Alice 42

By Mollycoddles

“Are you ready for tonight’s festivities?” asked Laurie, shutting her locker.  “It’s Friday, so you know what that means: Sleep over!”

“Totally!” chirped Jen.  She clapped her chubby hands in glee. “I’m so excited! This will be our first sleep over with all three of us in, like, weeks!”

Laurie nodded.  Alice, Jen, and Laurie used to have weekly slumber parties together until Laurie and Jen’s big tiff recently, but, now that the two girls were back on speaking terms, they were happy to resume their old tradition.  

“And I think our little project might be coming to an end soon,” said Laurie under her breath.  She smirked.  She had originally devised the weekly sleepover as an excuse to stuff Alice full of treats, hoping that, as Alice grew rounder and fatter, she would make Jen and Laurie look slimmer by comparison.  The sleepover plan seemed to be working like a charm, because Alice was fatter than ever.  The only problem was that, the more sleepovers the girls held, the fatter Laurie and Jen grew as well.  It was a vicious cycle: The rounder Laurie grew, the bigger she needed Alice to be.  
Adding to the complication was that Jen was no longer on board.  The bottom-heavy bimbo had finally developed a conscience and now refused to be part of Laurie’s underhanded plan any more.  To bring Jen back into the fold, Laurie had promised to abandon the plan.  But she had no intention of doing that.  Now she just had to be careful to fatten Alice without Jen noticing.  But she wasn’t too worried.  After all, Jen was such a ditz that she could probably pour lard straight down Alice’s throat and Jen wouldn’t become suspicious.

Yes, tonight was going to be fun.  The girls were all back together.  Everything was going just according to plan.

***

Laurie has already laid out the evening’s assortment of snacks – chips, cookies, candy, pretzels, all poured into neat little bowls and conveniently unlabeled.  In the corner, a mini-fridge full of ice cream cartons hummed quietly. As usual, there would be no way for Alice to know that she was actually eating full-fat snacks. There would be no way for Jen to know that Alice was really eating full-fat sancks. However, there was also no way for either Jen and Laurie to know when they were eating the non-fat alternatives – if there even were any such alternatives available on display.  Laurie has subconsciously lost all interest in differentiating between healthy and non-healthy snacks, telling herself that as long as she was thinner than Alice that she didn’t need to worry about reducing her calorie intake in the slightest.  As a result, Laurie was blowing up like the Goodyear blimp, but, barely able to see over the arc of her titanic, swaying tits, she didn’t seem to notice.  Other than her sexy fat teasing games with Frank, the titanic teen still refused to acknowledge the extent of her gain.
“I’m so glad that you and Jen are friends again!” said Alice.  The tubby blonde had arrived early, reserving a choice spot for herself on the loveseat.  Alice was so wide that she took up over half the loveseat by herself, so it was important that she get a seat early.  Neither Jen nor Laurie would be able to squeeze next to her without bumping their hefty hips together.  Laurie’s kitten Pumpkin sat curled up on Alice’s lap, snuggled up against the girl’s soft warm belly, purring happily as Alice pet her.  Alice’s pajamas clung to her massive bulk like a second skin, the buttons stretched tightly over her belly and boobs.  Unlike Laurie, who spent most sleepovers in just her tanktop and panties, Alice still liked to dress more modestly when she could.  Of course, it was so difficult for her to find pajamas in her size anymore that she was often forced to hang out in just her underwear too.  “I love hanging out with you, Laurie, but it’s just not the same when it’s just the two of us.  I think it’s just so much more fun when all three of us are together!”

“Yeah,” agreed Laurie.  She hated to admit it, but Alice was right.  It really was good to be back together.  A knock at the door drew her attention.  “Oh good, sounds like Jen’s here.”
Laurie opened the door to see her bubbly, bootilicious friend in all her girthy glory. Laurie’s eyes trailed down to the greasy paper bag that Jen clutched in the chubby fingers of her left hand.

“What’s that? Did you bring extra food?”

“Like, no, this is just leftovers,” said Jen, “I stopped by the Burrito Hut on the way over.  I got some burritos.”

“The Burrito Hut? Christ, Jen, why did you do that? You know what Mexican food does to your system! Did you have to eat it before you came over here? You are such a bimbo sometimes!”

“But Laurie! I was totally hungry! I couldn’t wait until I came all the way over here to eat!”

