Amber 3

By Mollycoddles

“Amber!”

Amber is asleep in bed, wearing nothing but a pair of thong panties. Who would have thought that this gargantuan blimp used to be a skinny Minnie cheerleader only a year ago?  Now she’s so unbelievably, monumentally huge that she doesn’t even have anything to fit her as she sleeps.  She’d probably be sleeping completely in the nude if I let her, but I don’t want to let her get off so easy.   Last night, she was whining that she couldn’t find any nightshirt that would fit over her ridiculously tubby body; none of her old ones even fit past her mammoth boobs, leaving the lowest quarter of her titanic knockers and her entire gut completely bare.  Well, she wasn’t really whining – I know my Amber, she was loving every minute of it, using it all as an excuse to shake her tits at me and try to turn me on.  She was ready to collapse into bed without a stitch of clothing on her enormous, bloated body but I insisted that she wear something, just so that I could have the pleasure of watching her swollen body threaten to burst out of it with every breath as she snored.  All night, I watched that belly, so huge and soft, quivering against the cruel elastic waistband of those overmatched undies as she breathed heavily in and out.
She was so huge, almost 500 lbs.  I can still barely believe that she’s grown so vast so fast.  She’s like a hog being fattened for slaughter, like a dairy cow being pumped full of growth hormones, like Violet Beuregarde chewing, chewing chewing that infamous blueberry gum.  She was only 120 pounds when we started this journey, before she started eating to her heart’s content, before I started stuffing her to her limits.  If all goes well, I think I can push her over that number tonight.  Amber doesn’t really know how heavy she is, because her enormous gut and massive boobs always get in the way when she tries to read the scale.  The scale at the store actually hit 498 before it busted.  Amber bugged me the whole way home to tell her what the number was, but I wanted to keep to as a surprise.

She opens her eyes and grins sleepily. “Sally!  What’re you doing here?”  She tries to roll over in bed, but she’s too fat, too round, to be able to move on her own.  Her colossal breasts slosh to the side as she feebly waves her blubbery arms, struggling to reach me.  I can hear the thong underwear, hidden almost entirely from view by her hefty hanging paunch in front and between two giant butt cheeks the size of Volkswagons, groaning and stretching as she moves, the seams struggling to contain a girl grown way too big, too fast.
“I’m here to take you to breakfast, chubbykins.  Now get your fat ass out of bed and get dressed!”  Amber almost fills up the entire bed with her flabby, fleshy body.  It really is incredible that her stretched, straining panties are almost invisible, completely swallowed up by the soft adipose of her thighs and bottom.  She rolls over and tries to heave herself out of bed, but it’s difficult.  She can barely sit up by herself since she’d become so fat. Her monstrous belly folds itself into sausage-like rolls as she struggles to sit up, her enormous naked hooters splay out to the sides.  She’s already becoming red-faced and starting to pant from the exertion.

 “C’mon, babe,” she says, reaching out a chunky hand, “Give me a hand here!  You know I’m waaaay too fat to get up out of bed by myself!”

I grabbed her pudgy hands and yanked as hard as I could while Amber continued to rock forward.  She was still way too heavy for me to lift, even after I reached around her.  My arms sank deep into her soft flesh.  I could still wrap my arms around her when we first started dating, but I’ve rapidly changed that.  Capitalizing on Amber’s natural gluttony, I’ve fed her up until she transformed into a complete fat hog.  I continued pulling and she continued pushing and finally – finally! – we got her out of bed.  The bed groans in relief; if she gets much bigger, she’d going to totally break it into pieces. Oh God, that’s so hot. She swayed, trying to keep her balance and not become overwhelmed by her own massive size.

 “Mmm,” she murmurs, looking down at her bulk, “I’ve grown so fat that I have trouble standing up. I need your help, Sally. Could you help me get dressed?”

Oh man, I can’t believe that I’ve been able to fatten her to near immobility this fast.  She can barely walk, can barely even stand without help.
I grin.  “Sure thing, Amber.  What do you want to wear?”

 “Hmmm,” she says.  “I want to wear my turtleneck sweater.  You know, the tight one.  I love the way it clings to my tits and belly.”

