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By Mollycoddles

Laurie was aghast when she answered the door.  

“Good, now you can finally – what are you carrying there?”

“It’s chicken curry,” said Jen, spooning a heaping helping of spicy curry into her mouth.  The pear-shaped brunette was supposed to come over to exercise with Laurie, since Laurie had convinced her that she needed to lose weight.  Jen was certainly dressed the part; her enormous, soft body was encased in a spandex croptop and cotton shorts over a straining leotard.  She looked like a sausage ready to pop on the grill.  It didn’t help that she was carrying a cardboard carton in her pudgy little fingers and shoving thick goopy curry into her mouth right there on the stoop.  Laurie shook her head.  This didn’t bode well.

“I got it from that new Indian restaurant downtown,” said Jen, her eyes watering from the spice. “Don’t worry, it’s, like, chicken, so it’s healthy.”  
Laurie sighed in exasperation.  The raven-haired bombshell had been feeling pretty good about how things were going.  She’d managed to smooth over her fight with Jen with a little bit of trickery and a little bit of deviousness.  Jen had decided that she no longer wanted to be part of the plan: For months, Laurie had schemed to fatten up their mutual friend Alice as part of an effort to maker herself and Jen look thinner in comparison.  But even a bimbo like Jen could tell that the plan was futile at this point.  Fattening Alice meant that both girls were also exposed to fattening goodies on a near constant basis, and any willpower that the duo ever possessed had long since crumbled.  They were both gaining weight almost as fast as Alice, to the point that all three girls were now teetering on the brink of 400 pounds.  Pointing out that, technically, Alice might have been one or two ponds heavier than Laurie or Jen was just splitting hairs at the point.  Any outside observer would be unimpressed, simply seeing all three as big fat hogs, slaves to their own insatiable gluttony.  And somehow, Jen was okay with this.  Jen didn’t even care whether she was fatter than Alice, leading the formerly curvaceous cheerleader to blimp up into a lazy, hedonistic slob.  And that would not do!

Luckily, two things had intervened to curb Jen’s complete slide into sloth.  One, Jen’s boyfriend had finally objected to seeing her swell up like a parade float – Jen had become so preoccupied with food that she’d lost almost all interest in sex.  Worse, her poor eating habits played havoc with her intestines, turning into a non-stop farting gas machine.  Craig didn’t like that either.  But after he’d finally confronted her about her flatulence and laziness, she’d promised to mend her ways. So that was good.  The second thing was that Laurie had tricked Jen into thinking that she was even fatter than she really was by trapping her in her own car.  A delightfully devilish trick, thought Laurie smugly.  Because of those two things, Jen was reluctantly starting to take an interest in her looks again and agreeing to join Laurie for some exercise.
“Healthy?! Do you know how much butter and cream they put into that?”

Jen blinked.  “Uhhhh…no…how much?”

“Well, I don’t know either, but I’ll bet it’s a lot!  I can’t believe this; I told you to come prepared for a workout and you spend the morning shoving curry into your face!”

“Well, like, what was I supposed to do?” whined Jen, “I was starving!”  She shoveled another bite into her eager mouth.

“Give that to me! You’ve had way more than enough to last you for a week! Gawd, Jen, everyone knows you don’t eat curry before a workout. I mean, look at you, you’re already sweating!”

“But that’s good, right?”  The red-faced ditz was covered in a thin sheen of sweat. “Like, I’m sweating out the toxins.”

“No, it means that the spices are way too hot.  Ugh, see what I have to deal with?”  She shook her head.  “Listen, Jen, you’re my friend, so I’m going to help you, okay?  Remember, just trust me.  I know what’s best.”

Jen sighed, but she relinquished the carton of curry.  “Okay, if you say so.”  She watched with a quivering lip as Laurie snatched it away.

“Okay, that’s better.  Now first, wipe your face off, Jen.  You’ve got curry all over your face, you look like a slob.”

“Huh?”  Jen hadn’t noticed that her mouth was ringed with sauce, but she dutifully waddled into the nearby bathroom to throw some water on her face.  Laurie watched as the fat-assed bimbo turned sideways, sliding up on her tiptoes and sucking in her belly to squeeze through the narrow bathroom doorway.  Honestly, Laurie wasn’t in much better shape herself – she was also getting too big for her own home.  But since she stored her fat a little more evenly over her body (after her colossal breasts took their share, that is), she didn’t have the same problems that Jen did with cramming her bulk through confined spaces.