“It’s only 8 pm! Didn’t you just eat dinner, like, an hour ago? How could you already be that hungry?”

“I dunno.”  Jen shrugged, casually reaching into a bowl of M&Ms and grabbing a handful. “You know how it is with Mexican food.  You eat it and, like, an hour later, you’re hungry.”
“That’s Chinese food, you ditz!”

“What? Like, are you sure?  I totally think it’s Mexican, cuz I ate Mexican for dinner and then I got hungry again.  So I had to get some more.”

“You ate Mexican twice??”

“Yeah! No, it’s totally cool! Like, I’m totally over that.” 

Laurie leaned in close to Alice and hissed sharply: “Alice, I have to warn you.  Jen had Mexican food after dinner!”

Alice looked confused. “So?”

“So when Jen has Mexican food, she gets…gassy.”  Laurie jerked her head meaningfully in Jen’s direction.  Alice turned to follow her motion.  Jen was busy preening in the bathroom mirror and changing into her night clothes, oblivious to the other two girls’ conversation.  Singing to herself, Jen reached down and scratched one bloated buttcheek, causing a minor tremor to run through her wobbly blubber.  The little cotton shorts she wore were barely up to the task of reigning in all that junk, instead slowly being sucked into her flabby asscrack everytime she moved.  But both Laurie and Alice looked straight at Jen’s enormous backside with a newfound terror.

A minute later, Jen turned and, without thinking, attempted to pass through the narrow doorway back into the room.  No dice.  Her mammoth hips and thighs were too wide, so she collided with the frame and knocked the wind out of herself.

“Oof!” she wheezed.  The other two girls could swear that they heard a quiet squeak coming from another part of Jen as she unexpectantly bumped into the doorframe, but they said nothing.  

“Like, I totally forgot how narrow this door is!” giggled Jen, turning sideways and edging out.  Even sideways, her shelf-like rump barely cleared the door.

Once Jen returned to the room, all thoughts of danger vanished and the mindless eating began in earnest.  The three girls chattered and ate and chattered and ate and chattered and ate and ate and ate.  Food was such an ever present part of their lives that they couldn’t help themselves, they barely noticed how many hundreds of thousands of calories they were consuming, that every sleepover was pushing them closer and closer to obesity.  

Laurie winced as Jen bent over to reach another cookie, her big round ass pointed right at her friends.  Jen’s bulbous rear strained against the thin cloth of her flimsy cotton shorts, the bottom quarter of her plump cheeks already visible as the shorts crept up her butt.  The rear seam was stretched tight without an inch of slack.  The shorts looked so tight that Laurie could almost swear that they would blow apart if Jen farted.  Both Alice and Laurie prayed that Jen’s Mexican binge would not come back to haunt them anytime soon, but they knew that their hopes were slim.  Jen continued to hum to herself as she grabbed at the food on the floor, her massive tush swaying back and forth.  A loud, ominous gurgle emanated from Jen’s gut and Laurie braced herself.  Jen’s bloated bottom quivered slightly as the Jen tensed to contain herself, obviously pretending that nothing was wrong.  Jen straightened quickly.  Laurie breathed a silent sigh of relief.

“Oo! These cookies are good too!” said Jen, waving a half-eaten cookie in Laurie’s face with such vigor that it slipped from her grasp.  The crumpled cookie disappeared down the front of Laurie’s shirt, prompting a loud howl of complaint from the busty bitch.
"Jen! You dropped your cookies down my boobs!"

"Like, don't worry, I'll get them out!"

Without missing a beat, Jen reached her hand into Laurie’s cavernous cleavage, fishing around to find the lost cookie.  Alice was surprised to see that Jen’s arm disappeared up to her elbow between those wonderful whoppers.  

“Got it!” Jen pulled out with the retrieved cookie and jammed it into her mouth.

“Good,” said Laurie icily.  The top-heavy beauty queen didn’t like to admit it, but the incident had almost turned her on.  She was so breast focused these days that the slightest sensation against her monumental melons was enough to get her moist; even the friction of her tights brassiere cups against her nipples as she waddled down the street was starting to arouse her these days.  Even now, her cork-sized nipples were erect, creating little tents in the fabric of her stretched tank top.  Jen didn’t notice; she was too intent on eating. 