I laugh. “Okay, but you’ll have to go easy tonight then.  You’re about to bust that one wide open.”

Amber giggles, a mischeivious twinkle in her eye.  “No promises tonight!”

That’s my Amber.  I never thought when I first met her that she would turn out to be such a wanton exhibitionist.  She just loves taking every opportunity that she can to show off her inflating curves.  This big, bloated babe refuses to buy new clothing until it’s absolutely necessary, preferring to keep wearing her old clothes even as it stretches tighter and tighter with every meal.  She wants everyone to know just how big she’s getting and she’s not afraid to show it all off.  Several times it’s happened that her shirts or pants just couldn’t contain her anymore after a big meal at a local restaurant, and she’s just burst out of them in front of crowds of on-lookers.  We’ve been banned from quite a few restaurants because of that, but I think it’s totally worth it to see the shocked looks on people’s faces when this fat hog splits her shorts in front of some stuffy old lady.
The sweater barely goes over her watermelon-sized knockers but doesn’t come anywhere near covering her giant beachball-sized paunch.  It only goes halfway down, exposing her deep naval and bloated pot.  She can’t bend over enough to pull her pants on, so I have to give her a hand.  
“I can’t reach,” says Amber, making a show of waggling her uselessly fat arms, trying to angle her sausage fingers under the curve of her endless belly.  “I can’t even see anything over my belly!”  Amber giggles in excitement, knowing that she was way too large to help herself. “It looks like you’re going to have to help me.”
“Okay, Jumbo,” I say. I slap her massive left thigh, watching the gelatinous flab jiggle.  “Lift that fat leg up.”

“Ugh, you expect me to balance on one foot? There’s no way I can do that, I’m way too fat!  I’ll fall over and break through the floor!”

“At your size, that’s no joke. Okay, just sit down on the bed and I’ll tug your pants on for you.”

“And after all that effort to get out of bed, I’m just getting back in!” Amber laughs as she plops her wide rump back down on the bed.  The overloaded bed sags under her bulk, almost touching the floor.  A few more pounds and she really would bust those bedsprings.  

“Lean back,” I command.  Grunting like a pig, Amber places her hands to her sides and slowly lowers herself backwards, her pudgy feet slowly raising up from the ground. 

I grab the pants and worked them over her thick legs.  They take a while to tug up her voluminous thighs.

Once they’re almost up to her butt, I help pull Amber back to her feet.  She lurches back to standing position.

“Now comes the real hard part,” she says, grinning.  Thank God these are stretchy pants, so I can just barely button them around her waist, under her sagging belly.  All I have to do it tug them up high enough they cover her gargantuan ass decently.  Even so, it’s a temporary fix.  As she waddles around, I know that the constant rippling of her soft adipose will slowly make her pants ride down over the course of the day, so that she will need to keep pulling them back up or else she’ll soon be mooning the whole campus.  But poor Amber is so big now that she can barely reach, so she needs my help to keep readjusting herself.

“You ready to brave the world outside?” I ask.

Amber smiles. “I think the question is, is the world outside ready to brave me?”

“Well, if you keep growing the way you’ve been growing, you’ll be bigger than the world in no time,” I say, “So the world better watch out.”

“I’ll be fine once I’m outside,” says Amber, taking a first wobbling step toward the doorway.  “But I’m gonna need some help to get through the door.” Her hips are so wide that they brush the doorframe. She takes another waddling step forward and tries to wedge herself through. She pushes again but she’s too big to get through easily; all she’s able to do is send little tremors through her ass fat with every futile shove against the door.  It’s mesmerizing, especially since the stretchy pants are pulled so tight across her wobbling rear that the jiggling of her blubber looks like it might be violent enough to tear them apart.  

Amber looks over her shoulder at me, smiling.  “Hey Sally, how about you stop gawking at my fat fucking ass and give me a hand here?”

Smiling, I place my hands firmly on Amber’s colossal buns and shove.  My hands sink deep into that butter-soft blubber, but it still doesn’t work.  With enough force, I’m not able to push her through the door – it’s a really tight squeeze.  Amber’s so big that her thighs scrape hard against the sides of the door frame as she tries to pass through.  

