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Laurie’s SUV pulled into the parking lot.  Laurie insisted on driving when the three friends went anywhere – partly because she liked being in charge, but also partly because her car was the only one powerful enough to carry all three fatties.  Between the three of them, the SUV was loaded down with over half a ton of overstuffed fat girl.  Jen’s Corolla could barely crawl along at a snail’s pace when it had to carry both her and Laurie, so there was no way that it would be able to carry Alice as well.

Laurie shifted into park. “Well, girls, here we are.”

Jen and Alice scooted over in their seats to press their faces against the glass and get a better look at their destination: Fairytale Village theme park.  A dime-store local version of Disneyland, all three girls had fond memories of visiting the park as kids.  It was Jen, the perpetual child-at-heart, who had suggested revisiting the park as a group, to celebrate their renewed friendship.

“Ohh my Gawwwd, you guys, I’m soooo excited!” squealed Jen, bouncing her massive rear in her seat and fumbling with the handle on her door.  The door burst open and Jen practically fell out of the car in her enthusiasm.

“Calm your tits, Jen,” said Laurie, stepping out of the car and pushing her designer Gucci sunglasses onto her face. “You don’t need to freak out, we can all see it.”

“But isn’t it so exciting?  I, like, haven’t been here since I was a little kid!  I am soooo going on the bumper cars! I looove bumper cars!”  Jen’s extra weight meant that she rarely moved quickly, but today she was practically sprinting.  Jen wobbled quickly across the lot, her entire fleshy body jiggling so wildly that her T-shirt started to slide up around her gut and love handles.

While Jen’s lackluster exercise sessions with Laurie had helped to stall her expansion somewhat, they did little to actually reduce Jen’s girth.  She was still too bottomheavy to corral her overstuffed rear into actual pants, so Jen mostly wore stretchy lycra-weave miniskirts, spandex leggings, and sweatpants.  Today, the pear-shaped brunette prima donna wore a brand new lycra-blend miniskirt over a pair of black leggings stretched so tightly over her thick calves, hefty legs, and billowing badonkadonk that they were almost a transparent gray.  Jen’s T-shirt did little to disguise her inflated figure, snugly cradling her chubby belly and wobbling love handles and revealing a small indent over her cavernous belly button.  Unlike Alice and Laurie, Jen was at least realistic enough about her fat figure to know not to wear clothes with constricting buttons and zippers that could pop or tear.  

“I used to love the spook house here,” said Alice, panting as she waddled after her pear-shaped friend as fast as she could.  

Alice wore what had rapidly become her favorite outfit, simply because it was currently the only outfit she owned that came close to fitting her.  However, these clothes were on borrowed time as Alice’s inflation continued unchecked.  She liked these vast-waisted cargo pants because, thanks to Jen’s genius life hack, she realized that they fit better when she left the pockets unzipped – it gave her a little more give in the waistband to successfully button the fly.  Unfortunately, Alice had, despite all her best intentions, made no progress in reforming her gluttonous eating habits, so her waistline had continued to expand wider and wider to the point that, even with the pockets unzipped, Alice couldn’t get these pants buttoned anymore.  Her solution, crude as it was, was to loop a belt around her waist and hope that covered up the fact that her fly was undone.  She also started wearing her polo shirt untucked, pulling it down to cover the gap at her waist.  That was useless.  Alice’s fleshy body jiggled and wobbled so much whenever she puffed along that her shirt would ride up, exposing her flabby spare tire.  And what a spare tire!  These days it was as big as a big rig tire.

“What about you, Laurie?” said Alice. “What was your favorite ride?”

Laurie wiggle waddled at a respectable distance behind her two friends, maintaining an aura of haughty dignity that contrasted sharply with the child-like enthusiasm of her two corpulent companions.  

Today, Laurie chose to wear a button-down blouse with her black miniskirt specifically because she loved the way that tight, straining buttons drew attention to her colossal chest without seeming like a calculated move.  She wasn’t as happy with the way that the buttons also strained over her increasingly amply gut, which now stuck out almost as far as her bodacious boobies.  Although she didn’t ENTIRELY dislike it.  Laurie’s secret love of stuffing was gradually turning into something even more dangerous – a secret love of her own fattening body.  She’d love relished the way that every extra pound made her hefty hooters swell even bigger, but now she was beginning to admire the increased circumference of her waist, the extra sway of her heavier hips, the jiggle of her thicker thighs.  The busty raven-haired beauty was well on her way to becoming a pig in every sense of the word and she…kind of liked it.  Not that anyone could ever know that! 

