H eavy Duty Lovin’

When one hag their life turned upside down and changed forever, they have two
choices. Either they can crumble under the weight of it all and let it cripple them for

life. Or they can embrace what they have become, and take life by the reigns.

Grace Balin choge the latter, and che never looked back ever gince. Of courge, it
wasn't alwayg that way for her. Ag Grace Balin, all she could ever do wag sit on the
sidelineg and watch ag the city she loved wag ravaged by crime and corruption that che
wag powerlesg to do anything about. Ag the all powerful metahuman gea mongter
known ag ‘Orca, however, she wagn't quite go powerless. Quite the oppogite, in fact.
Orca had power, strength, mobility, abilities she'd never once imagined she wag even
capable of poggessing, and she had steadily been taking a proverbial and literal bite out

of crime ever gince.

The literal bite wag a byproduct of being trangformed against her will into a giant
mutant whale woman, and with that mutation, came a relentless appetite. With the
exception of her reptilian boyfriend, no one could pack it away the way Orea could. [t
came with the territory of being a literal mutant whale after all, and whaleg aren't
exactly known for being light eaters. That wouldn't be a problem for Orea, except for
the fact that wolfing down 2o many mob bosseg, drug dealerg, murdererg and enough

junk food to make a southern fagt food joint cloge ite doors, took its toll.

And in that very moment, from within the warehouge they called 'home', Orea wag
examining the toll with her own inverted eyes. The mongtroug, mugcle-bound whale

woman stood well over nine feet in height, dressed in nothing but two piece swimwear.



She wag gtanding in front of an old, dugty drege-room mirror; the kind one would gee
behind the gtage of an old theater. [n thig cage, a very old theater. Orca's inhumanly
large body meant the mirror didn't reflect the entirety of her body, but it didn't matter

becauge it reflected the part she wag focuged on the most.
Her thick stomach.

Orca's belly wag smooth, white and silky like the reat of her lightly blubber-laden flesh.
But more than that, it wag pushing out rather noticeably with an equally noticeable
rounded edge to it. The whale woman frowned, resting her handg atop her gut and
feeling it up, running her handg up and down her middle to examine it. She etepped to
profile to see for hergelf juet how much her stomach pushed out. Much to her dread, it
pushed out by a good foot, pushing her lower swimwear down glightly due the weight of
her middle. Self-congciously, she sucked in her etomach, cauging her thick abg to
emerge just glightly, revealing that she cfill had some rather rock colid muscle beneath

the blubber. But the ingtant she etopped ucking in her gut, it practically surged out.

She grabbed her thick love handles and shook her belly around and worse yet, it jiggled
a good deal from the jostling around. The aquatic metahuman hadn't even eaten
anything. She wag running on an empty stomach, but even on empty, that stomach

wag thick, round and jiggly..

“..0h God, I'm a whale...literally and metaphorically..” Orca muged with complete dread

in her voice.

Jugt then, a rough, gruff, growly and crude gort of voice called out to her from afar.

“Yo, babe! Ya up fer burgerg or ehould we go huntin' again?”



Right now, the only thing Orca wanted wag a damn treadmill. “Waylon, could you come

in here, pleage?” Orea agked.

[t wagn't long before in lumbered another magsive metahuman, thig one of the scaly
variety. One look and immediately, he would be ingtantly recognized and feared ag the
dreaded Killer Croc'. Croc wag around Orea's height, rocking a very gimilar albeit much
scalier body frame, with a burly, mildly scarred up, muscle-bound physique and an even
more notable paunch than hig girlfriend. Unlike her, he had taped up wrigts, ankleg, and

gported dark bluish black cargo pants.
Croc etrode on in and knocked on the empty doorframe. “Ya rang?”

Orca nodded then turned back to him with a mildly anxioug look on her face. “Waylon,

am [..looking a little...heavier..?”

“Heavier? [ dunno, we don't have any sealegn 'sides, if either of ug etepped on one,

[m pretty eure they'd ghatter ‘cuz-"

“..No, not-" Orea pauged and sighed to hergelf then begrudgingly rested both her

hands atop her belly and gave it a light jostle to draw Croc'e attention.

“Ohhhhh, ya mean are ya gettin'fatter? Well, yeah, courge ya are!” We eat tongn

tong'uh food, not tmention all thoge douchebage we wolf down,” Croc replied without

migging a beat that a normal, gmarfer person might have uged to either put more tact
into their choice of words...or lied through their fange. Becauge the icy daggers Orca

glared back at Croc upon hearing hig angwer could pierce through titanium gteel.



