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Laurie was fuming.

No one could deny that the dark-haired beauty was fat, downright obese in fact.  She was well over 400 pounds, teetering closer and closer to the 500 mark, but Laurie would, on most days, scarcely admit that she was even chubby.  She might describe herself as “voluptuous” or “pneumatic” or even “buxom,” since Laurie was especially proud that so much of her new weight had settled on her already gigantic breasts, pumping the top-heavy tit queen up to a very overfull T cup these days. No one could deny that Laurie’s massive milkbags still demanded attention, even as her belly, butt, and thighs swelled to keep pace with her growing chest.

Maybe, when Laurie was alone with Frank, she could admit to herself and to her boyfriend that she was, in fact, fat and getting fatter.  There was a certain exciting naughtiness to that, but Laurie couldn’t face that in public. That’s why she was so pissed right now.  Here she was, trying to babysit this little brat Tiffany, and she’d become lodged in Tiffany’s plastic playhouse in the backyard.  Laurie couldn’t blame this on her tits; her ass was the problem.  Try as she might, Laurie couldn’t squeeze her widening backside through that little doorway.

“Your butt is wobbling,” said Tiffany, barely able to hide the amusement in her voice.

“You shut up,” snarled Laurie, “You’re going to be in sooo much trouble when I get out of here!”

“No, YOU’RE going to be in so much trouble! You’re supposed to be babysitting me, but instead you ate everything in the fridge and now you’re stuck in my playhouse. My parents are gonna be sooo mad at you!”

“Why you little—“ Laurie tried to squirm backwards, but NOW her breasts were the problem.  Her titanic tits squished against the sides of the doorjam when she tried to wriggle back out of the house.  Damnit, she was stuck fast!

Laurie’s gut gurgled and groaned as the heavyweight hottie shifted her size.  After stuffing her fat face directly from the fridge and wolfing down every scrap of food in the house, Laurie’s stomach was full full FULL.  Stuck in a position where she was essentially lying on her stomach was NOT helping her at all; her dinner sloshed around inside her, making her feel queasy and bloated.  Gawd, why did she eat so much?  The truth was, of course, because Laurie was a greedy glutton with no self-control.  She might spend most of her energy on berating Alice and Jen for their constant impulsive gorging, but Laurie was equally culpable.  She couldn’t pass by a candy store without waddling in for a sample. She couldn’t leave a restaurant without ordering the biggest item on the menu.  She was hooked on food, addicted to eating, a compulsion only powered all the more by the strange sexual tingling that accompanied a full belly.  Laurie loved to eat not just for the simple pleasure of a full belly, but because it brought her great lusty excitement to push herself to her absolute limits.  She always liked being the biggest and the best, pushing the envelope, challenging the norms.  Her extreme gluttony was just another example of that. 

“Hmm, I’m not supposed to watch the scary movies that come on TV at night, but, if you’re busy there, I guess there’s no one to stop me!” chirped Tiffany.

“No! No, Tiffany! Don’t you dare—“  Laurie stopped short.  This wasn’t working.  If she was going to get out of this mess, she needed help.  Normally, Laurie would have called up Frank and yelled at him to come save her.  Or maybe she might phone Jen or Alice.  But her cellphone was out of reach, jammed into the back pocket of her stretchy denim-spandex blend jeans and perched atop the orb of her right buttock.  The only person that could help her now was Tiffany.

She had to change tactics.  Maybe she could win this kid over to her side with a few sweet words.
“Listen, kid, how about you help me out here? I promise that…uh… if you help me, I won’t tell your parents how much of a brat you’ve been all night?”

“Hmm, how about no?”

“Argh!” Laurie snarled in rage, renewing her efforts to squirm out of the house just so that she could strangle that kid.  Tiffany howled with laughter at the sight.  From outside, all she could see was Laurie’s massive backside and thick legs, clad in stretchy denim jeans stretched to their limits over Laurie’s rounded curves.  After gorging on the contents of the house refridgerator, Laurie has busted her fly open, but the jeans still managed to snuggly cover her plush pudgy posterior.
“Oh my God, your behind is sooo fat, it’s hilarious! When I saw you at the fair, I just remembered that you had big boobies, I didn’t remember that your butt was so big too!”

