Alice, Chapter 33
Alice’s weekly sleepover had already been responsible for adding so many inches to Alice’s waistline, so many pounds to her frame.  But that was nothing compared to how much damage two weekly sleepovers could do. Alice was already gaining way too quickly, bloating up rounder and fatter every week, but now her gain accelerated even more.  It was as if someone had turned up the valve on a helium tank, releasing ever more fuel for expansion. Alice was practically inflating now, piling on pounds so fast that she was beginning to develop angry red stretchmarks on the alabaster skin of her pudgy tummy.  Not that Alice noticed. Even if she hadn’t been far too preoccupied with thinking merely about the pleasures of yet another feast instead of worrying about long term consequences, Alice had no way of knowing that her belly was growing too fast for its own good.  She couldn’t see over her swollen boobs and upper belly to see the stretchmarks that covered her lower rolls as they slapped against her thick, treetrunk-like thighs with each plodding, lumbering step.  Worst of all, neither Jen nor Laurie were actively encouraging Alice now. She had been so trained to eat, eat, eat that she was happily stuffing herself to bursting twice every week without so much as a prod by Laurie.
After only a few weeks of extra sleepovers, Alice had grown so burstingly round and plump that she could barely waddle without breaking a sweat.  Everyone could hear Alice’s car approaching as the blonde blimp pulled into Laurie’s driveway for their latest sleepover. Her gargantuan weight was high enough that her car constantly bottomed out as it went over bumps and the car settled so low that the muffler scraped the ground as she drove.  With a grunt, Alice put her car into park and popped the door open.  The door sprung wide open the moment that she pulled the release since Alice was now way too wide for the car seat and her well-padded hip pressed tightly against the door.  With a series of loud piggy grunts, Alice managed to lift herself to her feet.  She no longer bothered to buckle her seatbelt when she drove because the belt felt too tight and constraining over her hefty hooters and bulging belly.

Alice got halfway down the garden path before she had to stop to catch her breath. Phew! Was this path always this long? It sure felt like it got longer every time that she came to visit! Huh, must be my imagination. But I sure wish that Laurie maybe put a bench here.

Alice inhaled deeply trying to catch her breath, enough that her fat stomach bulged out even more, straining against the waistband of her shorts.  As usual, Alice’s clothes were the first victims of her continuing growth.  Her XXX large T-shirt and shorts had it snugly just last week, but today they were starting to pinch her enough that she was moving even more slowly to avoid ripping out any seams.  She couldn’t wait to get inside and get changed for bed; loose flowy pajamas were always more comfortable than tight, constraining day clothes.  If Alice had her way, she would probably spend all day lounging around in pajamas. Honestly, if she had her way, she would probably just spend the day in her underwear, since that was even less constraining than even pajamas.  She never had to worry about popping a button or splitting a seam when she was sitting on the couch, shoving cookies into her chubby cheeks, wearing nothing but her knickers.  At least, a normal girl wouldn’t have to worry.  Alice was such a plumper that she had actually come very close to busting out of even her stretchiest panties on occasion simply because she chose to ignore the warning signs as they grew tighter and tighter around her thick thighs, ample ass and expanding lower belly while she gorged her way into a bloated stupor.

Alice huffed. She felt like she was ready to start moving again.  Ignoring yet another obvious warning sign of her own inflating obesity, Alice shuffled the rest of the way down the path.

She knocked on the door, wiping her brow with her free arm.  Wow, it was hot out today!  Even in just her shorts and T-shirt, Alice was sweating buckets.  In reality, it was actually quite comfortable out today, but Alice was insulated by pounds and pounds of hot, thick blubber that made her look like a baby seal flopping around on the beach whenever she moved.

After a few minutes, Laurie’s mom answered the door.

“Oh hello Alice! How are you today? Did you come for your sleepover? Laurie’s up in her room waiting for you.  Here, I’ll show you.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Belmontes,” said Alice. She gripped both sides of the doorway to help pull herself through. She wasn’t yet too fat to fit through the front door, but she was just big enough that her hips brushed the doorframe as she squeezed through.  Laurie’s bedroom was, ugh, on the second floor. Before Alice had begun attending two sleepovers every week, that had been merely annoying. Now the poor fat girl felt like she was going to die. Laurie’s mom quickly mounted the stairs, not even giving a second thought to the difficulty encountered by the tubby teen following her.  Alice grabbed the railing to help steady herself as she lumbered up the steps, one at a time, the stairs creaking almost as loudly as Alice’s poor overworked knees.  Once again, Alice was huffing and puffing, her flushed bosom heaving wildly, before she was even halfway up the stairs.  Sweat was beading on her hairline, running down her chubby cheeks and dripping off of her double chin to splash against the top of her bulging boobs visible through the V-neck of her T-shirt.  Alice’s shirt was soaked with sweat, the drenched fabric clinging to the thick, gelatinous rolls of her quivering belly, clearly revealing the deep dark depression of her navel.

I think I’m going to die, thought Alice as she finally heaved herself off the top stair and onto the upstairs landing.  She was so weak from the exhausting trek up the stairs that she felt certain that she was about to collapse. She kept a firm grip on the stair railing, desperately willing herself to keep upright despite her aching legs and wobbly knees.  Gawd, she was spent! She needed to replenish her energy after that work out! Almost on cue, she felt her belly gurgle in anticipation. She licked her plump lips instinctively. In only one more minute – if she could make it alllll the way down the hallway to Laurie’s room without fainting – she would finally be able to eat her fifth meal of the day. You would think that Alice wouldn’t possibly be thinking about food after already binging at breakfast, munching at lunch, stuffing at supper, and devouring at dinner.  But she could already feel just the tiniest bit of room opening up in her tummy, a tiny bit of room that ached to be filled.  Feed me! cried her belly. Alice was only too happy to oblige.

Ahead of her, Laurie’s mom rapped on the closed door to Laurie’s bedroom.

“Laurie, honey, your friend Alice is here.”

“Okay, let her in,” came Laurie’s reply through the door.

With a welcoming smile, Laurie’s mom opened the door and ushered Alice inside.  Alice stumbled in and immediately threw herself down on a beanbag chair.  Alice was so vast and doughy these days that she looked like a beanbag chair herself.

“Hard day?” asked Laurie, watching Alice’s belly rise and fall as the sweaty obese girl gasped and panted.  Alice just nodded in response, her double chin quivering.

Laurie was already in bed, covers pulled up to her chin.  If Alice didn’t know any better, she might almost suspect that Laurie had been lying in bed all day.  Alice hadn’t actually seen Laurie in school today, so that was actually a distinct possibility. Naw, that was just ridiculous.  There was no way that Laurie would have spent an entire day lazing about in bed.

Even as Alice was pondering this question, Laurie flopped over in bed, pulling the covers and sheets with her, as she tried to get into a more comfortable position. The bed springs creaked loudly at her movement, and Alice couldn’t help but notice what a large mound Laurie’s body formed under the covers.  Alice also couldn’t help notice that Laurie had flopped over mostly so that she could reach a gallon-sized Styrofoam cup on her bedside table. It looked like it was juuust out of reach, so Laurie had to throw the covers off and sit up to grab it.

Dang, thought Alice as she watched Laurie hoist herself out of bed, That’s a big bitch!

Indeed it was true.  In her quest to fatten Alice, Laurie had fallen victim to her own plan, becoming such a slave to her own greed and hedonism that she was eating just as much as her intended victim

Laurie had also already changed into pajamas. Or had she just never changed out of them? For once, though, these pajamas were the right size. Laurie had grown almost as fat as Alice in recent weeks – or had she surpassed Alice? It was hard to tell.  Honestly, Alice was used to thinking of herself as the biggest girl around, but, looking at Laurie now, maybe that wasn’t the case anymore.  It was hard to tell because Laurie’s relatively loose pajamas hid some of her recent gains. It wasn’t to say that she was swimming in these pajamas, but it was the first time that Alice could remember seeing Laurie wear a shirt where the buttons weren’t gapping across her ample belly and mountainous melons.  Sure, it was impossible for Laurie to hide her tremendous tits, but for once they weren’t threatening to completely burst out of her top.