Fortunately(?) for him, she didn't chew him out for being o ingengitive. She gimply
stormed off, leaving a very confused crocodile man in the process. Jagon geriougly

needed to teach the big guy a thing or two about tact.

Until then, however, Croc followed after her, raiging a claw. “What's the problem,
babe?”

“You mean begides the fact that I'm a big fat whale and you're an ingengitive age?

Nothing! Everything's peachy!” Orca snapped back angrily.

Croc blinked a few times. Neither of thoge thinge genuinely regietered ag bad things to
the metahuman, just, well, matters of fact. Croc scratehed hig epiky chin in confugion

until something clicked. “Wait, are ya nervoug bout puttin' on weight?”

“Someone give ‘Boyfriend of the Year' a prize,” Orca replied earcagtically, etill peeved.

Her annoyance wagn't leegened when Croc laughed heartily with amugement.

Croc lumbered over to her, still chortling to himgelf. “Babe, what's wrong with havin" 4

lil extra meat on yer bones? We're maneatin’ metahumang, remermber?”

“That's not the point, you idiot,” Orea eniped back, then deflated somewhat. “Look, |
wag never a girly girl even before the experiment. But [ at leagt had, well, come kind of
femininity to remind mygelf that [ wag etill me. Now, ('ve mutated 2o much that [ don't

even have that anymore...”

“What, like..tremind yerself who ya really are? Babe, yer Grace fuckin' Balin, ain't no

mutation ever gonna change that,” Croc regponded just ag quick ag before.



Thig time, the reaction he got wagn't g0 hostile, but rather, one of skepticiem.

“..'m flattered by your little nickname for me, really, but..that's not who [ see when |

look in the mirror.”

“Maybe not, but it's who [ gee every time [ gee ya readin’ some boring-age book
ingtead'uh killin' demong with a giant shotqun until [ remember [ forgot tcharge my
controller. [¥'e who [ gee when ya uge that giant brainuh yere thelp men the kid come
up with some kickagg plan t'take down an entire building fulluh mobsters without
breakin” a eweat. Or when ya go out in the open sean etart regearchin marine lifen all
that etuff. Grace, ya may not look like you no more, but [ learned a long time ago, it's
who ya are ingide that matters most. An' no freaky-deaky experiments can take

Grace Balin away from ya.”

Orca had to admit, she wag..rather taken back. Sure, Croc'e choice of words
wag..perhapg not the most refined or articulate. But the point he got across wag

shockingly both apt and genuinely sweet to hear.
At firgt, she wag at a loge for worde. But then, the whale woman geratched the back
of her thick, gilky neck, and managed a emall, grateful emile back at Croc. “..You..raige

a few good pointg there...”

Croc just flaghed her a fang-filled grin. “Ey, [ might not be ag booksmart ag you,

but'cha don't gotta be a geniug t'see the obvioug, babe.”

“Suppoge not,” Orea conceded. “..Sorry, [ didn't mean to blow up at you like that.”



“Don't be, | dunno why you'd even be against havin' a bituh extra meat on yer boneg in

the firet place, babe. [ think it makes ya even hotter.”

Orca could ewear che heard a record etop. Maybe it wag in her head.

“..Come again.?”

Croc grinned, strolling up to hig hulking whale of a girlfriend and wrapped hig burly,
scaly armg around her sideg until hig hande were draped around her plump stomach. He
tugged her backside cloge to hig chest and tenderly stroked Orea's belly with hig
clawed fingers. “I'm gerious. Ya ever geen half the ladieg in thig town? They're all
gkin'n bone. Ain't no real curveg to ‘em. Plug, a lil extra weight meang ya ain't afraid
t'chow down like all the other girlieg in Gotham,” Croc commented while gingerly rubbing

Orea's gtomach and lightly kneading hig claws into that thin but notable layer of
blubber.

Degpite her apprehension and confugion, Orea practically melted in Croc's touch,
leaning againet hig torgo and groaning pleagurably. Her larger stomach wag extra
tender, and Croc'e treatment felt that much more euphoric. [t wag very eagy to gee
why Croc wag always putty in her gilky, clawed hands whenever she wag rubbing hig

belly.