“I remember that the petting zoo was always lots of fun,” said Laurie.  Alice and Jen stared at her in surprise; to hear that a bitchy ice queen had a soft spot for petting animals was a big surprise!  Perhaps not entirely unexpected considering how much Laurie doted on her own kitten Pumpkin these days, but certainly still a surprise.  “I used to do some horse riding when I was younger, so it’ll be cool to revisit the horse corral.”

“I want to try everything!” crowed Jen, pushing her way through the turnstile to enter the park.  Immediately, she encountered resistance.  Jen’s enormous, wide-load ass billowed too round and wide to comfortably fit through the turnstile, her plush hips bumping into the metal barriers at either side of the turnstile.  With a supreme effort, Jen managed to force her way forward slightly, her massive pillowy booty squishing between the barriers but then she was stuck, unable to move forward because her hips and rear were wedged too tightly. “What the…?”  Jen craned her neck to look behind her, as if she was confused by the situation and couldn’t understand why she wasn’t fitting.

“Jen, you bimbo, your fat ass won’t fit through there,” said Laurie. “Come through the handicapped gate, duh!”

“Oh yeah, duh! Of course!  You’re, like, so smart, Laurie!”

“Jeez, Jen, I don’t know how you survived this long without me.  But don’t you worry your empty little head, you know I’m here to take care of you, right, sweetie?”

Jen planted her hands on the metal barriers to her sides and pushed, slowly squeezing her way backwards out of the turnstile until she popped loose.  She followed Laurie and Alice through the handicapped gate, where the three girls paid their entrance fees.  Jen was too much of a ditz to draw the obvious conclusion that, if she was simply too fat to fit through the park entrance, she might also be too fat to fit on any of the rides.  Laurie and Alice were both equally ginormous, but were smart enough to instantly know that they wouldn’t fit through the narrow regular gate.  Going straight for the extra large handicapped gate

Laurie sauntered up to the pay window.  “Three students,” said she, sliding her credit card over the counter.  “My treat, girls!”

“Oh my Gawd, you’re the best, Laurie!” gushed Jen, grabbing her friend in a bear hug.

“Yeah, thanks, Laurie! That’s so sweet!” agreed Alice.

It’s a good thing we charge by age and not by pound, thought the woman behind the counter as she tore off three tickets.  She doubted that these three tubs would even be able to fit on any rides inside the park.  They probably even exceeded the weight limit for the seats in any of the theater shows!  Maybe they could fit into some of the restaurants inside.  Well, that was probably why they’d come to the park, in any case. You didn’t get that big without stuffing your face constantly, so these fatties probably wouldn’t be able to tear themselves away from the snack bar inside long enough to even attempt to jump on a ride.

“Hey, can we get a snack first?” asked Alice.  “I’m feeling a bit peckish and…I don’t think we should go on any rides on an empty stomach.  I think that’s unhealthy, right?”

“Oh, totally!” agreed Jen.

Of course, thought the cashier.

Laurie pushed her sunglasses up her flawless forehead.  “Maybe we can start with a small snack.”

A small snack turned out to be three giant-sized nachos and popcorn, with Big Gulp liter-sized sodas.  Enough to fill their bellies, but, for once, not enough to fill them to busting. After the first (but surely not the last) meal of the day, they were ready to actually start for the rides.

“Let’s go to the bumper cars!” cried Jen, skipping ahead.  “You wanna share a car, Laurie?”

“I don’t think I can fit into a car with YOUR bumpers,” said Laurie, eying Jen’s blubber bum. “Maybe I’ll share a car with Alice.”

Laurie was so concerned with Jen’s unusually bootilious build that she wasn’t thinking that Alice’s belly-centric bulk took up just as much room.

Alice plopped down into the bumper car, the whole car sagging heavily beneath her.  

