Alice felt vaguely dissatisfied after this week’s sleepover. Part of it, of course, was that Laurie hadn’t attended, and Alice was sad to miss one of her two best friends. Luckily, Jen was always fun, and even Jen’s new acquaintance Mallory, if not nearly as personable as Alice had hopes, wasn’t bad people.  Still, there was something missing and Alice was having trouble articulating exactly what it was.


Her stomach, however, knew better than her brain what was missing: Food.  At every sleepover, Laurie made sure that Alice finished the night completely stuffed to the gills, burstingly full of sweet treats so that she finally passed out on the floor like a beached whale. By this point, Alice was so used to gorging that it didn’t even register that Laurie was forcing food into her with suspicious eagerness. But with Laurie absent from this week’s sleepover, Alice had eaten only her natural fill.  That was a still a lot of food and Alice had still drifted off to sleep with an uncomfortably full belly. But without the subtle influence of Laurie, Alice hadn’t binged quite as much as usual.  The poor naïve girl had no idea of the change; her conscious brain was unaware that she’d eaten slightly less than usual.  But on a subconscious level she knew she needed more to make up for that.


So naturally, on Saturday night, when she asked Tyler to come over for a bit, she also asked him to pick up a couple pizzas on the way.  At least two. Big ones. And a liter of cola. Two.


Now, the couple was sitting on Alice’s bed, watching TV.  Tyler had eaten a few slices of pizza, but the vast majority had already found its way into Alice’s tubby little tummy.  Not that Tyler minded, he couldn’t help but watch with rapt fascination as Alice’s pudgy hand picked up another slice and brought it to her eager lips.


“Mmm s’good pizza,” mumbled Alice through her bulging cheeks.  She shifted in bed to get more comfortable, her movement causing the buttons of her pajama top to creak.  Alice rarely bothered with pajamas when she slept now; she had grown so round and plump that pajamas were little more than a hassle. Instead, she preferred to flop into bed wearing nothing but her panties and maybe an undershirt, nothing that would constrain her flowing, rounded curves. More often, she wouldn’t bother wearing anything at all and would instead sleep completely naked. However, since Tyler was sleeping over, she had made an effort to be decent and had squeezed herself into the last pajamas that she could remember comfortably fitting into. They didn’t fit all that comfortably anymore.  The chubby little blonde had eaten and gorged and munch munch munched her way into true obesity, so much that she looked like a round little pumpkin.  Her pale blue pajama pants clung to her rounded buttocks and hefty hips, rubbed nearly threadbare in her crotch by the constant rubbing of her thick, chubby thighs. Her pajama top didn’t reach all the way to connect with the pants, leaving her rubbery, blubbery spare tire completely exposed, including her deep, dark navel, surrounded by thick wobbling flesh. The buttons of her top still buttoned, although they did strain a tad. That was sure to change soon.


“I’m so glad that you could come over tonight,” said Alice, smiling.  She chewed thoughtfully on her pizza.  “After last night, I really needed to see you!”


“Why? What happened last night?”


Alice shrugged. “I dunno, it was just weird!  Laurie wasn’t there. Instead, Jen just brought over some new friend named Mallory.”


“Oh, what was that like?”


“She’s okay. But I’m worried about Jen and Laurie. I’ve never seen them apart like that. They’re usually inseparable! I think they must have gotten into a fight or something.”  Alice pushed the last of her pizza slice into her mouth and absentmindedly reached over to grab another slice, her fat belly bunching up like a pile of bicycle tires when she moved.  Leaning over wasn’t easy for a girl as round as Alice, because her own fat formed a cushion around her that impeded stretching. After a moment of futilely grasping at the last slice, she gave up. “Oof! That’s hard work!”


“Here, let me help you.” Tyler picked up the slice and held it to Alice’s mouth.


“Oh, thank you, Tyler!” squealed Alice, “That’s so thoughtful!” She closed her eyes and opened her mouth to accept the tempting treat.  Deep down, it might have bothered her a little to find that something as simple as bending over was now so difficult that she needed help, but she was more concerned with eating right now.  Besides, this was just one more item on the list of things that Alice was finding harder to do these days. Like tie her shoes. Or get out of bed in the morning.


In fact, one of the main reasons that she liked having Tyler spend the night was because she found it strangely difficult to rise out of bed in the morning. She knew, of course, that she was getting a little more pudgy lately, but surely she couldn’t actually be so fat that she was getting close to being bedbound.  She did have a ways to go before she became trapped by immobility, but her mobility was becoming more limited.  Alice was finding every excuse she could to avoid moving now that even walking was tiring her out.  Her lack of movement, coupled with her voracious appetite, only meant that she was blowing up faster than ever, slowly but surely growing into the perfect plump pumpkin-shaped piggy of Laurie’s dreams.


 “If they’re fighting, I want to do something to help,” said Alice, still chomping happily on the last of her pizza. “But what can I do to help them make up again?”


“Well, is there anything that they really like to do?”


Alice thought for a moment. “Shopping? Cheerleading? Eating?”


“I think those are the things that you like to do,” said Tyler gently.


“No, they like them too! That’s why we’re such a good friends!  We all went down to the mall last week to buy some new clothes together because…um, well, I guess we needed new clothes.”  Alice blushed a tiny bit, remembering that the real reason they had taken that trip was because the three fat cows had almost simultaneously had three wardrobe malfunctions with Laurie popping a button, Jen splitting a seam, and Alice breaking a belt.  That was the shopping trip where Alice had finally bought a new wardrobe in size 18, mainly because she refused to yet move into a much-needed size 20.  These pajamas, for example.


Alice’s eyes strayed down to the empty pizza box. She had just finished the last slice.


She looked up at Tyler, her lip quivering, her big blue eyes pleading.


“Tyler, do you think you could get some more pizza?” 


After the third pizza, Alice thought she had finally reached her limit.  She hadn’t even noticed that Tyler didn’t eat any pizza this time round and that she had gobbled the entire pie herself, leaving her feeling warm and bloated but very thirsty.  She had already consumed an entire liter bottle of soda over the course of her meal, so now she turned her attention to the second.


“Please, the cola,” she huffed. Tyler dutifully handed it over.


Alice tilted the liter bottle back and began to chug. Glug, glug, glug. Slowly, silently, the seconds ticking by, her entire focus on nothing more than to get as much delicious, sugary pop inside her as possible. 


When the bottle was empty, she dropped it to the floor with a loud grunt.

Alice stared at the giant mound before her.  She had never eaten so much at one time before!  Only now, that the feeding frenzy was over, did she start to feel the familiar pain of an overstuffed tummy.


“Oh God, Tyler, help me! I’m too full… I’m going to explode! OOoooooh!” Alice moaned at the pain.  She wanted to massage her titanic tummy but she was so obscenely full that she was afraid that even touching her stomach might be enough to rupture it.  Why had she eaten so much? She knew that she was going far, far beyond her limits but she just hadn’t been able to stop herself, and now she was paying the price for her insatiable gluttony!


Even worse, drinking all that soda was a terrible idea! Her bladder felt burstingly full, and her enormously stuffed stomach was pressing on it.


“Ohhh, please, do something! I need to pee!”


“Here, I’ll help you up.”


“N-no! Please! Be gentle! I’m so bloated I’ll burst! Seriously, Tyler, I think I’m going to pop like a balloon!”


With Tyler’s help, Alice waddled ponderously down the stairs, holding on to her gigantic belly lightly, just enough to keep to from being jostled too much.  She could feel all the fizzy soda that she had drunk still sloshing around inside her and she half feared that if she jostled it, it might start to bubble up…and that would be able to blow her apart at the seams!


Even Alice’s slow, laborious waddle was enough to send thick ripples through her excessive blubber. And her jiggling body was enough to upset the carbonated soda in her round tummy, setting it to bubble and fizz.


“Ooof, my stomach feels fizzy,” mumbled Alice, before burping loudly.  Her cheeks went crimson as her hands shot to her mouth. “Oops! Excuse me! Oh dear.”