 “Sally!” she whines helplessly. “What are we going to do? I’m too fucking fat to fit through the door! Goddamn doors why don’t they make them bigger?”

 “Uh oh,” I say, joking. “If you can’t fit through, then maybe it’s time to go on a diet.  You’ll have to lose some weight, shrink down, if you expect to get out of here.”

Amber scowls, her double chins pressing into her swelling bust.  She turns sideways and tries again.  Since she’s almost spherical, this, too, is a tight squeeze- but she almost makes it.

Her massive gut and bulging knockers are pressed tightly into the door frame in front of her and her gigantic ass is pressed into it behind her.  She reaches forward and tries to compress her blimp-like hooters slightly without success.  She sucks in her gut as far as she can – which isn’t very far.  I can hear her pants creak noisily as she holds in her belly. It’s a slight relief to those over stressed clothes now that her big, bloated stomach is pushing against them a little less.  But she’s so huge now that even when she sucks in with all her might, they’re still tighter than tight!

 “Give me a push, Sally!” she squeaks, still holding it in.  I push against her side and my hands sink into her meaty, yielding love handles. I give her a gentle push and she sloooowly slides outwards and – POP! – she’s free.  She struggles to keep from falling over, overwhelmed by her own massive size.

One of the neighboring girls eyes us disapprovingly as Amber waddles past.

She motions for me to come over.  “Sally,” she whispers. “What’s the matter with Amber?”

 “What do you mean?”

 “She’s so huge! I’ve never seen anyone so fat!”

 “I know, isn’t it great?  I think she’s beautiful.  I’ll bet she’s the fattest girl on campus!”

 “Yeah, but – I don’t know why you stay with that lard ass.  Do you realize that if she keeps growing at this rate, she’ll be as big as a house soon.  She won’t be able to move! You’ll have to roll her around.”

Crap.  I try to hide how hot and wet this talk is making me, so I just nod and smile.  But it just makes me want Amber more.

 “I know.  I can’t wait.”

The girl looks at me suspiciously.  “You’re weird,” she says.

**********

Amber is so enormous that it’s hard for the two of us to fit in the elevator together.  Soon, she might even surpass the elevator’s weight limit all by herself.  Well, maybe not soon…it’ll be a while before that fantasy comes true but a girl can dream, can’t she?

The elevator isn’t the only thing that Amber’s become too fat for.  Amber can’t fit into the booth at the restaurant anymore.  Last time we came, she was barely able to wedge her enormous bulk between the seat and table but now she’s grown too big to squeeze in at all.

 “I think we need a chair!” she says.  I bring one up but it’s no use.  Her generous ass is too huge to fit on a single chair.  She has to straddle two.  She orders two meals, since this is just a snack.

 “Hey, Amber,” I say. “Do you know how much you weigh?”

 “No, you know I don’t. I’m too fucking fat to be able to read a scale by myself.  Look at me, Sally, I’ve become such a blimp for you and you won’t even tell me how much I weigh. It’s not fair.”  She pouts.

She looks me over, cocking her head.

 “You’ve put on a little weight, too, ya know?” mumbles Amber, her chubby cheeks filled with fattening food.  She jabs a fat finger into my giant chest.  She’s right.  I’ve always been thin.  No matter how hard I tried, no matter how much I ate, I could never gain an ounce.  That’s part of why I’m so excited to be going out with Amber. She can gain weight just by looking at food, it seems, and I love it!  She loves her growing body almost as much as I do.

But being around her all the time is even starting to have an effect on me.  Could I really be getting fat, too?  My tits are the only part of my body that ever seem to accumulate any fat. They’re already an e cup but I think they’re getting even bigger now.  The bands of my giant bras are starting to cut into the flesh of my back, indicating that they’re still getting bigger and heavier.  When I started developing, I thought I’d never stop.  Sometimes I thought my big, bursting boobs wouldn’t stop expanding until they exploded like a pair of overinflated waterballoons, but that’s silly, isn’t it?  When they stopped in the E cup range, I was happy only because I didn’t think they could possibly get any bigger.  I only wish the rest of me could get bigger, too…. 