Croc grinned, leaning hig head cloger to Orea's broad shoulder while hig index claw
traced around her deep belly button, eliciting a emall moan from the whale woman. “Far

ag [m concerned? Ain't nothin'in thig world sexier than a lady with an appetite...”



“..000000h...forever the wordamith, Waylon,” Orca crooned, but wag clearly too

entranced for her dry garcagm to truly ghine.

Juget then, a rather deep, hungry gurgle bellowed from that ilky, rubbery belly, causing
Orcas eyes to flach open and for her cheeks to darken somewhat with a mild blugh of

embarragement.

“..Wh-what wag that about burgers..?” Orca agked in a mildly sheepish tone.

Croc merely grinned at hig girlfriend and gave her stomach a couple of agsuring pats,
then unwrapped himgelf around from her. Then, he led Orea into the main section of
the warehouge they had made into their makeshift living quarters. Some time later,
what could only be described ag a party-gized amount of fast food had been delivered
over to the warehouge without issue. Thege delivery-based apps had become a
godgend for Croc and Orcea, getting whatever mealg they wanted delivered right to

their doorgtep without ever needing to face the drivers; saved him quite a bit of hagsle.

Dozens upon dozens of bags of burgers were then carried over into the warehouse and
get down atop a cheap little coffee table Croc had found on the street and had since
get in front of an old couch that wag just left in the place. Everything within the
warehouge wag makeshift, yet the metahumang made it work. Their third accomplice
had hig own varioug hideoutg gince, after all, unlike them, he wag human and had a much

eagier time blending into gociety.

Not that either Croc or Orca minded the privacy.



“Heh, well, babe? Just dig on in whenever ya-”

Croc'e words were cut short when Orea grabbed a bag, ripped a jumbo burger out from
ite foil wrapper and wagted no time searfing down the large burger in a matter of
geconds. She practically shoved the entire thing into her mouth in a gingle bite, chewing
heavily and ravenously, making quick work of it due to her fangs. Then, with a gingle,
hearty gulp, her thick throat throbbed ag the chewed up burger glid down her gullet. She
smacked her rubbery chops and promptly tore another burger out of it wrapper and

did the game.

Croc just watched hig girlfriend ravage her meal, and grinned toothily. “Now that's
what [m talkin' about,” Croc praiged, grabbing a burger of hig own and following suit.
Hig fange were sharper than Orea's, o he wag able to demolish hig burger quicker than
her, but hig body wag glightly smaller than herg, o ehe subgequently had more room to
pack it away. Not that Killer Croc wag any glouch in the gluttony. Several mobsterg
and crooke would attest to that if Croc hadn't swallowed them whole and digested

each and every lagt one of them.

The two simply gat there on their couch, eagerly wolfing down one jumbo burger after
another, ag if they were finger foode and not heavy, greage-laden mealg that could put
an ordinary human beingg into a food coma then and there. [t wag like the two giant
beagte were literal eating machines, just plowing through the burgers like nothing, with
scarcely a moment to pauge or cateh their breath. They just kept on eating and eating

and eating some more.

And the affect of searfing down g0 many giant burgerg in euch a ghort period of time

wag already becoming quickly visible to boot.



Croc's thick, pudgy paunch wag pressing out by an exira foot, giving it a much more
rounded edge to it ag his stomach presced againet the waist of hig pants more and

more. The reptile didn't mind, of course. To him, being that bloated wag nothing at all.

Orea's larger frame gave her own thick, mildly blubber-laden belly some extra room,
which meant it wagn't quite ag bloated ag Croc's etomach wag. But it wag getting
noticeably bigger the more burgers she packed away. Like Croc, it took on a more
rounded shape the more che ate, idly gurgling ag her powerful stomach accepted the

flood of fagt food filling her up faster than she could count.

The meal went on ag the two continued just eating nongtop. There were o many
burgers left to demoligh and at the rate the two were going, no signe that there'd be a
single serap of junk food left by the time they were done. And of courge, the more

both creatures packed away, the more bloated they steadily became.

Some ways into their relentless gorging, Croc emacked his chops a few times. “Mph,

[mma go get somethin’ twagh all thig etuff down. Ya want anythin?”