She had barely squeaked out her apology when another loud belch escaped her lips. And then another.  Alice looked down, mortified, but she couldn’t stop herself.  The fizz inside her continued to bubble, making her burp again and again.


“Burp! Whoof, I think I drank – Burp! – too much – Burp! Soda,” said Alice, her pudgy hands resting on her bloated middle.  Indeed, her bulging stomach was sloshing with soda, but as it continued to fizz, Alice began to feel even more bloated.  Suddenly, she realized what was happening: Her fat tummy was swelling beneath her hands, gradually filling up with carbonation as the soda continued to bubble angrily.


“Burp! Oh no – Burp! – I’m –Burrrrrrp! – I’m blowing up!” Alice cried out.  Her ballooning belly puffed out like a big round beachball, pushing her hands apart and slowly making her pajama top ride up. A thick slab of pink flesh was already visible beneath the hem, and more of her waxing gut became visible as its growth pushed her top further up.  Meanwhile, her inflating paunch was also putting increasing strain on the buttons of her pajama top.  


Even near constant belching didn’t do anything beyond slow her expansion; the gallons of soda inside her were fizzing up too quickly for her growth to be stopped by mere burping.  Soon her belly was so tight and bloated that Alice had to lean backwards, supporting herself against the couch behind her like a full-term pregnant woman might.

“Tyler! Burp! Help – burp – me! I’m so full I’m going to fall over!”

“Whoops, don’t worry, Alice, I’ll help you! Oh boy,  you better lie down, I think you’ve still got a ways to go.”

“’A ways to go?’ Burp! What does that mean? Burp! I’m already huge! I can’t get much bigger! I already feel way too tight and bloated! Burp!”


Tyler rushed over, putting his hands behind Alice’s back, to help slowly lower her down to sit onto the nearby bed.  After a few more minutes, her inflation still unabated, she was forced to lie down on her back to giver her belly full room to grow.  Her pajama pants were beginning to feel too confining, but Alice couldn’t reach around her giant paunch to roll the waistband down to her crotch. Instead, she had to wait until the force of her expanding belly did it for her.  Still belching loudly, Alice could only lie sprawled helplessly on her back, watching her gas-filled gut rise before her eyes. The bountiful blonde was so pumped up with carbonation that she felt like a helium-filled zeppelin about to rise up and float away.

“Ohhhhhh,” moaned Alice, sweat beading on her brow.  Her stomach felt so tight that she was sure that she must surely be ready to explode! But all she could do was lie there helplessly, barely able to wiggle her hands or feet, as her titanic tummy grew. The poor fat girl felt an enormous and growing pressure behind her navel, and she felt sure that her belly button was about to pop from an innie to an outie if she kept swelling for much longer. “Burp! Oh, no wonder they call it soda pop! If I don’t stop blowing up soon, I’m going to pop too! Burp!”


“I’ll go find you some pepto bismol,” said Tyler, “I know we’ve got some in the house.”


“Will that –burp—help? Owwww, it hurts!” Alice moaned. She turned to look at her boyfriend, only to see his face disappear over the arc of her inflating gut.  Once sloshy and soft, her belly was no completely filled with gas to the point that it was as hard as a rock and nearly as perfectly round as a balloon.  The buttons on her pajama top were stretched to their capacity, and Alice was afraid that she would surely burst them at any moment.  Her mother had started to search her room lately, mostly in hopes of finding the contraband junk food that she was certain her daughter was hiding, and Alice had struggled to hide all the evidence of her outgrow clothing too.  She had begun working at Pizza-By-the-Pound precisely because her mother refused to buy new clothing for her blimping daughter, annoyed that all her money was being wasted as Alice simply outgrew sizes too quickly, so she was embarrassed to admit that her little clothes-fitting problem was only getting worse.  She was careful to hide her wardrobe malfunctions – her split shorts and broken zippers – so that her mother wouldn’t suspect just how quickly Alice was bloating into a heavyweight hippopotamus, but the last thing she needed was yet another busted shirt on her conscience.  Alice subconsciously held her breath, eying the quivering buttons with dread. Unfortunately, holding her breath only made the problem worse. Unable to escape, the carbonation built up even faster inside her and her inflation doubled quickly, puffing her poor, abused belly out even faster and instantly blowing the first button off her shirt with a ping!


“Oh no,” breathed Alice.


“No…burp!...more…burp!...can’t…hold anymore…gonna…burst!” cried Alice. The poor girl was inflated to her absolute limits; she looked like someone had shoved a bicycle pump into her mouth and pumped her full like a balloon.  She had busted most of the buttons off her pajama top, only the top three guarding her bosom were still intact and they were hanging on for dear life as Alice’s chest heaved wildly with her panicked breathing.  Alice was, in fact, having a hard time getting enough air with her over-inflated stomach pressing down on her poor lungs! She almost wished that someone could prick her with a pin to release all that bent-up gas! At the very least, she had finished inflating, so now her constant burping would gradually let her deflate back to normal. Not soon enough to save her busted shirt, but at least she wasn’t going to explode.


That was something to be thankful for, at least!


But, she still had to pee!


“Tyler, please,” she waved her chubby arms futilely. She was too big and round to get up by herself. Tyler grabbed her hands and pulled with all his might.  Alice barely moved from the couch. She was just too heavy!


“Ohhhh careful, careful!” she squealed, followed by another loud belch. 


“Maybe I can push you up,” said Tyler.  He walked over to the other side of Alice, grabbed her shoulders and tried to push her into a sitting position.  Alice moaned and whined. She was still so inflated with gas that sitting was really uncomfortable.


“Careful, Tyler, don’t jostle me too much or I’ll – hiccup! Uh oh!”  Alice covered her mouth as she released the first hiccup.  The hiccup caused her entire body to bounce and jiggle, once again setting the carbonation fizzing. She felt herself start to swell again.


“Tylerrrr! It’s starting again! Hiccup!”  The bottom-most of Alice’s three remaining buttons gave up the ghost, blowing off of her top as her already spherical gut bubbled even bigger.


“It’s okay, Alice, just keep burping and you’ll be fine!” Tyler reassured her as he finally managed to push her upright.  With another grunt and a might heave, he succeeded in raising her growing girlfriend to her feet.


“Burrrrp!” Alice didn’t need to be told twice as another burp escaped her chubby lips. “Hiccup! Please, Tyler, help me get to the bathroom!”


Alice was a sight as she wobbled and jiggled her way across the room – every hiccup made her balloon slightly, every burp made her shrink slightly.  But with Tyler’s help she managed to reach the restroom.


“Gimmie a second, please,” said Alice as she disappeared inside to relieve herself.  She was honestly a little worried about using the toilet.  She had been blimping so severely lately that Alice was starting to have trouble with mundane daily tasks like getting out of bed and dressing herself. How could she be expected to dress right when she couldn’t see her feet? When she couldn’t even reach around her own voluminous girth?  She was half-afraid that, with her new globular size and shape, she might not be able to use the toilet by herself. But she was too embarrassed to admit that yet, so she needed to try for herself. “Just wait right here.”


She closed the door and Tyler waited dutifully until he heard a flush.  He continued to wait until he heard Alice’s plaintiff voice.


“Tyyyyler, I… I need your help!”


Tyler knocked on the door. “What’s the matter? Did you finish peeing?”


“Yeah, I did, I’m fine. I just…I need your help standing up!”


“Okay, I’m coming in.”


Tyler pushed open the door to find Alice still sitting on the toilet, her pants around her pudgy ankles.  


“Um, I’m too fat to get up,” said Alice, blushing redder than ever before. “She hiccupped again, followed by another burp. “Ow, that’s starting to hurt! I hope these hiccups don’t last much longer. Hiccup!”


Tyler was mesmerized by the soft bounce and sway of Alice’s blubber roles whenever she hiccupped. She was so soft that she looked like a bowl of gelatin jiggling.


