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Alice stared at the email message in shock.  She could scarcely believe her eyes.  In fact, she had read the message at least 10 times over now and she STILL couldn’t believe that she was seeing right.
“Come on,” coaxed Kayla. “Read it.  We want to hear it!”
Alice nodded, her thick double chin wobbling with the motion.  She lifted up her cellphone and peered at the text. Not that she needed to.  She had read the message so many times in the brief time since it had arrived in her in-box that she had practically memorized it.
“Dear Ms. Grobauch,” began Alice, “My name is Parker and I’m a producer for the Nikki Lake Show.  If you’re not familiar with our show, Nikki Lake is a daytime talk show that interviews people with interesting and unusual stories.  We saw the video of you and your friends performing a cheer at a recent football game at Los Hermanos High and we were really impressed with your confidence.  We would like you to come on our show and speak with Nikki Lake, so that she can tell the world your inspirational story.”
As Alice finished reading the message, her friends Jody and Kayla exchanged impressed glances. They both knew that Alice had become something of a local celebrity lately, but this was even bigger than they had thought!  Nikki Lake was a national television series!
The three girls were waiting for the arrival of Dr. Shaw, the dietician who led their Overeaters Support Group.  And these three tubbies definitely needed all the help that they could get in that regard, because they were all three severely addicted to food. No wonder they were all so fat!  Jody was a tubby pumpkin-shaped trans girl with mousy brown hair pulled back into a ponytail, while Kayla was a black beauty with a severely overfilled hourglass build.  Alice was a blonde blimp who shared Jody’s roundness… but also outweighed her by a good 300 or so gelatinous pounds of jiggling blubber!
At last weigh-in, Kayla was 212 pounds and Jody was 203 pounds. They were hardly lightweights, but each paled in comparison to Alice.  Alice weighed a staggering 520 pounds, a weight so astronomically high that it was difficult to conceive just how big the bloated blonde butterball really was. When you saw her, your mind was instantly cleared blank of all thoughts of numbers.  She was so big, so round, so fat that you had nothing to compare her to.  How often did you see women weighing over 500 pounds in your daily life? Not very frequently at all.  In Los Hermanos, there were only two other women who compared to Alice’s rotundity – and they just happened to be her fellow cheerleaders Jen and Laurie. 
Together, the three cheerleaders had dared to perform a special cheer routine extolling the virtues of their massively overblown bodies.  Captured by dozens of cellphones, the videos of their performance had quickly gone viral, earning the three the nickname “the Cheerleader Chunkers.” Every since, Alice’s life had become a constant stream of attention – she couldn’t check her social media without witnessing a barrage of insults and fat-shaming trolls but also dozens and dozens of supportive messages both from fellow fat girls and from horny fat admirers. And around town, everybody recognized her! She did like the attention, but she found that it was having a negative effect on her already overgrown figure.  Too many restaurants were giving their favorite local celebrity free food and Alice was way too greedy to ever say no! That meant that Alice was probably no longer a mere 520 pounds, though she was too ashamed to step onto a scale to find out the true extent of her recent balloonage.
Alice was positively bursting out of her clothes, just more evidence that she was still gaining.  Her polo shirt fit as a crop top now, straining snuggly across her chest but leaving most of her big pink belly to hang free as it sagged against her thick legs, her belly button at the epicenter of a long crease that split her gut into a double belly.  Her pants were snug… She could still button them, even though they bit into her chubby tummy and her fleshy legs filled out the seams to look like sausage casing… but Alice was embarrassed to think that she was wearing Size 38 maternity pants since that was the only thing that would fit her uniquely belly-bloated build. When she’d bought them, the saleswoman had warned her that she was already well on her way to needing a Size 40, the largest size that the maternity store carried.  If she got bigger than that, she’d need to start special ordering her clothing or she’d be forced to just go nude!
Alice shifted nervously in her seat, aware that her wide bottom and enormous weight now meant that she had to sit straddling two chairs, one for each cheek.  That was something, of course, that she would have expected Jen would have to do—Alice’s fellow Cheerleader Chunker was about as fat as Alice but substantially more pear-shaped.  
“I can’t believe you’re going to be on Nikki Lake!” cried Kayla. “Wow, that’s insane! You’re gonna be a star!”