Orca pauged, holding up a finger while che swallowed an egpecially hefty mouthful that
wag once two burgers. An egpecially large bulge squelched its way audibly down her
thick, gilky throat, forming a bageball-gized lump that eventually squeezed behind her
ample chegt. When it pushed pagt her collarbone, Orea huffed mildly and licked her lipe

clean. “Just the ugual,” she replied.

Croc nodded and pushed himgelf up to hig feet and lumbered over to the fridge they had
in the back. He wag bloated enough to the point that hig belly wag now jiggling with

each gtep he took. The contents ingide could be heard sloghing deeply ag he walked.



Eventually, Croc returned with a few 4O oz bottles of beer in one arm and a few 2L
bottles of gparkling lemon-lime water in the other. Even before her mutation, eparkling
water wag always Grace's favorite drink; all the crigpness of soda without all the sugar
or empty calories. Though, at thig point, the latter etopped mattering to the mutated
Orca. He get everything down atop the coffee table and lazily plopped down onto the

couch again, making hig belly bounce slightly from the eudden drop.

“Thank you, Waylon,” Orca eaid politely, grabbing a bottle and setting it agide for later

congumption.

Croc just flaghed her a wink, then uged hig thumb-claw to pop the top off of hig beer
bottle. Then, the bloated reptile brought the bottle to hig lips, dipped his head back and
chugged hig alcoholic beverage down like it wag Mardi Grag. Hig thick, sealy throat

bobbed in and out with each deep gulp he took.

Croc's larger frame allowed him to down a congiderably larger quantity of beer in one
go than an average-sized human male, cauging hi¢ 4O oz to drain much quicker. On
top of that, Croc just had a really high tolerance for aleohol, egpecially when hig
stomach wagn't empty. Dart of it wag hig metahuman digestive system, but mogtly, it
wag the regult of growing up in Louisiana. [t could never be understated that, in Cajun
Country, alcohol tolerance wag just in their blood. And in under a minute flat, 40
ounces of beer had filled Croc's bloated, sealy belly up, swiching and gurgling along with

geveral poundg worth of burgere congumed already.

Buling the empty bottle away from hig lips, Croc carelessly chucked it across the

warehouge, cauging it to shatter on impact.



Orea rolled her eyeg while she ate.

“You love doing that way too much,” Orca mumbled, after swallowing yet another

burger down.

Croc regponded by thumping his broad chest and letting looge with a big, rumbling belch.

URRRUUUUHPII"

[+ rumbled out of the reptile for a few geconds straight, carrying gignificant behind it,

ag if it came from the very depths of Croc'e stomach.

“Excuge you,” Orca gaid simply, but the tone of her voice suggested she wagn't at al

bothered by Croc's crude digplay.

Croc just enickered with amugement then went right back to stuffing hig face
alonggide hig blubbery girlfriend. They continued pigging out, plowing through their
burgerg in record ghattering pace. Croc's etomach continued squeezing againgt hig
pants due to the button and zipper the bigger it grew, a problem Orea's extra gtretch-y
swimwear didn't poggess. But he powered on through, stuffing hig craw like the sealy
garbage digposal Jagon had often referred him to. With every few burgers consumed,
that button geemed to gtrain that mueh further due to how mueh heavier Croc's goft,
ecaly belly wag beginning to grow for it. A more forward thinking creature might undo

their button by now. Sadly, a forward thinking creature, Waylon Joneg wag not.



So, ingtead, Croc ate and ate, ignoring the warning gigng while hig gut felt a digtinct
congtriction forming around hig underbelly ag a reqult. After all, he didn't want to start
flagging around hig girlfriend. Whale or not, Croc had a reputation to keep up, after al.
But Orca wag far too focused on filling her own bigger and rounder belly up to pay
Croc's ego much mind. Even with hig sharper fangg, Orea's larger body allowed her to
pack away a larger amount of burgers than Croc had, and ag a reault, her stomach wag

growing bigger than hig by a fairly noticeable margin.

After finishing several more bagg worth of burgers, Orca ungerewed the bottle to her
own fizzy beverage. She brought the bottle to her lipg and dipped her head back. Once
upon a time, Grace Balin wag much better at pacing hergelf when drinking her

carbonated beverages. Ag a mutant whale woman, on the other hand..?