“Tyler? Tyler? Help me, please!”


“Oh right!” Tyler shook his head to clear his mind. He once again grabbed hold of Alice’s hands and hoisted her to her feet.


“Oh thank you, Tyler!” Alice squealed in relief.  She leaned forward and kissed Tyler in gratitude. Then she looked down. Her pajama pants were still around her ankles, so her entire lower torso, and her plump pussy, were fully exposed.  Was it possible for her to blush any redder?  Alice attempted to bend down, but she was so round and fat that she nearly lost her balance, her overburdened knees creaking and popping.


“Here, Alice, let me get those for you.” Tyler squatted down to grab Alice’s pants and pull them up around her waist.  It was actually harder than he expected.  These stretchy cotton pants weren’t stretchy enough for Alice’s enormous body, so he had to struggle to pull them up over her wide butt and hefty hips. He also couldn’t help but notice that there was no longer any drawstring in the pants.  Alice was so fat that she didn’t need one anymore, she simply filled the pants entirely with her corpulence. The revelation made Tyler instantly hard again, but he struggled to hide his arousal from his embarrassed girlfriend.


“Please, Tyler, help me back to the couch! I’m too fat to do it by myself!”


“Sure thing, Alice, it’s my pleasure.”


Keeping one hand around Alice’s waist (as far around as he could manage), Tyler maneuvered the overstuffed cutie back to the couch, where she collapsed in a heap.  


“Oh my god, I can’t believe I’ve gotten so big,” mumbled Alice. “What am I going to do if I keep growing like this? I’m going to need you around all the time to take care of me!”


Tyler started to go a little red himself. “Is that so bad? I wouldn’t want anything more than to help take care of you!”


Alice smiled and giggled. “Oh Tyler, you’re so sweet!”

Alice bit her lip.  They were only one room away from the kitchen now, and Alice’s sensitive nose could already sense that food was near. Technically, it was near breakfast, wasn’t it? The idea was making her hungry in spite of herself, but she restrained herself from asking for any more food.  What would Tyler think is his overstuffed girlfriend, who moments before had been moaning that she was surely about to explode, was now begging for more treats?


Eventually, though, hunger won out over decorum.


“Tyler, Could you bring me some food? I’m… hungry again!”


Laurie wasn’t sure how long it had been since her argument with Jen. Time didn’t seem to have any meaning now.  Her mother had finally convinced her to start going to school again – okay, she had to admit that her mother was right that a week WAS  lot of school to miss and she couldn’t really afford to let her grades slip too much. Even so, it was hard to concentrate, knowing that she might run into Jen at any time.  She had managed to avoid Jen and Alice at school and had cancelled every cheer practice since she got back; her teammates were probably pretty confused about what was going on, unless Jen had already told them. Whatever. Let Jen tell them. Laurie didn’t care.


Laurie pulled the lever on her recliner, dropping herself into a new horizontal position.  That was much more comfortable. She reached down and adjusted the straining elastic waistband on her panties.  As usual, she didn’t bother wearing clothes when she was at home, preferring to lounge around in her underwear like the decadent diva she was. She’d been eating since she got home, since the tingly sensations of an overfull belly helped her forget her unresolved problem with Jen. She scooped another spoonful of ice cream out of the carton she cradled between her tits and shoved it into her mouth. She was already so bloated that she had to lie back, she couldn’t tolerate a sitting position because it put too much pressure on her distended tummy, but lying down had its drawbacks too. For one thing, she couldn’t see the television over her ballooning boobs and belly. She could see the glow of the screen faintly illuminating the very peaks of her heaving bosom, but otherwise it sounded like the TV’s dialogue was coming from her chest.  Her left boob must have told a particularly funny joke, because the laugh track was going crazy.


Laurie was barely paying attention. She spooned another scoop of ice cream out of the tub and dropped it in her mouth, lying still, eyes glazed over, as the cold dessert melted in her mouth.  It was too cold to chew, so she just waited.  After a few moments, she felt a dribble of melted ice cream still to spill down her double chin, so she quickly swallowed and licked her lips.  She wiped her chin with one meaty arm and then licked her arm to catch the last residue. She was so involved in making sure that she didn’t waste even a molecule of ice cream that she barely noticed when the door slammed. Her mother was home.


“What a work out!” Her mother had just come back from her yoga class at the gym. “I think I must have bruised all my chakras! Oh Laurie, what are you doing?”


Laurie didn’t turn to look at her mom, so she only noticed her presence when her mom walked into Laurie’s field of view.


“Oh. Hi, Mom.”


“Laurie Belmontes! What are you doing here? I thought that you were over this little depression episode of yours! This is very ungroovy.”


“Shut up, mom, I’m doing my own thing. I’m staging a, uh, a happening.” After years of listening to her mother’s hippie quackery, Laurie had become adept at throwing the older woman’s favorite new age terms back in her face.  Laurie’s mom frowned.


“You know, Laurie, you were begging me to renew your gym membership after you, uh, had that little incident with the slide in the back yard, but I don’t think that you’ve actually gone to the gym once.   


“Mom, stop it, I don’t need this.”


“Laurie, I think that you do! Look at yourself! I think that it’s very important to keep a good mind/body balance, but you are completely unbalanced! You’re way too much body these days!”


She poked her finger into Laurie’s exposed belly and found that it sank into the supple blubber all the way to her knuckle before she hard the firm, stuffed stomach beneath.


“Mom, cut that out!” Laurie groaned, suddenly snapped out of her ice cream stupor by her mom’s prodding.  She dropped the now empty ice cream tub to the ground beside her and waved her hands over her stomach to shoo her mother away. Her mother wasn’t finished, though.


“Laurie, really, how can you expect to keep your spiritual essence in sync when you’re ignoring all your other needs for eating? You should know that eating is only one part of the karmic wheel, you shouldn’t exclude all the other things in life!” 


She placed both hands on the vast doughy expanse of Laurie’s middle and shook them back and forth, sending a cascade of jiggling through the blimping babe’s rounded belly.


“Mom, stop that!” howled Laurie, getting annoyed.


“Hmm? Are you going to stop me?” asked her mother, still shaking Laurie’s gut.


“I’m not going to stand for this anymore!” snapped Laurie as she grabbed hold of the chair’s armrests and attempted to push herself into a sitting position.  No dice.  Laurie grunted and puffed, but found that she was too weak and flabby to hoist her hefty body out of the reclining position.  She tried again, her teeth clenched, sweat breaking out on her forehead.  Her mother watched, horrified and fascinated, as her obese daughter struggled with something so simple.  After a third attempt, Laurie grunted in resignation and flopped back down.  Instead, she reached down to grab the recliner lever and pull the chair itself back into a sitting position.


“Alright,” she said sourly, “I guess I could go to the gym.”

***


Now Laurie was determined to do something about her sky-rocketing weight. That little incident at the slide, where she’d become stuck due to her own corpulence, hadn’t been the wake-up call that she needed, but her mother’s insistent jiggling finally made her acknowledge that it was time for action.  She needed to drop some serious poundage if she hoped to maintain her position as alpha cheerleader, especially if Jen ended up blabbing the plan to Alice and foiling her attempts to grow Alice into the team hippo.


Laurie had not been to the gym in quite some time, so she was a little out of her element.  She stood at the front desk, duffel bag slung over her shoulder, drumming her manicured nails on the countertop, peering at the fit and toned young people walking past her.  She couldn’t help but feel a little out of place; she was about as big around as any two of these gym rats. They all looked like people who worked out constantly, whereas Laurie was the size of an escaped hippopotamus. In addition, all these gym bunnies were wearing tight spandex and short shorts, but Laurie hadn’t changed into appropriate clothes, instead arriving in sweater and jeans.


The girl behind the desk cleared her throat. “I’m sure the personal trainer that you ordered will be here any minute, Miss Belmontes,” she said nervously.


