“Just grab the keys,” Alice told herself. “Piece of cake. It shouldn’t be hard at all.”

Sure, it was easy to tell herself that. But Alice was still really nervous.  Laurie had finally given her a task to help set her plan in motion, her plan that would eventually lead to her reconciliation with Jen.  Alice still had no clue what Laurie’s plan really entailed.

Alice tried to steel her nerves as she plodded up the walkway to Jen’s front door. Why was she nervous? She did this every week. Every week, she and Jen met for a fun sleepover. It was just a friendly get-together.  Besides, Jen probably wouldn’t even miss her keys as long as Alice brought them back pretty quickly. Like Laurie said, Jen was really too much of a ditz to realize that the keys were even missing.

She still felt a little bad for stealing Jen’s car keys, but she kept telling herself: It’s for a little while. I’ll bring them back. That’s really just borrowing them. And besides, if it’s to help Jen and Laurie reconcile, then it’s for a good cause. I don’t think I can take much more of my two best friends fighting. This argument is tearing us all apart!

The constant sniping between Jen and Laurie was almost insufferable as this unseasonable heat wave!

“Jeez, I don’t remember it ever being this hot before,” gasped Alice, wiping her forehead with her arm. “It must be all that global warming.”

It was only early spring so, for most people, it wasn’t all that hot.  When Alice had been merely chubby at 200 pounds, this weather would have been quite pleasant and brisk.  It was only now that Alice had blimped into a jumbo heavyweight at nearly 500 that even moderately warm temperatures seemed sweltering. The short walk to Jen’s front door left Alice sweating buckets, perspiration pooling under her armpits and soaking her polo shirt until the drenched material clung to her wobbling blubber rolls like a second skin.

Alice rang the doorbell and waited.  After a minute, she heard familiar sounds inside: gasping, panting and the steady thump thump thump of heavy footsteps.  Like Alice, Jen was also so phenomenally out of shape that even short walks left her almost completely puffed, so Alice wasn’t surprised to hear the sounds of struggle behind the door.

But when Jen finally cracked the door open.  Alice was surprised to see that Jen was nearly naked; she was dressed in nothing but a red thong bikini, the bikini bottoms nearly invisible under the hang of her pooching potbelly.  Other than that, she was practically nude except for a pair of flip flops and some designer sunglasses perched on her head.
“Why are you in your swimsuit, Jen?” asked Alice. This would put a big hitch in the plan! She needed to snag Jen’s car Keys for Laurie, but she had no idea where to find them. Laurie had told her that Jen always carried her keys in her back pocket, but, if Jen spent the whole evening in her bikini, how would Alice find them now?

“Cuz it’s soooo hot!” said Jen. Objectively, it wasn’t all that hot out. But Jen was so swaddled in blubber that even small movements were enough to overheat her.  Even in the relatively cool evening weather, Jen, like Alice, was sweating profusely, beads of perspiration visible on her hairline.  Alice was almost as fat as Jen, so she too could feel the intense heat. The only thing hotter than the weather itself was Jen, who was so overheated that Alice could feel the intense heat radiating off of her bloated, sweaty body in waves. “I thought it might be a good night to go swimming. Come on out back, we’ll take a dip in the pool.”

Alice had noticed the large swimming pool that took up more of the Sarovy family’s backyard, but she’d never had the chance to actually go swimming in it.  She had to admit, it sounded pretty tempting.

“Oh you should have told me,” said Alice, “I didn’t bring my swimsuit.”

“What? Like, I thought I did tell you.”

Alice sighed. Of course, Jen hadn’t said a word to her about this new plan, because Jen had only just thought of it herself. But Jen was also such an airhead that she’d already forgotten that and now assumed that she had, in fact, told Alice.

“Like, don’t worry, Alice! I totally got you covered! You can wear one of my spares!”

“Um, are you sure that would fit me?” asked Alice dubiously.  Even though both girls were extremely obese now, they still packed on their pounds in very distinctive ways.  Apple-shaped Alice doubted that any of Jen’s clothes would fit around her massive belly, while pear-shaped Jen probably would find Alice’s clothes way too confining in the seat.

“Oh totally, it’ll be fine,” said Jen happily as she bounced away, waving for Alice to follow her.  Alice dutifully waddled after her plumping friend.

Jen’s closet looked like a thrift store explosion.  While Jen was almost as much of a clothes horse as her best friend Laurie, Jen lacked Laurie’s refined sense of style.  Alice had always envied the way that Laurie managed to look elegant and refined, always dressed to the nines.  Despite her burgeoning curves, Laurie always looked every inch the beauty queen.  Jen loved to shop for clothes too, but Jen favored loud, flashy colors and garish designs.  As a result, she sometimes even up looking like a refugee from the 70s or 80s.  

Not surprisingly, her swimsuits looked equally ridiculous.  Most of them were way too skimpy for a modest girl like Alice, but she finally found a simple one-piece with a not-too-outlandish floral pattern. Those flowers will probably look more like super novas once they’ve stretched around my fat ass, thought Alice miserably. But then again, she was only going to be hanging around with Jen, so it’s not like she had any reason to be embarrassed about her growing girth here. 

“Here, I totally think this one would look great on you,” gushed Jen as she handed the swimsuit to Alice.

“Thanks,” said Alice, “I’ll just get changed quickly and meet you down at the pool.”

Alice did not get changed quickly.  In fact, it took Alice a good ten minutes just to strip off her clothes.  Often she relied on Tyler to help her get undressed. Otherwise, she mostly wore sweatpants and leggings that were easy to peel off.  Today, against her better judgment, she had stuffed her bulk into a pair of shorts that just barely managed to button beneath the sag of her mammoth belly.  Unable to see anything below the monster arc of her billowing gut, Alice had to grope blindly with her chubby fingers until she finally found the button. Then she had to struggle against the overly tight waistband to actually pop the button out of its hole.  Getting hold of the zipper tab and unzipping the fly was a whole ordeal in itself.  And after that, Alice had to gradually wriggle the shorts down her thighs – not an easy prospect when Alice was nearly too fat to even bend at the waist.  After she finally got her clothes off, she had to slowly work the bathing suit up her legs and over her thighs and hips, moving slowly to give the lycra material time to stretch so that it wouldn’t simply split along the seams.  The last thing that she wanted to do was ruin the bathing suit that her friend had so kindly lent to her!
When she was finally dressed, Alice looked like a flower-covered beach ball.  The stretchy material of her swimsuit was stretched to the max over her bulk, the side seams pulled so tight that you could see the threads gasping.  The material hugged her belly so tightly that it failed to disguise any of her wobbling or jiggling, so that Alice looked like a rippling ball of butter-soft blubber as she shuffled into the backyard to meet her friend.