*GLUULG*
*GLLOOOUULLLP!!*

*GUUUOOOLLLCK! ! *

She wag chugging that entire 2L bottle like a frat bro taking a series of shote. Her
thick, rubbery throat bobbed and rippled with each, especially thick qulp she took,
allowing mineral water to flow down her gullet and fill her ewollen belly up. Orca wag
chugging 2o hard that the bottle itself wag crinkling in her gragp. She tenderly rubbed
her round belly with her free hand, feeling the carbonated water flow down her gullet
while her innards burbled intengely from the influx of carbonation. Within record times,
Orca had sucked her bottle bone dry, erinkling it flat in the process. And the ingtant
she tosged the bottle agide, the bubbling in her belly reached its fever pitch and Orca
proceeded to let looge with a truly wal-rattling beleh..



"“BWOO

COUUUU
URRRRR
UUUURR
RRAAAA

AMPIIIN




That utterly beastly eructation exploded out of Orea's throat with such force that her
rubbery lipe actually rippled ag a few flicks of ealiva gplattered out of her maw. The
sheer power behind that burp wag go etrong that her big round etomach jostled
aggresgively in ite wake. Croc whistled at that monster, undeniably impresged by itg

gheer ferocity. “Daaaamn, babe. That wag intenge!”

When it ended, Orca huffed with relief and slumped back into the couch, and palmed her

ample cheet. “Mph, well, excuge me...” Orea gaid, clearly unapologetic, when another

deep burp erupted from her throat. “BRRWMHP’”’ o

Croc just grinned in return. “How very ladylike,” he gaid teagingly.

“BOOORRRUULIUHHPH”

Orca'g only regponge wag another big, meaty belch. When it ended, she slapped her
huge, blubbery belly, making it ripple intengely beneath her palm ag the contente within
dloghed heartily. She let out a little puff of an exhale after, signifying the relief for
getting all that gas out at once. Downing 2o much mineral water at once tended to do
that. For a brief moment, Orca gimply laid there, running her hand up and down her big,
almogt pregnant-looking belly ag it gurgled up a storm and presged out from beyond her
thick torgo by a few feet. Her handg lowly and steadily ran up all the way down to

her very tender and goft underbelly. The whole while, Orca crooned to hergelf.

The gluttony eventually resumed, and both sides maintained their voraciousness, only

getting fuller and fuller with each pagging burger.



Croc wag getting go bloated that hig pante button gtarted quivering aggressively from
the sheer weight of hig big dome of a gut pressing against it. The poor thing never

atood a chance...

xPOP *

It eventually popped clean off, flying acrose the room. And the ingtant it did, Croc'e
scaly boulder of a belly surged outwards. [t gloghed intensely between hig gpread out
thighg, bubbling away like a vat of chemicalg and making Croc groan with relief the

ingtant it shot out and bounced down heavily againet hig lap the way it did.

[ also dislodged a sizable pregeure pocket which gurgled ite way up Croc's ealy
throat, causing an actual lump to vigibly rige up from hig gullet and puff out hig cheeks
until it manifested in a huge, roaring belch. Croc threw hig head back and unleaghed
that mighty eructation loudly and proudly for several seconds etraight. When it rumbled
to a finigh, Croc glapped hig qut and burped again, about ag loud and guttural but not
nearly ag long, and then let out a goft, airy burp right after. He then gighed with
immenge relief and slumped back in his own geat. “Gruuuuh..hoooly crap, did [ need
that..” Croc moaned. Whether he wag talking about hig pantg button giving the ghost

or letting out that record-breaker wag anyone's guess.

[+ gave Croc hig much needed second wind, allowing him to polish off several more
burgers without the tightness hig qut had againet it moments prior. Both brutes were
dead et on downing whatever jumbo burgere remained, degpite their more than
apparent fulness on both sideg, more o on Croc's than Orea's. But that didn't stop

the big scaly brute from living up to his notoriously gluttonous reputation.



In the heat of hig feeding frenzy, Croc shoved two burgers into hig jawe at once and
gpent geveral seconds chewing voraciougly. He gloppily enarfed and nomphed, the
gounds coming from hig mouth were wet and crude. But he dipped hig head back and

swallowed ag hard ag he could with a resounding qulp.

*GLLLOUUUUUOUULLCK *

Relative to hig frame, a bageball-sized bulge squelched down hig thick, scaly throat.
The reptile winced, baring hig fange and drooling glightly from the corners of hig mouth
while hig clawed index finger pressed firmly againgt the lump, feeling it travel down hig
throat and almost pushing into it to help guide it down. [t elowly gpilled down until it
squeezed tightly down pagt Croc'e collarbone and behind hig broad, scaly and mildly
scarred up chest. The ingtant it gpilled into hig heavy belly, Croc gagped breathlessly

and followed that up immediately with a massive belch.