“My butt is NOT big,” growled Laurie, her eyes flashing angrily.  The nerve of this brat!  Even though Laurie’s bottom was indeed growing quite large, she still thought of herself as perfectly proportioned in the seat. Of course, it didn’t help that Laurie’s perspective was somewhat skewed from spending so much time with Jen – Jen’s massively wide badonk would make any girl feel svelte in comparison.
“Naw, it’s pretty big,” said Tiffany, “Why else would you be stuck?”

Tiffany laughed again as Laurie renewed her escape efforts, the entire plastic playhouse shaking and wobbling as Laurie shimmied her overpumped body.

“Augh, okay, fine, look Tiffany, if you let me out… I’ll… I’ll let you watch the scary movies.”

“I can already watch scary movies right now. I could just leave you here til my parents get home.”

“No!” Laurie blanched. Earlier, she had managed to distract Tiffany’s father with her large breasts, to the point that he seemed pretty happy to let Laurie get away with anything. But she wasn’t sure that he would be quite as accommodating if he came home and found her in this position, especially since he couldn’t get a gander at her tits while she was stuck with her ass hanging out of the playhouse.  It would be harder to distract him from the fact that she was, after all, massively fat. “C’mon, Tiffany, there’s got to be something I can do so that you’ll let me out?”

“I dunnnooo…”

“Look, if you let me out, I’ll… I’ll let you watch TV all night! We’ll even rent the scariest movie you want!”

“Hmm, maaaaayybe. You know, I didn’t much to eat tonight, cuz you ate all the food in the house. Maybe you could get me some snacks to eat while the movie is on?” 

“Sure, anything!”  Laurie had eaten every scrap of food in the house – she could still feel the contents of her feast roiling around in her belly – so she didn’t relish the thought of making a snack run when she was already so absurdly bloated. 
“There’s an ice chest in the garage where my parents keep the stuff I’m not supposed to have.  It’s way up on one of the top shelves, but you’re tall enough to reach it, so you could get it for me, right?”

Laurie considered this.  That was an easy enough request to fulfill. But still… what could these people possibly have that they wanted to keep out of reach of their daughter?

“What’s in it?”

“My dad keeps his beer in there, but I don’t care about that! I tried a beer once when one of the kids at school brought one, it was yucky. But my mom keeps the ice cream there when she’s trying to diet.”

“Ha!” Laurie snorted. “Doesn’t sound like your mom is very good at dieting.”

“You should talk,” said Tiffany. Laurie felt the girl’s foot kick against her soft, squishy butt again, fuming in silent rage as the girl laughed at how her spongy flesh wobbled in response.

“I’m not on a diet!” snarled Laurie, “I’m not cheating if I’m not dieting!”

“You’re not? You’re like the only girl I’ve ever seen who’s NOT dieting!”  Tiffany paused to consider that.  Every woman in her life – from her mother to her aunts to her mother’s friends to her other babysitters – were always bitching and moaning about their weights, promising to cut back on their snacking and ramp up their exercising.  And they were always, always miserable.  Tiffany didn’t think she had ever seen her mother truly happy.  Even when her mother cheated on her diet and stole into the garage to binge on ice cream, the older woman didn’t seem to get that much enjoyment out of it.  She was always plagued with guilt! 
But this Laurie was something else… this fatso had literally just eaten everything in the entire kitchen, gorging until her belly was so round and full that it looked like it just might burst, and she didn’t feel any guilt at all! Judging from her size, she must eat like this ALL the time because Laurie was friggin’ enormous.  Tiffany had no way of knowing the full extent of Laurie’s increasing poundage, so she didn’t know that Laurie was nearly 500 pounds of prime grade-A porky fat girl. But she could plainly see that Laurie was the fattest woman she had ever met in her life.