Jen was lying on a deckchair, sunning herself, her bronze skin already baked.  Alice waddled over to a lawn chair next to her and plopped her fat ass down.  The chair creaked ominously, sagging nearly to the ground.  
Jen flipped her sunglasses up and grinned at her friend.

“I told you that you’d look awesome!” she chirped.

Alice was skeptical but didn’t want to contradict her friend.  Besides, what did it matter?  Who would see them here, in this secluded backyard?  Alice just smiled.

“Thanks for the loan.  You ready to go swimming?”

“In a second,” said Jen. The hippopotamus-sized hottie rolled over, so that she was face down with her enormous backside pointing up in the air.  Jen had gained a lot of weight recently and, true to form, most of it went to her already amply rump, to the point that Jen might now be taller lying down than she was standing up. No, that was just ridiculous. Alice couldn’t believe that her ass was THAT big. Still, it was beyond impressive.  Each cheek looked like it might actually be the size of an inflated beach ball.  Alice was sued to thinking of herself as the fattest of her friends, but that was mostly because she tended to gain so much in her belly. Alice’s apple-shape was instantly recognizable as fat. But Jen’s natural pear shape might have allowed her to grow even fatter without anyone realizing it.  Not that Jen was small elsewhere. She was big enough now that Alice suspected she might be the fattest of three.
“I need you to, like, do something for me first.  Um, like, Alice, could you rub this sunscreen on my back?”

“Sure thing, Jen.” Alice waddled over, grabbed the bottle of sun block, squirted some into her hands, and started rubbing it into Jen’s fleshy back. 

“Um, like, be sure to get my butt too,” said Jen, her face still buried in her arms.

“Your butt? Are you sure? Can’t you…ummm… do that yourself?”

“Like, no way! I could reach some of it, but, like, it’s soooo hard. I mean, like, especially when you’re as bootilicious as I am, right?”  Jen looked up, grinning, and pushed her sunglasses down to give Alice a coy look.  “Right?”

“Er…sure,” said Alice.  This was kind of weird!  She certainly believed Jen’s story that the poor pear-shaped plumper couldn’t reach all of her enormously round rump because, dang, there was a lot of it. And Jen was definitely becoming less flexible as she piled on the pounds, the extra blubber restricting her movement and forcing her to become more and more sedentary. But touching her friend’s butt still seemed kind of odd.  Then again… how long had they known each other?  Alice realized that, in the entire time that they had been friends, she didn’t think that she had EVER touched Jen’s bottom.  Not that she wanted to, but that behind was so famous, so ridiculously huge, that she now almost wanted to touch it just to prove that it was real, that it wouldn’t simple pop under her touch and vanish like two ephemeral soap bubbles. Alice almost giggled at the thought of Jen having a literal bubble butt.  But still, Jen was her friend and Alice didn’t want to disappoint her.

Dutifully, the bloated blonde squirted some sun block on the apex of Jen’s voluminous posterior and watched, briefly mesmerized, as the thick, goopy sun block liquefied almost instantly as it touched the warm, bronzed skin of Jen’s blubbery ass, running in rivulets down the slope of her cheek to pool in her ass crack along the string of her string bikini.
“That feels weird,” said Jen. 

“What?”

“The sun block is, like, dripping into my ass.  Could you, like, adjust my thong?”

“What?”

“I mean, like, don’t do anything, like, weird, I just need you to adjust it a little. Like, pull it out of my crack for a sec, okay?”

“Okay.”  Alice dubiously hooked her finger under the little fabric triangle that constituted the back of Jen’s bikini panties, the only part of the garment that Alice could get hold of since the string of her thong was buried deep between the two fat lobes of Jen’s titanic tushie. Alice tugged gently, watching as the thin fabric peeled away from the twin balloons of Jen’s rotund rump, sticky with sun block. Jen’s ass was pretty much already completely exposed, since her thong didn’t leave anything to imagination – unless you were the sort of person who, when confronted by a broad badonkadonk butt as big as two basketballs, instead fixated on the small of the back. But Alice still found it kind of uncomfortable to stand there, yanking the back of Jen’s swimsuit, with the entirety of Jen’s booty exposed below.  She pulled a little harder and watched as the G-string popped out from between Jen’s tender, wobbling cheeks.  

“Like, that’s better,” said Jen, “That was giving me suuuuuch a wedgie.” 
Grunting, Jen struggled to roll over. It was like watching a walrus flopping around to haul itself up the beach.  Her face was worried, as if she was trying to work up the courage to say something.
“Alice, I, like, gotta tell you something.”

“What is it, Jen?”

“Like, do you feel like….like, do you feel like you, uhh, might have been, like, you know…gaining some weight recently?”

Alice blushed.  Indeed, Alice’s blimping had been nothing short of insane this year – she was growing so fast that she could barely believe it herself.  Alice had gone from pig to cow to elephant in less than a year and, if she kept gaining, she would become too fat to even waddle sooner rather than later.  She was already having trouble with some basic things like tying her shoes because of her size, relying more and more on Tyler or her friends to help her when she found herself too fat to help herself. But even knowing how dangerous her current trajectory was, how she was spinning toward gross obesity, Alice still loved food too much to stop herself. Her appetite was out of control to the point that Alice wasn’t really eating so much as stuffing herself.  She couldn’t end any meal before she was painfully, burstingly full, she couldn’t bear to stop eating if there was still food available. Like a piggy being fattened for slaughter, Alice was so conditioned to gorge that she could almost be moved to tears at the thought that there might be some leftover food beyond her reach that she couldn’t eat.  

“Uhhh…yeah, I guess so,” mumbled Alice.  Of course, she had. Asking if she had gained weight was like asking if the Sahara needed more sand. But Alice was still embarrassed to admit it, even if there was no way to hide her vast girth.

“Do you, like, think you’ve gained more weight since you started coming to the sleepovers?”

“I guess so,” said Alice.