“BLOOOOL
ORRRRRUU

UUUMPIIN”




[t wag thig big, hefty eructation with real force behind it, judging by how hard and
aggresaively it rumbled out of Croc's throat. So much go, in fact, that when it ended,
Croc panted breathlesely and rubbed hig throat tenderly. “Guh, oh man, that one kinda

hurt comin’ up..” Croc grumbled, etill magsaging hig neck.

“BRRRAA
AAAAUY

URRPIIN”

Croc's grumbleg were interrupted when a much louder and longer beleh erupted from the

whale woman next to him. Caught off guard, Croc turned to Orca ag she gripped her
big fat gut and pushed that monstroug burp out ag long ag she could. When it ended,
Orca gighed under her breath and daintily covered her mouth. “Sorry, it elipped out,”

ghe gaid with a emirk back at Croc.



Croc cocked a brow but then grinned wickedly. “That sounds like a challenge to me..”

Orca gimply emiled and shook her head. “Wagylon, [ promige you, it won't be a challenge

at all”
Oh, it wag g0 on..

Not one to be called out and take it lightly like that, Croc held a look of intenge
concentration on hig face. He gulped down gome air and firmly kneaded hig big,
burger-filled belly up with hig claws. Croc's belly burbled intengely in regponge, sounding
like a washing machine with a full load. He could feel a big one brewing, but held it in
and kept on kneading ag firmly ag he could until hig belly could hold it back no longer.
Once he reached that point, Croc clapped the side of his round, jiggling dome of a gut
and unleaghed a titanic belch that eagily dwarfed anything he'd let out up to that point.

“BEEELLL




UHPIIIN

That beagtly roar exploded out of Croc's maw for a near ten secondg gtraight, rattling
the couch the two at on and echoing all throughout the warehouge. Croe gripped hig
gut even tighter mid-way, ensuring at no point it just tapered out, but ingtead, rumbled
to a etrong, guttural and loud finich. When it ended, Croc slumped back, looking
genuinely winded ag he huffed breathlessly, cauging hig maggive belly to rige and fall

with each labored breath.

“Guuuh, now that's how ya-BWORRPI AAAMHHRRRUULUIUUUHPI
Goooosh man..LARPI Mph, now that's how ya do it..” Croc boagted breathlessly yet
proudly, giving hig fat, jiggling boulder of a belly a slap of satigfaction and burping

deeply ag a result.



Orca whigtled, genuinely impregged ag he reached over and gave Croc's belly a couple
of congratulatory pate, making the scaly beast hiceup from the pate. “That's very
nice, Waylon. Genuinely impresgive,” Orca conceded in a half-gincere, half-patronizing

tone which did not fill Croe with comfort.

Nor should it have, becauge a moment later, Orca gripped her enormougly blubbery belly
with both handg tightly. Then, she gtarted to firmly shake and jostle that maggive ball
of black and white blubber in her hande. Orea'e belly wag go utterly stuffed that when
the contentg ingide getarted gloshing around, it genuinely sounded ag if Orca's magsive
blubbery dome wag full of an imposgibly thick syrup. [t burbled and churned even more
intengely than Croc's own gtomach, leaving the reptile dreading what wag coming when

it reached ite zenith and Orca slapped both hands atop her maggive belly...

“BRREEE

EEEULY
UUURR~




AP



From the belly of the aquatic beagt expelled an eructation unlike no other. [t dwarfed
that warehouge rattler Croc unleashed in length, volume and sheer power. Forget the
couch, Croc wag abgolutely certain that the ground itgelf wag quivering in ite wake.
And the debrig spewing from the foundation of the warehouge didn't undercut that
theory either. [t wag guch an impossibly loud burp that even Killer Croc, the quote
unquote Undigputed Burping Champ of Gotham City', found himeelf flinching and almogt
needing to plug his ears just to keep from going deaf!

After what felt like an eternity, but wag, in actuality, a showstopping twelve straight
seconds, Orca gighed heavily with relief and gave her giant belly a regounding slap of
eatiefaction and dear, eweet relief. “Ohhh, now that's why they call me the ‘Queen of

the Decp'.. B WUHUURRRAAAAAAAHPHN Mph, heh, excuge me.” Orea

boasted, belching deeply mid-gentence and palming her ample chest shortly after.