“They are good,” agreed Alice, popping another biscuit between her lips, “But I’m kinda tired of the same old, you know?”
“How about some ice cream then?” asked Laurie, spooning some frozen dessert from the mini fridge into bowls without even waiting for an answer.
“Ooo, put some into a soda for me!” squealed Alice, “I’d love to have an ice cream soda.”

“Sure thing, sweetie.” Laurie filled a mug to overflowing with cola and then dropped in two big scoops of vanilla ice cream.  Then she stabbed a straw into the frosty beverage. “There you go!”

“Yummy!” said Alice, licking her lips as she took the cup.

Laurie and Jen ate their ice cream from bowls while Alice drank hers.  Alice sucked on the straw with all her might, her cheeks caving in as her mouth formed a vacuum around the straw. Her fat little belly bulged out further and further as the swollen sweetie gulped down more malted milkshake, the buttons on her pajama top pulling tighter and tighter as they fought against increasing pressure.

“Ooof,” gasped Alice as she dropped the empty cup to the floor.  “All done.”

“Wow, Alice, you really put that away!”

“Ugh, I think I drank too much,” moaned Alice, clutching her belly.  She was so full of ice cream that her stomach was cold to the touch.  “Ouch! My tummy is freezing!”

“Like, really? Let me see?”  Jen put her hands against Alice’s soft gut and laughed out loud.  “Oh my gawd, it really is!  Laurie, come feel this!  Alice’s tummy is ice cold!”

“Of course it is, what did you expect?” snapped Laurie, but she nevertheless put her hands on Alice’s stomach to see for herself.  She couldn’t help but chuckle when she realized that Jen was right, Alice’s belly felt like ice!

“Oh, please don’t shake me too much,” moaned Alice.

“Ooo so sort, sweetie, we didn’t mean to get your tummy upset,” clucked Laurie, although she was secretly delighted to see Alice making such a pig of herself.  All according to plan!
“Hey, you guys want to try something new?” said Jen.  She grabbed the paper bag, pulled out a half-eaten burrito, and dipped it into her ice cream.  Alice and Laurie stared as if their bootilicious friend had gone insane.  Jen crammed the monster burrito into her mouth without a second thought.

“’is good!” said Jen through a mouthful of ice cream burrito.

“That looks gross,” said Laurie, but she couldn’t help but lick her lips.

“Naw, it’s tasty!  You should try it!”

Laurie and Alice looked at one another.  

Laurie shrugged.  “Why not?”

She grabbed a bean burrito and dipped it into her strawberry ice cream.

The three girls couldn’t stop even if they wanted to; they were slaves to an insatiable hunger that compelled them to pump more and more calories into their growing guts.  But now they were so addicted to food that they were even experimenting with insane food combinations that no normal person would ever even consider.
Laurie put her fist to her chest as she let loose a belch so thunderous that the force of it popped the elastic band on her panties, allowing her swollen belly to bounce free.  Without taking any notice, the chesty chubster grabbed another burrito and dipped it into the melted ice cream.

“Mmm, this really is good,” she mumbled through a mouthful of food, a big scoop of rich melty ice cream dripping from the end of her burrito.

Alice watched as her two friends stuffed ice cream-covered burritos into their hungry mouths. Jeez, those two are turning into a pair of fat pigs! She thought to herself. Look at how they're stuffing themselves. They don't even stop to taste their food, they just shovel it down, like you're obsessed with gulping as much as those bloated bellies can hold! Their tummies are growing so big that they'll soon be the most prominent part of their bodies. And, wow, they're becoming so lazy! Laurie's so bloated that she can barely breathe.. let alone stand up! And Jen looks like she's more likely to roll away than walk at this point  Laurie's boobs are bigger than ever! They're growing out of control.. I know she likes being big but she's getting way too enormous. I don't know how she can still stand up with those pendulous pontoons. And Jen's storing all those calories in an ass so big that she can't fit through doors anymore!  We're all blowing up like balloons from eating so much ... we've got to get our weights under control or we're going to outgrow our houses... but this food does taste sooo good. 

Soooo good.

Wait, what was this burrito doing in her hand?

Mmmm….

“Hey! Where’d the ice cream go?”

Jen and Laurie blinked in confusion.  They’d been so consumed by the rapture of eating that they didn’t even realize that they’d gobbled down all the ice cream before Alice even got a chance to try any.

“Oops,” said Jen, “Sorry! I guess we got, like, a little carried away.”