“I don’t know about that,” said Jody. She was naturally nervous about drawing too much attention. “Isn’t that show kind of trashy? I thought Nikki Lake usually interviewed people who say they’ve been abducted by UFOs and stuff like that. I… I don’t know if it’s a good idea to go on TV.”
“She used to, but she’s really become a lot more classy,” said Kayla.
“You worry too much, Jody,” said Kayla.
“Maybe,” said Jody. She gulped. “Maybe it’s just me, but I feel like you need to be careful with this sort of thing. You never know when people like that just want to use you to get cheap thrills.”
“Jody’s right,” said Alice. “I can’t believe that the people behind this show could possibly be on the level. How do I know that they don’t just want me to appear on stage so that they can make fun of me?”
“Aw, you two are no fun!” said Kayla. “Alice, Jody, I’ve SEEN the Nikki Lake Show! She’s made real effort to become an uplifting show in the last few years. I don’t think she’d throw it all away for some cheap ratings!”
Alice bit her lip. “Maybe.  Oh, I just don’t know what I should do… I wonder if Jen and Laurie got messages too? I suppose I should ask them… maybe we could all decide together what we should do…”
Alice wondered.  On one hand, she did enjoy being the center of attention. A lot of people really seemed to like her and admire her size! Certainly, people around town were being super supportive…. But… it was hard to shake the feeling that she might be waddling right into a trap.  Was Nikki Lake just out to embarrass her? 
Alice remembered a recent conversation she had had with Jen, when the idea of girdles had popped up.  Alice considered it. Wearing a girdle was, on one hand, pretty ridiculous. There was no way that she could disguise her absolute obesity! But maybe she could at least make herself look slightly less porcine… enough to convince her mother and others that she was at least TRYING to get her weight under control. That was important.  If Nikki Lake and her audience at least thought that Alice was trying to slim down, maybe they would be more sympathetic. They might mock her if they knew the truth, that she was an out-of-control pig who lived to stuff her fat face day and night, but they might feel more inclined to treat her gently if they believed that she was making an honest effort to control herself. Yes, surely they would respect that! Maybe that was the solution!
But still… she would need to talk to Laurie and Jen about this. They would know what to do.
***
“Can you, like, believe it? Me, on Nikki Lake! Like, I’m gonna be a star!”
Jen was so excited that she was practically vibrating, tremors spreading through the ginormous twin orbs of her monumental rear.  Like Alice, she had just received an invitation to appear on the Nikki Lake Show – but, unlike Alice, she didn’t have any reservations about accepting!  
Like Alice, Jen was over 500 pounds. But Jen was less apple-shaped than her blonde friend; she was a big bloated babe with long mousy brown hair, a vastly pear-shaped build, and a perpetually confused look on her face.  Jen was a bubbly ditz who could rarely keep a thought in her head for longer than a minute.  The only thing that could keep her interest was food, which explained why she had ballooned as rapidly as Alice had once the girls had completely succumbed to their ample appetites.
Gloria frowned as she tore off another chunk of her caramel chocolate candy bar in her teeth.  “And you’re sure the invitation didn’t mention anyone else?”
“Naw, just me!” crowed Jen, completely missing the implications of Gloria’s question.  Gloria was Jen’s prize protégé, a new addition to the cheer squad whom Jen had taken under her wing to train.  Gloria was a Latina underclassman who, before joining the squad, was known for her frizzy hair, coke-bottle glasses, bad complexion, and slightly heavy bottom.  Jen, however, had made it her mission to transform Gloria into a cheer diva, so her hair had been straightened, her skin exfoliated, and her glasses replaced with contacts. The most startling part of her transformation, though, was her weight.  Jen had always been proud of her enormous rear, even when she was a slimmer girl… and she’d found more to like about her expanding figure the bigger it got. But Gloria was OBSESSED. From the moment that Gloria got a good look at Jen’s massive bulging backside, stretching the seams of her spandex spanky pants and hanging below the hem of her clearly inadequate cheer skirt, Gloria had decided that she wanted to be just as big… if not bigger.  Jen’s training, which included lots of squats and lots of calories, had helped to plump up Gloria’s rump to its present glory.  Gloria was only 200 pounds, a lightweight next to the three jumbo squad leads.  But she was ballooning faster than any of them ever had.  She was absolutely dedicated to growth!