Croc just growled under hig breath and shoved a burger in hig face to eat the pain of
defeat away. The bloated reptile wag many things, but a good gport in the face of
defeat wag not now or ever one of them. Fortunately, it wag gomething Orca wag
used to and honegtly amused by more than anything else. [t wag the biggest reagon
she alwayg gave her crude boyfriend a hard time, just to gee him grumble petulantly in
defeat.

Still, with that colossal burp out of her gut, Orca had more room to pack away burgers,
and that'e exactly what she did, thug ending their impromptu burping contegt that she
totally dominated in. Not that she cared or anything like that. Her achooling Croc in
such a juvenile and crude manner wasn't a source of pride. [t wag just something che

could do quite eagily. That's all.



Still, more room or not, they had enough burgers in their bellies to feed an entire convoy
of people. The sheer phygical magg all that junk food took up wag bound to catch up
with them eventually. Needlegs to say, catch up, it did indeed. Croc had long gince
used up hig second wind and wag growing sluggich with hig eating, each burger taking
longer to chew up before the next big, labored gulp to swallow it all down. And due to
how much more turbulent hig belly wag by default, when he wag overgtuffed, he wag

never certain what he gulped down would gfqy down.

Orca wag having a little bit of an eagier time, imply becauge her whale anatomy
allowed her to process larger quantities of food eagier than Croc. Whales simply

processed blubber better than crocodile men. That wag a gcientific fact(?)

However, her own gorging had cauged her stomach to become incredibly reactive.
Orca's magsive belly wag burbling intengely and audibly to the point where even Croc
could hear hig girlfriend's etomach gurgling away over the sound of him chewing away
and hig own bubbling gut. She wag about to shove another burger into her jaws but had
to put the burger down when her guts grumbling reached itg apex. The whale woman
grabbed her immengely fat belly with one hand, feeling her fingerg and her palme gink
into that thick, gurgling layer of blubber. Then, she brought a figt to her mouth and just
barely muffled a rather raucoug belch, one that reverberated loudly in her puffed out
cheeke. Ag goon ag it ended, another lengthier burp erupted in her mouth, rumbling

audibly for a good few seconds etraight.

The look of discomfort on Orca's face intengified ag ghe felt another one bubbling up
her throat. She gripped her fat gut even more tightly and belched yet again, muffling it

at firgt until it rolled loudly out from the corner of her mouth, unable to be held in.



Part of her wag a little embarragged by thie. While Grace hergelf wag never exactly a
prude, che did at leagt have better mannerg than that ag a human being. But right now,
Orca just needed to get the gag out of her belly ag best che could. And there wag a lot
built up in her enormoug tomach after o many burgers combined with mineral water
carbonation. Her stomach had to make whatever room it could and releaging excess
air taking up space wag her only course of action. So, Orca had to sit out eating <o

ghe could pugh all of thege rumbling burpg out of her churning belly.

Between Croc's groggy, overstuffed state and Orea's congtant burping, it seemed like
the two may have reached their limite. However, after some time pagssed, they

eventually pushed past thoge limite and continued downing what remained. [t took a lot
of doing, but eventually, both creatureg had polighed off every single burger laid before

them, and were both left gprawled on the couch ag ridiculously engorged megges.

Croc's belly wag rounded out by nearly four feet eagily. Relative to hig giant frame, it
made him look ag if he had ewallowed a Killer Croc-gized beachball. Hig normally pudgy
belly wag stretched out to the point where the goft scales acrogg hig etomach were
thinned out. [t burbled intengely ag the beast struggled to even breathe properly with
how heauily his etomach weighed againgt hig lunge. He couldn't even burp properly at
thig point. He tried, hoping it would relieve some of the pressure in hig aching belly, but
all he managed wag a really low, wet-gounding belch that sloppily rolled out of his maw

and made him lurch when it ended.

He huffed wearily, covering hie mouth with one hand and tenderly stroking hig boulder

groaned, hiceuping loudly mid-sentence.



[n contragt to Croe, Orea's more blubbery frame made it much eagier for the whale
woman to unleagh another giant belch while ehe rested both hands atop her achingly full
gtomach. Orca's etomach wag eurging out by well over four feet, making it look ag if
ghe had ewallowed a beanbag chair whole, given how bottom-heauy her belly had

become.