Geez, they didn't even save any for me, thought Alice.  They were just like a vacuum, sucking in everything, taste didn't matter.  Have they always eaten like little piggies?  They've gotten so big and lazy lately.  They haven't been doing any cheers like me, and their tummies are getting really fat.  Laurie's especially, it's so full of food, hanging everywhere.  Her boobs are ridiculous, and always getting bigger, just like Jen's butt.  Is this what we've become, ballooning whales, waiting for someone to roll us away from the food?

Alice’s rare lucid moments, when the scales seemed to fall from her eyes and she suddenly realized what a trio of pigs the three girls had become, never lasted long.  Pretty soon she was indulging just as much as her two companions.  
Jen, of course, had no compunctions about her gluttony.  Now that she’d patched things up with Craig, she didn’t care how big she got – to her mind, extra inches around her perfectly plump posterior just made her more desirable and bootilicious.  She knew she couldn’t win against her own genetics, so why bother fight?  The brunette bimbette blimpette was perfectly content to eat to her heart’s delight, filling her tummy until she was fat and sassy and happy.

“You know, we do have more ice cream downstairs,” said Laurie, “Jen, you should go get some, seeing as you’re the one who ate it all before Alice got any.”

“Me?! But, Laurie, you ate just as much as me!”

“Jen, really, don’t talk back.  Be a good girl and get us some more ice cream.  And while you’re down there, how about you get us some gravy for these burritos?  There should be some left-over from that tofu loaf my mom made for dinner yesterday.”

“Gravy on burritos?” asked Jen, tilting her head in confusion.  “I don’t think gravy, like, goes with burritos at all.”

“Oh and ice cream does? Gawd, Jen, don’t be such a blonde.”

Jen looked confused. “What? I’m not blonde.  Like, what are you talking about, Laurie?”

Laurie sighed.  She’d almost forgotten how frustrating Jen could be.  It wasn’t easy talking to someone as dense as Jen!

“C’mon, these burritos are dry! And we don’t have any green sauce in this house, so gravy’s the next best thing. Chop chop!”

“Alright, fine,” whined Jen, slowly struggling to her feet. “Just, like, promise you won’t eat all the burritos without me!”

Laurie smirked.  “No promises. You’d better hurry.”

With a resigned sigh, the hefty hottie lumbered to the door.  Jen waddled down the stairs, one hand on the wall, the other against her back for support.  Her gut was so stuffed and swollen that she had to lean backwards as she walked, just like a severely pregnant woman.  Already she could feel her tummy bubbling.  Oof. Maybe she shouldn’t have eaten all those beans after all.
In the kitchen, Jen opened the fridge to look for the gravy boat.  “It’s gotta be in here, like, somewhere…” she mumbled to herself.

“What’s that, dear?”

Jen looked up to see Laurie’s mother walk into the kitchen from the living room.  “Oh, hi, Mrs. Belmontes.  Sorry, I’m just, like, looking for something…”

“Oh no worries, please feel free.  You know, Jen, private property is just a social construct.  We believe that all that we own belongs to everyone.”
Jen blinked dumbly.

“You know, Jen, share and share alike.  We’re all one big brotherhood of man…and womyn, of course.”

“Uh huh.” Jen frowned. Her tummy was really starting to hurt. “I just…like..need to get some ice cream.  And some gravy for Laurie.”

“I’m so glad to see you young girls so comfortable in your bodies,” continued Mrs. Belmontes, oblivious to Jen’s growing discomfort. “So many young women these days starve themselves to try to emulate the imposed ideals of patriarchal society.  But you girls have embraced the full bloom of your womanhood and it’s just totally groovy!”
Jen nodded. "Uh huh."
“And what’s more important to nourishing the soul than to nourish the body?  You can’t align the chakras unless the body has what it needs!” 

Jen winced as Mrs. Belmontes continued to ramble.  She didn’t want to be rude to Laurie’s mom, but the truth was that, if she didn’t to get out of here, she was going to let one rip right here.  Her enormous Mexican dinner was starting to catch up with her.  She could feel the gas building up in her gut, bubbling and rumbling. 

Ohhh Gawd, I shouldn't have had all those burritos, thought Jen desperately as Mrs. Belmontes continued to chatter.  Jen broke out in a cold sweat. Oh  Gawd please please shut upppp, I need to goooo.
The bootilicious babe fidgeted nervously, her face beginning to go red with the strain of holding in the rising gas.  Her intestines gurgled louder and louder, so insistent that she was sure that Laurie’s mom must be able to hear them.  But if she did, she paid no attention.