That’s why Gloria was so annoyed that she hadn’t received a similar invitations!  Alice, Laurie, and Jen had done their initial routine, but then most of the students had already stopped recording and put away their phones by the time that Gloria and the rest of the cheerleaders stepped out onto the field.  So Gloria’s fat ass never got to go viral!  Even though she thought it was just as round and plump as Jen’s!
“Like, they want me to go on TV and tell my story! Cuz my booty is so inspirational! OMG do you think I might start a trend? Like, girls across the country might start trying to look like me!” Jen squealed.  She bounced up and down in place, her mousy brown hair flouncing behind her and her chubby rear bouncing so hard that it seemed certain it would split the seat of her threadbare spandex leggings.  Jen only wore leggings, sweats, and yoga pants these days because those were the only clothing that had enough stretch in them to fit over her planet-sized caboose.
“OMG, like, I need to wear something stylish!” said Jen, wobbling over to the closet and throwing open the door.  Jen’s closet was filled with clothes that she could no longer wear: blouses that wouldn’t button, shirts that left her pot belly bare, pants that would never in a million years pull up over her tree-trunk thighs.  But Jen was an absolute clothes horse who would never get rid of anything, even though she really had no hope of ever slimming down again.  She loved to eat too much.
“Like, do you think I should wear my ‘Just My Size’ jeans?” asked Jen, holding up a pair of denim pants as big as a circus tent.  These jeans were specially designed to accommodate girls with extra junk in the trunk, but Jen had barely owned them for even a few days before she’d blown out the seat and popped the button.  A greedy glutton and a mindless snacker, Jen was constantly stuffing her face and the consequences of that were that her buttocks were constantly on the grow.
“You can’t fit into those anymore,” said Gloria.  She was lying on Jen’s bed, staring at the ceiling.  It was so UNFAIR that she wasn’t invited! Okay, so maybe she wasn’t as fat as Jen… surely she was fat enough that her story could be inspirational! If they would just give her a chance!  She rolled over to lie on her stomach, her own chubby bottom pointing up in the air behind her.  She was still wearing her cheer uniform and she was proud that she was reaching the point where her skirt could no longer cover her; no matter how much she might tug at it, at least a quarter moon of bubble butt was always waxing below the hem. “They’ll probably just want you to wear your cheer uniform, anyway. Since that’s what you’re wearing in the video.”
“Oh yeah,” said Jen, pausing to think about it. “Like, you’re totally right, Gloria! You’re smart! Like, with a brain like that, you might even make captain someday!”
Gloria perked up. “You think?”
“Like, why not?”
Well! Gloria liked the sound of that.  If she was captain, she would definitely make sure next time that she got the big scene that got to go viral.
***
“Sweeties, look at this,” said Laurie. “This video has over two million likes! The kids can’t get enough of me. And who can blame them?” Laurie grinned widely.
Frank chuckled. “Well, we already knew you were gonna make it big. We just didn’t know it was going to be like this.”
Together with Abida, the trio was lying together in a heap on Laurie’s bed.  It was incredible that the whole bed hadn’t collapsed beneath them! While slender Abida didn’t add much weight, Frank and Laurie combined amounted to some serious tonnage.  Especially Laurie.  At over 600 pounds, she was a massive billowing blob, a soft jiggling sphere of blubber.  The raven-haired diva was so round these days that when she curled up in bed her gargantuan belly overflowed her lap and covered her thick legs and chubby feet, hiding them from view.  It made her look for all the world like Jabba the Hutt!  She was naked.  No surprise there!  Laurie spent most of her time in the nude these days if she could get away with it.  Even the baggiest shift-style dresses and the stretchiest sweat suits were too confining for her massive curves – her fat, shelf-like ass and bloated beachball belly of course demanded attention, but her giant breasts remained her most impressive asset.  Even her new custom made bras, which had long since outstripped the alphabet, were tight these days, with the straining body band cutting into the soft flesh of her back and the should straps digging into her padded shoulders as they struggled to restrain the bounce and sway of two titanic tits that put fully ripe watermelons to shame.  It was a struggle to holster her bazookas every morning, an ordeal that increasingly required three sets of hands to complete. Lucky for Laurie that she had Frank and Abida to help her!  She also needed their help to rise out of bed, since she was so fat now that she was barely mobile, and she needed their help to guide her the short distance from her bed to her mobility scooter.  Everything was getting harder for Laurie as she grew bigger and bigger, but gawd she just looked and felt soooo good that the trade-off was worth it!