As much as she berated Jen, the truth was: Laurie was glad that the two were on good terms again.  Being without Jen at her side for so long had been torture!  Laurie and Jen had been BFF for so long, that she was almost as lost without her bootilicious companion as Jen was without her buxom boss.  And Laurie really DID want to help Jen reduce a little bit.  Because, really, Jen’s expansion was simply out of control!  She had to help Jen shed a few pounds for her own good.  Jen was blowing up like a balloon, and, if she didn’t do something soon, they’d have to start rolling her to school in the mornings.  Besides, reasoned Laurie, it would be a good bonding experience for the two of them.  A good way to patch over any lingering hard feelings.
And if Laurie showed some concern for Jen’s weight, it might also help distract Jen from the fact that Laurie didn’t have any real intention of stopping the plan to fatten Alice.  She still wanted Alice fatter.  She felt slightly bad, because she really did like Alice, but the plan must go on.  Without Jen on board, that meant she would have to be EXTRA sneaky.  She’d have to make sure that Alice kept gaining while Jen lost weight.  And she had to make sure that neither of them got suspicious!  The mega-mammaried Machiavelli certainly had her work cut out for her!

Laurie spied her own reflection in the hallway mirror.  Her own red catsuit barely did a better job of covering her own flabby body than Jen’s leotard did covering Jen’s bloated badonkadonk, stretched so tightly over her ample curves that it was almost transparent.  Her giant tits nearly swelled out the top of the outfit, revealing a long, dark canyon of cleavage and threatening to tumble out of her catsuit if she leaned too far forward.  At her size, she was lucky that she could stuff her boobs into the stretched spandex garment adequately enough to hide her nipples.  She was…fat.  She hated to say it, hated to even think it, but she looked huge.  Luckily, as long as her massive melons dominated her frame, no one really paid much mind to Laurie’s widening thighs and expanding stomach.

“Good, now we can get down to business,” said Laurie as Jen emerged from the bathroom.  “Alright, Jen, let’s survey the damage and see what we need to do to get you back on the bootilicous path and off of the buttzilla path.”

Jen squealed. “Buttzilla? That sounds great! I’m a total buttzilla!”

“No, you fat ass bimbo! It’s NOT great!  Being a buttzilla is a bad thing! That’s, like, when you’re butt is so big that you get stuck in doors or you knock things down when you turn around.  And that’s where you’re headed if you don’t shed some of that booty blubber!”

“Oh..” Jen looked crestfallen at that explanation.

“Let’s use the pencil test to see how much work we need to do,” said Laurie, holding up a pencil to show Jen.

“What’s that?”

“Okay, you know how they used to do the pencil test to see if you needed a bra? Like, they’d drop a pencil in your cleavage to see if it stuck?  We’re gonna do that to get a good sense of the damage all your pigging out has done to that fat ass of yours. Now turn around.”

Jen dutifully turned her back to Laurie, showing two massive globes of shifting adipose stuffed into a straining pair of cotton exercise shorts that didn’t go up all the way, leaving the top of Jen’s butt cleavage exposed.  

Laurie dropped the pencil into Jen’s ass crack. 
“Hmm.”

“What happened?”

“It got stuck in all your jelly back here,” said Laurie.  Indeed, the pencil was wedged tightly between the two rotund hemispheres of Jen’s overstuffed rump.


“That’s good, right?”

“No, it means you’re a big fat ass, you fat ass!”

“But…I’m…I mean, like, Craig likes my fat ass!”

Laurie tilted her head. “Really? That fat?  Jen, I don’t think you appreciate just how big you’re getting back there.  You look like you’re smuggling two pontoons back here.  This rear balcony of yours could support a whole window box!  In fact… forget the pencil test, let’s really see what this rump can do.  Hold still.”

“Um, okay.” Jen waited while Laurie shuffled away into the kitchen only to return moments later with a can of Coca Cola.

“Hold still, Jen, let’s see if we can balance this.”

Jen squeaked as she felt the cold aluminum touch the exposed flesh of her upper buttocks, but Laurie shushed her.

“Quiet, Jen, hold still!”  Laurie carefully balanced the unopened can, watching at it settled into the gelatinous blubber as if it was memory foam.  The can remained upright after she let go.

“Wow, Jen.  You have so much jelly back here that you can actually support an entire can of Coke. A FULL can of Coke! ”

Jen yelped as Laurie grabbed hold of the hem of her shorts and leggings and pulled them down to reveal the full, round curvature of Jen’s full moon.