“It’s just…such a long walk…from the car,” sputtered Alice, still wheezing. She wiped her brow with her chunky arm, her gaze falling on the array of snacks that Laurie had already set out for the night.  She was slightly annoyed to see that there wasn’t a milkshake set out for her! She frowned. Alice was much too polite to say anything, but it seemed really rude for Laurie to stand there, guzzling a delicious milkshake, without offering any to Alice. And after that laborious trip up the stairs, Alice could sure use something sweet and cold to replenish her reserves!

“Can I get…something to drink?” asked Alice instead.  She waved her flabby arms uselessly at the buffet set up on Laurie’s desk as if to indicate that she was far too tired and lazy to get up and serve herself.  Laurie seemed to catch on because she waddled over to the desk, grabbed a liter bottle of soda and brought it over to Alice. 

“Thanks,” said Alice, twisting the top off and swigging straight from the bottle. Any other girl would have poured some soda into a cup, but Alice routinely guzzled entire liters of soda at a single meal without a second thought.  Even now, memories of that time, not so long ago, when she had glugged so much soda in one sitting that the fizz almost made her explode didn’t even come to mind.  Alice leaned back, tilting the bottle into her mouth and glug glug glugged until half the soda was gone before pulling the bottle back with a sigh and a belch.

“Oooof I needed that,” gasped Alice, “Belch! Oops, excuse me! I had to walk all the way from the car and, boy, that really took it out of me. Not to mention, I was on my feet all day at work. I’m just exhausted!”

“Oh poor sweetie, I’m sure you had a hard day, but I’ll bet it was nothing compared to mine.”

“Why what did you do today?”

“Well, for starters, I’ve had to spend it all alone! I haven’t seen Frank all day and I was soooo lonely! There’s been no one to keep my company except Pumpkin here.”

Laurie pointed to the snoozing kitten who was snuggled into a tight ball in the cat bed in the corner.

“Um, yeah, I guess that’s rough,” said Alice, who didn’t think that was rough at all.

“And I can’t even talk to Jen, because you know what a bitch she’s being now! I’ve soooo been trying to smooth things over with her for weeks, but she’s just being completely ridiculous!”

“Yeah, I really wish there was something I could do to help!” Alice was really confused now.  Unbeknownst to Laurie, Alice was still going to weekly sleepovers at Jen’s house, and, while Jen loved to gossip about what a bitch Laurie was being, she hadn’t mentioned that Laurie had made any peace overtures. The reason for that was because had, in fact, not contacted Jen at all. But Alice just assumed that Jen was reluctant to mention Laurie’s peace efforts because she was still angry.  By now, Laurie had managed to convince Alice almost completely to question anything Jen said about this extended quarrel – to the point that if Jen ever finally did work up the courage to spill the beans about Laurie’s fattening plan, Alice might not even believe her that it was true.

The night wore on with both girls eating to their hearts’ contents between gossipy bitching sessions.  Laurie mostly wanted to talk about Jen and all the many many flaws in Jen’s character that Laurie had only recently decided were noteworthy.  Alice didn’t like that at all. She still valued Jen as one of her closest friends and didn’t like to hear Laurie slagging on her like that.

Even though Alice was really perturbed by Laurie’s attacks on Jen, it didn’t completely distract her from noticing how much Laurie was eating. Laurie was stuffing herself like a greedy pig!  Alice found it difficult to understand everything that Laurie said as the night wore on because the buxom beauty often had her mouth full of cookies, so she had to mutter angrily between bulging cheeks, spitting flecks of chewed up food as she spoke.  Did Laurie always eat this much? Alice herself was usually too preoccupied with filling her own face with food to take much notice of how much her companions ate, but Laurie was gorging with such abandon that she seemed intent to fill herself to bursting.  Not even halfway through the night, Alice could already see the results.  Laurie’s flabby tummy was swelling up, rounding out under her shirt and finally starting to put some strain on her pajamas.

Laurie leaned forward to grab another handful of Oreos, her bloated stomach pooching out enough to push the lowest button on her pajama top open. Her blubbery gut pushed out of the new gap, her wide dark navel clearly visible.  Laurie didn’t notice. She was becoming accustomed to the sharp ping! That accompanied a button bursting, but the noiseless release of a button slipping out of its hole was a new feeling and not one that she yet associated with a warning to slow down her feeding.  She kept going.

“And another thing,” said Laurie, licking the filling out of a cream cookie with her perfect pink little tongue, “Jen is seriously sooo dumb. Like, I don’t know how she’s surviving on her own.  Sometimes I think she’s too dumb to remember how to tie her shoelaces!”

“That’s not true,” said Alice weakly, although honestly she thought Laurie might be right. Did Jen even wear shoes with laces? She mostly wore slip-ons, didn’t she? Maybe it really WAS because she was too dumb to tie her shoes….No! Jen was her friend and she wasn’t going to stand for someone, anyone, even Laurie, to insult her like that!

“C’mon, Laurie, that’s really mean! I wish you wouldn’t talk like that.”

Laurie scowled, propping herself up against the bed, another button on her top slipping open.

“Oh Alice, you’re so sweet, but you simply can’t deny it. You know that Jen is dumb as a rock.”

“Sure, Jen might be a little…um…slow, but she’s my friend. And she WAS your friend too! I thought you wanted to make up with her, but you’re not going to get anywhere if you just sit around insulting her. I’ve been listening to you all night, talking about how empty Jen’s head is and how full her butt is. Don’t you think, maybe, it’s time that you got around to putting this plan into action?”

Laurie frowned. She looked down at Pumpkin, avoiding eye contact with her friend, and scratched the cat’s back. What was going on? Was Alice standing up to her now too? What had happened to her? She, Laurie, had completely lost control of everything in her life! It was bad enough that her eating had spiraled out of control to the point that she had turned into a walking…er…waddling eating machine, unable to resist any food and slowly feeding herself into obesity. On top of that, Jen and now Alice were talking back to her! There was a time that NO ONE would have dared to talk back to her.  Maybe she struck a less imposing figure these days because she was so much rounder, and not just in the chest. 

Laurie looked down at herself in confusion.  From her vantage point, she could only see the tops of her colossal hooters, groaning out in front of her, slowly heaving in and out with her breathing, but she knew that her belly below them must at least match them now.  She couldn’t see how her belly now poured out of her defeated shirt, but when she fingered her navel she could tell that she was popping out of her clothes.

Shit, she thought, no wonder Alice isn’t afraid to talk back. How can I command respect when I’m almost as fat as she is?

Almost might have been an understatement, since the race between the two girls’ weights had become so close now that it was nearly impossible to tell which of the two was heavier.

Laurie narrowed her eyes. “Okay honey, I guess you’re right. I have been too hard on Jen, haven’t I? But you have to understand, it’s just because I’m so worried about her. I mean, Jen and I have been best friends since middle school. She’s never been out on her own before. How will she survive? Who will look out for her? There are a lot of unsavory characters out there just waiting to take advantage of  a poor little lost naïf like Jen! And if it seems like I’m being mean to Jen, it’s just because I want her to develop a thick skin. Sweetie, you know that Jen’s always been a little, erm, thick, right? I mean, not dumb thick, but thick thick.”

Laurie placed her hands at her sides and pantomimed a wide set of blimpy thighs.

“Oh yeah,” agreed Alice, “Jen’s always been famous for her butt. Even before I knew you guys too well, people were always commenting on it. I would hear guys talking about it in the hallways all the time.”

“Oh sweetie, so you know the sorts of things people say about her. ‘Oh look it’s wideload Jen or big bottom Jen, look out that butt’s gonna block out the sun!’ ”

“Not everything they say is negative,” said Alice, “A lot of people thought she looked quite shapely.”