“Scoot over,” demanded Laurie, stepping into the car next to her.

“I am scooted over!” protested Alice as the rotund piglet struggled to make room.  Laurie squatted down next to Alice, her own butt squishing against Alice’s thigh.

“I…can’t…breathe!” gasped Alice as Laurie squeezed in next to her.  The two girls were squeezed so tightly together in the tiny bumper car that neither one could even gasp.

“Ugh, this isn’t working! I’m just gonna take my own car,” snarled Laurie, pushing herself back out of the bumper car, her butt busting free of the car with a sound like a popping cork.

Laurie settled herself into her own car.  When the ride started, kids immediately began whizzing around, smashing into each other at top speed.  But the three bumper cars occupied by Alice, Laurie and Jen each seemed strangely subdued.  Not built to lug around such heavy loads, the bumper cars crawled along at a snail’s pace, barely building up the momentum for even a gentle bump.

“Hey! Hey! Alice! Look out! I’m totally, like, comin’ to get ya! Ha ha!” Jen giggled, gunning her bumper car (for a given value of gun) and aiming right at her bloated blonde friend. Giggling, Alice turned her car and slowly started the trek toward Jen.  The official bumper car rules forbade head-on collisions, but both girls’ overloaded cars were moving so slowly that a head-on collision posed absolutely no risk of any serious injury.

Laurie, meanwhile, was getting annoyed.  Several kids had noticed that Laurie’s car was nearly stationary as it struggled to move the buxom bunny’s busty, bulging bulk, and had decided to pick on her.  Shrieking hysterically, they circled their cars around her dead bumper car and took turns ramming into her, nearly knocking her car over with the force.  Only the heavy ballast of Laurie’s fat body kept it stable.

“Hey! Hey! You rotten kids! You stop that!” snarled Laurie, futilely spinning the wheel on her bumper car and pumping the gas as hard as she could with her pudgy foot.  The cramped quarters of the car weren’t helping her at all; every time she raised her thick leg to hit the gas again, she jostled her oversized chest with her knee. This wasn’t comfortable at all!

“Haha!” shrieked a little ten-year-old girl in pigtails, whizzing past in her own car, “The big boobie lady can’t stop us!”

“You little punk! You just wait til I get over there!”

“Haha! You can’t! Your car is too slow cuz you’re toooooo fat!” crowed the girl.  The other kids laughed. This little pigtail head seemed to be their ringleader.

Laurie gawped. A feared leader in her high school clique and a force to be reckoned with on the cheer field, Laurie wasn’t used to ANYONE telling her that she was fat… well, anyone except Frank.  While she was gradually coming to relish her new body, she was still sensitive to having it pointed out by other people and lived most of her day-to-day life in a haze of denial, refusing to acknowledge just how flabby and obese she had grown.  And now this little kid wasn’t afraid of her! This little kid was taunting her!  Oooo, just wait until this ride ended! Then she’d be sorry!

Laurie gnashed her teeth in rising fury, her breathing quickening and her bust heaving as she felt her temperature rise.  This was REALLY pissing her off!  But the kid was right; her car was way too slow to do anything other than crawl along slowly.

“Hey Laurie! Are you, like, having fun yet?” called Jen, her car slowly puttering toward her topheavy friend.

“No, these kids are being little brats!  Did you hear what they said?”

“Yeah, they called you, like, the big boobie lady.  It sounds like these kids are, like, pretty observant! Oof!”

Jen gasped as Alice’s car gently nudged the side of her car, with barely enough force to even register a shock.

“Boop! I gotcha, Jen!”

“Haha! Okay, like, now I’m coming to get you!”

Maybe it was because Jen and Alice both appeared to be having a good time – or maybe they could just sense Alice’s naturally kind personality and Jen’s naturally child-like excitement – but the kids didn’t seem to have any interest in harassing the two other fatties in their equally sluggish cars.  But big bitchy Laurie, rendered trapped and helpless, was a prime target.

“Fatty fatty big boobs can’t stop us!” sang the girl whizzing past and ramming Laurie sharply from behind.

“What the?! Did you hear that?  How dare you! Jen! Alice! Get over there and ram those kids for me! I can’t reach them!”