“She should be here now,” snarled Laurie. “I’ve been waiting almost two minutes!”


“Well, you didn’t have an appoint – never mind.” The girl quickly shut up as Laurie flashed her a poisonous glare.  Whatever, she wasn’t paid enough to deal with problem customers like this! Laurie Belmontes had for years maintained a gym membership; she used to be a regular a long time ago, when she first started cheerleading and thought she might need some extra practice to stay in shape. But as she’d grown rounder and lazier over the years, she had stopped coming at all. Now she showed up out of the blue one day and demanded a session with a personal trainer! The desk clerk had tried her best, but there was only one trainer available on such short notice.  Poor Sophie! It was a shame that such a nice girl was going to get stuck with this bossy blimp for the next hour, but there wasn’t much that she could do. Oh, and here she came now!


Laurie pushed her sunglasses down her nose to get a better look at the trim gym bunny coming her way.  Sophie was only a couple years older than Laurie, a trim but muscular black girl with thick dreadlocks and a tight body in her spandex workout clothes.  From the looks of her well-defied muscles, Laurie guessed that she was probably an ex-gymnast.


“Hey there, are you Laurie Belmontes?” Sophie asked, checking her clipboard to make sure that she had read that right. “I’m Sophie, I’ll be your trainer for the next hour. Why don’t you come back into the office with me and we can talk about what you want to get out of your workout?”


“It’s about time,” muttered Laurie, pushing herself up from her leaning position against the desk and waddling after Sophie.  Sophie could hear Laurie panting and mumbling behind her as they walked, but she didn’t say anything.  She had only briefly glanced at Laurie’s chart after hearing that the bulbous bitch was at the front desk demanding a trainer immediately.  It had said that she was a cheerleader, so Sophie was beyond surprised to see a girl this monumentally huge.  Laurie looked like a cow!  There was no way that a girl that size could effectively cheerlead unless her whole routine involved rolling around on the ground helplessly. Also, even in that bulky sweater, Laurie’s massive melons were still obviously bouncing along with her slightest movements, so Sophie wasn’t sure how she could do any exercise without smacking herself in the face. 


“Here we are.” Sophie opened the door to her office and ushered Laurie inside. For a split second, Sophie wondered if Laurie would actually fit. Laurie slowed down as she approached the door, almost as if she was having the same worry. Sophie could see nervous sweat breaking out on Laurie’s brow, but the busty bitch didn’t change her expression at all. If she was at all nervous about fitting, she certainly didn’t want to show it. But Sophie did hear a quiet gasp as Laurie subconsciously held her breath to pull in her gargantuan gut – as if that would help reduce her enough to pass through the doorway.  Maybe that did help, because, in any case, Laurie pushed through without incident, although Sophie thought she saw Laurie’s hips brushing the sides of the doorjamb.


Once inside the office, Laurie dropped her duffel bag into a chair and quickly unzipped it.  Sophie was just closing the door when she noticed that Laurie was already shimmying out of her clothes.


“Now then, Laurie, what are you hoping to – whaaa? Laurie! You’re not supposed to change here! Wait until you get in the locker room!”


“No time for that, sweetie, I’m going to lose some of this extra poundage,” said Laurie, nonchalantly pulling her sweater over her head and freeing her colossal chest. “And you’re going to help you, understood?”

Sophie was stunned.  Clad in just her splintering sports bra, there was no hiding Laurie’s massive monoliths. Sophie could tell from a glance that Laurie was a top-heavy girl, but she had not been prepared for just HOW top-heavy. Her breasts were as big as fully inflated beach balls, bouncing and rippling as Laurie struggled to pull off her snug jeans and pull on a pair of spandex stretch pants.  Sophie was even more surprised to see the size of Laurie’s tummy. It was so round and tight that it looked like she had just finished a three course meal.


“Did…did you eat a big lunch?” asked Sophie.


“I’ve been carob loading,” said Laurie with a sneer that turned into a belch. In reality, she had just finished a big lunch of creamy pasta alfredo and she was still feeling uncomfortably full.


Sophie could tell; Laurie’s rotund belly puffed out over the waistband of her spandex stretch pants like a big pink dome, obviously stuffed tight.  Who stuffed themselves before coming to the gym?


Laurie had meant to only eat a light snack before her workout, but she just couldn’t help herself. Laurie had reached the point that food and sex were so closely linked in her brain that just eating was enough to turn her on. And that made it harder and harder to stop eating as she grew wetter and more flushed the more her belly filled.  She had not yet reached the point that she was able to orgasm just from stuffing her gut, but, if she continued down this dangerous path, it was inevitable that it would happen someday.  And when that day came, Laurie would be done for. There would be no way that she would be able to control her eating or her weight ever again.  The hefty hedonistic hottie would simply eat until she burst.


That day hadn’t come yet, but Laurie wasn’t doing anything to slow its approach.  If anything, her constant gorging meant that it was drawing closer and closer.  Laurie, as usual, didn’t give much thought to the inevitable consequences, preferring only to dwell on the short term pleasures that her gorging gave her.  Sure, she was worried a little about her figure, but she was still convinced that most of her excess weight was going straight to her tits, partly because they had grown so large and full that she couldn’t see the damage done to her waist or thighs.


“Are you sure you’re up to a workout?” asked Sophie.


“What are you saying?” snarled Laurie. “Are you implying that I’m not fit enough to make it through?”


“No, I just mean… It’s not a good idea to exert yourself that strenuously right after a big meal. If you need to sit down for a few minutes to digest before we start—“


“I’ll be fine,” snapped Laurie.  In truth, she was so full that she wanted nothing more than to sit down and rest for a while, but she didn’t want to admit it in front of her new trainer. “Now listen to me, sweetie, I’m paying good money for this lousy gym membership, so I want to make sure I get the most bang for my buck.  I need to lose some weight and fast. What do you recommend for that?”


Sophie looked Laurie over.  Not only was Laurie clearly severely overweight but she was also seriously overstuffed, so she probably shouldn’t start this client out on anything too strenuous.  She could tell that Laurie was the sort of bitch who would be sure to blame Sophie for anything that went wrong, so she didn’t want Laurie puking in the middle of the gym from overexerting herself.


“Well, I think we should start with some good stretches.”


“How many calories will that burn?” Laurie grunted as she adjusted the waistband of her yellow spandex pants and then hoisted her pillowy pontoons. “I only have an hour, what’s going to work fastest? I want to see results today.”


“You’re not going to see results from just an hour of exercise! It takes a lot of hard work and dedication to lose weight—“


“Ugh, then what am I paying you for? I pay good money to come to this stupid gym, I demand results!” Laurie stomped her foot like a petulant child, causing her billowing bosom to sway so wildly that Sophie was half afraid it might completely blow out of her sports bra.  She could already hear the seams and stitches protesting at the pressure they were being forced to endure!


“Calm down, Laurie! We’ll, uh, make sure that you see some results today. First, why don’t you step on the scale so we can get an accurate reading? Then we’ll know how much progress you’ve made by the time we finish.”


Sophie, of course, knew that Laurie wouldn’t lose an ounce of real flab from such a miniscule amount of exercise. But if she could get this tub of lard to sweat for an hour, she might drop a little bit of water weight and, with any luck, Laurie wouldn’t know the difference. Sophie had met Laurie’s type before. As long as the numbers on the scale were lower, Laurie wouldn’t care whether that meant she was actually thinner or not.


Sophie motioned Laurie over to the corner of her office, where an upright doctor’s scale stood.  Huffing in annoyance, Laurie tottered over to the scale over to pause a good foot before stepping onto the platform.  Normally, at home, Laurie had no trouble standing on a scale (The real trouble came when she tried to peer over her ballooning waistline and massive boobs to read the numbers) but now Laurie’s belly and bust stuck out so far in front of her that they pressed against the upright beam of the scale, preventing her from getting close enough to actually step onto the platform.


