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“The nerve of them! Who do they think they are?!” snarled Alice. She was pissed. Pissed off! Her friends – no, former friends – Jen and Laurie had conspired against her to turn her into a big ball of blubber, just so that they would look thinner in comparison! What a joke! Laurie and Jen were even fatter than Alice now, yet that didn’t stop them from constantly trying to tempt Alice into eating more. And now that their plan was exposed, they had the nerve to think that Alice would just forgive them! How dare they!
Alice spun the wheel of her car, grunting with the strain of holding in her belly. She had to suck in her gut whenever she drove now, since she was so fat that her tummy would press against the steering wheel and make the horn sound if she wasn’t careful. Oooo! Alice was too mad to think about that now. She needed to relax. She needed to get her head on straight.  She slowed down and pulled the car over to the curb, fully intending to just rest for a minute or two before continuing on her way.
Alice grunted as she shifted in her seat, struggling to reach under the overhang of her wider load rear to grab at the parking brake with her pudgy sausage fingers. Driving was becoming more of a challenge than ever as Alice’s weight continued to climb. She was well over 500 pounds now, a certified fat ass of the highest order, so round and tubby that she literally sloshed when she waddled, so monumentally fat that she could barely go a day – let alone a week – without blasting the buttons off of yet another pair of over-sized cargo pants or splitting the seat of yet another mega-sized pair of shorts. And it wasn’t like Alice was getting any thinner! The blonde blimpette loved to eat and even now, when the schemes of her cheer teammates Jen and Laurie were completely exposed, it wasn’t like that knowledge was helping Alice reduce at all. She was powerless to resist the lure of tasty treats even when Laurie and Jen weren’t there to shove them into her face!
What that all meant was that Alice was rapidly outgrowing her car.  She was so wide that her bottom overflowed the bucket seat, with her left hip pressing against the door and her right hip overflowing onto the center console. It was a good thing that Alice’s car was an automatic that didn’t require her to work the lever while the car was in motion, because her ass completely slopped over the shift lever and blocked it from use. When she stopped the car, she had to rock in her seat to reach below her flab to engage the emergency brake. Driving was a dangerous proposition for the billowing teenage bunny. She was so fat now that she could no longer stretch the seat belt over her vast belly; she had to drive without her seat belt, wincing at the car’s warning beep that served as a constant reminder of her failure. Thank Gawd nobody was here to see her! This was just yet another embarrassing effect of her weight gain. Her chubby cheeks flushed a rosy pink as she thought about it. She desperately needed to do something to curb her gains, but the sad truth was that Alice loved eating too much to stop.  All the efforts by her mother, her weight loss support group, even the school nurse – none of them had none a single thing to stop Alice’s out-of-control appetite. And it really showed on her gargantuan, tubby body!
Alice was huge. She was as round as a melon, most of her 500 plus pounds concentrated in her magnificent belly that spilled over her lap and down to her fab-swaddled knees. Her breasts, now swollen to the size of basketballs, settled against a gut that refused to stay covered by her inadequate, straining polo shirt. The bottom half of her stomach was always on display as Alice had finally given up any attempt to keep it covered. At the very least, her hanging gut helped to disguise the fact that she couldn’t button her pants either.  At her size, Alice was forced to wear maternity clothes. That was the only thing that could accommodate her outrageously bloated belly. But Alice was well are that she was fast approaching the limits of maternity wear as well, as on her last visit to the maternity store the clerk had warned her that she was big enough now to require a size 40, the biggest size that the store carried. In the back of her head, Alice worried about what that meant for the future.  There was no way that she was going to plateau in her gains anytime soon, not when the gnawing hunger in the pit of her stomach needled at her 24/7 no matter how much she tried to fill it. But what would happen when she finally outgrew size 40? Alice always just assumed everytime that she outgrew another size that surely there was a bigger size for her to grow into. What would happen when that wasn’t the case? Already, her size 40 pants were unbuttoned under the heft of her belly and she could feel the pinch of her straining zipper as the metal teeth pressed hard against her tender flab. The zipper tab locked them in place so that her fly wouldn’t spontaneously unzip itself as she waddled, but she had to be careful that the material didn’t completely split under the pressure. And, boy, what pressure there was! Alice was so fat that her size 40 pants looked positively painted onto her thighs and backside, no wrinkles at all in the taut material. She just hoped that they were would last long enough that Alice could figure out a solution to replace the nonexistent size 42s. Could she special order clothes? That was really the only possible solution, right? It was either that or she would simply have to spend the rest of her life in the nude.