 “Could I just get a little more?” Amber asks, pointing at her empty plate. “Maybe another order of fries?”

 “Do you know how much you weigh now, Amber?” I ask again.

Amber’s too busy eating to even acknowledge the question.  Her eyes are closed and she whimpers softly as she sucks the last of her second milkshake through the straw.

 “What was that?” she burps. “Excuse me! I guess I ate too much!  Oh, I’m getting sooo fat!”

I’m so turned on by all this that I can barely sit still. “I said, do you know how much you weigh now, Amber? Do you know how huge and fat you really are?”

 “No,” purrs Amber huskily. She leans forward, her enormous, fleshy bosom trembling, threatening to spill out of her clothes. I wonder if she’s even surpassed me in the tit department. “I must be absolutely enormous.  I can’t even begin to imagine how fat I’ve grown, how fat you’ve made me with all this rich, delicious food.  Will you tell me tonight, Sally? I really want to know!  I want to know what the scale in the store said, how high the number is. And then I want that number to be even higher the next time I get weighed.”

 “You’ll find out soon enough, Amber.  Now I’ll order you another dinner – but this is the last one – and we’ll go back to the apartment. And then I’ll tell you what you weigh.”

**********

Back at the dorm, I show Amber my final surprise. A special scale, a livestock scale. It’s the only one I could find that would go up high enough to give me an accurate reading of Amber’s weight.  I help Amber get on he scale and waited for the spinner to come to a rest.  Now I know what Amber’s weight is.

Amber stretches.  I could hear the seams of her clothes straining and straining until – RIP!  The sweater tore down its left side seam.

I slide my hands beneath her monstrous, blubbery belly and lift it up so that I could find her fly.  I try to unbutton them but had some trouble.
“Amber, you know how fat you’ve become?  You fill these pants out so much that I can’t unbutton them.  There isn’t an inch of give.”

 “I’ll fix that,” purs Amber.  She takes a deep breath and her pants button rockets across the room.  Instantly, the zipper slides down and her bloated gut billows out like a balloon.

 “I’m so big!” she marvels.  “I hope that I’m not too fat for you!”

 “You could never be too fat for me,” I say, tugging her pants off.  Underneath, her gigantic belly hangs over her crotch, completely obscuring her skimpy black panties which were stretched to busting around her enormous thighs and monumental rear.

 “Do you know how heavy you are, Amber?” I whisper.

 “No,” she says, “Tell me.”

 “You’re 480 pounds,” I say, “You’ve made it.  You’re the fattest girl in school.”

Amber’s chubby face breaks into a wide grin.  “I knew it!  My butt’s gotten too big to fit behind school desks anymore.  My thighs are so wide I can’t fit through doors!  I tried to use a stall in the restroom the other day and my belly and tits were so huge that I couldn’t fit inside.  Look at me, lover, I’m almost round.”

It’s true, Amber is almost entirely round.  My lover is the fattest girl on campus and I’m so happy to know that she has no intention of ever slowing down.  She pulls off her tattered sweater.  It goes over her huge EE-cup tits without too much of a strain.  I think her knockers might even be bigger than mine now, and I’ve never met a girl with bigger ones than mine!  Mine are at least the size of soccerballs but I think Amber’s might be as big as watermelons.  Where did she find a bra big enough to harness those mammoth milkbags?

Amber rolls over on top of me. Her weight is suffocating.

 “Amber! Get off me! I can’t breathe!”  

Grinning, Amber rolled over heavily.  The movement is he final straw for her underwear, which instantly bursts apart at the seams.

 “Oops!” says Amber, covering her mouth coyly.  “Looks like I’ve gotten even fatter today!  I’m finally too big for my britches.  Did you see how I shredded those knickers?”

 “It’s okay,” I say, grinning, as run my hands down her enormous sides. “That saves me some time…” 

Amber rustled under the soft sheets of her bed as she heard her alarm clock go off next to her. She felt a distinctly cold and unwelcome draft on her back and rear, covered only by a bra strap and a too-small pair of underwear. This happened almost everyday; Sally had never gotten her larger sheets to accompany Amber’s growing body, so they tended to bunch up around her belly rolls. Not that she minded too much. 