“Oh my Gawd, Laurie, stop!  What are you doing?  It’s cold!”

“I just want to see if you ass can actually catch a soda!”  Laurie pried apart Jen’s butt cheeks and dropped the soda can between them.  She released Jen’s cheeks and howled with laughter as the two apple-round lobes slapped back together to hold the can in place.

“Look, Jen, you’re actually holding the can with your butt!  I guess this fat ass is good for something. You can hold a soda can without any hands!  I bet you’re right, Craig would love that!”

“That’s not funny,” muttered Jen, crossing her flabby arms across her ample chest. 

“Oh sweetie, calm down, you know I’m just teasing you because I’m your friend,” said Laurie, plucking the can from Jen’s crack and raising her shorts back up over her rump.  Laurie released her grip and watched Jen’s butt blubber wobble as the waistband snapped back.  She patted Jen on her shoulder as she walked around in front of her; it was a long walk to angle around Jen’s wide hips.  “I’m just trying to make you understand that you need to get serious.  You need my help.”  She held out a candy bar.  “Candy bar?”

“Sure, thanks!” said Jen eagerly, grabbing the candy bar and biting off a massive chunk.

“Oh my Gawd, Jen! Did you even look at that before you ate it?  That’s one of the weight gain bars we’re feeding Alice ---  I mean, that we WERE feeding Alice.  And you just gobbled it down without a second thought! See, you’ve turned into a mindless eater!  Girl, you REALLY need my help!”

Jen paused mid-chew, her eyes big and her cheeks still bulging with candy bar.  She looked down at the bar in her hands. Laurie was right.  The wrapper clearly stated it: High Energy Protein Bar. Bulk up Fast!  After a moment, she resumed chewing and swallowed.
“Gosh, I guess you’re right,” said Jen, “I guess I, like, didn’t think about that. But…I already started it, so I guess I should, like, finish it.”  She raised the remaining protein bar to her lips. “I mean, like, just one wouldn’t hurt. An’ I don’t wanna waste food.”
Laurie stared at her in shock as Jen slowly mowed through the protein bar, the only sound in the room a slow, rhythmic chewing and the occasional smacking of lips.  Laurie had intended to use this as a teachable moment, to help shock Jen out of her complacency, but it looked like Jen would be a harder nut to crack than she had thought.

“Alright, fine, forget that!”  Laurie waved her hands dismissively.  “Let’s get you on the dance floor.”
“Ooo!” Jen sputtered through a mouthful of chewed-up protein bar. “You have a dance floor?”

“No.  Just follow me.  I’ll show you exactly what you need to drop a few inches off that backyard.  Have you ever tried strippercize?”

“Ooo!” Jen squealed again.  She waddled as briskly as she could after Laurie.  “Is that, like, that aerobic workout where you learn to pole dance?”

“Close.  I used to do it all the time, it’s really effective. Plus, you get some good moves for the bedroom.” She tapped her nose and winked conspiratorially. “I’ve used a few of these on Frank and he certainly appreciates them.  I’ll bet this will give you something you can use on Craig.”

The den was set up as a media center, with a large flat-screen TV on the wall.  She’d pushed all the furniture against the walls, leaving a big open space at the room’s center for the girls to exercise.
“C’mon, Jen, let’s move it,” said Laurie as she popped a DVD into the DVD player.  Carmen Electra’s face came up on screen. “I wanna see that booty bounce!”

“Um, aren’t you gonna exercise too, Laurie?” asked Jen as Laurie wobbled her way over to one of the room’s chairs and plopped her own titanic tuchus down.
“Don’t try to change the subject, sweetie, we’re talking about YOUR giant ass today, not mine.  And if you don’t start sweating off some of that blubber, you’re never going to fit into a pair of pants again.  So chop chop, let’s move!”  Laurie dug into Jen’s leftover curry with a sour look on her face. “I suppose I’ll have to eat this JUST to keep it away from you.  Really, Jen, I hope you appreciate the sacrifices I make for you!”  
“I can totally fit into pants,” said Jen, her pride smarting slightly.  She motioned at her explosive lower quarters, wrapped, as they were, in failing spandex. “Like, what are you talking about, Laurie?”