“Guess the general public appreciates your curves as much as we do,” agreed Abida, snuggling up close to Laurie’s flank so that she sank into her overweight partner’s soft flesh.
“Of course they do,” said Laurie. “Anyone with any taste should be able to immediately see just exactly how banging hot I am with these big womanly… curves.  I am, after all, the biggest girl in school, isn’t that right?”
“Oh yes,” agreed Abida. Frank nodded.
“And… the biggest girl in school history?”
“Are you talking about Natalie McTaggart?” asked Frank.  Natalie McTaggart was a former student at their high school; she had graduated years before, none of them had ever actually met her, but she remained infamous in the corridors of Los Hermanos for having been the fattest girl in school history.  An annual school physical fitness test had revealed that she was 500 pounds.  At the time that seemed huge, but now… Laurie had well 100 pounds on her! “Babe, you’re way bigger than Natalie McTaggart ever was.  She’s a lightweight compared to you!”

“Hmmm.” Laurie smiled coyly, her chubby cheeks flushing slightly with arousal.  Damn, she LOVED to hear that!
“Yeah, you could probably eat her if you ever met her,” laughed Abida.
“Hmmmmm…” 
“You’re sooo much bigger than Natalie, Laurie. Damn, you’ve REALLY let yourself go.  Just imagine what people would say if they saw you two together… That fat hog Laurie Belmontes is waaaay fatter…!”
“Damnit, shut up,” said Laurie suddenly. “You’re making me horny talking like that!”
“Oh and what’s the matter with that, hmm, Laurie?” said Frank, joining in the teasing. “If you’re horny, why don’t you do something about it?”
“Ugh! You know I can’t!” snapped Laurie, her cheeks going redder.  Indeed, Laurie was such a complete butterball these days that she could no longer properly reach her vulva to finger herself.  She relied on Frank and Abida exclusively for her sexual pleasures now.  But being reminded that she was too fat to masturbate only served to make her hornier… which made her MORE frustrated!
“You can’t? Why don’t you try, Laurie?”
“I… I can’t reach! I’m… I’m too fat! Damnit, Frank, I’m fucking horny as hell now… get down there and get to work!”
“Not until you at least try!”
“Ugh, fine!” Laurie grunted as she stretched her fat-swaddled arm, her gelatinous bingo wing slapping against the boulder of her gut as she wiggled her uselessly pudgy sausage fingers.  Abida watched in rapt fascination, a mocking smile on her lips.  Laurie was no where close.  The chunky cheer babe struggled to reach, rocking in her seat, but her massive paunch was just too big. 
“C’mon! Frank! Gawd! I… need… help!” Laurie was already panting from the exertion.
“Okay, babe, since you asked so nicely.” With a smug laugh, Frank reached under Laurie’s super-sized fupa and squeezed her plump pussy. The reaction was immediate.  Laurie’s breathing quickened and her colossal chest rose and fell in time.
“Oh GAWD! Yes…. Frank… keep doing that! Oh God yes… Hmm, Abida, shouldn’t you be doing something too? My poor babies aren’t getting any attention.”
“Hold on, I’ll fix that!”
They laid Laurie back down in her bed as Abida sucked at the fat girl’s big puffy nipples and Frank played with her pussy.  Gawd, she was in heaven!  She sighed loudly, closing her eyes.
“Gawd… that’s so good…. Frank, Abida… keep going…. Oh, isn’t it a shame that no one else gets to share this? Think of all those people who faved that video of me…. Oh gawd, I bet they would love to see this, don’t you think? Hmmm?”
Frank and Abida were too busy, hard at work pleasuring the demanding diva, so they didn’t answer.  Laurie continued.