After lifting herself off the bed with some effort, she surveyed the bedroom in search of an outfit to wear for class. Amber recognized early on in her college years that she was never willing to look for clothes early in the morning that were farther than a three foot radius from her bed; whether this was a result of her getting progressively heavier or just sheer laziness, she hadn’t decided. Amber began taking to throwing all of her perfectly clean clothes and undergarments into random piles on chairs and tables, and just choosing from them. Sally thought this was weird, and jumped on the opportunity to claim all of the closet space for herself. Amber sighted a pair of size 28 capris and a pink sweater and waddled her way over to the bathroom to change. 

As she opened the door, she heard Sally’s voice coming from the small kitchenette that adjoined the main room of their apartment. “C’mon, chubbikens, your breakfast is getting cold!” she called out in a sing-songy tone. “I buy this pancake mix in bulk for your fat butt, not mine!” 

Amber giggled at this. “I’ll be out in a second, just gotta make myself presentable,” she said as she opened the bathroom door. Her first instinct was to step on the sleek, enticing scale in the corner. Amber had realized during her stay at the fat camp a few weeks earlier that the livestock scale they’d bought had been extremely inaccurate (perhaps she should have been tipped off by the fact that the seller was a semi-literate middle-aged man with a glass eye who kept mumbling to himself). The new model, more conventional but whose digital readout made it that much more alluring, beckoned to Amber for her to find her number. She knew Sally wouldn’t be pleased (she always looked forward to Wednesday weigh-ins), but Amber couldn’t resist. She inched closer to the scale, her whole body jiggling with every step. Amber had to feel around for it once she got next to it, as her belly blocked it from her view. She stepped on, and held her stomach in so she could see the numbers. The number spiraled around, finally settling on 4-8-8. It wasn’t a nice round number like 500, but she would take it. 

Amber finally took the time to look in the mirror, something she hadn’t really had time for since the new semester. Her face, which previously hadn’t changed all that much from her high school years, had recently become much rounder and chubbier, and her double chin was now very noticeable. Amber appreciated this; she just wanted her high school years to wash away completely, and now she didn’t have her 17 year-old self’s visage looking back at her. She looked down, and recognized how much her boobs had grown, now clearly past Sally’s infamous knockers. Her belly, one huge paunch, now completely covered her front, and her wide, soft hips bulged over her waistband. Amber could feel her wide butt brushing one of the towels hanging behind her, and turned around to see it for herself. Each huge cheek was threatening to rip apart the fabric of her underwear, which reminded her that is was finally time to change. After having some minor trouble zipping up the capris, she was finally ready for the world. 

“What were you doing in there?” Sally asked with an arched eyebrow. 

“Just being a little vain,” Amber replied, smiling. Just then, she caught a look at the watch on Sally’s wrist. “8:25? Damn it!” Amber yelled. “I’m gonna be late.” 

“Aren’t you gonna eat?” Sally asked with a pout. 

Amber groaned as she picked her backpack up off the couch. “I can’t be late to Mr. Gerard’s class again; he’s already mad at me for the last couple of times as it is.” 

“Fine,” Sally replied, disappointedly. “Remember, you said you’d do my French paper for me today. I need to turn it in by 3 or they’ll put me on academic probation?” 

“I’m not going to have the time—“ Amber started. 

“You promised.” Sally retorted, in a adolescent tone. 

Amber sighed. “Alright,” she said, annoyed, as she walked out the door. “Bye.” 

“Bye,” Sally said under her breath, arms crossed. 

*****

By the time Amber arrived at the classroom a mere seven minutes later, she was flat-out exhausted. She had tried jogging a short distance, and then remembered why she hadn’t attempted that in months. Every part of her huge body jiggled furiously, and she knew how silly she must have looked. By the time she flung open the doors to the classroom, she was just ready to find her desk and have this little ordeal over with. This is when she realized everybody, including the teacher, was staring right at her. 

“Ms. Jensen, the class has already started. Would you please take your seat?” Mr. Gerard gestured toward Amber’s desk. 