“Um, like, well….like, I don’t know how to say this…”

Jen paused.  How could she put this?  That Laurie had been doing this on purpose? That she was trying to fatten Alice up so that she would look thinner?  Jen was at a loss.  On the one hand, she really wanted to confess the whole plan to Alice, because Alice was her good friend. But on the other, she felt like that would be betraying Laurie. How could she do that to someone who had been her best friend since middle school? Not to mention the fact that Jen’s hands weren’t exactly clean. How would Alice react to knowing that she had been helping Laurie?  Jen felt like she had already lost one good friend, she couldn’t bear to lose another!
“What is it, Jen?” asked Alice. “You know you can tell me anything.”
“Like, well, you know how Laurie started getting, like, really upset when she started to gain weight, too, right? But, like, she couldn’t stop herself. Like, you’ve seen her, right? Oh my Gawd, she’s just blown up! But Laurie couldn’t stop herself and so she thought that, like, maybe there was some other way to look thinner, right?”

“Uh huh,” said Alice blankly, not following Jen at all.  Jen had a hard time believing the story herself; now that she was free of Laurie’s domineering influence, it all seemed pretty unreal to her.  What kind of person would fatten someone else up just to make themselves look thinner in comparison? That was something a sociopath would do.  It seemed so crazy! But that was exactly what Laurie was doing.

Alice wasn’t sure what Jen was trying to say, but she remembered how Laurie had warned her that Jen might invent some crazy story to turn her against Laurie. Whatever Jen was getting at, she was probably just making something up because she’s so upset.
I’m still Jen’s friend so I need to be here for her and let her realize that I know she’s just saying this to get back at Laurie.  I’m sure it’ll all be fine once we get Laurie’s plan started. That will totally bring Jen and Laurie back together and repair their friendship! 

“Never mind,” said Jen, “It’s, like, not important.” She turned away from Alice.  Gawd, why couldn’t she just tell Alice the truth?  She needed to come clean but she just couldn’t! If she said anything about the plan to Alice, then Alice would hate Laurie forever. Not to mention that it would ruin any chance of Laurie and Jen ever repairing their friendship!  True, Jen was still really pissed at Laurie, but she couldn’t bear the thought of never being friends again.  Laurie was her bestie!  Maybe she needed to confront Laurie first… That was it!  She needed to get Laurie to come clean too.  If she and Laurie came clean together, then maybe they could explain to Alice why they had done it…it wouldn’t seem just like Jen tattling! It would seem like they were truly sorry for what they’d done. That seemed like the only way to tell Alice the truth without Alice hating them forever.

“Thanks for putting the sun block on my butt,” said Jen, hauling herself into a sitting position. Unfortunately, her slick, lubed buttocks instantly slipped off the deck chair, and Jen flew off her seat to tumble to the ground.

“Jen! Are you okay!” Alice cried, but, being too heavy and lazy to move quickly, could only wave her chubby arms uselessly in response.

“I hurt my butt,” moaned Jen loudly.

Alice and Jen did never little swimming.  Sure, they both plopped into the pool, but they did little more than float like two inflated inner tubes, bobbing on the surface.  Swimming was nearly impossible because fat floats, and both girls were so fat that they instantly popped back to the surface every time that they tried to dive underwater.  Alice, with her round shape, at least could bob like a buoy.  Jen, storing most of her adipose in her rear, had a more difficult time.  Her rump would constantly start rising up behind her, her feet lifting from the bottom of the pool and her face falling forward, until her head fell under the surface and only the two slick round spheres of her wet keister broke the surface.

After a couple hours, the girls finally called it quits and returned inside to resume their usual sleepover activity: snacking and watching TV.  Alice noted that, after toweling off, Jen had pulled a pair of denim daisy dukes over her bikini bottoms, but otherwise hadn’t changed.  She also noticed that the outline of something familiar through the back pocket of Jen’s shorts: the car keys!

“Henry VIII became quite obese later in life, with a waist measurement of 54 inches,” said the narrator on TV. The two girls usually didn’t watch the History Channel, but they were too lazy to bother changing the channel, so now they were tolerating a documentary about the Tudor kings.  “He was so fat that he had to be moved about with the help of mechanical inventions.”

“That’s pretty crazy fat,” said Jen, twisting a sandwich cookie apart and licking out the cream, before belching loudly.  Alice startled at the sound of Jen’s burp, surprised that Jen was so nonchalant about her gas.  Certainly Alice knew what it was like to be gassy; her constant overeating meant that she often had a tendency to be rather urpy as well, but she tried to hide her burps politely. Well, usually. Alice wasn’t the most self-aware girl or else she would have realized that she tended to belch just as loudly as her bottom-heavy friend on occasion.
“Henry VIII was so fat that he literally exploded,” continued the narrator. “After he died, his body produced so much gas during composition that the corpse exploded in the middle of the funeral.”

“Haha weird,” laughed Jen. Almost in response, she felt an urgent gurgle in her own belly.  Her fat belly began to rise, filling with her own gas. Alice couldn’t help but think back to what the television was saying as she watched Jen briefly inflate with gas before the pear-shaped princess furrowed her brow and released it all in one long, loud belch.

“Phew, that’s better,” said Jen, popping the rest of the cookie into her mouth and chewing happily.

Alice blushed hard again, embarrassed at Jen’s candor. Jen flopped over on the couch to scratch her butt, her fingernails sinking deep into the squishy blubber of her posh caboose.

“Hey, Jen, are you having trouble there?” asked Alice, suddenly seeing an opening.

“What?”

“Well, you were having trouble reaching all your backside earlier…you know to put on the lotion.  Do you need help…uh…scratching?”

“Haha naw, I’m alright,” laughed Jen, shoving another cookie into her mouth.  Jen hadn’t dried herself very thoroughly, so the seat of her shorts was soaking wet.  Alice knew that would have the denim shrink slightly, so it would even harder to get those keys!

Jen’s pudgy middle gurgled again and a mixed look of confusion and discomfort passed over the chunky bimbo’s face.  She reached down to pat her bare stomach with one hand while the other reached for yet another cookie.  Alice was almost impressed with Jen’s commitment to consumption.  Sure, Alice herself was also a constant, insatiable glutton, but Jen was really taking the cake these days!  She was in obvious pain, her guts churning up too much gas even as Jen crammed more and more fuel into herself.  Alice was convinced that she would stop eating if she was in pain – or at least she might slow down.  Jen, however, almost seemed to speed up.  It was almost as if Jen was literally such a ditz that she couldn’t form the connection between her overeating and her newfound gaseousness.

“Oooow, my tummy hurts,” complained Jen. “I, like, don’t know what’s wrong with it.”  Alice could see that Jen’s already full stomach was bulging out further and further as she inflated with gas, looking for all the world like a blimp being prepared for take-off.  Sitting there in nothing but her bikini top and booty shorts, there was nothing to disguise the fact that Jen was getting really tubby around the middle – or that her gut was filling with gas that would soon need to be released one way or another.