“I mean, REAL pants.”  Laurie pointed at Jen’s enormous haunches.  “I remember back when you used to wear the cutest designer jeans and booty shorts, but what can you wear now, Jen? Nothing but sweats and leggings.  Is that anyway to live?”

“Yeah, but…”

Laurie put down the curry carton and leaned forward. “Let me put it this way, Jen.  You like that big butt of yours? You think it makes you look sexy?”

“Um, yeah, totally!  Everyone knows I’m, like, the real big booty babe!”  Jen reached behind herself to pat her enormous, watermelon-sized buttocks, as if you reassure herself that they were still there.  Yup, still there, still massive.

“Then don’t you want to be able to show it off for everyone to appreciate?  No one’s going to look at your ass when you’re wearing those frumpy stretch pants and think ‘wow, now that’s a hot ass!’ They’re just going to think ‘wow, that ass is way too fucking fat!’”

Jen’s lip trembled.  “My ass is NOT way too fucking fat!”

“I hear a lot of arguing, but I don’t see a lot of sweating.  Stop stalling, Jen, and start moving.”

“Um, like, shouldn’t we get Alice to come exercise too?” asked Jen, scratching her large behind.  This leotard was riding up her rear and it wasn’t comfortable at all!  The overweight ditz hadn’t even thought about exercise since her failed gym visit with Craig, and the leotard that had barely fit her then fit her even less now.  It was so tight on her that it slipped between the chubby cheeks of her wide rump whenever she moved, rubbing against her asshole and taint and even her pussy lips when she tried to stretch.  It wasn’t wholly unpleasant, but she wasn’t really feeling up to it with Laurie sitting right there staring at her.
“What, why would we ask Alice?” snapped Laurie.

“Well, since we’re not going through with the plan anymore, I thought maybe it would be nice to help her out too.  Since we, like, you know, made her fat.”

“Alice made herself fat,” muttered Laurie to herself.  Of course, Jen was absolutely right.  Alice was a natural glutton who probably would have blown up like a balloon even without Laurie’s influence, but Laurie’s sleepovers had made Alice blimp even faster and bigger.  Laurie grimaced.  The plan would be harder to orchestrate without Jen in on the scheme, but Jen was such an empty-headed bimbo that she probably wouldn’t even notice anything that Laurie did to keep plumping Alice up.

“Oh, I don’t think Alice is interested in that sort of thing,” said Laurie sweetly. “Besides, you should stop trying to change the subject!  We’re talking about your butt!”
Jen reached her pudgy arms over her head in a laughable parody of a stripper’s routine.  It was no use.  Jen was simply too round and blubbery to make a convincing show, her movements too awkward, her chubby body too inflexible.  She was so swaddled in heavy, wobbling lard that she could barely bend at all.  She just looked like the Michelin Man. 

“But Laurie! It would be, like, fun to work out together! Don’t you think?”

Laurie sighed.  “Fine, Jen.  I’ll do it for you.  Maybe it would help keep you motivated.”  She dumped the remainder of the curry into her mouth, failing to notice the sauce that dribbled down the front of her top, and tossed the empty carton aside.  Repressing a grunt, the buxom blimp pushed herself to her feet and took her place beside Jen.  She was already regretting scarfing down the rest of Jen’s curry – not only because she didn’t feel like exercising on a full stomach, but also because that curry was a lot hotter than she had expected.  Her tongue and throat were stinging!
“Alright, let’s get this started,” said Laurie as she pressed play on the remote control. 

On the television, a peppy Carmen Electra shouted out instructions.  “Next, you’re gonna lean forward, grab your shin, and slide back up.  This is a great move that really helps you show off for your man in the bedroom!”

“Um, like, I don’t need any help to show off for my man in the bedroom!” said Jen, her face flushed bright red.  Sweat was already pouring down her body, soaking through the thin cotton fabric of her exercise shorts and the straining spandex of her sports bra, leaving big wet spots under her armpits and between her boobs.  It was partly from the little bit of exertion from the routine, but also partly from the spicy curry.  She probably shouldn’t have loaded up on spicy food before her big workout!
“Gawd, Jen, don’t talk back to the TV,” said Laurie as she awkwardly tried to replicate the move. While Laurie might have easily used these moves in the bedroom back when she was a slimmer woman, the enormously busty bitch could barely bend forward without the weight of her huge, hemispherical hooters threatening to drag her forward and make her fall flat on her face – or as close to ‘flat on her face’ as she could fall.  Any fall would be cushioned by her own twin chest pillows as well as her growing gut.  “Carmen Electra can’t even hear you, you bimbo.”