Was that so bad though? Alice had a sudden vision of the future, watching herself wobble around her house in the nude – a perfectly plump, perfectly pampered pudgy little porker of a housewife, huffing and puffing as she bustled about doing her chores and waiting for her doting husband Tyler to return home from work. She would be too fat to leave the house, trapped at home not just by her weight but by the simple fact that there no longer existed clothes that could cover her curves! Tyler would have to take care of her every need, because it wasn’t like Alice could even wobble her way down to the grocery store to do their shopping without causing a major scene! What would that look? Just imagine a quarter ton of naked blubber on display as a tubby little nudie cutie tried to navigate her extra wide rear down the aisles!
Alice shook her head to clear her thoughts. Well. That was one good thing at least! She could always count on Tyler to take care of her, no matter how big she grew!
Alice sighed and plopped back into her seat. As she did, she accidently lost control of her belly. Her atrophied stomach muscles could barely hold in her gut at the best of times, but as she breathed out her belly rolled forward and pressed against the steering wheel. The horn blared loudly in response. Alice groaned and bumped the door open with her hip, struggling to extricate herself from the car.  If she was thinking clearly, she might have tried to suck in her gut again, but Alice was too flustered. The noise was getting her all discombobulated! She knew that, at any moment, people were going to start pouring out of the nearby homes, searching for the source of that annoying sound. And what would she say when they all realized it was being caused by this titanic teen so fat that she couldn’t keep her belly from honking her car horn? She tried to raise her butt out of her seat but she only succeeded in making the horn honk louder. What an embarrassing predicament!
“Alice? Alice, is that you?”
Alice sighed. She recognized that voice. It was Jen’s mom, Mrs. Sarovy. Alice hadn’t been paying close attention and she had by complete coincidence parked almost right in front of Jen’s house. Great, just great! Jen was the last person that Alice wanted to talk to right now!
“Yes, Mrs. Sarovy,” said Alice, raising her voice to be heard above the din of the blaring horn. “It’s me.”
“I thought so! Where have you been, sweetie? We haven’t seen you in so long! My goodness, how have you been doing? Have they been feeding you enough?”
“Yes, ma’am. More than enough, I’d say.”
Mrs. Sarovy ignored that last crack.  She was an old-world woman who believed very deeply in the importance of a good meal – so much so that she was notorious for never letting a guest leave her house without being absolutely stuffed! It was no wonder that Jen had ballooned to 600 pounds when her mother was constantly forcing food down her greedy gullet! Alice was a frequent guest at the Sarovy household and she couldn’t throw any stones – Mrs. Sarovy’s cooking had helped pile the pounds onto her frame as well!
“What are you doing sitting there in your car? My goodness, Alice, I would be a terrible hostess if I let you just sit out here in the cold! Come inside, we’re about to have dinner. You should join us! You know, Jen will be home soon.”
“I’d rather not, Mrs. Sarovy,” said Alice. “I really should be going.”
Mrs. Sarvoy paused. She had heard from her daughter about Jen’s recent falling out with Alice, but she didn’t want to believe it. She dearly loved her daughter’s friends and she loved having them over for dinner. They always had such healthy appetites and it really did Mrs. Sarovy’s heart good to see young people enjoying their food! But it looked like the rumors were true. Alice and Jen were having a fight! Jen’s explanation didn’t really make a lot of sense to Mrs. Sarovy, but she didn’t expect to be able to understand all the confusing things about teenagers’ lives these days. The important thing was that Alice was mad and she wasn’t going to come over anymore.