Tiffany thought back to the time that she had run into Laurie at the fairy tale amusement park, remembering that the buxom teen was in the company of two other, similarly obese girls.  Jeez, were all three of them not on diets? Tiffany wondered if that was normal. Is that why all the “normal” women she knew were always dieting? If they stopped, would they just blow up like those three blimps?  

Tiffany thought about the ice cream in the freezer.  She was young and thin; her mother liked to remind her that she didn’t need to worry about her weight yet, that was something that older women and mommies fretted about.  But Tiffany wondered, for the first time, what her own future would hold.  Would she need to constantly monitor what she ate, like her mother did, only to deal with the occasional lapse of will and subsequent guilt? Or would she let herself get massively, unapologetically fat like this heifer Laurie?

Well, one thing was for sure.  Tiffany had certainly never met a woman with giant hooters like Laurie’s. This raven-haired cow was absolutely stacked! Tiffany knew she would probably resemble her own mother more when she finally started to develop, but her mother’s assets were nothing compared to these bra busters.  Tiffany wondered how much of Laurie’s titanic tits were due to genetics and how much was due to her weight? 

“I don’t need to diet at all!” continued Laurie, still kicking her legs. “How dare you even imply that I need to! No one but Frank is allowed to – I mean, no one is allowed to call me fat!”
“If you keep shouting like that, I’m not going to help you,” said Tiffany.

Laurie shut her mouth.

“Okay, fine, I guess I could help you. But you have to promise that you’re going to help get me the ice cream from the freezer!”

“I promise!” shouted Laurie, feebly kicking her fat stubby legs and shaking her rounded rump.

“And you’re not just gonna steal it all and eat it yourself?”

“I promise!” growled Laurie. Gawd, this kid drove a hard bargain.

“Alright, in that case, I’ll help you.”  

Laurie paused as she felt Tiffany’s small hands groping her ponderous patoot, squeezing the soft blubber as the girl searched for a good handhold.  Finally, Tiffany’s fingers curled around the waistband of Laurie’s stretch fabric jeans.

“Okay, I’m gonna pull you out!” said Tiffany.

Laurie could already see in her mind’s eye what was going to happen. “No, wait!—“

Too late! Tiffany yanked with all her might.  Since the fly on her jeans was open, the jeans were actually just loose enough around her waist to fly off.  Tiffany tumbled backwards, pulling Laurie’s jeans and panties with her.
Laurie howled in rage as she felt the cool evening air on her bare bum.  

“What the hell?! You pulled my pants off, you little twerp! What are you doing!?”

“Oh sorry… oh wow, your butt look even bigger now.”

“Stop it!” Laurie shouted, again rocking back and forth in hopes of breaking free.  Without the cloth prison to help restrain their wobble, Laurie’s buns bounced and shook like two mountains of gelatin.  Tiffany stared, mesmerized.

“Pull my pants back on!” shouted Laurie.  She was so embarrassed! She couldn’t believe that this little kid was out there staring at her naked ass! This was exactly the sort of situation that Laurie would have expected to happen to Jen.  Jen always got into trouble because of her giant butt! Jen was the one who should be stuck in a playhouse because her butt was too fat to fit! Not Laurie!  Laurie just couldn’t believe this!

Oh Gawd, what if Tiffany’s parents found her like this? This was even worse than before! It was bad enough to think that they would find the bloated, billowing babysitter stuck in the playhouse, now they were going to find out stuck and naked! They were going to think… what were they going to think? That she was some sort of weirdo sex pervert? Laurie wasn’t as confident that her ass could save her; it may be big, but it didn’t have the same hypnotizing effect as her bodacious, bra-buster boobs. 

“Your butt is huge! I bet your butt probably weighs more than I do!”

Laurie, of course, had no clue how much her butt weighed.  But, at the rate that she was gaining, it probably wouldn’t be long that Abida started to take notice of Laurie’s growing downstairs, noting that her basement was adding additions as fast as her balcony.  Eventually, Abida might grow as curious about the weight of Laurie’s bottom as she had about Alice’s belly, Jen’s ass, and, most of all, Laurie’s own bosom.

“I guess you need a big butt to balance out your big boobs, though, huh?”