Laurie grimaced.  That spice was still building in her mouth!  She hadn’t even completed one bend and she was already sweating like a pig, perspiration sloughing off her porky body in great wet sheets, soaking through her workout clothes like she had been caught in the rain.  As a long-time cheerleader, Laurie had once been flexible enough to push her body down against her upper leg like Carmen had instructed her, but now her breasts were in her way, preventing her from getting close at all.  Man, she was already feeling the burn!  Right there in her…boobs?  Laurie blinked in confusion as she straightened up to prepare for another failed attempt at a semi-hip slide.  Her nipples were tingling; when she looked down, she could see them tenting the fabric of her top.  What gives?  Laurie’s tits were so sensitive these days that it didn’t take much to turn the high beams on.  Usually just a few sexy thoughts were all it took… Frank massaging her colossal cantelopes, Frank pumping her fat pussy, Frank stuffing her like a Thanksgiving turkey.  But what was this all about?  She wasn’t turned on! In fact, her nipples didn’t just tingle. They kind of hurt!
Jen and Laurie looked especially ridiculous when compared to the slender, sexy woman on the television.  Carmen Electra’s slim form looked absolutely miniscule, her small pert ass accentuated by short cotton shorts, the barest hint of flat bronzed belly visible beneath the hem of her belly shirt, her long toned legs girdled by thigh-high tube socks.  In contrast, Jen and Laurie looked like two bloated, blubbery elephant seals flopping about on a beach, desperate to return to the water.  Their spandex outfits were under extreme pressure, pushed to the breaking point with every half-hearted bend and failed twist.

Jen’s tummy bounced and sloshed as she tried to imitate Carmen Electra’s latest dance move; the slender strippercize host turned her back to the camera and popped her booty back and forth.  It was exactly the sort of move that Jen loved to do – and she certainly had more than enough booty to try it out!  But when Jen tried to shake her vast bubble butt, she only succeeded in upsetting her big, curry-stuffed stomach.

Jen grunted, struggling to bend forward when the thick jelly rolls of her gargantuan gut got in the way.  The strain of bending over was too much for her, because she reached just a little too far, stretched a little too hard, and succeeded in forcing a loud fart to blast out of her ass.

“Oh Christ,” said Laurie, rolling her eyes. “See, Jen, this is exactly what we were trying to avoid!  You were supposed to change your diet so that you weren’t constantly farting and look what you do.  You stuff yourself with curry!”

“Oh Gawd, my butt! Oww ow wow, that hurt!”  Jen cried, her hands shooting to her enormous, jiggling rump.

“What are you talking about?”

“It burns! Owwwww!”

“I’m not surprised,” said Laurie, biting her lip. “That’s what happens when you stuff your face with spicy food like that.” Like Jen, Laurie was still sweating profusely, the last of the curry spice hurting her throat.  But she was more worried about her burning tits.  What the fuck was going on?
“Jesus Christ, Jen, you think your ass hurts, my tits are on fire! What the fuck is happening?!”

“You…ow! Ow! Ow!...Laurie, you’ve got curry down your top!”

Laurie looked down again and, this time, she saw it.  Jen was right!  She had spilled some curry sauce down her shirt and it had finally dribbled south down over her massive mountains to reach her nipples.  And the hot spices were burning her sensitive skin like burning hot lava!

“Oh shit!” yelped Laurie, grabbing at her own chest.  The heat was getting worse, both on her chest and in her throat.  “Jesus, I thought it would cool down…but it’s just getting worse!”
Desperate, she pulled her sports top over her head and threw it to the ground, allowing her now naked breasts to bob and jiggle freely.  No good, she was still on fire!  What could she do?

“Oh Gawd, ow ow ow!” gasped Laurie, her mouth hanging open and her tongue lolling out.  She comically fanned her hands at her mouth as if that would help.  “Water! I need water!”

“Noooo,” moaned Jen, “Water totally doesn’t cut the spice! I totally read that somewhere…it’ll just swish it around and make it worse!”