Jen felt her belly puff out with gassy build-up, pressing against her already straining waistband and making her even more uncomfortable.  That added pressure made it even harder to hold it all in.

Oh Gawd, I’ve got to get out of here before I burst, thought Jen.  
Mrs. Belmontes just kept talking, gesturing enthusiastically with her arms – which only made the older woman’s large breasts bounce and sway wildly inside her loose hippie blouse.  Jen watched Mrs. Belmontes’ enormous boobs.  The big nipples and lack of bra caused them to bounce and jiggle as she talked, and the motion made Jen feel a little sea sick. The poor girl was starting to go green.

Jen held on, growing more and more bloated all the while. Finally, her tummy puffed out enough to pop the snap on her cotton shorts. She desperately held the fridge door open in front of her, hoping to hide her exposed crotch from Laurie's oblivious mom.

“Um, like, I really gotta go,” broke in Jen.  The veins were popping out of her forehead, throbbing with the intensity of her effort.  She broke off in a dash – or rather, as close to a dash as a girl as stuffed and bloated as she was could.  It was more of a brisk waddle. 

“Okay, sweetie, you guys have fun with your little be-in!”

Jen waddled upstairs as fast as her fat little feet could carry her, desperately holding her butt with both hands as if squeezing her fat cheeks would held clench her asshole shut tighter.  She burst into Laurie’s bedroom, slammed the door behind her and, safe in in the privacy of the bedroom, let loose the longest, loudest fart to ever rend the heavens.

The sound went on for nearly a full minute.  The noise was so loud that Pumpkin jumped three feet straight up in the air, and then ran under Laurie’s bed for cover.

Both Alice and Laurie stared, speechless. 

"CHRIST, JEN, WHAT THE... WHAT ARE YOU DOING" shouted Laurie. 

"I can't help it!  Your mom wouldn't let me go!!! I almost exploded out there!" wailed Jen, her enormous gelatinous buns still wobbling from the reverberations of her flatulence.

"So you think it's better to explode in here?! Ugh!" snarled Laurie, waving her hands in front of her face. “And where’s the goddamn gravy?”
“I…oh poo, I forgot.  It’s not my fault!  Your mom was talking and talking and I just didn’t get a chance!”

Laurie nodded sympathetically.  As annoyed as she was, she also knew how her mother could talk.

“Fiiiine!  I guess it serves me right for sending you, dumbass.”  She turned to Alice, putting on a cloyingly sweet smile.  “Sweetie, could I ask you to go get the gravy?  Seeing as we can’t trust Jen.”

Alice burped softly and shifted in her seat.  The last thing that the tubby teen wanted to do was to walk all the way down to the kitchen, but her naturally giving nature got the better of her.

“Sure, Laurie, I could do that.  Just…oof..save some snacks for me.”  Alice grunted as she pushed herself to her feet, nearly falling forward onto her face as she felt gravity pull at her massive belly.

“Thanks, sweetie, you’re a life-saver,” said Laurie.  She turned to look at Jen pointedly. “Unlike SOME people.”

“Hey, I tried!” protest Jen.  “Like, Alice, when you go downstairs, be careful of Laurie’s mom!  She’ll totally trap you and start talking and talking!  Also, like, she’s got really big boobs that totally just swing around when you talk and they can totally make you dizzy.”

“Shut up!” snapped Laurie, going red.  “Don’t talk about my mom like that, you bimbo!”

“But, like, it’s true! I mean, your mom’s boobs are almost as big as yours, Laurie.”

Laurie scowled, but the compliment – anything that drew attention to her phenomenal bust was a compliment as far as Laurie was concerned – mollified her enough that she didn’t pursue the subject.

The trip downstairs went even slower for Alice than it had for Jen.  Like Jen, Alice waddled slowly, plodding along like a hippo, her entire body jiggling and wobbling so violently that Alice had to move carefully lest her own flab knock her down.  Not to mention that even walking at a normal pace would leave the obese out-of-shape cutie completely winded.

Mrs. Belmontes was still in the kitchen when Alice arrived.  “Er, hi, Mrs. Belmontes,” said Alice, “I’m just here to get some gravy… oh, and some ice cream.”