“Never mind, we don’t need to worry about this now,” said Laurie, flipping her raven hair and turning away from the scale. “Let’s just get to work alright, sweetie?”


Sophie was firm. “Laurie, I need you to get on the scale.”


Laurie narrowed her eyes. “I do not need to get on the scale,” she snapped. “I already know how much I weigh!. I weigh…” She paused.


“Oh? How much do you weigh?”


Laurie mumbled something under her breath.


“What was that?”


“234 pounds.”


“234 pounds? Really? Are you sure? That seems kind of…low.”


Laurie was aghast. “Low??”


“I mean, a girl of your…voluptuousness…would probably carry a lot more than that.”


Laurie sniffed and stood up straight, thrusting out her chest. It was her usual move when she felt like someone might be pointing out her skyrocketing weight.  This Sophie should be able to see exactly where Laurie’s weight was stored.  She certainly wasn’t some blimping porker like Alice or Jen – Laurie’s weight was going to the right places, right?


Sophie seemed to pick up on the subtle clue, that the way to get around Laurie’s refusal to acknowledge her burgeoning size was to praise her enormous bazongas. “It looks like you’re having trouble with that scale because your breasts are getting in the way.  If I could just get you to stand on your toes, then your bust should just clear the calibration scale, okay?”


Laurie sighed. “I suppose if we have to…”  She grumbled as Sophie adjusted the calibration on the scale, but she dutifully waddled forward on tip toes when Sophie called her to make a second attempt to stand on the scale.  It just worked.  Laurie’s mega milkbags cleared the calibration scale, but her stomach still bumped into the upright beam and kept her away from the platform.


“Um, maybe you could turn sideways?” said Sophie gingerly.  Laurie spun around to face her, eyes flashing, hair whipping.  Was that a crack about her weight?


“I don’t need to turn sideways!” she snapped. “I’m not some sort of fat ass—“


“I mean, your boobs are still in the way!” said Sophie quickly as she backed away from the furious cheerblimp. 


“Oh, Well, of course, “ said Laurie, somewhat mollified. She frowned and pretended to be very interested in her cell phone as Sophie adjusted the scale to show Laurie’s accurate weight.


“300 pounds,” said Sophie, making a check mark on her paper.


“Bullshit,” snapped Laurie, “There’s no way in hell that I weigh 300 pounds. I weigh 234!”


“Sorry, Laurie, but this scale is calibrated correctly. You really do weigh 300 pounds.” Sophie paused, looking Laurie up and down.  Laurie was absolutely massive. How on earth could she be so delusional to only think that she weighed 234 pounds?


“I weighed myself just a few days ago and it said I only weighed 234,” said Laurie insistently. She couldn’t believe that she’d reached a point where she was thinking of 234 as a low weight! But it was pretty low, compared to 300! Holy shit! She was a real jumbo heavyweight if this scale was right!  Laurie tried to peer at the scale, but she couldn’t see the numbers over her own bust line.


“Are you sure your scale at home is calibrated correctly?” asked Sophie.


“Of course it is, I’ve seen it with my own two…eyes…” Laurie trailed off as she realized that, in fact, she hadn’t actually seen the numbers on her home scale in months.  She was too big and rotund to read the numbers herself, so she just relied on her mother to tell her how much it said she weighed. Had her mom been lying to protect her? Or was the scale really off, and she hadn’t noticed? Her mother hadn’t been checking the scale before Laurie stood on it to make sure that it was set to 0, so there was no way of knowing if it had been adjusted correctly. Which meant… she really might be 300!


300 pounds! Holy shit.  Laurie was flabbergasted.  This was even worse than she thought! She had thought that breaking 200 was bad…but now! She was bigger than she’d ever thought possible, she was sure that she’d never get this fat, that she would have just exploded like an overfilled mattress before she was even close to 300! But now…she really was one of the fattest girls in school!


But, if she managed to reduce a little bit today, Jen and Alice would still be fatter. And that was all she needed.


“Are you okay, Laurie?” asked Sophie.


“Fine,” said Laurie curtly, snapping her cell phone shut and shoving it into her duffel bag. “I don’t have time for this crap. Let’s get started right now. I’m a busy girl and I want to get some results before I leave today.” 


Laurie did her best to hide it, but she was in a stunned daze as Sophie led her out onto the gym floor.  300 pounds! 300 pounds! The revelation echoed in her head.  How could she possibly wear 300 pounds?


Sophie, meanwhile, was having the opposite thought. How could Laurie think she weighed anything under 300 pounds?  For a girl that huge to only weigh 234 pounds, she would have had to be a literal blimp – as in, she would have had to be half-filled with helium.


All of a sudden, Laurie stopped short.  Out there, amongst the general crowd of gym-goers, Laurie had spotted a familiar face.  


Who was that over by the treadmill? Was that? It couldn’t be!


It was Jen.


There was no mistaking her, because there still wasn’t another girl in town who could rival that giant rear.  The auburn-haired honey was standing next to the treadmill, her flabby body clad in a green spandex leotard that only served to emphasize her extreme flaring hips and wide rump.  It made her look like a ripe, juicy pear just bursting with juice, and every time that Jen moved, you could see her fleshy bottom wobbling and shaking in time.


She wasn’t here alone, Craig was on the weight machine next to her, grunting as he flexed.  Jen, however, didn’t seem to be exercising. She was just leaning over Craig, talking. Laurie couldn’t hear their conversation from across the room, though.


“What’s the matter, Laurie? Why did you stop? We aren’t anywhere near—“


“Shut up,” snapped Laurie.  She pulled Sophie close to her as she spun around, turning her back to Craig and Jen.  “Listen, just pretend we’re talking. Act natural.”


“What? What the hell is going on?”


“That girl over there,” hissed Laurie.  She nodded her head subtly in Jen’s direction. “The one with the fat ass. I know her.”


Sophie turned her head to catch a quick glance at the girl Laurie had indicated. It wasn’t hard to pick her out in the crowd, because there was only one tubby teen in the whole gym with a behind that wide.  This bootilicious beauty looked like she might be even fatter than Laurie – she was definitely a real wide load – but, whereas Sophie had marveled at how Laurie carried so much of her weight in her magnificent melons, this other girl stored all her excess flab around her hips and buttocks, giving her a pair of thunder thighs the size of tree trunks and big luscious round buns that put watermelons to shame. Even as big as it was, Sophie had to admit that it still stayed shapely – Jen’s rear was round and rumpy, rather than wide and dumpy.


“Who is that?”


“That’s Jen. She’s on my cheer squad.”


“What, really? Are all the cheerleaders at your school that…big?”


Laurie glared, obviously upset by the question. “Yes, they are.”


Sophie had to resist the unprofessional urge to make a comment.  How was that possible? Was there something in the water at that school that was making cheerleaders inflate like balloons?


“She can’t see me here! She’ll know… she’ll know that I’m trying to lose weight! And then she’ll know that I’m fat!”


Anyone who saw you would know that you’re fat, thought Sophie sourly. 


“Holy shit, I think she’s even fatter than the last time I saw her,” said Laurie. Jen and Craig seemed to be deep in conversation and oblivious to the world, so she chanced another glance.  She pushed her shades down her nose and gawked in amazement. Craig had quit the weight machine and was now trying to help Jen lift her massive, rotund body onto the treadmill, but he was having trouble getting a firm grasp on her obese girlfriend’s butter soft blubber.  Laurie watched as a grunting, groaning Craig shoved his shoulder into Jen’s ass cheek, the jiggling flab nearly enveloping him completely.  As he shoved, Laurie could hear him grunting and Jen’s spandex suit creaking all the way across the gym.


“Laurie, we’re not here to worry about other people’s weight,” said Sophie, “We’re here to try and fix your –“


“Shit, she’s looking over here! Get down!” Laurie grabbed Sophie and ducked behind a rowing machine, pulling the confused trainer down with her.  Jen, of course, had never seen Sophie before so there was no reason for her to hide, but whatever.  