“Oh shit, then… milk! That’s it!  We need something basic to stop the burning!” shouted Laurie.  She was already wobbling toward the kitchen as fast as her fat little legs would carry her.  She made quite a comical sight:  Topless, Laurie’s fleshy body undulated and jiggled wildly as she huffed and puffed her way to the kitchen – her massive breasts, topped by nipples burning like two forest fires, slapped against the shelf of her gut, which, in turn, spilled over the waistand of her leggings more with every lumbering step.
Jen remained behind, rolling around on the floor, clutching at her fat flaming fanny and whining loudly.
Laurie threw open the refridgerator and grabbed a gallon of milk off the shelf.  Without stopping to think, she ripped the cap off and poured the rich, creamy liquid over her tits.

“Oh thank Gawd,” she sighed as the burning slowly subsided in her boobs.  But her throat was still on fire, so, with only half the jug remaining, Laurie tipped it into her mouth and started to chug.  She leaned backwards against the kitchen counter, eyes closed, jug tilted up in the air, guzzling milk as fast as she could.
“Oooow, leave some for meee,” whined Jen, wobbling her way after her massive friend.

Laurie pulled the milk jug away from her lips with a gasp and thrust it out to Jen, who took it gratefully.  As Jen guzzled away the remaining milk, Laurie looked down at herself to survey the damage.  She was a big, bloated, sticky mess – milk all over her fat tits and bloated belly.  And inside her belly, too.  She could see her milk-filled gut sticking out like a shelf beyond her giant knockers, sloshing and wobbling as Laurie tried to get her breathing under control.  The raven-haired behemoth could barely waddle without becoming winded, so the rapid run from the den to the kitchen – barely twenty feet, in reality – made her pant and gasp.  Still listening to the slurping noise of Jen guzzling milk, Laurie grabbed a dishrag off the counter and half-heartedly tried to mop the milk off her boobs.  Well, at least a milk bath is good for your skin, she thought. 

Oh Gawd, she felt like she was going to be sick.  Worse than sick.  Her belly felt warm to the touch, her head was swimming.  Too much milk.  She leaned against the counter to maintain her balance, but Laurie almost wanted to let her overfilled gut drag her right to the floor.

“Okay, Jen, that’s enough.  You’re going to make yourself throw up.”

Jen shook her head and continued drinking, not stopping until the jug was empty and she was forced to tongue the inside of the spout to lap up the last stray drops.

“Oh my Gawd, I think I drank too much,” said Jen, milk dribbling from her lips as she dropped the empty jug and slid to the floor.  Her belly was so massively bloated that it had forced her leggings and shorts to slide down, leaving the big pink dome of her stomach bare.  She rubbed her middle, her face betraying a new awe at its size.  Jen was a big eater, of course, so her belly was almost always swollen with her most recent meal – but she’d never consumed enough liquid to make her slosh like this!  She felt like an over-inflated water balloon, ready to burst if she fell over.

“I’m gonna puke,” said Jen, lying on the floor and clutching her massively swollen middle.  She had read somewhere that it was impossible to chug an entire gallon of milk without vomiting, but, somehow, these two girls had managed the impossible.  Maybe it was because their bellies were so accustomed to the constant abuse of being overstuffed that this was mere child’s play.  But in any case, the two milk-bloated babes were so full and sloshy that they couldn’t do anything but lie on the ground, belching and moaning.  They looked like two overfilled milk jugs.
“Ooof, no, I’M gonna puke,” said Laurie, patting her own gut as she slid to the floor next to her big butt best friend.  Her middle jiggled and sloshed in response and, for a moment, Laurie felt like the motion of her ocean might make her sick.  But she managed to keep it down, only burping loudly instead. She made a comical sight with her two hefty milkbags sticking out almost as far as her milk-filled gut.
“So, like, that was enough exercise for today, right?” said Jen eagerly.  The two girls had barely even burned a single calorie today, but Jen was ready to call it quits after that ordeal!

Laurie was not inclined to argue.  We did half a routine, thought Laurie, that should count for something.  Surely, that would have helped Jen a little.  Of course, the combined calories of the curry and the milk would have counteracted any little bit of good that their abortive attempt at working out would have done.  But Laurie was too dazed and bloated and stupid to think about that now.

Jen leaned her head against Laurie’s shoulder.  Laurie couldn’t help but smile.  Just a little.  It really was good to have her best friend back.  Laurie would never say out loud just how much she had missed Jen.  She didn’t like to show weakness, but life just wasn’t the same without her constant companion.  Knowing that Jen was back again, her ever-willing support system, gave her the strength she needed to be the iron-willed bitch that everyone feared. But right now, she was just glad to have a friend to share her over-stuffed misery.
“Yeah,” huffed Laurie, “That’s enough for now.”
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