“Yeah, thought,” said Laurie pointedly, “A lot of people think a big soft booty is just more cushion for the pushin’. But I bet they wouldn’t think that about an ass that’s the size of two watermelons. Not to even say anything about the rest of her. She’s gotten just enormous! And it’s all because she’s lost control of her appetite! She’s always mindlessly stuffing her chubby face without even a second thought to what all those calories are doing to her figure!”  Laurie’s reached into the bag of Oreos to find it empty. “Sweetie, could you hand me that second bag of Oreos? That’s a good girl.”

Alice obediently pushed the second bag toward Laurie, who ripped it open, pulled out two cookies, and popped them both into her mouth at once, completely blind to the irony.

“And people are going to be mean to her! I need to protect her! Like, at the last game we cheered at, there was this cheerleader from the rival team, Mallory, what a bitch! She started shouting all sorts of mean things about poor Jen, saying that she had to have her cheer skirt specially made out of old circus tents because her bottom was so big.  I had to take her down a peg!”

“Ohhh,” said Alice, thinking back to the sleepover, several weeks prior, when Mallory had spent the right.  It seemed like Jen and Mallory were on good terms now; in fact, Mallory had even said that she didn’t bear Jen any ill will, she had only attacked Jen because she thought of Jen as Laurie’s lapdog.  If only Laurie didn’t have to always be such a big bitch, then they could all get along… Of course, Mallory hadn’t come to any sleepovers since. So maybe she DID bear Jen ill will? Alice wasn’t sure.

In reality, the main reason that Mallory hadn’t returned was simply because she had been so disgusted watching Alice and Jen’s unrestrained binging.  Mallory felt like she couldn’t in good conscious watch these two fat girls eat themselves into a stuffed stupor every week, so she had politely begged off on returning to any more sleepovers.

Alice didn’t know that, though. She saw nothing wrong with her eating, so she couldn’t imagine what Mallory’s problem might be. In fact, tonight both she and Laurie were destined to play a repeat of the exact same overeating scenario that Alice had played out with Jen only days before…

***

After a good hour, Laurie was so stuffed that her full belly had forced almost all the buttons on her pajama top open, so that only the top three across her chest still remained closed.  After tonight’s gorging session, Laurie lay on her back like a helpless beached whale, enormous gut rising before her like a mountain, easing up and down with her labored breathing.

“Oooooof,” moaned Laurie, struggling to rub her own stomach but finding that it was bulging too far out of reach for her to effectively massage herself. “My stomach huuuurts.”

Despite the pain, Laurie was also feeling another familiar feeling: the stirring of excitement in her loins.  Laurie had reached the point that she found stuffing herself hopelessly arousing – the only things that made her hornier than filling her tummy to bursting were having Frank fondle her overly sensitive mammaries and listening to Frank tease her about her massive breasts and overstuffed, greedy tummy.  Even Laurie didn’t quite understand the nature of her new fixation. Why was it that the same insinuations that made her livid coming from other people only served to make her hot and bothered when they came from Frank? Oh if only he was here now, here to massage her poor poor full tummy and tell her, in that coy teasing way of his, what a fat greedy piggy his buxom girlfriend had become.

“Hey – urp! – Alice?”

“Yeah?”

“Sweetie, could you – hic! – rub my tummy for me? It hurts sooooo much! I think I’m going to die!”

“Oh, uh, sure, Laurie. I hope this helps you feel better.”

Alice didn’t seem particularly happy about having to rub Laurie’s belly – the poor blonde butterball looked distinctly awkward as she reached out to start kneading Laurie’s drum-tight middle – but part of that was because she had to hoist herself out of her own seat, lumber over to Laurie, and lower herself down, knees popping and joints creaking, until she was level with Laurie’s massive middle. Alice had grown so fat and lazy that she didn’t like to exert even that small amount of energy, but, for a good friend like Laurie, Alice was willing to put up with any discomfort.

Laurie wished, not for the first time, that Frank was here to massage her aching belly.  She was certainly enjoying the feeling of Alice’s soothing fingers kneading her poor overloading gut, but it wasn’t the same… She couldn’t count on Alice to whisper sweet teasing nothings into her ear while she worked. Or could she?  Laurie bit her lip, trying not to moan out loud as Alice continued her massage.  Alice had no clue that her friend was becoming so insanely turned on by the massage, and Laurie was determined not to let the truth slip.  It would be highly embarrassing and awkward if Alice were to figure out that Laurie was nearly pre-orgasmic just from getting a tummy rub. At the same time, the pleasant euphoria was starting to cloud the buxom beauty’s judgment and everything other than increasing her own pleasure was seeming less and less important.  Maybe she could take a risk? Maybe she could actually goad Alice into making the belly massage even better… Of course, she would have to be subtle. She would have to be careful not to give anything away. But maybe….

“Oh, Alice, do you think…do you think I’ve gained a little weight lately?”

Alice looked uncomfortable. It was obvious from her expression that, yes, Laurie had gained A LOT of weight. But Alice was too polite to say so. Not to mention, Alice had no clue that Laurie actually wanted to hear that she had.

“Oh, uh, I dunno…”

“I think I might have,” interrupted Laurie, “Just a little, you see. But I really feel like my belly is sticking out a little further, don’t you think, Alice?”

“Ummm…maybe?”

“Oh Alice, you’re so sweet, but you don’t have to be shy with me. You know you can tell me the truth. We are good friends, aren’t we, Alice?”

Alice smiled, happy to hear herself described as Laurie’s good friend.

“Oh of course we are, Laurie!”

“Good, good.” Laurie smiled and sucked air into her lungs, pushing her stomach out as far as she could. She hoped this might give Alice a clue about what she wanted to hear, but Alice persisted in being nice.

“You might have put on a pound or two, Laurie, but you can hardly notice it.”

“I think I’ve put on waaay more than a pound or two,” said Laurie, “Oh, can’t you see how much bigger my tummy looks these days? I feel soooo huge! I think that soon my belly might even stick out farther than my boobs. Wouldn’t that be something?”

“Heh,” Alice chuckled slightly at the mental image. As round as Laurie had grown in recent months, she couldn’t imagine Laurie’s tummy ever outpacing her breasts.

“Alice, could you be a sweetie and unsnap my pants? They’re pressing sooo tightly on my belly and it’s really uncomfortable!”

“Oh sure,” said Alice, “I know how that is. Sometimes Tyler has to do that for me.”

Alice reached down, south of Laurie’s navel, and popped the snaps on Laurie’s pajama pants, allowing Laurie’s belly to bulge out even more, swelling out of her open pants like bread dough rising.  The flaps of Laurie’s bottoms fell to the side, exposing the top of Laurie’s stretched underwear. Without the pressure on her overfilled tummy, Laurie almost felt it had freed up some room…

“Sweetie, could you hand me…hic! – hand me that box of jelly donuts.”

Still kneading Laurie’s overstretched belly, Alice nudged a box of half-eaten donuts closer to Laurie’s hands using her foot.

“I know I shouldn’t eat more, sweetie, but it’s just sooooo good. Can you imagine how much more weight I’m going to gain from all these fatty donuts?”

“Um, yeah, you might gain a little.”

“More than just a little, don’t you think?”

Alice stared blankly, not understanding her friend’s prodding.

Fuck it, thought Laurie, she’s useless. I can’t rely on her for this. I need Frank. But I can’t get rid of Alice til I go over the plan with her, so I better get that out of the way.

“Thanks, honey, so listen, Alice, I need you to help me – hic! – help me put an end to this problem with Jen.” She plucked a donut out of the box and sank her perfect white teeth into it, jelly spilling out the far end and dribbling down her double chin.

Finally! Alice was excited to finally hear what the big plan was and learn how she could help.

“Sure, Laurie, what can I do to help?”

“When are you going to see Jen next? Hic!”  Laurie covered her mouth with one thick hand, but couldn’t hide her loud hiccups.