Well! Mrs. Sarovy couldn’t just let that stand! Her daughter might be too much of a dimbulb to know what to do, but Mrs. Sarovy wasn’t content to just let things play themselves out. She was going to take action. She was certain that Alice and Jen would surely make up if they could just talk things out. Really, all she had to do was get them together in the same room together. If she could just get Alice to stick around until Jen got back, they could have a nice long heart-to-heart and fix everything.
“You know, Jen isn’t home yet,” said Mrs. Sarovy. “I understand that you two are having a little bit of a tiff, but I can’t let you leave hungry. Why don’t you come inside and have just a little snack? I promise you, you’ll be long gone before Jen ever gets home.”
Alice bit her lip. Her massive belly gurgled loudly and she felt a cold fist of hunger in her core. Alice could never turn down an offer of food.
“You mean it?”
“I promise. I wouldn’t want to meddle in your affairs, but please… why, you’re practically wasting away! Let me just give you a little something for the road.”
“Okay,” said Alice. “Maybe just a little.”
Alice knew, deep in her heart, that she was making a bad decision. “Just a little” was not a phrase in Mrs. Sarovy’s vocabulary when it came to food. Alice knew that she never left Mrs. Sarovy’s dinner table until she was absolutely glutted to the max, so full that she was literally in danger of bursting. But Mrs. Sarovy was also a dynamite cook! And Alice, no matter what she told herself, was never going to pass up an opportunity to sample some delicious dishes! 
***
“This is delicious, Mrs. Sarovy!” mumbled Alice, her chubby cheeks bulging with lasagna, red sauce leaking from her plump lips and dribbling down her fleshy double chin. Alice was so enamored with pleasures of the feast that she didn’t even notice, only pausing to wipe one thick arm across her face – and mostly only succeeding in smearing the sauce across her cheeks – when her fork hit the bottom of the empty tray. She looked up pleadingly, her big blue eyes nearly watering with puppy-dog eagerness as she asked the question that Mrs. Sarovy was dreading: “I don’t suppose you have any more?”
“Just a moment, dear. I’ve got another in the oven right now, it’ll be done in just a second! Why don’t you help yourself to some extra garlic bread in the meantime?” The older woman didn’t wait for an answer, quickly loading Alice’s empty plate with a new helping of hot buttery garlic bread.
“Thanks, Mrs. Sarovy! It’s so nice of you to invite me in for lunch. I was feeling pretty down before, but this is actually making me feel so much better!”
“I’m so glad to hear that, sweetie.” Mrs. Sarovy sighed and sagged into a chair, huffing with exhaustion. She just needed to catch her breath before she went back into the kitchen for another round. She had severely underestimated Alice’s appetite! This was a new feeling for her. Mrs. Sarovy was an old-world mother who was obsessed with the idea that her daughter and her daughter’s friends – and just about anyone who entered her house – should never go hungry. She was notorious for stuffing her guests until they were on the verge of bursting and then stuffing them some more. Alice had borne the brunt of Mrs. Sarovy’s aggression more than once, being force-fed until she was as obscenely stuffed as a Thanksgiving turkey and her belly was literally creaking with fullness.  But Alice’s appetite and stomach capacity had grown by leaps and bounds over the past year, to the point that now even Mrs. Sarovy was having trouble keeping up! The older woman had actually lost track of how many trays of lasagna and how many plates of garlic bread Alice had already eaten today! The blonde blimpette was like a bottomless pit, eating and eating and eating without stop, without pause, without any regard for the way that the three chairs shoved under her ginormous buttocks creaked and groaned under her increasing weight, without regard for the way that her rapidly ballooning belly pushed apart her tree-trunk legs and sagged closer and closer to the floor with every gluttonous bite, without regard to the way that her polo shirt slipped higher and higher up over her gut to reveal more of her tremendous tummy. Alice was in hog heaven and nothing else mattered other than getting as much food into her tummy as fast as possible!