“Why you little… if you don’t shut up and get me out of here right now, I swear you’re gonna be in soooo much trouble!”

“Uh oh, looks like you’re being mean again! I guess I’ll just leave you here.”

“Okay, okay, fine! Stop! I’ll be nice!” Laurie muttered through gritted teeth. She couldn’t believe that she had been reduced to making deals with snot-nosed brat! It was humiliating!  Perhaps even more humiliating that being caught with her pants done.  Which reminded her, she needed to get her butt covered and fast!

“Pull my pants back up!” yelped Laurie, kicking feebly.

“Hold still!”  Laurie paused as Tiffany struggled to pull the stretch-fabric jeans back over Laurie’s absurdly bloated bubble butt.  The overstuffed diva could feel the snug fabric working its way back up her thick legs, straining and creaking as Tiffany tugged with all the strength in her little froggy body.  But after a few minutes, she had to give up.

“Ugh! I can’t do it! Your butt is too big!”

“That’s ridiculous,” snapped Laurie, “I got them on this morning, how could they possibly not fit now?”

“Well, you just ate everything in the fridge. Maybe you’re fatter now.”

If anything, it should have been easier to pull the jeans on now, since Laurie had popped the button from her fly during her binge earlier this evening. But maybe it was something about her position, lying on her stomach with her butt in the air, that was giving Tiffany trouble?  Maybe pulling off the snug jeans had allowed Laurie’s compressed backside to pop out to its full size, making it harder to get the jeans back on?  Whatever the reason, Laurie was in a pickle!

“I can’t pull you out if I can’t get a hold on anything! There’s nothing to grab on your naked butt now,” said Tiffany, “We’ll have to wait for my parents. They’ll know what to do.”

“Oh fuck that,” snarled Laurie, “I am NOT letting that happen!”  Tiffany gasped, shocked to hear Laurie swear, but Laurie was done fooling around.  Maybe she couldn’t squirm her way out, but that wasn’t the only way to bust out of this flimsy plastic cage.

Grunting, Laurie struggled to raise herself up to her hands and knees. The flimsy plastic playhouse wobbled and shook around her, the joints creaking as Laurie slowly rose up.  She could hear Tiffany shouting outside, yelling that Laurie was going to break her playhouse, but Laurie was in no mood to argue.  She had no fucks left to give. She was gonna bust out if it was the last thing she did!

Laurie struggled to stand up – part of the issue was that she was far too fat and bloated to do it easily, but it didn’t help that her jeans and panties were tangled around her ankles! Nevertheless, Laurie persisted, hefting her back against the house’s plastic ceiling and pushing her arms out against the walls.

“Uurrrgh! And uppppp!” Laurie groaned, sweating beading on her forehead and pooling in her cavernous cleavage.  With a final mighty grunt, Laurie burst free – the house split apart at the plastic joints and Laurie exploded out like a monster rising from the depths of the ocean.

“Finally! Ugh, that was awful!” Laurie said, brushing her hair out of her face.  She winced as she looked down, noticing that the orb of her enormous, stuffed-tight belly stuck out beyond her monumental melons.  That was a bitter pill to swallow! But worse, Laurie was still so full from her binge that she couldn’t bend at the waist without putting painful pressure on her middle – so how was she going to bend down to pull her pants and underwear back up?

“Tiffany, I need your help, sweetie,” said Laurie, “Give me a hand with these pants.”  Laurie tried her best to ignore how awkward this situation was, that she was standing here, completely exposed, yet too rotund to pull up her pants. Luckily, Laurie’s fat paunch drooped in front of her crotch enough to protect her modesty.

“You broke my house!” said Tiffany, staring mournfully at the dessimated playhouse.  

“Tiffany, I am not playing around. Help me out here or I won’t get you any ice cream.”

That lit a fire under this kid!  Tiffany bent down and grabbed Laurie’s pants and underwear, lifting them up her legs.  

“It’s not gonna fit,” said Tiffany, “You’re too fat.”