Across the room, Jen was stretching her arms up to the air, casually glancing around the gym in boredom as Craig sat gasping on the floor.  She wasn’t interested at all in exercising. She certainly didn’t notice Craig’s frustration as he tried to convince her to mount an elliptical over to be blown off yet again.  But Laurie noticed.


“Hmm, look at that! Craig is trying to get that fat cow to exercise. I wonder…”


“Laurie, really, we only have an hour together, I really think that we should hurry up and get started with your exercises.”


“No, no,” said Laurie, “I want to keep watching them. I think I might have just found the solution to my problem.”



“The problem of your weight?”


“What? No! The solution to something much more important than that!”


Sophie looked bewildered.  What could possibly be a more pressing concern to this baby elephant than her weight? It looked like she had spent way too much time worrying about things other than her weight and as a result she was now swollen up like a human beach ball. 


“What could possibly be more important than that?”


“My friendship with Jen!”


“Your….you’re friends with her? Then why are you talking about her weight like that?”


Laurie shook her head. “You just don’t understand true friendship.”

***


Jen wasn’t sure why Craig had been so insistent that she come to the gym with him. He said that he needed to work out and that he just wanted her to keep him company, but now he kept trying to convince her to work out as well.

Jen gave her boyfriend her best puppy dog eyes, hoping that he would take pity on her. She’d already agreed to wriggle into her old leotard and come to the gym. Wasn’t that enough?


“Craaaaaig, I already worked out today! I, like, totally don’t need to work out anymore.  I’m, like, totally, already tired.”

In reality, Jen couldn’t remember the last time that she’d worked out. The closest thing to a work-out for her was cheer practice, and that barely counted anymore: She spent almost every practice session sitting on the bench with Alice and Laurie, barely moving a muscle. Whatever muscles she had developed in her years of cheerleading had slowly turned to pudding over the last year as Jen grew fatter and fatter and lazier and lazier.  Now she was as soft as butter.  Her old leotard barely stretched around her new curves, the green material strained so tightly across the vast expanse of Jen’s enormous rear that it looked like it might burst if she squatted down too quickly.

“Besides, I totally think I should get a new leotard before I do too much exercise,” said Jen teasingly. She turned away from Craig, aiming her big round ass at him and shaking it back and forth.  She knew that Craig loved her big butt, so this was the perfect way to distract him! “I’m totally way curvier these days, so I don’t think this leotard is going to hold, baby.  I’ve got to be reeeeeally careful that I don’t do the splits right here in front of everyone!”

Jen backed up a few steps, grinding her pillowy buns against Craig’s crotch. She knew he liked it because she could feel his member stiffen, poking into the soft supple flesh of her blubbery badonkadonk.  Jen giggled at the sensation.

Craig cleared his throat. “Look, we’ll be careful, okay? How about just a couple minutes on the treadmill? That won’t involve a lot of stretching, so your leotard won’t be in any danger.”  How ironic! For the last month, Craig had been frustrated by Jen’s complete obsession with food, which now clouded her mind to the exclusion of everything else – even sex!  Part of the reason that he was so eager to help Jen start losing pounds was that he hoped it could help get her mind off of constantly eating. Now that 


“Ugh!” Jen straightened up, annoyed that her seduction gambit hadn’t worked. She stamped her foot in annoyance, immediately causing so much jiggling through her gelatinous thunder thighs and cellulite-covered ass that she looked like a tidal wave of flesh. Craig instinctively took a step backwards as if he was worried that Jen’s leotard might actually explode just from the sheer force of her massive booty quake. “Craig, working out is totally borrrring! I don’t know why you’re so interested in hanging out in this stupid gym and, like, getting all gross and sweaty.  Look at me, I’m already all totally sweaty!”


Jen pointed at herself. She was already drenched wit perspiration because, as fat as she was, just standing upright took a lot of energy. She couldn’t believe that she’d been standing here for at least five minutes!  


“Oof, Craig honey, I’m really, like, getting so tired,’ whined Jen, “I need to sit down.”


“Here, sit down right here, baby.”  Craig pointed to a rowing machine.  Jen stared at the machine’s small seat dubiously.  Jen doubted that the tiny seat could support her weight and, even worse, since most of Jen’s bulk was concentrated in her ass, that meant that the seat would be even more overwhelmed.


“Um, like, I dunno if I should.”


“Just…just try it out, baby! It’ll be fine!”


“I dunno, I’m…kinda big for that, ya know?”  Jen turned to look behind her, her entire field of vision filled by her monumental porky posterior, just barely contained in her lime green spandex.  The leotard was clearly inadequate, because just walking around had forced the back of her garment to ride up her ass crack to the point that she had to keep adjusting herself to remove monster wedgies.  Jen didn’t think much about this, because her empty head was more concerned with her own discomfort, but her bare ass was on display to everyone in the entire gym. Still, even a girl as ditzy as Jen could see that she was way too massive for tat flimsy exercise machine to support her.  Unlike Laurie and Alice, both of whom still lived firmly in the state of denial, Jen didn’t have any illusions about just how obese she had become. Unfortunately, she also didn’t care all that much. And that made Craig’s job all the harder. How could he convince Jen to lose weight when Jen didn’t think that being too fat too walk was a problem?


“Look, I’ll help you. Just lower yourself down slowly!”


“Oh, you’re gonna help me, are you?” giggled Jen. She made a big show of arching her back to thrust out her rear as she lowered herself down.  It wasn’t an easy move.  Jen was inflating so rapidly these days that she no sooner got accustomed to a new lower center of gravity than it became EVEN lower.  Craig tried to help as best he could, supporting Jen’s bulging bottom with his strong hands as she slowly dropped closer and closer to that seat.  It wasn’t easy for him either!  Jen’s weight was testing the limits of Craig’s strength and the poor boy was sweating and grunting as he strained to hold Jen up and prevent her from simply toppling over.


After what seemed like an eternity of struggle, Jen’s bountiful backside finally connected with the seat.  She stuck out a good foot on almost every side of the seat, so her big fat butt looked like it was simply eating the seat as she settled down and her blubber spilled over the edges. The machine creaked and groaned loudly and, for a moment, both Jen and Craig were afraid that it might collapse completely and send Jen tumbling to the floor.  If Jen did spill out of the machine, it would probably cause an earthquake!


“Craaaaig, this machine is gonna break! Do something!” Jen looked absolutely terrified, not least because, if she really did fall down, there wouldn’t be any way that she would be able to get back up.  She was way too tubby to be able to get up without assistance, and she was also so heavy that she doubted that even Craig would be able to lift her. But even if she survived the fall, there was no guarantee that her leotard would make it through in one piece.  The impact would probably be enough to rupture the overworked outfit and reveal Jen’s shame to the entire gym! It was one thing for everyone to see her butt (Jen somehow felt that the strip of dental floss wedged between her butt cheeks gave her enough coverage to avoid being obscene) but quite another to see her completely nude!


The machine groaned loudly and she felt the entire apparatus make a sickening lurch beneath her bulk.  She braced herself for the worst as the whole machine sagged.  She could feel Craig tense up next to her as he too waited with bated breath for the crunch which never came.


After a few moments, Jen breathed a sigh of relief.


“This machine is totally not built for me,” complained Jen, shifting back and forth in the seat. “This chair is way too small! Maybe if there were two seats, it would be okay. But right now, it’s poking my butt!”


Craig would have said something but he couldn’t even see the chair because Jen covered it so completely.


“At least you got some weight off your feet,” said Craig trying to put a positive spin on the situation. At least he had finally convinced Jen to get onto a piece of exercise equipment! Now the next step was to get her to actually USE it!


“Craig, this is, like, really uncomfortable. Can you help me up?” Jen raised her flabby arms and motioned for Craig to help her up.


“C’mon, Jen, you’re already sitting on the rowing machine, why not try it out? Just to see, maybe you’ll like it.”


Jen made a face. “I won’t like it.”