Mrs. Sarovy glanced at the clock on the wall. Jen should be home any minute. The entire point of this exercise was to keep Alice so occupied that she lost track of time, so that she would be here when Jen finally waddled in through the door. Mrs. Sarovy knew that Jen was super depressed and upset about her falling out with Alice, so hopefully getting them together in the same room together would be the first step toward reconciliation! Mrs. Sarovy believed that a good meal cured every ailment and she was sure that if she could just get them to eat together, they would soon be the best of friends again! The only problem was that she had to keep cooking until that happened and she didn’t know how much more stamina she had in her!
And, of course, her job wasn’t done when Jen got home. Then she would have to cook for Jen too… and Jen’s greed and gluttony were definitely on par with Alice’s!
Alice stifled a burp with one chubby hand. “Oh, excuse me! I’m sorry I’m making such a pig of myself, Mrs. Sarovy, but your cooking is just so cook! I can’t resist!”  Alice belched again, a sudden hiccup making her enormous body bounce so hard in her seat that her three chairs threatened to buckle beneath her. Truth be told, Alice was pretty full.  Even a belly of her magnitude only had so much room and she was so bloated with her indulgence that her belly was pushing painfully against the table, her upper roll plopped on the tabletop and slowly edging forward with her continued eating while under the table her fupa swelled between her legs. She honestly did feel like she was going to explode if she kept eating, the idea bringing back upsetting memories of the time that Jen’s little sister Jesse had warned her about that exact thing while she was eating right here at this exact table! But while Alice’s capacity had reached astronomical levels, her appetite had grown even more! Her stomach was still growling and grumbling for more even though she was clearly as overstuffed as a hog ready for slaughter. 
Mrs. Sarovy grunted as she heaved herself to her feet. Well, no rest for the weary! This girl was clearly still hungry and Mrs. Sarovy could not abide that! She was going to make sure that Alice got her fill even if it took her all day! She plodded back to the kitchen and pulled out another tray to start laying more noodles and ricotta cheese. How many helpings of lasagna could one girl eat? The mind boggled. But no stomach had ever defeated Mrs. Sarovy’s cooking and no stomach ever would! The woman had her pride after all.  She wiped the sweat from her brow and got to work.
Only moments later, her work was interrupted by the sound of the front door opening and the grunting and grumbling of her teenage daughter strenuously forcing her wide-load hips and rear through the narrow aperture. Doors were becoming more and more of a problem for Jen Sarovy as the Sarovy household’s eldest daughter continued her descent into abject sloth and gluttony… and struggled with the accompanying pounds! Jen was as fat as her friend Alice these days, but, because she tended to be more bottom-heavy, the pear-shaped princess had a lot of trouble wedging her ginormous rear through doorways. The Sarovys were beginning to wonder if they might need to shell out some big bucks to get the doorway widened – if that was even a thing that you could do – just so that Jen didn’t one day get herself hopelessly stuck like a big fat bimbo Winnie the pooh.
“Jen! I’m in the kitchen! I’m making lasagna for lunch!”
“Like, thank gawd!” yelled Jen from the front room. “I am sooo starved! Like, what a day!”
“Your friend is here to see you, too!”
“Like, friend? Who are you talking about, mom?”
Jen waddled into the dining room and froze when she saw Alice sitting at the table. The rotund blonde stared back, sauce smearing her face, silent except for the occasional overindulgent hiccup that wracked her blubbery body.  Jen was a fat-bottomed brunette ditz, her hair tied back in a pony tail to emphasize her round face, and her quarter ton of wobbling tender teenage blubber packed into overinflated haunches, wide hips and a badonkadonk so massive that it stuck out behind her like a shelf, as wide as a monster truck and as round as two ripe watermelons. She had long since given up on trying to squeeze herself into actual pants since they didn’t make any pants with enough room in the seat to accommodate her monster hinder and now she was relegated entirely to leggings and sweat pants. It looked like she wouldn’t even be able to wear those for much longer, though, since Jen’s black spandex leggings were stretched so precariously around her thunder thighs that they had turned to a light gray and the rear seat was starting to split apart to reveal just the briefest, most tantalizing glimpse of her jumbo-sized striped granny panties.