“Oh, Laurie, stop being such a, like, sourpuss!” laughed Jen, “They’re, like, just a bunch of kids.”

“Yeah, Laurie, just try to relax and have good time!” agreed Alice.

By the time the ride wound down, Laurie was absolutely livid.  And, from the worried look on the pigtail girl’s face, she knew it. As soon as the cars powered down, the little snot jumped out of her car and bolted.  Luckily, Laurie was too hefty to get out of her car fast, so the girl was out of sight by the time Laurie managed to hoist her bulk to her feet.

“C’mon, Laurie, wasn’t that, like, fun?” asked Jen, waddling over to her join her friend.

“That little shit! Did you see that? Oh. My. Gawd, I am SO pissed right now!”  Laurie raged, “I am not going to let her get away with this!”

“What are you going to do?”

“I…I…I’m going to…” Laurie sputtered, realizing that she really had no idea. “I’m going to make a formal complaint, that’s what I’m going to do!”

“You’re going to complain that a kid teased you?”  Even Alice, normally loathe to contradict the busty vixen, seemed skeptical.

“No! I mean… well, this wouldn’t have happened if my car wasn’t so slow!  Something must be wrong with this ride, cuz my car totally wasn’t working nearly as well as those kids’ cars!”

“Yeah, now that you mention it, I think my car was kinda slow too,” said Jen, rubbing her double chin in sudden realization.  Alice nodded as well.  The three porkers refused to entertain the possibility that their own weights were responsible for the cars’ malfunction, so this seemed like a convenient excuse. “But maybe, like, the next ride will be better?  You guys, cuz I totally want to ride the chair-o-plane! I bet that will totally be fun, right?”
“What’s the chair-o-plane?” asked Alice.

“You know, that ride where they have all the swings hanging from chains? And it spins?”

“Oh, yeah! Uh, do you think we can?” Alice’s pretty round face crumpled into a concerned grimace.  Despite her denial, she couldn’t get over some major misgivings about going on a ride where her four hundred plus pounds of overfed fat girl blubber would be suspended by four flimsy chains as she was spun with increasing centriprical force.

“Yeah, it’ll totally be fine!” insisted Jen, oblivious as ever.

Todd, the kid operating the chair-o-plane, felt his face pale as he saw the three hogs waddling toward him.  There was absolutely no way!  He was used to dealing with delusional fatties, but these three surely couldn’t believe that they could fit on this ride.

But no, there they were, getting in line.  Just great.

When the three girls finally got to the front of the line, Todd half-wanted to deny them entry.  Technically, the chair-o-plane was pretty safe. The weight limit for each chair was over 800 pounds and he didn’t think even any of these heifers weighed enough to snap the chains.  At the same time, the machine might have been designed to accommodate one enormous fatty per ride, but three? The chains wouldn’t break, but he worried that their combined weight might mess up the ride’s mechanism.

“Sit near me,” said Jen as she struggled to squeeze her monster behind into a small, confining chair.  The bars of the chair pressed tightly into her spongy butt blubber, which oozed between the metal bars like growing soap bubbles.  The sides of the chair squeezed her flanks so tightly that she probably didn’t even need to fasten the seatbelt; she was so wide and wedged into the chair that she probably couldn’t fall out even if she tried.

“Something’s wrong with my chair,” whine Alice as she also fought with her chair.  Alice was also having trouble fitting into her chair, finding that the seatbelt refused to fasten around her voluminous waist.  Her belly spilled out into her lap, nearly reaching her knees, and the seatbelt didn’t come close to connecting.

“Just suck it in, it’ll be fine,” said Laurie.  Since the busty, billowing queen bee didn’t distribute her excess poundage to the same problem areas as her two friends – with much of her weight going to her colossal chest rather than her butt or belly – she was able to force herself into the chair.

“Um, excuse me?” 

Laurie glowered as Todd walked up to her.  Her expression said it all. She half-expected this twerp to tell her that she and her friends couldn’t ride the chair-o-plane because they were too fat.  She instinctively began to inhale, puffing herself up to appear more intimidating as she narrowed her eyes menacingly.  At her size, she looked like she might burst the bars of her chair apart.

“Could I ask you guys to split up?  We need to make sure all the we… distribute the weight evenly.”