“Hush up and stand back,” snapped Laurie, grabbing the waistband away from Tiffany and pulling her clothes up over her bottom with a little wiggle dance.  She felt for the fly over the arc of her belly, since she couldn’t see anything down there, before remembering that the button was gone, lost in her mindless feast earlier.  Oh fuck it.  She grabbed the zipper tab and pulled it up as far as it would go, ignoring the sharp pain as it dug into her tender and distended gut.
“Shit, I really shouldn’t have eaten so much,” mumbled Laurie as if the size of her swollen middle was just hitting her for the first time.

“C’mon, you promised me ice cream!” said Tiffany, grabbing Laurie’s hand.

“Fine, fine, let’s go,” Laurie said.  She let the young girl lead her back toward the garage. Inside, Tiffany pointed to a shelf against the wall. There was a small white minifridge stashed there.

“What kind of ice cream do you want?” asked Laurie, opening the freezer.  Tiffany’s mother kept it well stocked with flavors! Chocolate, vanilla, strawberry, mint chip, rocky road…

“Gimmie the mint chip!” said Tiffany.  Laurie passed down the carton.

“Here, you go, knock yourself out.”

Laurie closed the freezer, but her eyes lingered on the fridge.  Didn’t Tiffany mention that her Dad kept his beer in there?  Technically, Laurie was underage, but who was gonna know? Just one beer wouldn’t be missed.  And, besides, after this trying night, she deserved a break.
Laurie pulled out a beer and twisted the top off.  Tiffany looked up from her ice cream.

“You’re not supposed to drink those. Those are for grown ups!”

“Well, Tiffany, have you ever met anyone more grown up than me?”  Laurie struck a pose that was intended to emphasize her bulging breasts, but mostly resulted in her bloated belly puffing out to attention, pushing the zipper on her jeans down several notches.

“I guess not…”

“Good. Now shut up, Mama needs to relax.”

Laurie drained her beer quickly. The carbonation fizzed inside her, further stretching her over-strained gut, but the alcohol also helped to dull the edge of her overfull tummy and soothe her jangled nerves.  She sighed.  This was much better. 

***

“We’re home!”

“Hmm, they didn’t burn the house down. That’s good.”

“Oh stop it, you know that’s not what I was worried about. I just don’t trust that girl to be responsible, that’s all I’m saying.”  Tiffany’s mother walked into the front atrium of the house and looked around.  Where WAS Laurie?  She was already inclined to dislike Laurie just from the way she dressed; she could tell that Laurie dressed like a total slut to try to distract her husband. Men would always forgive any transgression as long as it let them look at tits. Tiffany’s mother was not so easily fooled, though.
“Where is she? Laurie! Are you in here?”

A voice piped up from the garage. “Mom! We’re in here!”

Tiffany’s mother furrowed her brow. “Tiffany? What are you doing in there? Why aren’t you in bed?”

“Laurie said I could stay up!”

“Laurie was supposed to put you to bed hours ago! What are you – oh my Lord!”

Tiffany’s mother’s words were cut off as she stepped over the threshold into the garage and surveyed the scene within.  Laurie lay on the concrete floor, surrounded by empty beer bottles and ice cream cartons, her belly – was it even possible? – swollen EVEN larger, enough that her zipper was pushed down all the way by her bloated gut.  Her face was smeared with ice cream.  Tiffany sat next to her, happily ladling spoonfuls of melted ice cream into the comatose cow’s slack mouth, as if it were a game, while Laurie moaned softly.  As full as she was, Laurie wasn’t resisting. Instead she eagerly lapped up everything that Tiffany offered her, before leaning her head back and belching loudly.

“What on earth is going on in here?”

“Missus Smith? Izat you? This ishn’t what it looks like!” said Laurie, snapping to attention as she realized what was happening. “We were jest… hangin’ out! Tiffany wanted some (hic!) ishe cream an…”

“Are you drunk? Were you drinking my husband’s beer?”

“Nooooo…” Laurie slurred, her eyes struggling to focus through the alcohol haze. “I jest…maybe one or two? Oh my Gawd, it’sh not a big deal!”