“Alice!” said Jen.
“Jen,” said Alice coldly. “I…I shouldn’t have come here…”
“No! Like, don’t go! Please!”
“I don’t have anything to say to you! After what you and Laurie did, you’re lucky that I don’t… um… well, you’re lucky that I’m not even madder!” Alice huffed and attempted to stand up, but she was way too full.  Her overstuffed belly bumped into the table and threw off her balance so much that she plopped right back down, her ass squashing against the seats of her multiple chairs.
“Now, Alice, you’re not done eating!” said Mrs. Sarovy, bustling out from the kitchem “You know I can’t have you leave with an empty stomach! What would people say! You sit down and you finish your lunch! And Jen! My goodness, you’re just wasting away! You sit down and tuck in, I don’t want to hear any arguments!”
“But, mom! Alice is taking up, like, all the chairs!”
“What are you talking about? There’s two left right there!”
“Umm….” Jen bit her lip and shrugged her padded shoulders sheepishly. “Like, I can’t sit on just two chairs! You know that! Like, I need at least three!”
It was true. Jen’s enormously plump rump was simply too gargantuan for just two chairs; her ass would sag so heavily over the sides that she might just snap the legs. She needed three chairs to equally distribute her weight to avoid an accident!
“No excuses! You girls sit down! You’ve both been behaving like children. Now, I don’t know what’s got you both so upset, but I know that there’s nothing like a good meal to soothe bad feelings. I want you to both sit down and you’re not leaving the table until you’ve made up!”
“Then we’re gonna be sitting here a long time!” sniffed Alice, folding her arms across her chest and staring off into the distance.
“Well, like, that’s fine with me!” snorted Jen, carefully balancing the bulk of her flabby backside across a mere two chairs. She held her breath, hoping they would hold. The She could feel her fleshy butt ooze over the sides and backs of the chairs, nothing to hold it in check other than the thinnest layer of overtaxed spandex.
“Good! And while you’re here, you can eat lunch!”
“Oh,” said Alice and another burp forced itself from her mouth. Suddenly, the weight and fullness of her stomach hit her. If Jen’s mom was going to forcefeed them until they agreed to bury the hatchet, then they better make up fast… or they would both explode like overfilled balloons before the night was over!
“Like, Alice, I just want to, like, say I’m really sorry! I know what I did was wrong… like, I dunno why, I was just going along with Laurie and, like, you know, I just thought Laurie must be right? Like, it seemed like a good ide when she said it? But like now… I just don’t know what I was thinking? Like, you’re my best friend, Alice! And, like, I can’t believe that we did something like that to hurt you… like, it’s just so fucked up! Ooo! Lasagna!”
Jen’s apology was interrupted as Mrs. Sarovy busted out of the kitchen with a frehs, piping hot tray of lasagna. She scooped a massive helping onto Jen’s plate and the bottom-heavy pork princess didn’t even pause to finish her apology to Alice before she started shoving cheese and noodles into her mouth with abandon, loudly chewing and slurping.
“Well… I guess I can understand why you would go along with Laurie,” said Alice as Mrs. Sarovy dropped another helping onto her plate too. It was hard for Alice to stay mad at Jen! The truth was, they HAD been such good friends. Alice liked Jen – other than Laurie, she had long considered Jen to be her best friend. That’s why this betrayal hurt so much! But she also knew that Jen was a total sheep, a follower who would do whatever Laurie told her to do because she was simply too much of a ditz to think for herself. Then again, Laurie had tried to take all the blame herself earlier when Laurie had confronted Alice in the cafeteria. It was Laurie’s idea. Alice was reluctant to let Jen off the hook so easily, but she knew who the ringleader in this situation really was.