“You won’t know unless you try it. C’mon, just put your feet in the stirrups.”


Craig squatted down to grab hold of Jen’s tree-trunk-like left leg and gently raise it to fit into the stirrup. He had to use both hands to lift her enormously fat calf. Calf? Ha! It was more like a whole cow! Once he was successful, he walked around the machine to do the same with her right leg.


“Craig, I don’t like having my feet off the ground! I don’t think I can, like, balance.”


“Don’t worry, baby, you’ve got enough junk in the trunk to keep you stable even with your feet in the air.”


The last time that Jen had her feet in the air was quite a while ago, thought Craig sourly as he reflected on the couple’s dwindling love life.  It was getting harder and harder to interest Jen in sex when all she wanted to do was eat and when she was so out of shape that even the slightest exertion left her puffed and winded.


Craig grabbed the oars and pushed them towards Jen, who reluctantly took them in her pudgy hands.  She looked up at Craig, still confused.


“Um, like, what am I supposed to do now?”


“You just push the oars. Just like you’re rowing!”


“That is, like, waaaaay too much work,” said Jen. “I’m already tired! I think I’ve already worked out enough.”


Craig sighed quietly. This was harder than he’d thought! Jen was really resistant. Desperate times called for desperate measures.


“Alright, Jen, just hang here for a second, I’ll be right back.” Why was he telling her to sit tight? There was no way that she’d be able to leave without help, so he didn’t really need to worry about that.  He jogged off.


Exiting the main gymnasium, he scanned the hallway until he saw what he needed. There! Right by the bathrooms, there was a vending machine.  He dropped in a few quarters and punched in the code to make the machine drop a granola bar. He knew that Jen wasn’t a huge fan of granola, but he also knew that she was such a glutton that she wouldn’t refuse any food. And, besides, granola was relatively healthy, right?  He wasn’t sure if this plan would work, but it was worth a shot.


Returning to the gym, he found Jen still sitting on the rowing machine. When she sat, her flab rolls bunched up around her, making her look like a green Michelin man, and her ass so completely enveloped the seat that it looked like her booty blubber might soon sag all the way down to touch the floor.


“Um, where did you – oh!”  Jen’s question was cut short as Craig dramatically unwrapped the granola bar.  


“I just went to get you a little treat, Jen. Cuz I think you’re right, you really have worked out a good deal, so you deserve a little bit of a reward.”


“Oooo, Craig, you’re the sweetest! Is it chocolate???”


“Uh, no, it’s granola.”


Jen looked disappointed. “Oh.”


Craig worried briefly that he might have miscalculated, that Jen wasn’t greedy enough to fall for this. But his doubts were soon assuaged as Jen reached out for the treat.


“Well, granola is, like, totally fine, too, I guess! C’mon, Craig, hand it over! I’m totally starving!”


“I have a better idea, baby, we’re going to play a little game.”


“Huh?”


Craig held the granola bar a few feet away from Jen’s face. “I’ll hold the bar here and you just lean forward and take a bite, okay?”


“Craig, that doesn’t sound like fun at all! Can’t you just give it to me?”


“No, baby, let’s try this.”


“Ugh, fine!”


Grunting, Jen pumped the oars and slowly leaned forward.  She couldn’t lean forward as far as she needed to, though, because her jelly rolls inhibited her mobility.


“Ugh, I can’t reach it! It’s too far away, Craig!”


Craig sighed and moved it closer to Jen’s mouth. She took a large bite and flopped backwards, still chewing.  So he hadn’t managed to get her to complete an entire rep, but halfway…well, that was success of a sort.


Jen swallowed her granola, and then pushed forward again, eager for another bite.


“Thish would be better if this wash chocolate,” she said with her mouth full.


“If you can do a few more reps and finish this bar,” said Craig, “I promise that the next one will have chocolate.”


That seemed to motivate Jen, because she started pushing herself harder, sweat pouring off her body and drenching her green leotard as she struggled harder than ever to complete her reps.  


“Careful, Jen, don’t strain so hard! You’ll burst a blood vessel! Or rip your leotard. Just relax and take it slowly.”


“But I wan’ choclate now!” said Jen as she snatched the last bite of granola out of Craig’s hands with her teeth.  She fell backwards, gasping and panting even as she chewed.  Her enormous belly quivered and shook as she wheezed through the last mouthful of granola.


Craig sighed. “Well, I did promise you. Wait right here. I’ll get you some chocolate to help motivate you for the next round.”

***


After an hour of watching Jen fail at exercise, making snarky comments, and guzzling soda, Laurie was tired. The most exercise that she actually got, though, was just waddling back to the office with Sophie.


“I want to see how much I’ve lost,” said Laurie, mopping her brow.


“You won’t see results this fast,” said Sophie, “It takes a lot of hard work before—“


“Bullshit, put me on the scale,” snapped Laurie, already pulling her top off.  Sophie stared in confusion, then looked away in embarrassment, as she realized that Laurie was stripping down.  The corpulent cutie struggled to pull her sports bra over her head, her massive round melons bouncing free and slapping against her protruding belly.


“What are you doing?”


“Duh, I’m stripping down so we can get a more accurate weight reading.”


“You don’t need to take off your clothes!” said Sophie, “They add practically nothing to your weight—“


“Oh my Gawd, what kind of trainer are you?” Laurie was already working her spandex stretch pants down over her voluptuous thighs, bouncing in place to help their progress.  Her enormous boobs bounced and jiggled in time with her jumps, nearly smacking her in the face. “Everyone knows that you need to be nude to get an accurate weight reading. I don’t want my clothes messing up the scale and making me look like a fat cow!”


The only thing making you look like a fat cow are those giant udders, thought Sophie as she watched Laurie drop the last of her exercise outfit to the floor, her spongy butt popping free.  The titanic teen was now completely naked, not a stitch of clothing on her tubby body, her rampant jiggling slowly coming to a stop as she mounted the scale sideways.


Well, at least we won’t have to have that argument again, thought Sophie in relief.


“How does this stupid scale work?” complained Laurie, reaching over to fiddle with the calibration. 


“Um, just leave that, okay? I’ll deal with that.” Sophie walked around Laurie, giving her enormous bosom a wide berth. Even so, Laurie’s hooters were so big that Sophie couldn’t help but graze them slightly when she tried to adjust the scale to give an accurate reading.  Sophie tried her best to ignore them, but she still noticed that Laurie’s big cork-sized nipples immediately stiffened and Laurie made a quiet but sharp gasp at even that light touch. Christ, how sensitive are those giant sweater puppies, wondered Sophie.  If that was enough to get her off, daily life must be a real chore for this fat bitch. How could she even wear a bra without constantly cumming in her pants if an accidental poke turned her on that much?


Once again, Sophie wished that Laurie hadn’t insisted on being naked. That just made this whole situation that much more awkward.


She finally finished the calibration.  It said 301 pounds.  What the hell? Laurie had actually GAINED weight over the last hour! How was that possible? Well, it was obvious to Sophie. Laurie hadn’t even pretended to work out, so she hadn’t sweated out an ounce of water, but she had drank a lot of soda. So all that high-calorie soda sloshing in her fat tummy must add up to an extra pound.


This was the last thing that Sophie wanted to deal with.  Luckily, she knew that Laurie had no idea how to read the scale. And, if Laurie’s home scale was really as hopelessly busted as this curvy kitty claimed, then what difference did it make?


“It says 299 pounds,” said Sophie in a deadpan. “Congratulations. You’ve lost one pound.”


“Ha! I told you!” Laurie pumped her fist in the air, setting her boobs quivering. “And you said I wouldn’t see any results. I guess that just goes to show who knows more about physical fitness here.”


“Yeah, you sure showed me,” said Sophie dryly. “Put your clothes back on.”