“I’ve decided I like Laurie,” said Tiffany brightly. “She ate all the food in the kitchen and broke my playhouse but she let me eat all the ice cream I wanted!”

“She let you eat ice cream!? You’re not supposed to eat ice cream!” cried Tiffany’s mother.

“Yeah, well, I couldn’t eat all of it. So I just gave some to Laurie. She loves to eat! Look how fat she is!”  Tiffany giggled, poking her bloated babysitter in the apex of her beachball-sized belly.  Laurie only burped in response.

“This is outrageous!” shouted Tiffany’s mother, “Tiffany, I want you to go to bed. We’re going to have a very stern talk with Laurie here!”

“But Mooooom, don’t yell at Laurie!”

“Yeah, don’t yell,” said Laurie, struggling to stand.  Her head was spinning, so she had to steady herself against the back wall.  Her bloated gut sloshed and bounced as her bottom hit the wall, the weight of her mammoth midsection threatening to drag her back down to the floor.  Ooooooffff! She really should NOT have eaten all that ice cream, but, her common sense impaired by too much beer, Laurie simply did not have the willpower to resist.  She cursed to herself.  She knew that she should have stopped eating! Now she was really gonna get it.  Tiffany had already spilled the beans about everything that Laurie had done, from cleaning out the fridge to breaking the playhouse, but now she’d also been caught red-handed, drunk and gorging on ice cream! 
“Let’s not be so hasty, I’m sure there’s a good explanation for all this,” said Tiffany’s father, appearing next to his wife.

“Oh hush you, we all know your opinion. Don’t think I won’t have a long talk with that girl’s mother just because you – Tiffany, cover your ears, honey – want to ogle her tits like some old perv!”

“Dear, I just think that we ought to consider…”

“We ought to consider that this girl is going to get a massive scolding as soon as she gets home! Oh, I’m going to make sure of it! This girl is never going to babysit in this town again!”
Fine by me, thought Laurie.

***

Frank watched his girlfriend stagger drunkenly across the room before collapsing into bed next to him.


“Wow. Um, are you feeling okay, Laurie?”  Frank himself was no shrinking violet.  Laurie’s bad habits had to some degree rubbed off on her already heavy-set boyfriend to the point that Frank now matched her in weight.  The heavyweight power couple were each over 450 pounds, so together they accounted for nearly a half ton of lard.  

Laurie spent most of her day so stuffed that she could barely think straight let alone walk straight. But right now, she was having trouble keeping balance for a completely different reason.

But Laurie’s recent extended stay at the Sarovy household definitely did a body good.  The devilish diva was so over-bloated with new blubber that she was having difficulty keeping her balance, instead tottering back and forth as she felt the new weight on her chest dragging her forward only to be counteracted by the added heft of her growing backside.  Laurie wasn’t used to this new of gravity!

“I’m fine,” snapped Laurie.  Her hemispherical hooters rose from the neckline of her low-cut crop top, resembling two big pale bowling balls criss-crossed by pale blue veins.  Below them, her belly provided a handy shelf to support Laurie’s ballooning boobs.  And good thing too!  Otherwise, the top-heavy queen bee would be plagued by back problems as the weight on her bra’s shoulder straps grew heavier and heavier every day.

“You sure? You haven’t been this out-of-it since you ate out the whole refridgerator at the Smith’s last week.”

“Oh Christ, Frank, don’t even remind me about that night! I never want to talk about that little brat or her bitch-ass parents again! I can’t believe I had to listen to a whole lecture from my mom about restraint when I got home.  Like, Miss hippy dippy is going on about how over-indulgence is bad for the chakras or some shit and you need to go the middle path of balance or something.  Gawd, it’s so annoying!  I don’t want to think about that, baby.”  Laurie purred, running her fingers down Frank’s chest. “I want to think about us. Frank, do you know how big I am?”

Frank smirked. He knew this game well.  “How big are you?”