“Still, what you two did really hurt! I don’t know if I can trust you again!” said Alice before taking another bite of lasagna. Hmmm…. Her stomach, full as it was, gurgled in pleasant, overfilled bliss and puffed out ever so slightly more, pushing her knees apart and finally – finally!  -- popping the button from the crotch of her cargo shorts so that her fat tummy now had even more freedom to expand. Alice barely paid any notice. Why should she when food was available? Gradually, her mind was going blank, her anger at Jen replaced by a soothing calm as all thoughts of anything beyond feeding her fat face vanished from her brain.
Jen was undergoing the same transformation. When food was around, these greedy fat girls couldn’t think of anything else! Jen’s already dimbulb mind was growing even dimmer, the mumbled apology dying on her lips as a neon sign flashed on inside her head that just said “Eat! Eat!” And who was Jen to resist such a tempting command? She didn’t bother with a fork, snatching the drippy, cheesy cube of lasagna off her plate with her chubby hands and shoving it directly into her mouth so that cheese oozed down her double chin and stuck to her stubby little sausage fingers. She cooed in blissed out contentment, her plump tummy warm and satisfied. But far from full! Another helping appeared on her plate and another and another… Jen dutifully gobbled them all down without a thought, barely even aware of the subtle tightening of her failing stretch pants as the seat popped open, stitch by stitch. She dribbled sauce into her cleavage, staining the front of her cow-pattern crop top red, but Jen didn’t notice or even care! The oblivious eater went into a near fugue state when she gorged, so that nothing else mattered except filling her belly to capacity.
The two girls ate in silence, all animosity forgotten, the only sounds in the room were the steady chewing and slurping and burping and swallowing, the occasional sigh of contentment, and the quiet but unmistakable sound of seams stretching and stretching and stretching and then, suddenly, violently, bursting. But neither Jen nor Alice reacted, they were too far gone into their feast – so to them, splitting seams only opened up more room for their fat tummies to fill and grow!
The two gluttons were in a dangerous situation… in fact, they really had no clue how dangerous! Jen’s mom would keep feeding them as long as they sat at the table. And both Jen and Alice were such hogs that they would continue to eat as long as food was in front of them! It was an open question: who would give up first? Would Mrs. Sarovy collapse from exhaustion before Alice and Jen could finally fill their yawning guts to satiety? Or would the two girls simply eat themselves into comas before Mrs. Sarovy gave up? It seemed like they were about to find out tonight! 
Jen belched loudly. “Ummm…. Like, what were we talking about?” She furrowed her brow with the strain of thinking, the thought of deep thought on her face made a comical juxtaposition against the red sauce smearing her lips and cheeks.
“I… don’t remember,” huffed Alice, who was, like Jen, filled up to her eyeballs. She felt like she might just burst if she even looked at any more food! And then, as if summoned by magic, there was more food in front of her! Mrs. Sarovy was absolutely relentless. Alice eyed the delicious gooey lasangna and her belly passed the first test: She did not burst. Slowly, unsteadily, she raised her fork clutched in one pudgy, trembling hand. She couldn’t help herself! She had to eat!
“Like, it probably wasn’t important anyway!” said Jen, moments before a hiccup wracked her body. She grabbed another slice of lasagna and gobbled it down. After all, what could possibly be more important than hanging out, enjoying a good meal, and spending time with her bestie? 
Mrs. Sarovy watched, beaming from the kitchen. The two girls weren’t arguing and, true, that was mostly due to the fact that their mouths were full, but Mrs. Sarovy liked to think that was because her plan had worked. She was certain that, by the end of the meal, the two girls would be the best of friends again! Of course, they would need to be rolled home, but still! At least they wouldn’t be fighting anymore.
***
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