“Maybe you should slow down for a second,” said Alice gently, although she couldn’t help but lick her lips as she watched Jen’s hand reach back into the bag of cookies. Those cookies did look good! She could almost understand why Jen was reluctant to stop eating. Was there anything better than a tasty treat, anything more satisfying than the feel of a full belly? 

Oblivious that her eating was the cause of her pain, Jen was trying to suppress the uncomfortable bloated feeling in her intestines by distracting herself with MORE food.  It wasn’t having the desired effect.  Alice began to think that she should do something before Jen indeed simply burst.
“Jen, you look like you might need some help there. Are you feeling kind of, you know, bloated?”

“Yeah,” admitted Jen, cheeks still bulging. “I guess, a little.”

“You know, last week, I was over at Lau… er, a friend’s house, and they had a stomachache too. But after I gave them a massage, they felt a lot better.  Why don’t you let me help you?

“Sure, that sounds lovely. That’s so sweet of you, Alice!”

“Okay, Jen, why don’t you roll over and I’ll start on your back.”

Jen looked at her quizzically. “My back? But my tummy is the part that hurts!”

“Yes, but your stomach chakra is in your back,” said Alice, repeating something that Laurie’s mother had told her at her last sleepover at Laurie’s house.

“Oh that makes sense,” said Jen, although the expression on her face indicated that it clearly made no sense at all.  Jen pushed her bag of cookies to the side and then slowly attempted to roll over. The immense gravitational pull of her enormous rear made it a difficult maneuver, because Jen kept rocking back onto her wide bottom like a Weebl. 

“Um, here, let me help,” said Alice finally.

“Thanks!” Jen beamed as Alice pressed her hands against her friend’s chubby side and helped roll her over, so that her wet bottom stuck up in the air.

Alice paused as the air was filled with another loud, urgent bubbling gurgle and Jen’s bottom seemed to rise higher in the air, like two twin mountains, buoyed up by her bloating belly.
“Here, maybe this will help,” said Alice, pressing her palms down on Jen’s back.  Jen whimpered.

“Ow! That’s just pushing my stomach into the floor! That’s not helping at all!”

“Just give me a second,” said Alice, “I’m still working on it.”

Alice pressed again, vigorously massaging the small of Jen’s back with one hand.  Her eyes strayed down to Jen’s booty, which was so big that it looked ready to burst from her shorts.  Lying on her stomach, the top inch of Jen’s ass crack was clearly visible above the straining waistbands of her shorts and bikini bottoms, the two hemispheres of her tanned cheeks bulging over like rising bread dough.  As her pudgy left hand sank into Jen’s gelatinous back fat, she slowly, carefully reached down to Jen’s quivering buttocks with her other.  Careful, careful!  Alice hoped her friend wouldn’t notice as she gingerly plucked at the too-tight back pocket plastered against Jen’s round rump.

Alice pressed down again and this time she must have pushed Jen’s stomach into the floor too hard, because the gassy, bottom-heavy babe quite suddenly released all her trapped gas in one long, loud burp, so loud that nearly knocked Alice over backwards. Jen perked up immediately, confused. Luckily, the distraction was all Alice needed to quickly snatch the keys out of her pocket. Success!

“Hey, Alice! You’re right! My stomach doesn’t hurt anymore! You’re, like, a miracle worker!”

Alice smiled. “Thanks!” She felt a little bad about deceiving Jen, but again she told her self it was for a good cause as she pocketed the car keys.

“In fact, I think you totally helped open up some more room in here!” beamed Jen, patting her plump tummy as she rolled over. “Like, could you hand me that bag of cookies again?”

***
Alice felt pretty satisfied with herself after snagging Jen’s keys.  Now all that was left was to get them to Laurie!  But the next day, Alice had to run some errands first.  Well, first she had to have breakfast with Tyler.  But after those errands, and after that she’d get the keys to Laurie!

So why was she at a breakfast buffet now?

Alice had already eaten breakfast with Tyler before leaving the house. Why was she in a breakfast buffet now? There was no earthly reason that she should still be hungry. And yet she couldn’t help herself…

Grunting, Alice waddled a few steps forward, grabbed the tongs and loaded her plate down with scrambled eggs and sizzling sausage. The aroma was heavenly and Alice’s belly was growling so loudly now that she was afraid that the girl in line behind her might notice.

I gotta hurry, thought Alice. Gotta just grab a couple things, I don’t need to grab everything.  I’m not going to make a pig of myself for once.

The rotund blonde only had the best of intentions, but her willpower was no match for her appetite and she soon had her plate so overloaded with food that she could barely carry it.  Even for her, this was a lot of food, but Alice was barely conscious of how much she was taking.  Her mind was consumed with thoughts of the pleasurable feast to come.

She was so intent on filling her plate that she was only barely aware of the ominous creaks coming from her overloaded yoga pants as she waddled down the buffet line.  Her stretched pants had been grumbling and straining all morning and it had taken her and Tyler’s combined strength to hoist the over tight garment over Alice’s tree trunk legs and thunder thighs.  Recognizing then that these yoga pants were on borrowed time, she had made a little promise to herself that she would go easy on the snacking until she’d purchased a new, larger pair. In fact, she had done an admirable job of following that resolution all morning.  Most days, she would have already given up all restraint the first time that she passed by the breakfast buffet.  But today, the naïve little blimp had managed to walk past the buffet all the way to the Lane Bryant. Actually, she hadn’t made it all the way past.  The delicious smell of breakfast cooking had given her pause, enough that she stood outside the buffet for a good ten minutes, staring through the window, her eager breath fogging up the glass, her breath becoming shallow and excited as she thought about all the tasty treats awaiting within.  It was only because the buffet wasn’t actually open yet that Alice had managed to pull herself away and waddle the rest of the way to her destination.  Once there, though, the ballooning beauty found that her entire trek had been in vain.  
The moment that Alice entered the store, she could feel the skinny sales clerk judging her critically.

“Hi,” said Alice, struggling to keep her voice chipper.  “I’m looking for some new clothes. Um, I’m thinking you might be able to help me find something that, uh, suits my shape.”

Alice hoped that she wasn’t blushing as brightly as she thought she was.  It was embarrassing to ask for help, but Alice truly hoped that maybe this clerk knew enough about fashion to help her disguise her recent expansion with some figure-flattering clothes.

“What size are you?” asked the clerk.

“Um, I’m wearing a size…30,” mumbled Alice, embarrassed. “But they’re a little tight.” 

