOT
KICKED
OUT OF
OTAKU-THON
2010!

CAN'T
MAKE
ANY
PROMISES
HUN!

COMFORTABLE!
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