“Oh yes, help yourself, honey,” said the older woman, “I was just telling your friend Jen how happy I am to see you girls enjoying yourselves.  It really shows how comfortable you all are in your own bodies as women.”

“Uh huh,” said Alice, nodding politely.  

“You know Laurie used to always be so hung up on looks? But now she’s started to understand that there are more important things in life, right?  Like, it doesn’t matter what people think of you.  She used to be so scared that people would think she was fat, she would do ANYTHING to distract people from that.  But now she’s totally groovy about her looks and I think it’s just great.”

Alice grimaced.  Laurie’s mom seemed to have an idealized mental picture of her daughter, because Alice knew that Laurie was every bit as obsessed with her image as ever.  Mrs. Belmontes’ words jostled something deep in Alice’s subconscious – Laurie. So scared people would think she was fat.  She would do ANYTHING to distract people.  Coupled with some of the recent cryptic remarks from Jen, it almost made Alice wonder…wonder… Hmmm, she almost grasped something, but then the thought slipped away from her.  Poor Alice was simply too naïve and trusting to think that Laurie was playing her for a fool.
The old hippie kept talking and it was all Alice could do it nod politely.  How long was Mrs. Belmontes going to keep her here?  Jen and Laurie were probably dying upstairs.  Or worse, knowing them, they were probably eating all the food!

A sudden wave of horror crashed over Alice.  No, they wouldn’t!  They couldn’t!  They were her friends. Surely they wouldn’t eat all the food! They’d leave her some, right?  Alice’s fat tummy began to gurgle urgently as her mind reeled in abject terror.  The idea that she might miss out on some food was one of the few things that could strike genuine fear into Alice’s fat-clogged heart – and one of the only things that might motivate her to hurry.

“Well, that’s great.  Okay, gotta go!”
“Namaste, Alice!”

Alice began the slow waddle back to the room, but the trip took her a good twenty minutes simply because she was so slow and flabby.  By the time she returned to the room, a terrible surprise greeted her. Her greatest fear had come true!
“I’m back, guys, and – oh no!”

Laurie and Jen lay on the floor, moaning, each girl rubbing her distended gut.  Alice hadn’t been gone more than…what? Half an hour? 45 minutes?... but these two gluttons just couldn’t control themselves.  They looked like two swollen ticks ready to pop, their overfull guts blushing red from being so overstretched.  
Alice was so upset to see that the food was all gone that she barely even noticed that Laurie was now completely naked – the buxom blimp had stripped off her constraining tank top and underwear to give her gut some freedom.   Her enormous breasts splayed out on the floor to either side of her, her fat gut rising in the air like a mountain.
“Alice…you’re…urrrrp!...back…” said Laurie, raising her head slightly off the floor before giving up and flopping back down.  She belched loudly.  To her left, Jen farted in response.

“Jen…really!...That’s…urrrp…so rude…urp!”  Laurie’s admonissions didn’t carry much weight when she was so gassy that she couldn’t stop burping.  They seemed even more hollow when Laurie too suddenly let lose a loud blast of flatulence, unable to contain herself anymore.

“Ha! Now who’s…gasp…talking? Urrrp!” said Jen, breaking into a giggle than quickly turned into a groan.

They were huffing and wheezing, red in the face, sweating, and yet, still wanting more.  The grand feast, so recently laid out for them all, was nearly completely gone other than the remnants of a few tacos and the crumbs from the bottom of the chip bag.  Laurie and Jen had gobbled it all while Alice was downstairs!
"Oh, come on, I didn't get enough!" whined Alice, barely able to keep the sniffles out of her voice.  She couldn’t believe this!  All the food was gone!  Everything except this gravy boat… Alice was almost in tears.

Laurie hiccupped.  "Well, sweetie, you weren't here.  Urrrrrrp!  You were taking too long and we got—hiccup! – tired of waiting." 
It was another testament to the two girls’ greed that, in the short time Alice had been away, they had completely forgotten that the whole point of the feast was to fatten Alice and had instead eaten all the food themselves.

“But…you knew I was coming back… you knew that your mom was down there and that she’d keep me there with all her talking!”
"Oh gawwwwwd, it's too muccccch!" whined Jen, cradling her bloated gut, "I think I'm going to explode!"  Clutching her belly, Jen’s flabby butt released a high pitched squealing fart. "Oh, wait, that opened up some room for –burp-- a little more!" Alice gawked as the gassy girl reached out to grab a handful of crumbs out of the nearest bowl.