“Oh really?” The clerk smirked as her gaze travelled up and down Alice’s flabby body.  She’d seen a lot of fatties in this job, but this one surely took the cake.  How much could she weigh? She looked like an over-inflated helium balloon just ready to float away, except that she could tell by the way the blubber spilling out of her shirt jiggled with each plodding step that there was no way this girl would ever be light enough to float.

“If you want to step in back, we can measure you and see just what size you’ll need,” said the clerk, straining to hold back laughter. She led Alice to a back room, where she pulled out a measuring tape. “Okay, ma’am, just stand there and let me measure your waist.”
Blushing furiously, Alice tried to maintain her composure as this snotty clerk pulled the tape measure around her vast waist.  Alice’s belly was so jelly soft that the clerk actually found she was having trouble getting an accurate reading; it was too easy for the tape to pinch into Alice’s gelatinous flab, so she had to keep letting it out to make sure that the final number wasn’t too low.

The tape didn’t reach.

“Um, well, you seem to be a little over…70 inches around,” said the clerk. “I’m afraid I can’t give you an accurate measurement because, um, the tape doesn’t reach all the way around you.”
70 inches! How was that possible? That was even wider around than Henry VIII!
“Oh,” said Alice quietly. Oh Gawd she was so embarrassed! Why had she even come here! As if to add insult to injury, her enormous belly, her fat gut which was already so big and round that it outmatched a measuring tape in a plus size store, growled hungrily.  She couldn’t help but think back to that buffet down the street. Was it open yet? Ugh, she had to stop thinking about food or she would soon be 100 inches around!

“That would probably make you a size 32 or 33,” said the clerk, studiously ignoring the gurgles and groans coming from Alice’s famished tummy. 

“Oh, um, could I see some clothes in that size?” asked Alice hopefully. At least she could leave with some clothes that fit right! That was one bright side.
“No,” said the clerk, “We don’t carry that high up. We’d have to special order it for you.”

Alice felt like she’d been hit by lightening. She had actually outgrown regular clothing off the rack! She was so huge now that she would have to start special ordering clothes! There was no way that this could be worse.

“I notice you carry a lot of your weight…in your tummy,” said the clerk, “You could try to find something in the maternity store down the street.”

***

After that experience, Alice felt like she deserved a little reward to make her feel better.  By now, the buffet had opened its doors so Alice made a beeline for it, following her nose. The last thing she needed was more calories, but Alice couldn’t help herself. She was miserable and food was the only thing that would make her feel better. She needed to fill her belly until she felt ready to bust!
Alice leaned forward, desperately trying to reach the bacon.  She could feel the right yoga pants pulling against the vast expanse of her buttocks.  “Oh please hold,” she mumbled to herself, sweat beading on her brow.  These pants were so tight that Alice was genuinely worried that she might split them right here and moon the entire restaurant.  Even so, she couldn’t resist the bacon, so she leaned forward just a tad more (ignoring the louder creaks coming from her seams).

“Mommy, look at that fat girl!” whispered a little girl sitting in a booth.

“Quiet, honey, that’s rude to say,” hissed the girl’s mother.

“But she is fat!” said the girl, confused. 

Alice heard the hushed tones of the conversation but she didn’t care; she was too busy worrying about the state of her overstretched pants.  As she straightened up again, depositing the bacon on her plate, she felt the sense seams relax just a little.  “Phew that was close,” mumbled Alice to herself as she straightened up. She had managed to avoid blowing out her pants, so maybe she was home clear? She wasn’t entirely convinced, though, because she could still hear the seams complain when she took another lumbering step forward.  Even if she didn’t rip the seat, she needed to get new pants soon! Just the constant pressure of her mammoth buns and monster thighs against the flimsy stitchery would eventually wear them down…

Alice spied the tray of ham.  Oh, that looked soooo good!  She reached behind herself and pretended to scratch her butt – in reality, she was checking how much give remained in her pants. Could she risk leaning forward again to grab a slice of ham?  No no, she didn’t need anymore food. She had promised herself that she was going to have some self-control, right? She had more than enough food already piled on her plate.  Still, that ham did look soooo good.  Alice could feel her willpower wilting as she stared at that succulent pile of meat, and before she knew it, her chubby hand was already reaching for the tongs, she was leaning over just a little, not too much, just enough that she could reach, her pants could take it, they had enough stretch in them, c’mon just a little more, just a little more and—
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 Oh no!
Alice dropped  the tongs and reached around behind her, finding a long tear traveling along the back seam of her ruined yoga pants, revealing the soft pink flesh of her oversized buttocks and the white cotton of her giant panties.
This was terrible! People all through the restaurant were snickering at the fat piggy who had just blown the seat of her pants wide open. At least there was no one she knew here, but---
“Wait…Alice? Is that you?”
Alice spun around and stared in confusion at this girl who seemed to have recognized her. The stranger in line behind her was a plump, bottom-heavy redhead. Or rather, she was merely plump when compared to Alice – this girl had enough heft in her thighs and bottoms to weigh in excess of 200 pounds, but that was almost whisper-thin compared to a real jumbo heavyweight like Alice.  Although if you were to subtract a few inches – okay, maybe a good foot – off of that butt and maybe take away the double chin…

“Oh my God!” cried Alice, recognition dawning. “Heather!”

“In the flesh,” laughed Heather, “Wow, Alice! I haven’t seen you in months!”

“Not since…um…yeah, not since fat camp.”

Heather laughed. “That sure did us a lot of good.” She gestured at her own hefty body. Heather had definitely continued to pack on the pounds since their last meeting.  Alice remembered that Heather had originally planned to intentionally gain weight in hopes of growing a larger chest, but had only succeeded in inflating her rear like an air mattress.  It looked like things hadn’t changed much in that regard.  In fact, Alice could already feel Heather staring enviously at her own bosom.  Alice’s boobs weren’t especially large. Or rather, they were large, but only because everything about Alice was large these days. Her breasts were completely proportional to the rest of her vast, round, oversized body. Heather pulled off her coat and hung it on Alice’s shoulder’s effectively creating a screen to cover the poor girl’s exposed tushie.
“Look, Alice, let’s get you back to your seat, huh? We don’t need any of these lookie-loos making a scene. Where are you sitting? I’ll come join you.”

“Thanks,” said Alice, “I’d like that.”