“I bet….ohhhh… I bet people would LOVE to see a fat girl get fucked…. I bet they’d love to see a fat girl who really knows how to appreciate pleasure… Gawd, I bet they’d love to see a fat girl eat…. Don’t you think we should let them share in the fun? Don’t you think that would… hmmmm… be good?” Gawd, it’s making me horny just thinking…. About what if…. What if all those people could see us now? Hmmm?”
“I think I know what you’re asking, babe,” said Frank.  Laurie blinked open an eye to watch him, his face barely visible over the monstrous dome of her mountain of a belly and the twin orbs of her pillowy pumpkins. “You want to make more videos, don’t you?”
“Oh Gawd! Yes, Frank! I want…. No, I need…. I need people to see what I am! I need people to see what I’ve become.”
“You want everyone to know what an absolute porker you are now, huh? Is that what my fat sexy kitty wants?” Frank laughed, but he didn’t seem opposed to the idea.  Even Abida looked like she was thinking it over.
“Oh Gawd… yes! It is, Frank!”
“That’s so funny,” said Frank. “I remember a time when you couldn’t stand the thought of being fat, Laurie. I remember when you used to fly into a rage if anyone ever accused you of being even slightly chubby.”
“Oh Gawd…. Frank, I know…. Oh gawd I was trying to deny it but…. I knew I was getting chubby but… I was so scared…”
“I know you were,” said Frank. “I remember the first time you had trouble zipping up your jeans. Oh, man, you were so mad! You threw the biggest fit!”
“Hmmm, I had to… I couldn’t let anyone know… that I was… getting…. So fat… and I… couldn’t stop…. I just couldn’t stop eating… ohhh Frank! Ohhh Abida! Now look at me! Ohhh I’m so fucking fat…”
“Gawd, Laurie, you’re the fattest thing I’ve ever seen,” said Abida around Laurie’s nipple. She could feel Laurie’s cork-sized nip stiffen to attention, filling her mouth as she licked her tongue around the rim of the fat babe’s saucer-sized aereole. It was absolutely stunning to think about ho much Laurie had inflated in such a short time.  She was absolutely massive.  Abida and Frank had worked hard to pamper their favorite fat girl, catering to her every greedy, gluttonous whim, feeding her everything that her heart could possibly desire.  And Laurie desired SO much. She was never satisfied.  To Laurie, enough was never enough.  She always wanted more.  More food, more sex, more attention.  Laurie moaned loudly, letting her head roll back and her eyes close.  Abida moved a free hand to touch Laurie’s face, to stroke her chubby cheek and touch the dark fold between the bulge of her double chin and her chest.  Laurie sucked in her breath at the feel of Abida’s fingers.
“Oh Gawd, yes, don’t stop…. Keep touching me…. Abida, keep… keep going… Frank…. You too! Oh Gawd, please… play with my fat tits!”
Abida gnawed at the fat nips, chewing gently on Laurie’s fleshy nubs, teasing them until they were painfully erect.  Laurie’s breath came in sharp gasps and pants.  The sensations coursing through her enormous body felt soooo good! 

“Don’t stop,” demanded Laurie. “Oh Gawd, don’t you fucking dare stop. That feels…. So good… oh Gawd, I don’t think I can take it…. This is way too much for a fat girl like me…”
“You’re not just a fat girl, Laurie,” said Frank. “You’re the FATTEST girl.”  He rubbed her clit with one hand, moving his other to squeeze her fleshy fupa, his fingers sinking deeply into her soft spongy flesh and drawing a new wet gasp from Laurie’s lips.  Oh Gawd!  Laurie was so massive that she probably had enough body to accommodate the hands of at least three lovers… but having two people massage her blubber was still very very good!  Her flesh quivered wildly under Frank’s fingers and Abida’s tongue, her mind filled with nothing but the electric buzz of extreme sexual arousal.   
“Remember when you could still pretend you couldn’t see your tummy over your boobs?” said Frank. “You were always so proud of these big milk tanks of yours.  Oh, you loved to brag about them so much! And every time anyone mentioned you were starting to put on a little around the middle, you always made such a show of trying to see over your tits…”
“My tits… are still the biggest though… right?”
“Of course they are. But now EVERYTHING about you is the biggest.”