“R-right,” Amber stammered. She maneuvered her way through the various rows of students, accidentally brushing against several people with her rear, until she finally found her seat. She had to suck in her stomach just to be able to fit between the chair and the desk, and when she breathed out, the top roll of her stomach spilled onto her desk. Her wide bottom hung over the edges of the chair to such an extent that it was almost hard for anyone else to even see the chair itself. Amber was normally turned on by stuff like this, but at the moment, she was too stressed to care. She hated acting all antsy and stupid like this, it was so…high school. She told herself to stop and get to work. 

She took out a few sheets of paper and a French-English dictionary and began writing Sally’s paper. Over the next hour, she worked diligently, tuning out the voices around her. At the end of class, after everyone else had left, Mr. Gerard called her up to the front of the room. 

“What were you doing during class?” 

“I was taking, um, notes.” 

Mr. Gerard wasn’t convinced. “Then what were we talking about?” 

“French Revolution, right?” 

“Amber, that was last week.” Mr. Gerard sighed. “You were working on a paper for Mrs. DuBois’ French class, I recognize the book.” 

Amber started blushing with nervousness. “It isn’t for me, it’s for a friend.” 

 “And that’s supposed to make it better? You need to concentrate on yourself and your own work, and not be carrying somebody else.” 

Amber had no answer, and just walked out quietly, with her head down. 

******

Sally was watching TV when Amber came through the door in a huff. 

“What’s wrong?” Sally asked, looking away from the screen. 

Amber threw her things down angrily on the couch. “I got in trouble today in class for doing your stupid paper. And I like Mr. Gerard’s class! I can’t believe you got me into that situation.” 

Sally got up from her chair. “Got you into it? You said you’d help me out!” 

“Help you out? You haven’t even looked at any of your books this year. If it weren’t for me, you’d have gotten kicked out of school.” 

“So? I thought you wanted me here.” 

“Well, not if you’re just going to be taking advantage of me!” replied Amber, angrily. 

Sally was stung. “If we’re going to talk about taking advantage of people, I help you get fat, spending all my money on food for you, and you can’t even do a stupid paper for me?” 

Amber walked over to her backpack and ripped out the pieces of paper. “I wrote it, okay? God.” Amber paused for a little. “If you can’t take a little bit of responsibility for anything in your life, then…I don’t know if we can be together anymore.” 

“Wh-what?” Sally couldn’t believe this was happening. 

Amber picked up her bag and walked out the door, mumbling something about picking up her stuff some other time. Sally stood in the hallway with tears in her eyes, watching Amber walk out of her life. What she couldn’t see was that Amber was crying too. 

*******

Tired and weary after having walked across campus, Amber settled herself under the overhang of a bus stop and fumbled through her bag for her cell phone. She dialed a few numbers, and waited for an answer. “Hey, Megan? I-it’s Amber, from Newspaper last year? Yeah. Um…could I stop by your place? I need help.” 

****

"Okay. Um, bye." Megan the RA put down her cell phone and sat herself down on her bed. She hadn’t even heard from Amber since graduation, and now she’s acting as her counselor? Megan wasn’t too annoyed; she always thought Amber was a sweet girl, although every so often deadlines transformed that sweetness into an anxiety that caused her to stress-eat tremendously. This was Megan’s theory for why Amber had gotten so big just over the year they worked together, although she heard rumors that Amber’s girlfriend was purposely making her fat. It seemed a little farfetched for Megan to believe, but was that why Amber made the call?

Thinking about her large former classmate caused Megan to reflect on her own time in college. Her experience as TA for Prof. Addleson’s cooking class quickly became legend at Viridian University. Nobody had ever seen a girl double her size in one semester, even a girl forced to eat considerable amounts of cake four days a week. Megan went from mildly chubby to round and flabby in the space of three months, and the school’s physicians couldn’t explain it. As much as she looked forward to going back home for Christmas break (due to how much she hated school), Megan was scared of coming home a complete fat ass and facing…she didn’t even know what. Megan feigned illness and spent the next five months eating almost nothing (because she was too lazy to actually go on a diet plan) and walking the long route to her classes (a minor concession). By the time graduation rolled around, Megan was only about 20 lbs. heavier than her old self, largely in her hefty knockers for which she was very grateful. This was an amount which she felt she could chock up to the stress surrounding writing her thesis (completed the night before it was due) and be done with it. 