Heather led Alice back to her seat, leaving the overweight blonde with her coat over her shoulders, before grabbing her purse and plate from her own table and bringing them over.  Heather was genuinely shocked to see Alice.  She wasn’t just surprised to see an old friend. She was surprised at how MUCH of her old friend there was to see. Alice had become enormous! In fact, other than their old mutual friend Amber, Heather didn’t think she’d ever seen anyone as fat as Alice was now.  She remembered Alice as a chubby plumper with a little round belly, not this jumbo heavyweight hippo!  As Heather approached the booth, she couldn’t help but notice that Alice was looking distinctly uncomfortable.  The poor girl grimaced as she tried to adjust her enormous stomach to prevent the table from pressing too firmly upon her gut.  Eventually, Alice had grab her hanging paunch with both hands and lift it up, letting it drop onto the table with a loud slap.
I always knew she was heavy, thought Heather, but I didn’t expect her to get THIS heavy. I thought she was a cheerleader! I would have thought all that exercise would keep the pounds off.

Of course, if Heather knew that the extent of Alice’s exercise these days, she wouldn’t have been surprised that Alice was still gaining weight faster than ever. Other than waddling to the kitchen for more snacks, the only thing that Alice did that could even pass for physical exertion was sex with Tyler.  Not that she did much even then.  Alice was so round and flabby that as soon as Tyler started pumping at her, she could do little more than jiggle.  It was too bad that couldn’t help her shed pounds, because Alice and Tyler’s sex life had only become more active as Alice ballooned.  Tyler didn’t know it, but the real reason that his girlfriend’s sexual appetites increased in proportion to her waistline was that Alice’s expanding belly made it more and more difficult for the poor girl to satisfy herself when Tyler wasn’t around.  Reaching under her increasingly heavy belly with her uselessly pillowy arms was such a bother that Alice was getting to the point that it was just easier to wait, however impatiently, for Tyler to come over.

Heather scooted into the booth opposite Alice, plopping her plush bottom down. It was a tight squeeze, because Alice’s giant gut had pushed the table closer to the opposite bench, leaving less room for Heather’s own ample form.  That was annoying! Although Heather knew what it was like to be a plus size girl in a world built for skinnies, so she didn’t say anything.  Still, Alice’s new girth was kind of worrying.

“So, Alice, what have you been up to? You’re looking…good!”

Alice sighed. “You don’t have to pretend, Heather. I know that I’ve gained… a little weight since the last time we saw each other.”

A little weight? More like an entire extra girl’s worth of weight, thought Heather.  

“I’ve just been having so much trouble with eating lately,” said Alice, staring at the food in front of her. “I get so hungry and I just can’t seem to help myself.”  Alice desperately wanted to gorge herself now, to just shovel all this delicious-looking food into her mouth until she was completely stuffed, but she felt a little self-conscious about eating with her normal abandon in front of Heather.  She vaguely remembered what had happened when Mallory had come to the sleepover last week, how she had reacted to the way that Jen and Alice ate.  Alice wasn’t sure why; since the two greedy fatties almost entered a strange fugue state when they ate, they really didn’t have any inkling of just how gluttonous their eating habits had become and consequently they didn’t understand why Mallory had been so surprised and disgusted. Now Alice was almost afraid to touch her food. What if the same thing happened? What if, once she took that first delicious bite, she lost all control, all reason? What if she just lost it right in front of Heather and just ate and ate and ate? She didn’t want Heather to think that she was a mindless eating machine, even if the vast size of her body didn’t already betray that. 

“Yeah, well, some of us are just lucky, I guess,” said Heather, nodding her head meaningfully toward Alice’s chest.  Alice looked down and noticed with surprise that she had dropped some toast crumbs into her cleavage.  She noted with even more surprise that the rest of the thick slab of buttered toast was in her hand, already up to her mouth.  How could she have already started eating without even noticing it? No wonder she was so huge!  Alice shook her head in confusion. Sure, she knew that she ate a lot. Maybe even ate constantly. But the idea that she was such a glutton that she could eat without even realizing it was troubling.

“Oops,” mumbled Alice, brushing the crumbs off her bust.  Across the table, Heather sighed, her eyes still locked enviously on Alice’s top.  “Oh,” said Alice, realization dawning, “You weren’t talking about the crumbs?”

“Of course not,” said Heather, “Alice, you know why I was trying to gain weight, right? All I ever wanted was a decent-sized bosom, but all I ever got was this jumbo caboose.”  She smacked her own hinder for emphasis, releasing a minor tremor through the jiggly flesh of her ample rear.  The tight material of Heather’s khaki slacks didn’t do much to disguise her wobbling. “Don’t get be wrong, I’ve definitely found out that there are guys who don’t mind some junk in the trunk, but I’d belying if I said I was completely satisfied with the way my genetics have decided to lay things out.  How big are you, Alice?”

“Ummm…” Alice blushed at the blunt question.  She didn’t actually know her weight, because she was so reluctant to actually step on a scale and confront her inflating size in pounds.  Last time that she had tried to weigh herself, she also found that she couldn’t even see the scale dial over the vast arc of her ever-growing stomach. She nervously drummed her chubby sausage fingers against the tabletop.  “Oh Heather, if I’m honest I have to say…I just don’t know. I’m really gaining weight so fast these days that I barely have time to weigh myself before I’ve added another pound.  I think I must be at least…at least 400 pounds now…”

“No no no,” interrupted Heather, “I don’t care about that, I mean how big are you up there?”  Heather hefted her hands beneath her own modest boobs to indicate what she really meant.

“Oh! Uh, I …uh—“

“What cup size are you? You must be at least a D, right?”

“Yeah, but that’s not that big. I mean, not for how big I am. Anyway, you should see my friend Laurie, she’s really stacked. I think she said that she was up to an N last time I saw her…”

Heather groaned, burying her face in her hands. “An N? are you fucking kidding me? How is it that some girls have all the luck!”

“She’s not that lucky,” said Alice, who was beginning to remember how boob-obsessed Heather had been at their last meeting. “N cup is a little ridiculous, don’t you think?”

“I’m not asking for an N,” sighed Heather, “I’d be happy with a C.”  The chunky redhead self-consciously crossed her arms across her chest. “Instead I’ve stored all my calories in my backside, so I look like a mac truck from the back.”

“Oh don’t say that, Heather, I think it looks really good on you! Besides, if you think you’re a little, uh, too bottom heavy, you should meet my friend Jen.”

“Oh yeah, the cheerleader with the fat ass, I remember you mentioned her.”