“Hrroooo0aash man..you'e telling me, [ feel like a beached whale..” Orca mumbled with

no hint of self-awareness at the joke she inadvertently made.

But ag ghe gat there on that couch stroking her blubbery globe of a qut, she looked

over ag much of it ag she could and couldn't help but smirk gomewhat.

“..Mmmm, yknow something, Waylon? You're right.. dolook good with a bit of a belly

on me, don't [..”

[n gpite of hig oun migerably overstuffed state, Croc ecooted closer and cloger to
Orca, cauging his own gcaly boulder of a belly to presg againgt hers. Orca winced
dlightly, but that ceaged when Croc rested hig handg atop that giant gilky ball of
blubber. Orca wag go utterly stuffed that Croc's handg eank vigibly into the surface of
her thick, soft and sloghing belly. Ag he tenderly stroked that perfectly spherical ball
of gilky, blubber-laden flegh, there wag a look of infatuation on Croc'e face, making him
grin ag a reault. “Yer the gexiest beached whale ['ve ever laid my eyes on, babe..” Croc

muged, not realizing how utterly weird a gentence that wag.

Orca would have commented, but she wag too busy moaning with delight at the feeling
of Croc's rough, scaly fingers firmly kneading into her extra delicate and even more

extra blubbery belly. [t truly was a sengation like no other.



Croc'e hands expertly kneaded into Orca'e etomach like an impoggibly thick ball of
dough, pressing hig claws deep into that flesh and only ginking into the blubber. There
wag g0 much more belly to navigate around than there wag before they started eating,
but Croc still managed to work hig way to Orea's undersides and stroke them
goothingly from left to right. Orca erooned, arching her back to make her enormous
stomach gpill out even more, which Croc took advantage of. He planted hig palm right
againat the center of Orca's belly, right around her immengely deep belly button and

rubbed emall, firm circles around the center of her gut.

Orca practically melted in Croc's hands, leaning againgt him and groaning with utter
contentment at the gengation. Egpecially when Croc once again stuck hig finger into
her immensely deep navel and wiggled it around ingide, nice and deep. The motion
cauged her entire belly to lightly jostle with Croc's wiggling, much to Orca's sheer
delight.

When Croc pulled hig finger out of her belly button, Orca'e entire belly wobbled heavily
in regponge to the eudden action, prompting Croc to lap hig hand down onto Orca'g
belly to keep it still. That caused it to slogh intensely beneath hig palm, but algo forced
Orca to throw her head back and expel an enormoug belch for the umpteenth time that

night. She grunted when it ended and cleared her throat.

Croc grinned, jostling Orca's gut to get her attention. “Say, babe, whadduya say we
hit the gack? [ can't be the only one gettin' a lil riled up right now, right?”

[n regponge to the jostling, Orca belched deeply into her figt and then thumped her
chegt a few times. “Oh yeah, let's ‘do it when ['m a big fat burping mege. That's super

hot, right?” Orca droned sarcastically.



“Hell yeah it ig,” Croc growled back without an ounce of earcagm in hig voice.

To which, Orca simply stared at him dumbfounded. “..Firgt of all, we're g0 bloated that
we probably couldn’t even get off the damn couch. Secondly, and more importantly?

You're an idiot.”

“Very true,” Croc conceded with what almogt gounded like genuine pride in hig voice.
“Yer point?”

Orca gimply rolled her eyes and slumped back in Croc's gragp. “Just shut up and keep
rubbing...”

And Croc wag, surprigingly, more than happy to comply, rather eagerly running hig
handg all acroge Orea's blubbery belly with a lager focug in hig emitten gaze. Ag Orea
eat there, savoring the sengual feeling of having her belly tended to, she couldn't help
but notice gomething. Croc wag alwayg into her, but the attention he always gave her

belly made it clear that he wag just a little bit more into her.

Her etomach wag definitely going to be a lot larger once it had properly digested all of
thege burgerg. And who knows, if she continued helping hergelf to a few more
calorically dense mobgterg, Croc might just have a lot more belly to tend to. And
betueen the nice shape her body took and all the attention and pampering Croc gave

her, she had to admit, she could definitely get used to thig...
Hey, no one eaid fighting crime meant fighting good food, right?

The End