“Oh I dunno,” said Alice, “I’m sure I’ll probably see her around in the next few days.”  Alice was reluctant to admit that she was going to see Jen tomorrow.  Would Laurie be mad if she knew that Alice was still going to sleepovers with Jen? Alice was afraid that Laurie might be offended, might think that she valued Jen’s friendship more. Of course, Alice loved both of her friends and couldn’t stand the thought of Laurie and Jen fighting. That was why she was so eager to help Laurie put this new plan into action. Anything that would help repair this broken friendship must be a good idea!  Of course, Alice was still oblivious to Laurie’s true plan, so she had no idea that Laurie would actually have been quite happy to know that Alice was double dipping with two weekly sleepovers.  It might have helped explain why Alice’s expansion had recently kicked into overdrive. As it was, Laurie just assumed that she was doing an extra good job of plying Alice with sweets. Laurie was so greedy and self-absorbed that she didn’t realize the truth, that she’d actually been doing a terrible job lately of feeding Alice because she was too busy gobbling treats herself. In fact, if Alice hadn’t been eating twice as much because of her second weekly sleepover, she might have actually plateaued in weight instead of continuing to balloon.

“Good. Hic! Then I need you to get her car keys for me.”

“What?”

“Her car keys. Hic! Oh don’t look so shocked, I only need them for a day. Jen won’t even miss them. She’s such a –hic! – bimbo that she probably won’t even know that they’re gone. She probably already loses them every time she sits down; I know that she always sticks them in the back pocket of her pants, because I can always see them there. Now, I know it’s going to be hard to get them out of there, because that fat ass of hers makes her pockets really tight, but I believe in you, sweetie. Hic!”

“But…what if she notices?”

“She’s not going to notice,” snapped Laurie. For a moment, she was annoyed, but she soon calmed down again lulled by the pleasant sensations coursing through her body from Alice’s tender tummy rub. “Ooo, sweetie, that’s really nice. Keep doing that, that’s really helping my poor stuffed tummy. But listen, if Jen notices, she’ll just think she misplaced her keys. Once she forgot that she put her keys in her pocket and had to take the bus for a week. Really, Alice, this is Jen we’re talking about. As soon as I’m done with them, I’ll give them back to you and you can sneak them back into her pocket.”

“But why do you need her keys?”

“Uh uh uh, that’s on a need to know basis. And you, sweetie, don’t need to know. All you need to know is that Jen’s keys are the key to this plan working. If all goes according to plan, we’ll soon have Jen realizing what a fat blob she’s turned into and then she’ll be begging us to help her reduce. And soon we’ll all be one happy family again. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“It sure would,” agreed Alice.

Oh Gawwd, I’m so horny, thought Laurie desperately.  The enormous payload in her belly, stretching her skin tight, was sending tingles of sexual energy through her body, making her pussy so wet that she was almost certain she must be seeping through the fabric of her pajama pants. And this massage, feeling those hands rub and caress her tight, tender tummy was only making it worse. She wished again that it was Frank here pampering her instead of Alice. But what could she do? If she could somehow get Alice out of the room for a little while, she might have a few minutes to call Frank. At the very least, she could get him to talk her through this horny crisis she was having.

“Hmm, I think I feel some more room opening up in my tummy,” purred Laurie, happily the pale dome of her gut. “Sweetie, thanks so much, this massage has just been to die for. But now could you pass me some more cookies?”

 “I think we’re out of cookies,” said Alice.

“Oh nonsense, Alice, my mother always has plenty more. Of course, they’re going to be organic, gluten-free kale cookies or something, but you can’t win ‘em all. Why don’t you go down and ask her where they are? I’m sure she’d be happy to share them. I’d go myself, but I’m a little indisposed right now, hmm? Hic!” Laurie motioned to her own gut, rising above her like a big pink mountain.

“Okay! Don’t worry I’ll be right back,” said Alice, eager to help.  Laurie waited impatiently as Alice slowly rolled herself over to a chair and then slowly, ponderously, grunting and groaning, leveraged herself to her feet.

As she waddled toward the doorway, Laurie called out: “Oh, and Alice?”

“Yeah?”

“While you’re down there, my mother told me the most interesting story about chakra points the other day. Why don’t you ask her to tell you? In fact, I’ll bet she could even help you to find your chakra points. It’s just so very fascinating.”

“Hmm, okay, I guess I might,” said Alice, smiling but obviously confused.

As Alice lumbered out, Laurie smiled to herself. Genius! Her mother would definitely keep Alice occupied for hours.

Once Alice was gone, Laurie dug her palms against the floor and slowly dragged herself over to the bedside table, her towering gut wobbling as she moved.  Ughhhhhh, it hurt!  Laurie could barely believe how full she was, yet she still couldn’t help but hope that Alice actually DID have some more cookies wit her when she returned. If there was even the barest, tiniest amount of space in her cavernous belly, Laurie wanted it filled up. That overfull feeling was giving her a heady sexual rush, making her almost woozy both from fullness and excitement. This was dangerous territory. She knew she had to be careful not to overdo it, not to push her limits too far, but she could barely control herself.  She could feel her moist pussy dripping as she scooted across the floor, and her arousal almost got the better of her – she paused mid-scoot to try and reach down to touch herself, but couldn’t reach around her enormous, bloated belly and hefty, hemispherical hooters to reach her vagina. So frustrating!

“If I don’t get some relief, I’m just gonna explode,” mumbled Laurie, acutely aware of how her tender pussy was throbbing with excitement.  For a brief moment she wondered, could a girl’s pussy actually explode? If she, she was certain that she was about to burst into flames, blowing a hole in the crotch of her pajama pants.

Finally, Laurie was close enough to the bedside table that she could reach up and grab her mobile phone off the counter with her left hand.  With her right, she pulled open the drawer and fished around inside until she found just what she needed – a vibrating wand!  Even if she was too fat to reach her privates with her fingers, she’d be able to get off using this!

But she still needed some help.

Laurie punched Frank’s number into her phone and held it to her ear as she waited for her boyfriend to answer.

“Hey, babe,” came Frank’s voice.”

“Fraaaank, I’ve been a huge greedy piggy,” moaned Laurie huskily.

“Oh Laurie, what did you do now?”

“I just ate sooooo much food. I am just so totally stuffed and bloated I can’t move.”

“Oh Laurie.” Frank sighed. “Where are you? Do you need me to pick you up somewhere?”

“No, I’m at home.”

“Oh. Then why did you call me?”

“I need help with… something else.”

“Whatever could you be talking about, Laurie?” asked Frank coyly.

“Shut up, Frank, you know what I’m talking about!”

“No, Laurie, I don’t think I do. Please, educate me.”

“I’m really…I’m…really…damnit, you’re really going to make me say it, you beast?”

“I can’t help you unless you tell me what the problem is,” said Frank. He sounded like he was struggling to keep from laughing.  Laurie knew that Frank had already guessed why she was calling, but she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of telling him. Or maybe she did. Frank’s defiance was only making her wetter, playing right into the strange power struggle game that the two lovers loved so much.

“Frank, I don’t have time for this! Alice could be back at any time, I need you to help me quick!”

“Oh, is Alice there? Then you really shouldn’t be taking this risk, maybe you should call back later when you’re alone.”

“No! Frank! Don’t hang up!” yelped Laurie, “Fine, fine, I’ll tell you! I’m really fucking horny and I want you to talk to me, you fucking asshole!”

“Oh well with that attitude…”

“No, Frank, please! I need…I need you!”

“And why do you need me, Laurie?”

“Cuz…I can’t reach,” sulked Laurie.

“Oh really? Is that so? Did you really finally do it Laurie? Did you eat and eat and eat until you got too fat to touch yourself?”

“I’m not too fat to touch myself,” said Laurie. She was trying to sound arch, but her voice was already becoming fuzzy as she started to lose herself in Frank’s teasing.  “I just ate too much so it’s… difficult right now.”

“Difficult because you can’t bend over when you’re that full? Or difficult because your belly is too big?”

“...both. Oh Frank!” Laurie’s cheeks flushed as she twisted the base of the vibrating wand to turn it on.  She could just reach her privates around her swollen middle with the wand and she started to breathe heavily as the shivering wand touched her pussy lips through the thing fabric of her pajama pants.

