As it were, Diane did not have to try too terribly hard to make her wife fat—which, in retrospect, shouldn’t have been surprising. 
Josie’s family had been composed primarily of large people, regardless of sex, and her taste for comfort food had always circled back around to down home Southern cooking. While Diane couldn’t replicate it well enough that Josie could lay around and do what she liked (at least, and have enough time to work her full-time job) what she could do was encourage her to use her free time at home to make some of that delicious, fattening cuisine to her heart’s content.
Which honestly, worked out pretty well.
Because now her wife was getting fat and she got to come home to a kitchen table full of food.
“I’m gonna have to start rolling you away from the dinner table each night if you don’t stop.”
Josie’s voice was low and husky as her hands traveled down the creamy white belly flesh of her short, now stout, better half.
“You’re getting kinda doughy, Di.”
Diane’s round face grew flush with exasperation and embarrassment at yet another comment about her weight. They had been coming for some time now, and they were beginning to build up like a plaque on her mind.
It can’t be that bad, can it?
Diane knew the answer even before she felt Josie’s hands sink into the overhang of her stomach rolls. The shorter woman winced in discomfort of her own supple shape while her wife nestled her chin in the space between her neck and shoulder blade.
“Feel these love handles?”
Josie’s big hands traveled out from Di’s pudgy penumbra and towards the jutting muffin top that hung over every pair of ill-fitting khakis in her half of the closet. The tickle of Josie’s kinky black box braids sent a shiver up her wife’s shivering size as they brushed against her soft back.
“That’s what having a cute little chef like me in the kitchen does, if you ain’t careful…”
The squish of Josie’s jelly rolls made her harassment that much more palatable. Feeling how big that belly was getting, even from the back, was incredibly satisfying. Even moreso with a couple of glasses of wine in her. Diane couldn’t stop herself from letting her hands travel back, back into the supple brown folds of her wife’s own expanding shape as they gently swayed to music that wasn’t there.
“Like you’re one to talk.” She said with a tipsy purr, “You’ve gotten all kinds of chunky since Heather left.”
It had been the first time that Diane had ventured to speak about it out loud—with Josie or anyone else. There had been some jokes as far as Josie being “the thick one” in the relationship, but using the phrase “chunky” had felt dangerously close to using the word “fat”. Like she would jinx it somehow, or offend her ever-doting partner.
“Oh ho, all kinds of chunky huh?”
Josie sauntered in front of Diane, her pillary brown legs rippling with the exaggerated sashay of her wide hips and her tummy shifting from side to side. Her face was rounder, cresting into a nice but subtle shape on either side—something like a sexy housecat that got to lay around all day and eat as she liked.
“Are you saying that you don’t like the changes that I’ve been going through?”
Here Josie slipped into an exaggerated pout, pooching out her stomach and pressing it against Diane’s. Further, and firmer. Her hands traveled to either side of her stomach, squishing it on either side as she watched her wife struggle to look away.
“I think your tummy’s kind of hot.” She said with a pronounced lower lip, “Even with your haircut.”
“What’s wrong with my haircut?” Diane laughed
“Nothing, it’s just…” Josie slipped her arms over Diane’s shoulders and pulled her close, “With it and the potbelly, it makes you look like some old, middle-aged accountant.”
“I am an accountant.”
“Yeah, but it makes you look like a dude.”
Diane laughed and pushed her wife away, Josie allowing herself to be toppled onto the bed belly-up.
“Hurtful.” Diane lowered herself down on top of Josie’s squishy physique, “Shows what being the breadwinner around here gets you.”
“Mmm… I think you know what being the breadwinner around here gets you, baby…”
Josie held her wife close on top of her, pressing her down into her belly while initiating a deep, passionate lip lock. All the while, Diane’s hands roamed around the curvature of Josie’s now many rolls and folds, almost aimlessly as she allowed her passion and lust for flesh guide her. 
In these moments, when she was being intimate with Josie, it was easy to forget the sheer amount of food that she had eaten just an hour and a half before. She had grown accustomed to it sure, the gradual slide of Josie’s portion sizes had been just a bit too gradual for their own good, but when she got hot and heavy with her wife, it was as if the belly ache simply wasn’t there. The hundreds, perhaps thousands of calories that had constituted an entrée simply evaporated in a mist of lust.
In hindsight, it was easy to see how Diane had allowed herself to slip.
The more food that Josie made (at her wife’s insistence, no less!) the more time that they spent in the bedroom.
With Heather out of the house, they had finally been free to engage in about as much sex as they wanted. They had been like newlyweds in this little second honeymoon of theirs, enjoying an empty house and a full kitchen table. In hindsight, the fact that Diane had started to put on weight wasn’t all that surprising—even if Josie was the real “mark” here, it was only natural that some of these bad habits would start to rub off on her as well…
“You still hungry?” Josie piqued a black eyebrow, batting her right leg back and forth, “Because I’ve got a little dessert saved just for you…”
“Honey, there’s nothing little about your dessert.” 