With all three fatties clustered together, he was absolutely sure they would break the ride’s mechanism.  But if he spread them out, at least the rotating disc would still be balanced.

“Ugh, it’s, like, soooo hard to get out of this chair,” whined Jen, pushing her thick arms against the handlebars to demonstrate how tightly wedged she was.  “Couldn’t, like, I just stay here?”

“Don’t worry, Jen, we’ll move, it’s okay,” said Alice.  

Laurie nodded in agreement. “Yeah, that’s fine. Come on, Alice.”
Todd breathed a sigh of relief as Alice and Laurie extricated themselves from their chairs and slowly wobbled over to opposite sides of the ride.  Laurie strapped herself in without too much trouble, despite the fact that the belt was a little snug and that she couldn’t see what she was doing over her massive hooters.  Alice, being a more belly-centric beauty, had more trouble getting her belt cinched; she only managed to get the buckle together who holding in her massive gut and even then it was so tight around her waist that the poor dear could hardly breathe.

The other riders stared dubiously at the titanic trio, clearly nervous about the safety of overloading the ride like this.  One woman seated behind Jen raised her hand.

“Yes, ma’am?” asked Todd

“I’d like to get off,” she said, her eyes meaningfully straying to the enormous bloated booty in front of her, chubby cheeks hanging over the edges.  She didn’t trust the ride to hold up under the weight of three tubby teens weighing a combined total of over half a ton.
Jen grinned, bouncing in her seat in excitement, her cushiony backside jiggling like gelatin and the chains holding up her seat creaking in protest.  Several other riders raised their hands, now desperate to get off before they found themselves part of an inevitable accident.  The three chubsters remained completely oblivious to the drama unfolding around them, too intent on the ride to come to notice.

When Todd finally got the remaining passengers situated, he returned to the controls and, muttering a quick prayer under his breath, flipped the switch to start the ride.  Deep down in his heart, he had grave doubts about going forward but he forced himself to ignore them.  Surely nothing could REALLY go wrong.

He immediately regretted his decision as the ride lurched to life, the gears grinding and groaning as the machine started to rotate.  The disc sped up and up and up, gradually building toward its usual speed despite the extra load it was forced to carry.  

Jen and Alice shrieked in child-like glee, waving their thick arms and kicking their fat little legs.  Laurie maintained her composure, her long black hair whipping behind her as she circled.  Each rotation was accompanied by a loud groaning noise from the ride’s central mechanism, making Todd wince.  He really didn’t like the sound of that.  The noise made his imagination run away from him as he imagined nightmare scenarios where the ride broke, chains snapping under the bloated babes’ monumental weights.  He imagined those three fat asses going flying through the air, like a trio of human blimps. These girls were so fat and overstuffed that they would probably just explode like overinflated water balloons on impact with the ground. Oh God, that would be terrible! There was no way that this would end well! He bit his lip, hoping against hope that the ride would make it through.  Why had he let them ride? What a terrible idea that had been!  
The creaking and grinding was definitely getting worse with every rotation, so much so that he could see the fear on the faces of the other passengers as they whipped by.  They were terrified for their lives because Alice, Laurie and Jen were just too fat to safely ride this attraction and now they were all going to pay the penalty!

“This is soooo cool!” cried Jen, kicking her feet.  Above her own delighted screams and the roar of the wind, she didn’t even hear the sound of the chair below her creaking as she squirmed in her seat.

“Wheeee!” shouted Alice, her gut still surging against the constricting seatbelt and hampering her breathing.

Even Laurie was beginning to get into the spirit.  “Look at me, girls!” she cried, lifting her arms in the air.

Finally, mercifully, the ride started to enter its slow down phase.  Todd breathed an audible sigh of relief as he watched the spinning gradually slow down, grateful that the ride hadn’t busted.  After it slowed to a stop, he watched in horrified fascination as the three monster fatties struggled to get out of their chairs.  They were excited and elated, jabbering and giggling in delight, completely oblivious to their near brush with death and destruction.
The other passengers were less excited than just happy to still be alive.  They left wearing the same expressions of relief that Todd was sure he wore.  