“What are you wearing right now, Laurie?”

“Pajamas.”

“Oh, really? Gee, Laurie, I thought you usually wore just your underwear to bed…or nothing at all. Why are you wearing pajamas to bed tonight?”

“Because Alice is here,” said Laurie petulantly. “I’m not going to walk around naked with her over!”

“Is that the only reason, Laurie? What kind of pajamas are you wearing? Are you wearing those baggy silk pants? And that shapeless top?”

“It’s not shapeless when I wear it,” muttered Laurie, looking down at her chest where her ample bosom was putting excessive strain on the top few buttons.

“Maybe not, but that doesn’t change the fact that those are fat girl pajamas.”

“Noooo,” said Laurie. She found herself, once again, flushed by a strange heat, a combination of anger and arousal.  Why was it that she loved it so much when Frank pointed out her size? She still couldn’t understand where this strange attraction/revulsion complex she had with her own corpulent body came from, but she couldn’t help but enjoy it. “They’re not…fat girl pajamas.”

Frank could hear the telltale breathiness creeping into Laurie’s voice, the signal that she was beginning to have trouble following the thread of the conversation because her arousal was becoming too intense, too distracting.

“I bet that tomorrow everyone’s going to know what a greedy piggy you were tonight, Laurie. You’re not going to be able to distract people from your fat fat tummy anymore.”

“Nooo,’ moaned Laurie. Her crotch was totally soaked now, her juices bleeding through the sheer fabric of her silk pajamas and creating a big wet spot at her crotch.

            
“Tomorrow morning, when you go to get dressed. I bet you can’t get your blue jeans zipped up. I bet you won’t even be able to pull them over your thighs anymore. Then what will my little piggy do? Everyone’s gonna see your big fat tummy.”

“Oh Frank, you’re right! I can’t deny it anymore. I ate so much and now I’m just a big bloated piggy! Oh Gawd everyone’s going to see how full and fat I am!”

Laurie’s breathing quickened, she expertly twisted the knob on the wand with one manicured finger to turn up the speed.  Oh! Oh! Oh! This was heavenly.  If Frank could just keep her going with his sexy fat teasing, she might just orgasm before Alice got back after all. Oh Gawd she had almost forgotten all about Alice, the last thing she needed was for her fat friend to walk in on her like this, flat on her back, naked belly pointing to the sky, chubby legs spread, vibrator shoved in her vagina

“Laurie, I know you like to think that you look thin when you hang around with Alice and Jen.”

Laurie half-wanted to yell at Frank, to tell him NOT To mention Jen’s name in her presence, but she was too far gone to form a coherent sentence now.

“But I don’t think it’s going to work anymore. I think you might be bigger than either of them. I think, if you open your eyes, and see what you’ve become, you’ll see your belly is way bigger than Alice’s. Isn’t it?”

“Oh Gawd…oh Gawd, Frank, I…it’s true, I’m fatter than Alice! My belly is so enormous! I look like I’m pregnant and about to pop with twins!”

“I bet that’s not all. I bet you’ve started storing all you new fat in that cute little butt of yours…I bet it’s not so little anymore. Is your butt bigger than Jen’s now? Why don’t you give it a squeeze and tell me how big it is.”

Moaning, Laurie struggled to obey, lifting her bulk slightly off the floor with her shoulders and feet so that she could slip her free hand behind her and grab her tuchus. There was a lot to grab these days.

“Oh Gawd, Frank, it’s huge too. My ass is gigantic! I…It’s not possible…I couldn’t actually have a bigger ass than Jen now.”

Laurie’s mind was swimming, awash in conflicting emotions. Was she actually bigger than her two friends? She had never imagined that anyone, least of all her, could actually have a wider behind than Jen.  And who could have a bigger, heavier gut than Alice, the roundest girl in school? Laurie imagined herself as the biggest, not just the biggest of the three, but the biggest girl in school, the biggest girl in town, the biggest girl in the world, she imagined herself growing and growing and growing, leaving Jen and Alice in the dust, until she was massive. Laurie’s obsession with size was surpassing all previous limits. In her fantasy, Laurie saw herself growing not just wider, but taller, giant, a colossus, the biggest of the big, a gargantuan BBW giant that dwarfed everything. Nothing could be bigger than she was! She would become the biggest thing ever! Attack of the 60 foot cheerleader! Ha! More like the 100 foot cheerleader! Attack of the 100 foot, 2000 pound cheerleader! Watch as she outgrows her clothes, splitting her cheersweater at the seams as her breasts swell past the size of bowling balls, past the size of watermelons, past the size of Volkwagons! Watch as she stomps through the city, smashing entire blocks with her bulk, her monumental breasts swinging back and forth, knocking over buildings without her even noticing, that’s how big she is. Watch as she outgrows the planet, outgrows the universe! Laurie, the biggest, baddest, blimpiest bitch of all time!

“Ugh! I! Am! The! Biggest!” shouted Laurie as she exploded in orgasm, yelping into the phone so loud that Frank had to hold it away from his ear.  Laurie screamed out loud, so loud that it was a miracle that she didn’t wake up the entire neighborhood. Exhausted, she dropped the vibrator and lay flat on her back gasping. Wow. That was probably one her most intense orgasms yet. And all it took to achieve it was listening to Frank tell her that she had a bigger caboose than Jen. And a bigger gut than Alice.  Laurie suddenly realized that she had achieved a mind-blowing orgasm without Frank even saying anything substantial about her tits. How was that possible? Laurie was the big boob queen, absolutely obsessed with her own giant chest, so much so that the mere thought of her own knockers wobbling back and forth when she walked was enough to put her into the mood. And now she had just cum without even thinking about them? What kind of a crazy world was she living in?

Meanwhile, a faint voice started to cut through the hazy afterglow:“Hello? Hello? Laurie?”

She suddenly realized that she still had her cellphone in her hand. She lifted it back to her ear. “Frank? Are you still there?”

“Yeah, baby, I’m still here.”

“You okay? You started making a lot of noise.”

“Oh I’m better than okay,” purred Laurie, for once content.  Frank wasn’t used to hearing Laurie do anything more than bark demands, so he was pleased to hear that tone in her voice. Nice. “But I really need to go, okay, sweetie? Alice should be back any minute. Bye, love ya!”

She quickly hung up on Frank before he could utter a word in protest.  Good boy, she thought. She wondered how many other girls could count on their men to take care of them like that. She certainly knew that her ex never would have taken the time to talk her through an orgasm like that. Maybe she was lucky to have Frank, after all. Well, of course, she deserved to be pampered like that. There was no doubt about that. She was only getting what was due to her as a shapely, buxom beauty. But still….

Grunting, Laurie kicked the vibrator under the bed and crossed her legs, hoping that the big sopping wet patch on her pajama pants would dry before Alice noticed it.

 

 

“Oh, Alice, I’m so glad to hear that you’re interested in this! You know, I can never get Laurie to take it seriously; that poor girl has her chakras all out of alignment. If you ask me, that’s the main reason that Laurie just can’t get any inner peace. She’s always searching for something that she can’t find!”

Yeah, thought Alice, and I think she’s been searching for that inner peace at the bottom of the cookie jar.

Laurie’s mom grabbed the hem of Alice’s top and pulled it up, allowing Alice’s fat paunch to bounce free.  Alice immediately started blushing in embarrassment. Sure, she knew that she was fat and there was no way to disguise her girth, but she didn’t like Laurie’s mom just exposing her tummy like that!

“Here, I think the first chakra point should be…uh….right about here,” said Laurie’s mother dubiously as she poked Alice in her upper pot belly.  Laurie’s mom frowned.  Most of the clients that she worked with weren’t nearly as fat as Alice, so she didn’t often have to worry about finding chakra points buried under pounds of wobbling blubber.  When she poked Alice’s tummy, she only succeeded in making the bloated blonde’s soft adipose jiggle.  The more she poked and prodded, the more Alice jiggled.  Within minutes, Alice’s entire body was rippling and wobbling like an ocean of tsunamis. Poor Alice!  Not only was she wobbling way too much, the constant poking was kind of ticklish!