“The other day, when Abida was here to measure me, she said I was a T cup.”  Laurie hugged her stupendous bosom, reveling in the plush softness of her own flesh and giggling like a giddy schoolgirl at the realization that her arms weren’t long enough to completely envelop her own tits.  “Gawd, my tits are so huge!  Frank, you better appreciate my girls.  There ain’t no one who’s got babies like mine.  I make Dolly Parton look like the head of the Itty Bitty Titty Committee!”

“Ha, very funny, I – wait, Abida was here?”

“Yeah, I called her in to measure me for a new bra.  I mean, it is high time. You can’t expect a tiny little S-cup to contain these queen gazongas now, can you?”  Laurie hefted her fat knockers to better display them to Frank. “You know she didn’t even have a T-cup in her stock? They have to be special ordered. That’s right, baby, my rack has outgrown the rack.  My cups overfloweth!”

“You had her here? You’ve got Abida doing house calls now?”

Lauire rolled her eyes. “Of course, sweetie, why not? Abida would do anything for me. The poor girl is obsessed.”

“She’s obsessed with you? But why?”

“Why? What kind of stupid question is that? Because she’s a total lesbo,” sniggered Laurie, “She thinks she can hide it, but I can totally tell.  She loves big tits, too, so at least she has good taste. I totally have her wrapped around my little finger.  If I want a discount on a new teddy or negligee or bra, all I have to do is a little of this…”

Laurie leaned forward and rolled her shoulders, pushing her ponderous breasts together to create a colossal canyon of creamy cleavage.  Frank stared into the abyss of Laurie’s ginormous chest chasm. 

“Don’t tell me you didn’t know? It’s so totally obvious the way she stares at my tits! She’s a bigger tit hound than even you, Frank! Speaking of which…”

She rolled over and tried to put her chubby arms around Frank. They wouldn’t reach.

“Gawd, I swear, Frank, I don’t know how you think you can take care of me by yourself.  You’re such a fat ass that you can barely move on your own, I don’t know how you think you can satisfy a woman like me.”

“You know, Laurie, you’re right.  It’s getting harder and harder to take care of you all by myself.”

Laurie blinked, shocked that Frank would agree with her.

“I think it’s about time that we call in some help.”

“What are you talking about, Frank? Are you messing with me?”

“So what’s Abida’s number?”

“You jerkface,” laughed Laurie, “What are you going on about? You think Abida could handle me? That girl would probably have a heart attack if I called her up and said ‘Abida, come over here and fondle my tits!’ There’s no way that she could… wait, Frank, are you serious? Are you for real?”

Laurie put her hands against the bed and propped herself up, her billowing knockers falling hard against her ample jelly belly.

“Abida can’t handle me. You can’t handle me.  But together… maybe you’d be enough.”

Frank smirked. “You really think so? I don’t think even Abida would be enough help.”

Laurie scowled.  Frank was using reverse psychology on his overinflated love doll, knowing that Laurie hated to be contradicted about anything.  If he told her that Abida wouldn’t be able to help satisfy her in bed, she would insist that the exact opposite was true.

“I mean, what could she possibly do to help?” said Frank, “What would you do with her? Do you really want some girl in here worshipping your breasts like you’re some kind of fertility goddess?  I mean, Abida would just lavish waaay too much affection on your big, fat, round breasts and I bet that would get old really fast.”  Frank smiled as he began kneading the impressive orbs hanging from Laurie’s front, drawing a sharp sigh of satisfaction from the buxom babe.  Laurie loved feeling Frank fondle her newly plumped-up belly and chunky thighs, but her love for breast play still held sway.  And the idea of having a second pair of hands to massage her monster mammaries was pretty tempting. A second pair of lips to kiss the slopes of her swollen knockers, a second tongue to lick her fat nipples, a second mouth to whisper sweet, sexy nothings into her ear and tell her all about how big she was growing and how gigantic her tits were. Mmmm…

“Yeah, I really don’t think you’d want that at all, Laurie. There’s no way that sort of thing would appeal to you.”

Laurie raised a finger to silence her boyfriend. “Not so fast, Frank. Don’t tell Mama what Mama likes and doesn’t like.  Mama’s gonna tell you, little boy. And Mama likes this Abida idea…”

* * *
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