“You can’t still want more!” said Alice, incredulous. “You already ate everything and you didn’t leave me anything!”
But both Jen and Laurie had entered the fat girl zone: a state of mind so corrupted by greedy and gluttony and excessive gorging that all they could think about… was gorging some more!

"Nee...ed, fart, more, ugh....want...more," moaned Jen.

"Yeeeeesssss," belched Laurie in agreement.  Then another burp again:  "Meeeee, toooo.  Urrrrrrp! You did bring the – urrrp! – ice cream, right?" 
 "Oh no, I forgot that, all I have is the gravy.  But I don't know if that's such a good idea, you guys...I mean, don't you feel a little...full?" asked Alice, poking a pudgy finger into Jen's tight, spherical gut -- prompting a renewed fart.
“I can’t believe you two were so greedy that you ate everything without me,” said Alice.  “That’s so not fair!”

“Sorry!” said Jen as she released yet another gust of wind.  “We…urp!...we didn’t mean to…urp! We just *fart* couldn’t help it…”
Laurie was less apologetic. 

“I told you--- burp! – you weren’t here,” said Laurie.  “We tried to wait for you…but you simply can’t expect us to *fart* oh excuse me, you simply can’t expect us to wait forever?”

"That's because you sent me to get this gravy! And then you ate the burritos without even waiting! SO this is pointless! Well, fine, if you want it so much, here! Have your gravy!" 
Laurie stared in shock as the normally docile blonde advanced on her with murder in her eyes.

“Alice! What…burp…what are you doing?”

"You still want more?  Well, I don't think you're too full for this, do you?" said Alice, advancing on the overstuffed cheerleader with the gravy pot in hand. “Open wide, Laurie!”
Laurie protested weakly.  "No-- urp--- I – urpp! - can't -- I'm...too...full... belch.. I can't take it." She looked to Jen for help, but Jen wasn't much better.  Her fat-bottomed friend lay on the floor too stuffed to move let alone come help.

Laurie couldn’t help but be impressed despite herself.  She had never known Alice to stand up for herself like this!  As much as she loathed to admit it, she felt a newfound respect for the tubby blonde.

"Alice, you better *faaart* not come over here! I mean it! *belch*!"  But Alice just held the gravy boat to Laurie’s lips and started pouring.

Laurie had no choice; she has to drink it. She whimpered in pain, still farting up a storm, but she had to drink.

And drink.

And drink.

Sweat broke out on the busty babe’s forehead.  She didn’t think that she’d ever been this stuffed before, not even when Frank stuffed her during their sex games. What would happen to her?  Could she actually pop like a food-filled balloon?  Laurie was terrified, but…at the same time… her bloated belly was turning her on soooo much.  She kind of…wanted that gravy.  She kind of needed it!
And poor naïve Alice had no clue that she was playing right into Laurie’s stuffing kink!

Mmm, thought Laurie, fill me upp.  Her belly, vast as it already was, began to grow anew.  She was so full that every swallow forced another fart to puff out of Laurie’s asshole; she couldn’t expel gas from her mouth while she was drinking, but her body desperately needed to make room for this new onslaught of calories.

The nude cutie swelled bigger and bigger as Alice poured gravy down her throat.  Laurie was fearful yet eager.  What would happen to her?  Could her belly actually expand enough to hold every last drop?  Or was her greed finally going to be her undoing?

At the same time, Laurie’s privates were tingling.  Now she regretted stripping naked, because she was afraid that Jen or Alice might notice her arousal. But Jen was too stuffed to do anything but moan and Alice was too intent on feeding Laurie the gravy to notice. 

By the time she lapped up the last of the gravy, Laurie was in hog heaven.  The last drop touched her lips and the overstuffed cutie whimpered and moaned.  Alice thought that she was whimpering in pain, but she had no idea that Laurie was desperately trying to hold back a loud scream – because the pain of her filled-to-the-absolute-brim belly had just made her climax.
Alice stood up and surveyed her work.  Wow, what had come over her?  She felt a little bad for what she had just done to Laurie, but, at the same time, she was kind of mad that these two hadn’t saved any food for her.

“I’m sorry about that, Laurie, but you really kind of deserved that.  Maybe next time you should think about how other people feel.”
Laurie could only belch in reply.
* * *
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