The larger woman thrust her lover off of her and then rolled so that the positions were reversed. Her long black hair rolling over her shoulders to sway in time with her hanging fleshy gut.
“And whose fault is that, hmm?” she piqued an eyebrow, “Are we going to pretend like you haven’t been trying to fatten me up for your own amusement?”
Diane’s expression changed just as quickly as her heart skipped a beat. Her eyes widened as she froze like a deer in headlights, Josie’s face turning and curling into a knowing smile.
“I-I can explain—”
“Oh no you don’t!”
Without so much as a second to have thought about it, Josie allowed herself to fall on top of her wife, pinning the smaller woman beneath her heavy physique and knocking the wind out of her with her cocoa-brown bigness. Diane squirmed under the great weight of her wife, fighting underneath her heavy stomach while Josie went dead weight on top of her—the vast difference between their respective girths and heights meant that the chunky blonde beneath her wasn’t going anywhere.
“Josie…”
The smaller woman gasped out a labored response as she struggled to catch her breath with the extra two hundred and fifty pounds of woman laying on top of her.
“It’s not… like that…”
“Oh it’s not like that, huh?” Josie’s voice was a little more commanding than demure now, with a hint of danger in her contralto, “You mean to tell me that you’re not trying to fatten me up? Like you haven’t been enjoying watching me get fatter and fatter while you do shit like buy me chocolates and get me milkshakes and—”
“Okay, okay, just…”
Diane honestly felt faint.
“Let me up… please…”
After a brief, agonizing moment of contemplation, Josie decided to let her wife breathe a little. She struggled onto her palms and pushed herself up so that she was, once again, just looming over Diane. Like a predatory, overfed house cat lying in wait and ready to strike.
Diane breathed deeply, forcing her own chunky stomach into the swathes of brown blubber that hung down upon her. The plump blonde was red-faced and breathing heavy, the gears in her mind visibly turning as she tried to find a way to justify (or, not-so-preferably, lie about) the fact that she’d been subtly encouraging her wife’s weight gain.
“Well… it’s not like you haven’t been getting something out of it too…” Diane puffed weakly
“Wrong answer~!”
Josie came down thunderously on top of the smaller woman once more, eliciting another sharp pained wheeze as the breath was literally forced out of Diane’s diaphragm. Just to add to the torment, Josie held her arms and legs out as far as they would go, focusing the point of impact right in the middle of her body—and therefore, right on top of Diane.
As the smaller woman wriggled and writhed under her weight, Josie tittered at her handiwork. Sure this was one hell of an ab workout, but the discomfort of squishing her wife was worth getting a little payback on her, wasn’t it?
“Oof… I know that you’ve been trying to fatten me up, Di.” Josie said again, more authoritatively, “And I’ve gotta say hon, I’m a little upset that you thought you could pull something like that off~”
“Josie…”
“You must think I’m pre-tty dumb to fall for something like that.” The wide woman sniffed, “Didn’t you think I’d notice that you were getting all handsy the minute I started to pork out?”
“Please…”
“So I’ve been throwing your own game back at you—making eeeeeverything you wanted, and plenty of it.”
“I swear to God, I—"
“Now don’t try to deny it, baby I know what you’ve been up to.” Here Josie leaned in and whispered close into Diane’s ear, “And I think it’s really hot…”
If the wind hadn’t been squeezed out of her like she was some kind of tube of toothpaste, that little addendum would have surely knocked it out of Diane as sure as anything else could have.
“You… what?”
Rolling off of her wife, eliciting a sharp inhale from the smothered Diane, Josie allowed her the briefest of moments to compose herself before she continued. Running her hands up and down her round brown stomach and nestling close to the still huffing and puffing blonde beside her, Josie was clearly equally amused and aroused with the situation that had unfolded.
“I said that I think it’s really hot—getting fat for you.” Josie’s voice was less amused and more sultry, “And while I’m not a super huge fan of you sneaking around and trying to fatten me up, I can’t say that I’m mad about the results…”
Diane honestly couldn’t believe what she was hearing.
“So… you…”
“We can work in some articles to talk about later, after… well…” Josie wrinkled her nose seductively, “You know.”
“Ruh… really?”
“Of course, I have a request or two of my own that I’d like to toss into the hat… while we’re drawing up our new arrangements…”
In that moment, Diane might have agreed to anything. Her heart beat fast in her chest, pounding a mile a minute as she watched her wife jiggle and squish her apron of belly flesh as it pooled onto the comforter below them.
“First and foremost—you stop trying to fatten me up behind my back, and I’ll stop trying to fatten you up behind yours.”
Diane’s eyes widened as Josie’s hand ran down her sloping gut and onto her wife’s squishy stomach.
“I think I can agree to that.”
“Good, I figured you’d agree to that.” Josie’s voice was low and heavy as her long, thick fingers palmed Diane’s tubby gut, “I think that opens up grounds for us to start fattening each other up consensually…”