“You were right, Jen,’ said Laurie, carefully fixing her wind-blown hair. “That was a fun ride.”
“I told you!” crowed Jen. “What do you guys want to ride on next?”

As the three porkers contemplated their next move, they didn’t even notice Todd putting a “Closed for Maintenance” cordon across the entrance to the chair-o-plane.  Together, they had put so much excess weight on the gears that the whole contraption was now out of alignment and Todd was afraid that it might actually fall apart if they kept the ride in operation without repairs.  Before today, he never would have expected that just three fat girls could have such a huge impact!
Alice, Laurie, and Jen, however, were having too much fun now to even notice.  Nor did they notice the steady stream of disappointed children that seemed to follow in their wake. They cut an unknowing path of destruction through the park, leaving broken ride and stalled machines everywhere they went.  Even rides designed to haul massive loads were having trouble when asked to haul THREE massive loads.  But the big beautiful babes were determined to have a good time today and weren’t going to let reality intrude on their fun.

Of course, they stopped for frequent snacks between rides.  Which was a good thing, because it was only their long snack breaks that slowed their progress through the park enough to avoid breaking everything.

“What about…the plane ride?” asked Jen, feeling a little puffed.  She paused, leaned over with her hands against her chubby knees, to try and regain her breath.  All this walking was hard work!

“I dunno,” said Alice, burping softly into her hand before taking a big bite out of her latest snack, a cream-filled churro. “My tummy’s feeling a little upset after the tilt-a-whirl.”  She patted her swollen middle.  Considering the amount of sugar, salt and lard that Alice had forced into her gut today and the number of nausea-inducing rides she’d ridden, it was a miracle that her guts weren’t roiling.  She didn’t know it, but the only reason that she wasn’t already green around the gills was because her extreme weight had caused all the rides to slow down so much with her on them that she couldn’t get dizzy enough to be sick.

“Awwwww, c’mon, it’ll be fun!  Right, Laurie?”

Laurie smirked, patting Alice’s soft, squishy paunch.  “Well, sweetie, if you don’t think your tummy can handle it, that’s fine for you,” she said.  She tapped her potbelly. “Of course, if you have an iron constitution like me, you don’t need to worry about that. We don’t want you to feel sick, after all.” 

“I didn’t say I was sick!” protested Alice, “I just thought – hic – that I should sit for a few minutes.”  For some reason, Alice felt like her busty friend was issuing some sort of challenge.  And, as silly as it was, Alice felt like she couldn’t back down.  Just as Alice had felt a sudden hot surge of self-righteousness during their latest sleep-over that ultimately ended with her stuffing Laurie full of gravy, she again felt like she couldn’t back down, that she had to prove her mettle.

“Sure, sweetie.”

“No, I can do it!”  She shoved the remaining churro into her mouth and then mumbled through her full cheeks: “Lesh do it!”

By now, the tale of the three little piggies had managed to work its way through most of the park, and other patrons glared angrily as they saw Laurie, Alice and Jen take their spots in line for the airplane ride.  Tellingly, no one got in line behind them, as most people now assumed that the ride would be out of commission after the three hogs had their way on it.

The airplane ride operator rolled his eyes as he watched first Alice, then Jen, struggle to push their flabby bulk through the turnstile.  He arched an eyebrow when he saw Laurie; Laurie’s massively voluptuous figure, with her enormous beanbag-sized tits, still managed to turn heads more easily than Alice’s apple shape or Jen’s pear shape.  But it was definitely getting to the point that the average guy considered Laurie’s burgeoning bra-busters to be more of a grotesque novelty than an actual turn-on.

The operator opened his mouth to begin the by-now familiar protests, but Alice and Jen were so excited and bubbly that he couldn’t bring himself to say anything.  And Laurie just gave him such a dirty look when he turned to talk to her that he was cowed int submission.

Instead, he just waited for the three girls to cram themselves into the little airplanes.  Jen’s huge haunches were so big that she had to smush down her buttocks with her plump hands to fit into the seat.  Alice was so round that she looked like she might simply pop out of her airplane like a watermelon seed being squeezed between two fingers.  Laurie managed to maneauver her own plush hips and padded bottom into her plane, but her breasts flopped out over the front panel.  The operator shook his head, but, against his better judgment, he put the ride into motion.
The results were predictable.