Alice started to giggle, clutching her face with her chubby hands, but her laughter only made the situation worse. Soon, Alice’s bosom was heaving with laughter, sending even more waves through her butter-soft flab.

“Please stop!” giggled Alice, “I’m jiggling so much, I can’t take it anymore! Ohhh, I think I’m going to burst”

“Just a second, I’ve almost found them.”

“Oooooh! Please! It’s too much!” Alice was laughing hysterically, her enormous fat belly bouncing and wobbling so hard now that it was threatening to knock her down on her fat, padded ass. Her sides were aching now!

“Here we go,” said Laurie’s mom, grabbing Alice’s lower potbelly to try and steady the gelatinous blubber from swaying too much. “That should be your base chakra right there.”

“Oh God I can’t take it,” shouted Alice, “I’m gonna…Oh…I’m gonna blow!”

“Shhh, it’s all groovy,” said Laurie’s mom, “Just settle down for a second, Alice, I found your chakras here, so just calm down and you’ll be totally zen.”

“Ohhhh I can’t,” cried Alice. By now, the poor bloated bunny was convinced she was wobbling so hard that she was going to explode into smithereens.

Suddenly, Alice heard a loud scream come from Laurie’s room. She turned quickly, so fast that her wobbling, shaking flesh nearly made her fall down.

“What was that? I gotta go, Miss Belmontes! It sounds like Laurie might be hurt!”

“Oh child,” laughed Mrs Belmontes. She was used to hearing loud noises come from Laurie’s room, so she wasn’t concerned at all.  But she was happy to see that Laurie had a friend who was so concerned about her. For years, Laurie had never had any friends except for Jen. Now her daughter had two friends who cared about her! Mrs. Belmontes was so happy – because doesn’t every parent want to see their child happy? And both Jen and Alice seemed to be such sweet, loyal girls. She only hoped that their compassionate, friendly natures would eventually rub off on Laurie and help adjust her most ungroovy attitude toward life.  For years, Laurie had been such a sour, angry girl. But now that was changing in small ways. As her body was growing, so too was her spirit. At least that was how her mother liked to think of it.

My little girl is going to be a real woman warrior, thought Mrs Belmontes wistfully as she watched Alice waddle off to check on her friend. What a wonderful happening!

**** 

 

Craig was really becoming worried about Jen. Jen had always been thick, both in her head and in her rear. But this was becoming ridiculous! Ever since that silly eating contest, Jen had lost all perspective on her own eating habits. She seemed to have become so accustomed to her overeating during her month of practice leading up to the competition that she had forgotten that it wasn’t normal; now she stuffed herself at every meal as if she was preparing for yet another contest. And Craig rarely saw her without some fattening treat in her hands (and her mouth) between meals.

As a result, Jen wasn’t just gaining weight – she was practically inflating, growing so fast that it was a wonder that her ample ass wasn’t already covered in stretchmarks.

Jen was also most assuredly NOT buying the new clothes that she so desperately needed.  Despite her ballooning bod, Jen was still dressing in clothes meant for a much thinner girl.  Today, she was wearing a simple T-shirt and daisy duke shorts, one of her favorite outfit combinations. But the T-shirt clung to Jen like a second skin, so tight that you could see the developing fold in her pudgy belly and the dark slit of her deepening navel. When she moved, that T-shirt kept riding up above her belly button, so Jen had to keep pulling down on the hem. Jen was also clearly way too plump to comfortably fit into those shorts anymore. In fact, the front button and fly were wide open, allowing her chubby bronzed brown belly to bulge free, shaking and bouncing as she moved. He could also see, through the open V of Jen’s fly, that Jen was still not wearing any knickers; the zipper was pushed down far enough that he could see the first wisps of Jen’s auburn pubic hair. She had loops a glitzy bling bling belt around her waist, but had left it unbuckled and useless, so that the ends of the belt bounced and swung in time to the jiggle of her chubby buns when she moved.

“Want any pudding?” asked Jen, blinking her big blue eyes quizzically.  Craig startled; he had been so lost in thought that he hadn’t been paying attention to realize that, as usual, Jen had been eating.  She was sitting on the couch next to him, watching some boring music videos on TV, holding a bowl of thick chocolate pudding in one hand, scooping big heaping spoonfuls into her mouth with the other.  Her lips and double chin were stained brown, but Jen didn’t seem to notice – or care – that she looked like a total chunky slob.

“Uh no,” said Craig, “And are you sure that YOU should be eating all that pudding? Where did you even get that pudding?”

“Dunno,” said Jen, shrugging. She lifted another spoonful, opening her mouth wide to shovel it in. “It was in the fridge.” Through a mouthful of gooey dessert, Jen gushed: “Is really goo’!”

“Are you sure you should be eating that much pudding?” asked Craig skeptically.

“Yeah, why not? It doesn’t belong to anyone else!”

“That’s not the issue,” said Craig, almost in despair. Was Jen seriously not understanding him? He eyed her chubby middle. “You know your shorts are unzipped, right?”

“Huh?” Jen looked down at her front, dribbling some pudding onto her snug shirt as she did. For the first time, she seemed to notice that her fly was open.  “Oopsie! Oh yeah, like, I don’t want to zip them now, I’m just gonna get my pubes caught in the zipper! And that totally hurts so bad!”

“Maybe you should get some new underwear then,” mumbled Craig.

“Oh yeah, like, totally, I just haven’t had time to buy any yet, but I’ll totally get some cute new panties next time I go to the mall!”

Craig was skeptical that Jen would be able to find any cute panties that would fit her. She would probably be reduced to shopping for big baggy granny panties if she wanted to find something that would fit her growing backside.  Then again, why hadn’t she been to the mall yet?  Jen loved going to the mall!

“Didn’t you go to the mall yesterday? Why didn’t you buy some then?”

“Oh yeah, I totally did, but I got distracted. I was, like, walking past the food court and I saw that they had a special two for one on Cinnabons, so I had to get one. And then I guess I kinda, like, forgot that I meant to buy new underwear.”

“We could go buy some right now,” said Craig.

“Yeah, but, like, I’m totally eating pudding now. Let’s wait til I’m done.” She scooped another spoonful into her eager mouth, then turned to Craig with a chocolaty smile. 
“Besides, since when are you so eager for me to, like, wear underwear? I thought you would, like, like it better this way.”

Maybe if it ever led to anything, I would, thought Craig sourly.  But outloud he just said: “Jen, look, just zip your shorts so we can go out and buy you some new underwear. There’s no way you can go out in public looking like that.”

Jen rolled her eyes, but she tilted the bowl to shovel the last dollops of pudding into her face.  She placed the bowl on the end table next to her and, licking her lips, grabbed both flaps of her denim shorts. Grunting and snorting, she slowly pulled them together close enough to hook the button.

“Ooof,” grunted Jen as she sat up, “This really cuts into my tummy!” As she moved, she suddenly belched and farted simultaneously. “Ugghh these shorts are pressing so tight on me that they’re forcing out all my gas!”

Craig frowned, scooting away from Jen. “It can’t be THAT bad, Jen. Just suck it up.”

“Fiiine!” Jen grabbed the tab on her zipper and slowly started working it up its tracks, the pressure of her tightening shorts forcing another burp to erupt from her mouth. “BELCH! Okay, just a little more. Owww, it’s snagging my pubes! Craig, it hurts, don’t make me do thissss.”

“You’re the one who thought it was a good idea to wear shorts with a zipper today,” said Craig, “You could have just put on sweats or stretchpants.”

“Well, like, maybe next time I will! BELCH!” 

“Oh great,” said Craig, imagining Jen in stretchpants, her gigantic rear stretching them out to the point that they were practically transparent. If anything, Jen’s tightening clothes might have been the one thing preventing her from indulging even more. If she started wearing comfortable yet horribly unstylish stretch garments, she would probably start to balloon even faster.