In the ensuing eight months, Megan had met a nice young man named Rick in line at the grocery store and now sported an diamond engagement ring, along with another 10 lbs. and the beginnings of a spare tire now that she didn’t feel the need to impress anyone. Megan was glad her fiancée was understanding about her complete lack of drive to get a job or lose weight or doing anything with herself, but she knew that that patience wouldn’t last forever.

As Megan got up, she walked past the mirror in her apartment hallway. Not only was she wearing pink Hello Kitty pajama pants, but they were obviously an old pair. Her belly flab oozed over waistband, as did her love handles, and her butt cheeks were attached to the seat of the trousers like a second skin. Megan undid the drawstring, and felt relief to have the extra room. She thought her big boobs looked great in the Weezer t-shirt she had on, though her belly kept it about a half-inch from meeting with her waist. Megan leaned over to the mirror and kissed her reflection, a quirk she’d been doing in front of reflective surfaces for years, and smiled. Megan could see a hint of a double chin as she straightened up, but decided not to give it a thought as she walked over to her kitchen.

Right as Megan was taking a coffee mug out of the cupboard, she heard the doorbell ring. Did her reminiscing that last long? She made her way to the door, almost tripping on a Subway wrapper, and seeing a blonde girl through the keyhole, let her in. 

Amber said “Hi,” and walked right in. Megan saw the entire girl for the first time in eight months; she tried to speak, but words couldn’t come out. Amber must have put on over two hundred pounds since the last time they talked. Her huge belly swayed as she walked (or rather, waddled) in, and her wide backside seemed to be on the verge of destroying what must have been size 28 (or could it be 30?) jeans. Megan had never seen a person this big, and was fearful as Amber sat down on the couch whether it would even support the girl. Megan breathed a sigh of relief as Amber sat her voluminous backside down and she only heard minor creaks; nothing broken. She still hadn’t moved.

Breaking the silence, Amber asked nicely, “Can you make me some coffee, Meg? And a muffin, too? I’m so exhausted after the trip.” As Amber shifted herself on the couch to get comfortable, the furniture continued to creak.

Megan laughed nervously. "Sure! Um, sure thing."

*****

Sally sniffed a few times as she used her hand to wipe the tears form her cheeks. She had been crying for over an hour on her bed after Amber had left, clutching to her favorite panda stuffed animal, Mr. Fluff. Sally never foresaw Amber leaving; it seemed to come completely out of nowhere. In her head, Sally lashed out at Amber, for ruining their relationship by acting like this, by walking out on her. Sally had been feeding her years, and was she getting anything in return?

After awhile of this, Sally came to realize that the argument wasn’t about any of that. It would have been easier for Sally to deal with Amber being just angry with her. No, Amber was disappointed in her girlfriend for being used. Sally knew she made no effort in school, and guilted Amber into doing her work for her. Sally got to live out her secret desires by fattening Amber, while at the same time saddling her closest companion with double the pressures she already faced. When she realized this, Sally felt sick to her stomach. How could she fix this? Maybe…

Sally picked up her European History textbook and flipped to a page with one of Amber’s post-it notes on it. "Chapter Eight: French’s Third Republic." Sally began to read aloud, to no one in particular.

*****

Megan poured the brewed coffee into two mugs and pulled a box of muffins from the cupboard. As she walked over with the refreshments, Amber smiled, accentuating her very chubby cheeks. "You could tell what I really wanted right? Good detective work." Amber stuck her tongue out in a playful way as patted her enormous belly, causing it to jiggle for a few seconds. Amber snatched away the box and immediately began devouring each of the muffins almost whole. Megan sat down next to her, and she could feel Amber’s flab touching her side. 

"So…" Megan began. "What’s, um, up?"

Amber finished swallowing her eighth muffin, and after a small groan as she digested the food, she replied, "Oh, lord. It’s my girlfriend. We had this huge fight; we’ve never even fought before! It was horrible…we said all these things…"

"Like what? " Megan inquired, sipping her coffee.