“Well, uh, her ass has kind of gotten a lot…fatter since then. It’s gotten really huge. I don’t know how big she is, cuz I guess it’s not like measuring boobs… I don’t think they make cup sizes for butts, do they? But anyway, she’s so wide that she would probably fill up that whole bench. But the thing is, Jen doesn’t mind at all. She loves it! She thinks that the more bootilicious she gets, the better she looks. You should see how she carries herself! She’s just got the most amazing confidence about her size. I wish I could be that confident about the way that I look, but the point is that Jen has a badonk at least twice as big as yours, and she looks great. So you shouldn’t feel like your butt makes you less attractive. Besides, didn’t you say that Justin likes it?”

“Yeah, he can’t get enough of it,” admitted Heather, “The poor boy can’t keep his hands off it when we’re togther. I swear, when we’re out in public, I have to keep slapping his hands away or he would just be squeezing it constantly.”

“You see?” Alice beamed. “I don’t know why you’re so worried about boobs; you’ve got exactly what you need.”

“Heh.” Heather smiled wanly. “I guess so.” 
Even so, Heather couldn’t help staring when Alice suddenly noticed the crust of toast that had fallen in her cleavage and reached to fish it out with one pudgy hand.  If that was me, that crust would just have fallen through to the floor, thought Heather enviously.  Unconsciously, she continuously tugged at the straps of her modest brassiere and reached under to adjust her breasts as the two girls ate.  Also, unconsciously, Heather found that she was soon matching Alice almost bite for bite.  True, Heather had for a long time been purposely eating to gain in hopes that it would help elevate her bustline, but she’d finally given up on that and returned to normal eating patterns.  Watching Alice obliviously stuff her face was rekindling all those old urges to eat, though.  How many of those empty calories would end up stored in Alice’s ballooning boobs? Too many, thought Heather bitterly as she hacked at a syrup-soaked waffle on her plate and shoved it into her mouth.  In reality, most of Alice’s weight went to her belly, bloating her up like a big round beach ball, but in Heather’s mind every extra inch seemed to go right to her chest. Unlike poor Heather!  The very idea incensed Heather even more, goading her to eat even faster.  Very soon, the two girls had cleared their plates completely.

“Oh,” said Alice sadly, staring at the empty plate. She looked across the room back to the buffet, silently wishing that she still had some food to eat.  Alice felt too embarrassed to waddle back to the buffet line, though, knowing that her fat wobbling ass would be on display through the big rip in her pants.

“You want some more?” asked Heather, wiping her mouth on her napkin.  She could see the hunger in Alice’s eyes and, what’s more, she was still feeling the same familiar needling feeling her own stomach.  After a plateful of food, Heather’s chubby tummy had popped out, sagging over the waistband of her jeans, but she still felt like she could fit a lot more down. “Why don’t you stay here, Alice, so you don’t moon the whole restaurant, and I’ll get us some more plates.”

“Oh would you? Thanks so much, Heather!’ Alice smiled warmly, so happy that Heather knew instinctively what to do. 

“No problem.”  Grunting, Heather placed her hands against the table and pushed herself to her feet.  Alice watched as the pear-shaped redhead wobbled back to the buffet line to load two more plates full of food.  Perhaps Heather wasn’t sure what Alice really wanted, so she ended up getting a little or everything, or perhaps she just thought that she should get Alice the same things that she got for herself.  Either way, Heather returned with two plates groaning with treats.

“Oh Heather, you got too much,” said Alice weakly, although the glazed look in her eyes said otherwise.  Alice was, as always, a little shy about glutting herself completely in front of other people, but it didn’t take long for the delicious smell of sweet buttery pancakes and fluffy scrambled eggs to send Alice into her familiar eating trance.  Alice was quite simply addicted to food, in love with the sensation of filling her cavernous belly to its full capacity.  As much as she told herself that she wanted to lose weight, she was powerless to resist any temptation put in front of her.
She had already finished half the plate without blinking when she realized that Heather was saying something to her.

“Hmm?”

“I said, have you heard anything from Amber lately?”

“Oh!” said Alice.  Alice had not heard anything from their old bunkmate in almost half a year.  Back at fat camp, Alice and Heather had both been only mildly chubby, but Amber had been the true heavyweight.  Amber’s blimp-like girth had dwarfed every other girl in camp, and her unabashed love of both food and her own corpulence meant that she was also the only girl who had actually grown even fatter over the course of their incarceration.  That was mainly due to the subtle sabotage of Amber’s girlfriend Sally, who had been sneaking snacks into camp so that Amber wouldn’t waste away. Not that there was ever any worry of that, Amber had weighed in excess of 500 pounds.  What was more, Amber enjoyed her size and had been determined to keep getting bigger.

“No, I haven’t heard anything,” said Alice. “Have you? What is she up to?”

“Last I heard was she was still with Sally,” said Heather through cheeks bulging with buttered toast. “And she’d kept gaining since the last time we saw her. No one knows how much she weighs now because they can’t lift her onto a scale she’s so big.  And even if they could, I doubt they could find a scale that goes that high.”

“Oh my! She’s really grown that fat?”

“I heard that she’s finally become immobile now, so there’s nothing left for her to do but eat. And Sally’s still feeding her. So I guess it’s the life she wants.”

“Not the life I’d want,” said Alice quietly, but the thought didn’t prevent her from slathering another slice of toast with cream cheese and jelly.  Both Alice and Heather felt a nervous prickling at the back of their minds – was Amber’s fate a grim portent of their own futures? If they kept eating like they were now, there was no way that they could avoid becoming so fat that they would eventually outgrow their surroundings.  Heather had managed to restrain herself enough that she might not become a complete blimp, but Alice was pretty much beyond hope now.  The rotund blonde was eating so much and gaining so fast that she would be lucky if she didn’t need to be rolled home after this meal, let alone avoid a future of helpless obesity.

The idea was so depressing that it just made Alice shovel food into her eager mouth even faster, smearing her plump lips with jelly. By the end of the second plate, Alice was starting to feel bloated but she wasn’t stuffed yet.  She needed more.  She nudged her clean platter towards Heather with a plaintive expression on her sweet round face.
“Heather? Could you get me a little more, please?”