“A few more sessions and all this pudge will just melt away,” said Laurie, bending down to pick up her exercise outfit.  Laurie’s joints and knees creaked as she made a desperate grab for the garment, but they held. Sophie half expected that Laurie would tip over simple from the gravitational pull of her hefty, hanging hooters, but Laurie seemed to have a lot of experience with maintaining balance despite her ample chest.  She slowly straightened up and started pulling her overly tight pants on again.


“You don’t think I’ll lose the girls though? IF I lose too much weight,” said Laurie. “Because, sweetie, I will not stand for that. These girls are my babies.” Smiling coyly, Laurie proudly patted the surface of her tits. “I would simply die if I lost these glorious globes.”


“I’m sure they’ll be fine,” said Sophie, “There’s way too much of them to lose.”


“Good,” said Laurie, “Now where are the locker rooms? I have some business I need to attend to.”


At the same time that Laurie was gloating over her supposed weight loss, Craig and Jen were getting ready to leave.  Craig was exhausted after a tough workout and Jen…well, she was exhausted from having stood on her feet for more than ten consecutive minutes.  She wobbled after Craig, panting heavily, pausing every few steps to adjust her snug spandex catsuit as it rode up her rear.


“Oh my gawd, Craig, I can’t believe, like, what a hard workout that was! I think I’m totally, like, gonna die!”


“Um, yeah.” Craig sighed heavily, looking his obese girlfriend up and down.  There wasn’t a trace of self-awareness in Jen’s smiling face.  The poor porky princess seemed to genuinely believe that she’d actually exercised when, in reality, she had barely done more than stand around. Every time that Craig tried to get her to actually move, she just whined like a baby, complaining that everything had mysteriously become too hard for her.  Her month-long binge had left Jen fatter and rounder than ever before, but, because she refused to keep up with her cheer routines when Laurie let her sit out games on the bench, she had also lost almost all muscle tone.  Now the pear-shaped prima donna was so soft and buttery that even walking was becoming a chore, and Craig had to listen to her piss and moan after even the simplest tasks.


“I, like, can’t believe how far we walked!” gushed Jen, wiping the sweat from her brow as she turned to look back at the less than twenty feet the couple had traversed to reach the locker rooms. “It must be a mile! I am going to need a nice long nap after this!” Jen’s babbling was interrupted by a low but insistent gurgle from her big pillowy tummy. “Oh, but, like, could we get some lunch first? I’m totally starved!”


“We had lunch before we came here,” said Craig, “You insisted that we stop at IHOP, remember? So you could get that super stack of pancakes?”


“Oooo,” squealed Jen, licking her lips. “Yeah, those were sooo good! But, like, that wasn’t lunch, Craig. That was totally brunch. That’s, like, a totally different meal.”


“You’re not supposed to eat both brunch and lunch,” said an exasperated Craig.


Jen pouted.


Craig sighed. “Alright, fine, we’ll stop somewhere for a snack, I guess.”


Jen clapped her chubby hands in child-like glee. “Yay! I’m, like, so glad, cuz I mean like I am really starting to get hungry again. Okay, so like, I’ll meet you back out here as soon as I get changed.”


Jen bounced off into the women’s room. Or rather, she plodded off, but her body certainly did a lot of bouncing even with that little bit of movement.

 
Craig trudged into the men’s locker room and went straight for his locker.


“Hello, Craig.”


Craig spun around at the sound of that syrupy feminine voice, finding himself staring straight into a giant and familiar pair of breasts. He looked up to see Laurie smiling evilly at him.


“You’re not supposed to be in the men’s locker room, Laurie,” he said. “Get out of here!”


“Not until you and I have had a little talk.”


“I don’t have anything to say to you.”


Laurie puffed out her lower lip. “Aww, you’re hurting my feelings so badly, sweetie. But don’t be so quick to dismiss me, baby, I think we might have something in common.”


“And what would that be?”


“Jen.”


“What about her?”


“Haven’t you noticed that she’s been growing a little bit…oh just a teensy tiny little bit…chubby lately?”


“What do you want?” Craig wasn’t at all happy to see Laurie here. Even though Jen wouldn’t tell him the details of their argument, he was bright enough to pick up on the fact that Jen hadn’t been spending much time with her top-heavy teammate in the last week – and that was highly unusual! Beside that, Craig wasn’t thrilled to see Laurie because her appearance always brought some sort of annoying drama.


Laurie opened her mouth to reply, but was interrupted by the door opening. An older man walked into the room, took one look at Laurie and did a double take.  With her knock-out figure and inflated curves, there was no way anyone could ever mistake this voluminous vixen for anything other than 100% girl.


“Hey, this is the men’s room –“ he started to protest but Laurie cut him off.


“Get lost, pops,” she snarled, “This is a private conversation. You just go right back out there and pretend that you didn’t see anything or I will RUIN you.”


The man didn’t have any idea what Laurie could possibly mean by that, but he didn’t want to find out.  He quickly scuttled back out the door.


“You really need to leave before anyone else comes in here,” said Craig.


“I know what you’re doing,” said Laurie, tapping her forehead dramatically. “I saw you out there trying to get her to exercise. I must say, it was pretty funny watching her to try to fit that enormous backside of hers into those tiny little seats on the rowing machine.  I half thought that the whole machine was about to collapse under her weight!”


“What’s your point, Laurie?”


“You like that big butt of hers, don’t you?”


“Yeah, what of it?”


“Jen is a pig. Don’t deny it, you know it, I know it. That bimbo has about as much self-control as she has brains. She’s always been a mindless eater. You put food in front of her and it’s in her mouth before you know it. You know the only reason that she’s not the size of a baby seal yet? It’s because of me. I’ve watched out for her for all these years, making sure that she doesn’t eat constantly, always smacking the cookie or the French fry out of her hand when she’s had enough.  Without me around, she’s going to keep growing and growing and growing. You think that ass is sexy now, but what about when it’s the size of a big rig tire? How are you going to handle Jen when you have to roll her around?”


Craig was silent.


“Boy, can’t you just picture it!” Laurie chuckled at the thought. “Jen’s just going to grow bigger and bigger and bigger.  She might even become the fattest girl in school, if she’s not careful. Or maybe the fattest in town.  Do we even dare think…maybe the fattest on earth?  That pudgy porker’s not going to stop eating without some real motivation.  How’s your sex life now? Do you guys even have sex? No, I’ll bet that she’s too busy stuffing her face with food to even think about that.”


Craig had started unpacking his locker but he paused slightly when Laurie brought up their sex life. Laurie knew she had hit pay dirt.


“Yeah, and it’s going to get so much harder for her to do anything in bed the bigger she gets. You know that, Craig. That’s why you were trying to get her to work out today, wasn’t it? You don’t want the bed to collapse under her the next time you guys go to have sex, right?”


Craig turned around, narrowing his eyes. “I don’t like you talking about Jen like this.”


“But I’m not wrong, am I, sweetie? No, I didn’t think so. Aw, but you can’t tell Jen how concerned you are, can you? You don’t want to hurt the poor dear’s feelings now, do you?”


She patted Craig sympathetically on the cheek. “Poor baby! What a dilemma! If only there was someone who could do that for you? Someone who knew how to make Jen lose some weight without you having to be mean to her!”


“We don’t need you—“


“Oh, what’s that noise, right now?” Laurie put her hand to her ear and made a comically exaggerated show of listening to something. “Is that Jen over in the girl’s locker room? Is she opening her locker? What’s that in her duffel bag? Why, it looks like she’s filled it entirely with candy and now she’s having a little snack! Mmm, well, she did just have SUCH a strenuous workout, she deserves a little reward now, doesn’t she? Certainly just a few little bitty chocolates couldn’t hurt her, could they?”


Craig started to get agitated, imagining that Laurie’s story about Jen’s locker room snacking might actually be true. Knowing Jen as he did, it was entirely plausible.


“Okay, okay, you win,” he said. “You’re right, I’m really worried about Jen’s future if she keeps gaining. But what can I do?”


Laurie smiled. “You can’t do anything, sweetie. But I can. Just leave it all to me.”