Laurie inhaled deeply, reveling in the electric sensations coursing through her body as her two lovers massaged and teased her to greater heights of ecstasy.  Gawd, she was gonna blow if this kept up!  She was already so blown out of shape that inhaling deeply made the bright red stretchmarks encircling her flabby middle tingle.
“Tell me… tell me how big my tits are,” moaned Laurie.  She attempted to arch her back, to thrust out her billowing breasts even more, but she couldn’t. She was too fat.  The weight of her boobs and belly were just too much. Even if Abida wasn’t on top of her, her own gravity was too great.  Laurie knew she couldn’t get out of bed without help, but now she was having trouble just shifting her bulk. Gawd, how crazy was that? How could she possibly keep going like this?  It was easy to worry that she was fast approaching the point of no return, but the truth was that Laurie had long since passed that point.  Between pampering by Frank and Abida, big dinners prepared by Mrs. Sarovy, weekly gorging sessions at her sleep-overs with Jen and Alice, and her own in-between meal snacking… Laurie was hopeless.  There was absolutely no way that she would ever be able to reduce.  Any hope that she might eventually plateau was also fast fading.  She was hyped, though, to know that her tits were ballooning as fast as the rest of her.  No matter how fat she grew, no matter how massive her belly or how unwieldy her thighs, she could keep expanding forever and ever and ever until she was bigger than the planet, until she literally exploded like an overpumped fat-filled blimp, and her tits would still be her biggest asset.  Her breasts were like two big bloated beanbags, heavy orbs so big that they threatened to slide to her sides whenever she lied down. They were so big that, when unfettered by any bra, they WOULD have sagged past her navel… except that she was so fat that they settled against the shelf of her belly instead.  How ironic that Laurie’s gain was actually keeping her breasts from sagging?
“Your tits are incredible,” said Frank. “They’re huge.  You’ve gotten so fat that now your tits are just beyond compare.” 
“God, we all thought they were big before but they’ve just exploded,” agreed Abida. “They’re as big as… as big as…”
Abida struggled to think of an adequate comparison for the twin blimps heaving on Laurie’s chest.
“As big as a porn star’s tits?” prompted Laurie.
“Um, yeah, that’s right!” Abida seemed taken aback by Laurie’s comparison; it definitely wasn’t the sort of thing that she had expected to hear! Nevertheless, it wasn’t untrue.  Laurie’s growth had outpaced that of almost every big tit porn star that Abida could name. The main difference was that so many of those women were generally slender and had to bolster their cup sizes with artificial implants. Laurie was entirely natural, her mammoth mammaries filled up with nothing more than her own fat.  Laurie was far from slender, of course, but the wider she grew in the seat and the rounder she grew in the belly, the bustier she grew in the chest as well.
Laurie groaned again, pleased at the compliments.  There was a reason, of course, that she had decided to compare her outlandish measurements to a porn star’s bust.  She had designs now to, well, become a porn star in her own right and she wanted to get Frank and Abida thinking along those lines.
“Hmmm, things are different now,” sighed Laurie. “I’m not hiding anything. I need people to know. Gawd, I want everyone to know… Laurie Belmontes is the biggest! Frank, Abida, I want you… I want you to help me…. I need you… I need you!”
“Do you now?”
“Yes! Please! I just need you guys to… work the camera.  You don’t even have to…. Be on film….”
“But what if we want to be on film too?” said Abida, pulling her lips from Laurie’s engorged nipple with a loud wet pop. “Maybe we’d like a little attention too?”
“Yeah, Laurie. You’re such a greedy girl, always thinking about yourself and your own pleasure. You didn’t stop to think that maybe we’d like to show off a little too? Besides, aren’t we a team?”
“Oh gawd, yes, fine!” snapped Laurie. “You two can be in the videos too! Just don’t stop…. Doing what you’re doing!”
“Alright,” said Frank with a grin at Abida. “As long as we’re all on the same page.”
“Oh I think so,” said Abida.
So it was settled.  Laurie, Frank, and Abida were about to embark on a new venture, one that might even make them far more famous than the viral video of Laurie’s routine had already made her.  But little did they know that, at this exact instant, there was an unread email sitting in Laurie’s in-box that promised to make them all even MORE famous than that.
***
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