“Sure,” said Heather, breathing heavily.  Heather was already feeling really full; she didn’t have the same vast limits as Alice, so she had barely made it through her second plate. But Alice’s influence was a like a drug and she felt herself falling into the same mindless eating as her flabby friend.  Again, she pushed herself to her feet, tottering back to the line, her overloaded gut bouncing in time with her tubby rump. On her return, Alice’s eyes were fastened so firmly to the new gut-busting array of treats balanced on the two plates that she didn’t notice that Heather’s pudgy tummy had actually popped open the snap on her jeans as she walked.  Luckily, Heather didn’t notice either, so she was saved the embarrassment.
She plopped back down across from Alice, dropping Alice’s third helping in front of her chunky companion without a word.  Alice squealed in delight, clapping her chubby hands together and licking her plump lips before grabbing her fork and diving in. By now the conversation between the two gluttons had slowed to a standstill as each devoted their full attention to the meal between them.  Alice was lost in the hedonistic thrill of gluttony; Heather was feeling the same heady rush, enough that she could ignore the urgent pain of her throbbing, overstuffed stomach.  Munch munch munch, eat eat eat, the only sound from the two girls was now the steady smacking of lips and clinking of silver wear, interrupted only occasionally by a soft burp or an unconscious moan. Neither one was aware of how much they were eating or how many extra rolls of flab they would soon be seeing added around their midsections.   

By the time they were done, neither girl was entirely sure of how much she had eaten.  Had Heather returned to the buffet line for additional plates? There was no way to tell. Time was nothing but a blur as they gorged and the waitress had dutifully removed empty plates from the table with such diligence that they couldn’t simply count the clean platters to gauge the number of trips.  All they knew was that they were uncomfortably stuffed.
Heather looked down at herself in mild surprise, not used to eating so much in one sitting for a while.  It wasn’t a bad feeling; she remembered the familiar feeling of warmth and comfort that she used to get from an overfull belly back when she was consciously gaining. But she hadn’t eaten this much in a while!  She ran her hands over the rounded contours of her bulging middle, flushing slightly as her fingers brushed the lowered tab of her shorts zipper and she realized that she had been slightly exposed. Had her zipper been down when she stood up to go to the buffet line? She couldn’t remember. Oh well, nothing to be done about that now.  She gave it an experimental tug but the tab refused to budge.  Oh well.  She would have to just hold her purse in front of her crotch as she made her exit, hoping that no one guessed that she was trying to hide her open shorts and exposed panties as she made a (relatively) graceful exit.

Across the table, Alice was in agony.  Her capacity was a lot higher than Heather, but she had also eaten a lot more.  At some point during the feast, Heather had started to slow down but Alice never faltered. To her, nothing mattered more than filling her gargantuan gut until it was round and firm and all the bad feelings about her size had been silenced by the all-consuming satisfaction of satiety.  Now she was finally full, for now.  Her ample belly rolled out over the edge of the table, heaving in and out like a big pink beach ball as Alice gasped in pain.  She was so full that she could barely breathe now, but at least she was finally satisfied.

“Wow,” sighed Heather, “That was…quite a meal.”

Alice nodded, still gasping.

“I think we…might have overdone it just a little,” said Heather with a sheepish grin.  She poked her own overloaded stomach, which grumbled angrily in response.  Oof.

Alice nodded again.  She was so stuffed that she barely had the strength to talk.  If she inhaled enough air to form a word, she felt like she might explode all over the restaurant.

“You okay, Alice? I think you might have eaten even more than me…”

Alice nodded again, her double chin bouncing. “Maybe…just…a…little…hic!” Alice covered her mouth as a hiccup escaped. Ouch! The force of the hiccup made her entire gelatinous body quake and brought back painful reminders of that incident, not too long ago, when she had drunk so much soda that her hiccups almost made her inflate with carbonation. “But…you know…it’s okay to indulge…occasionally.”

“Hmm,” said Heather.  She held her tongue and didn’t point out that, given Alice’s girth, it was really obvious that this was far from an occasional indulgence.  Alice looked like she might be bigger than Amber had been back at fat camp, and, if this meal was any indication, Alice would soon be waddling in Amber’s heavy, plodding footsteps. 

“Heather, I’m so glad… that I ran into you,” said Alice, oblivious to Heather’s worried thoughts. “I really just don’t like to eat alone.  Usually I wouldn’t do something like this..” That was an obvious lie, Alice ate alone constantly if only because she never stopped eating. “But Tyler couldn’t be with me today and I haven’t had much chance to hand out with Jen and Laurie because they’ve been fighting.”

“Oh really? What are they fighting about?”

“I don’t know,” said Alice, shrugging.  In reality, Jen and Laurie had been fighting over their secret plan, with Jen finally reaching the point where she believed that the two schemers should confess it all to Alice.  For almost a year, Laurie had been secretly fattening Alice, to the point that Alice was now steadily expanding like a float in the Macy’s Thanksgiving parade, and Jen was finally sick of it. The bottom-heavy bimbo liked Alice too much to keep lying to her, but she was still afraid to defy Laurie.  Alice knew nothing yet of this behind-the-scenes turmoil, instead assuming that Jen and Laurie had fallen out over some petty drama. “I really want to help them make up.  I miss our sleepovers. But I don’t know how to help!”
“That’s a real shame,” said Heather, “They sound like really good friends.”

“Oh they’re the best,” said Alice, “They’re so kind and caring. They’re always helping me. Laurie, especially. She noticed that I was having a weight problem and, well, I mean she used to make fun of me, but she’s really gotten a lot better. She’s so nice now, she’s always trying to help me lose weight.”

Heather arched an eyebrow. It didn’t look like Laurie’s “help” was having much of an effect at all on Alice’s vast waistline.

“I think it’s partly because Laurie has also started having a little bit of weight problem, too,” continued Alice, “I mean, not a lot. She’s just a little bit thick these days. And it’s not bad for her, because she mostly just gets, um, voluptuous. But you know, I can tell she’s a little worried about the future, so she’s trying to stay slim.  And she’s helping me out.”

Heather nodded but she was more interested in one particular detail.

“So this friend of yours, Laurie, you say she’s got a little bit upstairs?”

“Oh yes, she’s just enormous.”

Heather smirked, tapping her fingers against the table thoughtfully.

“Do you know her secret?”

“Um. I dunno. Just good genetics, I think?”

Oh come on, Alice, there’s got to be more to it than that. Does she take anything? Any hormones? Creams? Ointments? A special push-up bra, perhaps?”


“Oh no, I’m sure she’s all natural,” said Alice, remembering all the times that Laurie had paraded around in the nude, her behemoth breasts bouncing against her plush tummy. Those golden orbs were clearly all too real, from the way that gravity pulled them to the sides of her growing gut when she took off her bra, exposing their melon-heavy roundness topped with fat burgundy nipples. Nope, no doubt at all that she was all natural.

“Just how big are they?” asked Heather.

“Oh I wouldn’t know,” said Alice, getting slightly uncomfortable with this line of questioning. You’d have to ask her tailor.”