“Ugh, I got it up,” said Jen, sucking in her paunch and buckling her belt. “But I totally am not gonna be able to stand up now. These are, like, way too tight!”

“Here,” said Craig, standing up and offering his hand to Jen, “I’ll help you.”

“No,” said Jen sullenly, “I can’t do it. It’s too uncomfortable. There’s no way that I can stand up. I’ll just stay here.”

“Really? After all that work, you’re going to give up? What about getting new underwear?”

Jen shrugged. “I dunno. I’ll get them later. I just know, like, nothing is gonna get me off this couch.”

On TV, the video ended and a brand new music video started.  It was some hip hop song that Craig was not familiar with.

“I, like, totally loooove this song!” cried Jen, bouncing to her feet. “Watch me work it!”

            
To Craig’s surprise, Jen actually started dancing to the beat. Jen had grown so large and soft in recent weeks that she could barely do any exercise without becoming instantly puffed, so Craig was surprised to see that the excitement of hearing her favorite song had suddenly given Jen almost preternatural strength.  She was popping and locking it like an expert, moving her ample, rotund body with the same sexy smoothness that she had mastered so well back when she had been simply thick rather than massive.  His eyes strayed down to her backside where Jen was twerking her bulging badonkadonk with such vigor that he half expected to see her split the seat of her overloaded shorts. How could this be? Only last week he had tried to entice Jen to exercise but found that she was too fat and lazy to spend even a few minutes moving her blubbery behind without the added incentive of a chocolate snack afterwards. Now she was jumping around like a girl possessed.

Jen’s bouncy movements miraculously did not break the seams of her daisy dukes even though Craig could see the stitches screaming every time that Jen thrust her bodacious, bloated booty.  The way she was jiggling, she looked ready to bust her panties as well as her pants – at least, she would have if she had been wearing panties.  Jen was now much too fat to fit into any of her old underwear and she hadn’t yet had a chance to buy any new pairs, so Craig knew that his gaining girlfriend was still going commando. (The very idea that there was nothing but one thin layer of fabric between him and his massively pneumatic girlfriend’s perfectly round butt was enough to make him hard as a rock, even if Jen wouldn’t stop complaining about getting the pubes of her plump pussy caught in her zipper teeth.) Now there was even more proof on display. As Jen shook her moneymaker, the force of her rapid shaking was forcing her shorts to slide down slightly, enough that Craig could see his girlfriend’s butt cleavage between her two fat pink cheeks. No pair of panties could stand up to those mountainous mounds, thought Craig. Even a thong would probably disappear between them, if it didn’t simply snap off her.

        

Her belt was certainly close enough to snapping.  Jen’s doughy midriff was spilling over her stretched bling bling belt in a bouncy muffintop, but her vast, padded waistline was still putting enough force on the poor belt that Craig was sure the sequins were ready to go flying off.

It was really hot.  Craig was shocked.  He hadn’t seen Jen move like that in months, but watching Jen bounce and ripple in time to the music, watching her get excited about something other than food, was really turning him on! In fact, if he could channel Jen’s excitement about this song into something more sexual, it might show that she wasn’t beyond hope after all! Maybe this relationship could be salvaged!

“Wow, Jen,” he said, “You’ve got some pretty hot moves there.”

“Huh? Hee hee, you think so?”  Jen continued to thrust her tubby tushie, sending ripples through her blubbery butt, thighs and legs. Giggling, the plumped-up princess even started shaking her rump faster. That was a good sign. This might have been the first time in weeks that Jen had responded to Craig’s sexual come-ons.  If he was reading the signs right, she might actually be receptive to his advances for once!

“Yeah, you’re really turning me on.” He stood up and moved over to Jen to pull her close to him, spooning her to his front, his chin on her shoulder, his crotch against her rapidly vibrating booty.

“Hee hee,” giggled Jen, “Oh my Gawd, I can totally tell!”  She wiggled her butt again, sending an electric sexual charge through Craig’s body. She was definitely responding! Jen clearly could feel Craig’s throbbing erection against the soft pillowy spheres of her mammoth buns. This was definitely it!

“Oh my Gawd! You know what that makes me think of?”

“What does it make you think of?”

“A cannoli!”

Craig stopped. “…are you serious?”

“Do we have any? Oh, like, oh my Gawd, I would totally kill for a good cannoli! That sounds soooo yummy right now!”

“Wasn’t that vat of pudding enough for you?”

“No! C’mon, let’s go down to the kitchen so I can get a cannoli!” Jen pushed herself away from Craig before grabbing his hand and pulling him after her as she took off for the kitchen at a brisk waddle.

Craig hoped that he didn’t look as crestfallen as he felt. How could Jen be so dense? Okay, sure, he knew that Jen wasn’t the brightest girl. He had become used to the idea that Jen was about as dense as a bowling ball, but this was a new low! Only moments before they had seemed to be going down the right path, so close to success, but now Jen’s mind was completely elsewhere.  How could she think about cannolis after everything that had just happened?

In the kitchen, Craig flopped down in a chair by the kitchen table and watched sullenly as Jen rooted through the fridge.  From this vantage point, he didn’t see anything of Jen other than her colossal rear, pointing outwards and swaying from side to side as Jen leaned into the fridge.  After a few minutes, Jen emerged clutching a plate of about a dozen cannolis.

“Can you believe my mom makes these? They’re sooo good!”

“Your mom makes cannolis?”

“Yeah, they’re, like, an old world recipe from her old country or something!”

“I thought your mom was Czech, not Italian,” said Craig.  Not that he cared much.  He watched as Jen pulled out the chair opposite him and slowly lowered her bulk into it. She wasn’t having much success.  Jen was so wide that she couldn’t position herself on the chair without at least a foot of booty blubber oozing over either side of the chair. There was little doubt that Jen had grown so big and fat that she would need two chairs, one for each voluminous round cheek, if she wanted to sit comfortably.  Was she in denial? No, that wasn’t Jen.  Jen had made all sorts of comments, every time that she split another pair of pants or busted another button, that indicated that she wasn’t at all shy about her blimping waistline. There was no reason for Craig to think that she was unwilling to face the extent of her expansion.  More likely Jen was just too much of a ditz to realize that she might be more comfortable with her weight distributed across two chairs.  From the sound of creaking wood, it seemed like the chair might also agree.

“You sure you want to sit there?” asked Craig. Oh fuck it, what was the point of being subtle. “You might want to pull up two chairs.”

“Oh Craig, like, you are totally goofy,” said Jen, shoving the first cannoli into her mouth, barely chewing it. Shit, Jen handled that cannoli like a pro.  Craig knew from firsthand experience that Jen was an expert dick sucker. He had seen her deep throat his own cock without gagging quite a few times. As sad as he was to see Jen waste that talent on a pastry, he still had to admit: it was impressive.  “Why would I need two chairs?”

“Cuz you got a lot downstairs,” said Craig flatly.

“Yeah, ain’t no one as bootilicious as me,” chirped Jen happily. Then realization dawned on her: “OhmyGawd, Craig, like, are you saying you think I’m so bootilicious that I need two chairs for my butt?”

“Bootylicious isn’t the word I’d use anymore,” mumbled Craig, “But yeah.”

The chair creaked and groaned louder as Jen leaned forward to grab a second cannoli off the plate.  She bit into it with such gusto that sweet cream spurted out the far end, dribbling onto Jen’s cleavage and across the table.  With each bite, Craig could see the hefty honey’s chubby tummy pooch out the tiniest bit more, pushing against her straining belt and waistband.

“I AM pretty bootylicious,” admitted Jen, apparently misinterpreting Craig’s comments as positives. “I mean, like, even more than usual. I know I’ve been growing, like, a little back there cuz I’ve been having some trouble with the seats of my shorts recently. But, like, it just makes me look more filled out, I think. Like, you would not believe a white girl could have a mega badonk like this, would you?”