Amber said, "Like, just her taking advantage of me and all this other stuff. Actually, can I tell you a secret?" Amber leaned in closer to Megan’s ear. "She’s the reason I’m this fat." Amber blushed saying this, not something she did very often.

"Ha, I knew it!" Megan said with a laugh. "I knew it wasn’t just Freshman 15 or 30 or whatever. Of course, you guys certainly weren’t being very subtle about it." Megan patted one of Amber’s side rolls, which made the larger girl blush even further.

Amber rubbed her wide stomach, commenting, "Yeah, not bad progress at all." She leaned forward to get the rest of the muffins from the table, and was chewing as she continued talking. "Though I hardly think you’re one to talk about blimping out. Last winter, you were almost as huge as me!"

"Hey look, it wasn’t my fault! It was the damn cake!" Megan said, almost yelling. "A bajillion calories a day, of course I was gonna turn into a whale. Though I’ve got to admit, it was great being able to push people around with my blubber. A hundred or so pounds in the right places make for a great smothering weapon," Megan added."

"With a huge butt like mine, I’m quite familiar with that tactic." Amber said with a grin that showed off her significant double chin. "So why did you lose it? Well, most of it anyway." Amber teasingly poked Megan in her pudgy stomach, which was resting a few inches onto her lap.

Megan cupped her hand under her own belly. "It was hard carrying that much flab all around campus; I don’t even know how you do it. I think that stupid class has ruined my metabolism or whatever, but this…" Megan jiggled her belly fat for emphasis, "just won’t go away. Needless to say, my overeating credentials are quite firmly established."

Amber laughed. "Ha, right! You’re talking to a 500 plus girl and you go making that kind of claim? Bring it on!"

Megan was puzzled. "You mean like a contest or something?"

"Just some friendly competition, what do ya say?” Amber offered. “You don’t really want to hear any more whiny drama from me, do you? An excuse to eat, and I’m as quiet as a mouse."

"Excellent point," Megan replied. She helped Amber to her feet, and once they got to the kitchen, the larger girl began tearing through all of the shelves, unearthing a treasure trove of snacks. "They’re for, um, winter hibernation," Megan said in defense.

Amber carried the snacks into the living room and spread them on the surface of the table. Amber immediately looked down at her the overburdened waist of her jeans, and began undoing her belt. "Not taking a chance with these," she said. As Amber managed to unbutton her jeans, and Megan’s mouth was agape as she saw the girl’s tremendous stomach pour out onto her lap. Amber sighed relief and patted her newly free belly as she turned to Megan. "Jealous much?"

"Hardly," Megan replied with a smirk. "This is a one-time thing, right?"

Amber replied, "Of course," as she dug into a bag of mini-chocolate chip cookies. Megan took a tray of Bagel Bites she’d quickly microwaved and started with one, and quickly devoured the rest individually. 

****

The girls spent the next few hours like this, in a starch and sugar-filled haze. By midnight, the food was entirely gone, and both girls were nearly sedate. Megan was clutching her very swollen tummy, her mouth smeared with an odd mixture of tomato sauce and peanut butter; she couldn’t believe she’d gone along with something this insane. Amber merely sat content with a smile, her hand draped over her enormous stomach; she loved gorging like this, it made her feel absolutely enormous. 

Amber turned over to her side with great effort, her belly almost spilling over the side of the couch. She poked Megan’s shoulder with one pudgy finger. "Not so bad now, was it? I believe I won, by the way."

Megan groaned as she attempted to sit up steadying her gurgling stomach. "Those results may be disputed; I feel like I ate a Buick. At least there was no cake in sight."

Amber thought for a second, then asked, "Hey, do you mind if I stay here for awhile? I don’t think I’m ready to go back to school and everything."

"Sure, I just lost my roommate, so I’ve got room. Going to have to share a bed, if you don’t mind."

"Gotta make the fiancée jealous, right?" Amber replied with a devilish smile. "Tomorrow, we should probably go to the grocery store or something ‘cause I think we completely cleared out your place. But for now let’s—" Megan looked over and saw that Amber had immediately fallen asleep. Megan decided to do the same, and after eating a spare KitKat that she saw lying next to Amber, she turned out the light.

* * *
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