Jen pointed at her rump for emphasis and Craig was about to agree that, whatever else he thought of it, he would indeed not have believed ANY girl could have a mega badonk like that. But he was cut off by a sudden loud splintering sound as Jen suddenly disappeared beneath the table. That last cannoli was apparently the straw that broke the camel’s back as the flimsy wooden chair finally shattered under Jen’s increasing bulk, sending the surprised and shocked bimbo to the floor.

“Oh crap, you okay, Jen?” asked Craig, jumping to his feet.

 “Ow,” mumbled Jen, rubbing her injured booty. The force of her impact had knocked the wind out of her and she’d hit with such force that her belt had snapped and her shorts had popped open again, flinging the button across the room and instantly causing the zipper to slide down. “It pulled my pubes!”

“Yeah, the chair is buckling but the belt isn’t,” noted Craig.

“What? I don’t get it,” said Jen, confused. Wordplay was always lost on her. She sat on the floor, a perplexed expression on her chubby round face, her auburn hair disheveled from the fall, her ass shaking from the impact, a half-eaten cannoli still in her hand.  Suddenly, Jen seemed to notice the pastry she was holding and shoved another bite into her mouth. Craig was dumbfounded. Even after breaking a chair with her massive size, Jen wasn’t going to give up eating.

“Mmmff Craig, like, help me up!” said Jen through a mouth stuffed full of tasty dessert. She waggled her arms at her boyfriend, who dutifully reached down to help haul her to her feet. It wasn’t easy.  Grunting and groaning, Craig struggled to lift his obese girlfriend off the floor, but found it very difficult when the weight of her enormous rear wanted to pull her back down. It didn’t help that Jen wasn’t doing much to lift herself up either, instead relying on Craig to do the heavy lifting while she chewed cannoli like a fat contented cow.  Craig started to go red in the face from the effort, sweating sloughing off his face, veins popping out in his forehead as he heaved with all his might. Oh my God, Jen was so heavy! How much could she possibly weigh? Craig was no slouch, he was a pretty strong guy, but he hadn’t counted on Jen being THIS heavy.  He could feel his knees wavering, hear his own back creaking and snapping as he strained to get this hippo-sized hottie to her feet.  He didn’t think he was going to make it!

“C’mon, Jen,” he grunted, “Work with me!”

“I, like, totally am!” lied Jen, still doing nothing to help and apparently not even realizing it.  Jen wasn’t selfish or spoiled by nature like Laurie was, so she wasn’t forcing Craig to do all the work because she enjoyed making people wait on her hand and foot. She was just too dumb to realize that’s what she was doing!

Finally, Jen’s chubby feet connected with the floor and Craig could let go. He released her with a loud, exasperated sigh and dropped back into his chair. Jen started to follow suit, kicking aside the remnants of the broken chair and preparing to plop her plush posterior into another one, but Craig yelped out a warning just in time.

“Oh right,” said Jen, “I guess I should use two!”  Giggling again, she pulled over a second chair next to the first. This time, she sat down without incident, her vast doughy backside spread evenly across the two chairs. “I guess you were right, Craig! This is totally better! Now I can totally finish these cannolis!”

Jen returned to the task at hand, gnawing her way through the entire plate of desserts.

Craig shook his head.  After that ordeal, it didn’t matter that Jen was only interested in food because Craig wasn’t in the mood anymore anyway. His back and arms were aching from the effort of hauling Jen’s mammoth ass off the floor and all he wanted to do was rest.  God, he could use a hot soothing shower right now, just the thing to calm his burning muscles.  Actually…why not? It’s not like Jen would notice if he was gone.

“I’m gonna take a shower,” announced Craig, standing up.  Jen nodded in acknowledgement but didn’t pause in her eating; she had already demolished a good two thirds of the cannolis and her swollen, stuffed bronze tummy was puffing out through the open fly of her split shorts. If she thought it was weird that Craig was going to take a shower in the middle of the day, she didn’t say anything.  Craig remembered a time that, if he had announced he was going to take a shower, Jen would have insisted in hopping into the shower with him. How he loved to see the warm water cascading down Jen’s supple curves, sliding over the giant shelf of her broad buttocks and down the deep crack of her behind.  He always loved how the shower never seemed to be big enough for the two of them, how Jen was always forced to press her big butt against the glass shower door so that they could both fit. But now, he doubted that they could both fit no matter how hard Jen pressed her ass against the door. Hell, he doubted Jen could fit in the shower by herself. Maybe that’s why she looked so disheveled these days. No way. Sure, Jen wasn’t taking care of her appearance as attentively as she used to, but surely that was just because she was too busy eating to spend a lot of time on hair and make-up. Surely she was still showering at least. Or, if she couldn’t fit in the shower, he knew she MUST still be able to fit in the tub.

Whatever.  Craig was tired of this. He tried not to think about it as he wordlessly stumbled to the bathroom, turned on the shower nozzle and stripped down. Still, stepping into the shower, he couldn’t help but think about the good old days, when he and Jen had had such a good time in this shower.  The memory started to make him erect again. Even now, at her current size, Jen was still drop-dead sexy. Sure, he thought maybe she was a little too big, a little past his ideal size, but she still wore it well. No one would wiggle her walk as sexily as Jen.  With thoughts of Jen’s old sexy sashay in his head, Craig reached down and took his dick in his hands. If he couldn’t fuck around with Jen, thinking about her while he jerked himself off was the next best thing.  Thoughts of Jen’s perfect round buns, her thick rolling thighs, her goofy crooked smile and long auburn hair and even her confused babydoll laugh helped to make him harder as he vigorously yanked his cock. Jen was just perfect for him. Literally the only problem was that she was too obsessed with food now to give a thought to sex, but if Jen were to walk in right now and say ‘Take me!’…well, he certainly wouldn’t resist!

Craig was startled out of her fantasy when he heard the door swing open and Jen lumber in.

“Like, totally, don’t mind me, honey!”

Was Jen here to finally make his fantasy come true? Craig could scarcely believe it. He watched her through the glass shower door.

Jen quickly pulled off her ruined belt and pulled her open shorts down to her ankles and letting her enormous, perfectly round buns bounce free.  She then plopped her gigantic rear onto the toilet with a grunt.

“Are you serious?” snorted Craig in disgust. Was Jen really going to use the toilet when he was already here in the bathroom?

“Sorry, Craig, I, like, totally gotta goooooo!”

Groaning, Jen released a series of loud, trumpet-like farts, the gelatinous flab of her bodacious booty rippling as she tensed and released and the sound reverberating in the echo chamber of the toilet’s porcelain bowl.  Craig could not believe this. What a complete boner kill!

“Ughhh, I guess I didn’t need to go at all,” said Jen gleefully. “It was just gas!”

As she said that, another burst of flatulence erupted from her overstuffed rump, so loud that it actually startled Jen as well.

“Christ almighty,” mumbled Craig.

“Ooooops,” giggled Jen, “I guess I had more than I thought. Oooooooh noooo, here comes some more..”  Jen moaned out loud, sweat pouring down her brow as she scrunched up her face and her fat fanny released a whole new barrage of thunderous butt blasts.

“Ooooof, like, thank god that’s out!” said Jen, “I was, like, so totally full of gas I felt like I was going to explode! Or maybe just float away like a helium balloon.”

Almost in response, Jen’s fat bloated tummy began to gurgle, slowly puffing up with another round of methane.  To Craig, it almost did look like Jen was inflating with air like a balloon between farts.

“Ugh!” Jen grimaced as she forced out another squealing burst of flatulence. “Ohhhh I guess I, like, shouldn’t have eaten all those cannolis! Maybe I’m, like, becoming lactose intolerant!”

In response to her words, her butt roared again.

“I’m done with this,” muttered Craig, annoyed. Not only was Jen not interested in sex anymore, but she was now ruining even his solo time! He threw aside the shower curtain and stalked past his gaseous girlfriend, who still straining on the toilet to release even more farts, and out of the bathroom.

“Um, like, aren’t you going to dry yourself off?” called Jen as Craig swept past her, trailing water on the ground. “Like, what a weirdo! And people say I’m dense!”