The mechanical arms began to move, lifting some planes into the air while lowering others.  At least, that’s how it was supposed to work.  But the three planes carrying the heavy-set teens never rose more than a couple inches off the ground, instead crawling along at a snail’s pace and slowing down the entire ride. The horrible straining noises issuing from the failing mechanical arms didn’t help either, especially since the slowed ride also slowed the accompanying calliope music.  The slow, strangled music made it sound like the speakers were drenched in molasses. 
It’s probably better this way, mused the operator.  He wouldn’t have wanted to see what had happened if the ride had actually managed to get these lard asses into the air.  The mechanical arms probably would have snapped!
The other riders weren’t quite so relieved.  Small kids, hoping for a fun ride in the sky, howled with disappointment to find the ride so slow and boring now.  They banged their hands against the dashboards of their planes and yelled for the operator to speed things up.

“C’mon! These planes are supposed to fly!” whined one little boy.  He looked at the plane in front of him, filled to capacity with Laurie’s monstrous bulk. “I think it’s slow cuz they let those fat ladies on!”

“Hush, Jeremy, that’s very rude,” hissed his mother riding in the plane behind him.  She didn’t want him to cause a scene, but she couldn’t help but share his opinion.  She couldn’t believe how selfish those fat girls were. They must know that they were way too heavy to ride a kids’ ride like this, but they were too self-absorbed to care… and now they were ruining it for everyone!  The mother was especially peeved to note that the ride was moving so slowly that she could actually have a conversation with her son in the next plane; usually, you couldn’t hear anything above the wind and the music.

Laurie was too busy preening in her pocket mirror, grateful that the slow ride gave her a chance to fix her hair and mascara after the slightly more exciting chair-o-plane ride, to give a thought to why this ride was so gratingly slow.  But after a few minutes, even she got bored.

While Jen and Alice just looked crestfallen after the disappointing ride, Laurie was furious.

“What kind of stupid ride is this?” she snarled when it finally slowed to a stop.  “Do you seriously call this a plane ride? Planes go up in the air! We never left the ground!”

“Yeah, that was kinda lame,” agreed Jen.  She placed her palms against the sides of her plane and slowly pushed herself to her feet.  Behind her, her ample rear didn’t want to leave the confining space of her seat.  It finally popped free with a sound like a popping cork and Jen nearly flew out of her plane.
Laurie’s eyes were flashing.  She was even more pissed off than after the bumper cars now!  Grunting with exertion, the corpulent, pneumatic vixen pulled herself out of her plane and wiggle waddled over to the operator as quickly as she could.

The operator sighed in exasperation as he saw Laurie approach him, her chest sloshing about in her tight top as she purposely stride toward him.  The other two chubby bunnies wobbled along behind her, but knew enough to maintain their distance when Laurie was on the way path.
“Should we say something too?” whispered Alice to Jen.

“Naw, Laurie just needs to get this out of her system.  She’ll totally be fine once she gets to yell at someone.”

“What do you think you’re doing with this ride?” snapped Laurie, pointing an accusatory finger at the poor operator.  “It barely moves! We paid good money to come to this park, but half the rides are busted! Just what do you have to say for yourself, mister?”
The operator stared in confusion. Other employees had already warned him to be on the watch for the three blimps who were breaking rides left and right, but he didn’t really believe it was possible.  Now, though, he could tell that they really were as fat as people said!  He’d probably have to shut down the plane ride for at least an hour after the tortuous flight so they could realign the mechanism and oil the gears.  But this fat bitch was so oblivious to the damage that she did with her own blubbery ass that she was blaming him!

“Look, lady, you got a problem, you take it to the head office, okay? I just work here.”

“Fine!” huffed Laurie, “I will!”  She spun on her heels and stalked back to her friends.

“I’m going to march right over to the complaints desk and give them a piece of my mind!  Are you two coming?”

Alice and Jen exchanged glances.

“Well, I was really hoping to check out the spook house,” said Alice.

“And I wanna get another snack!” said Jen.

“Fine, fine, I’ll meet you back here in half an hour, okay?”

“Sure!”

“Let’s do it!”

As they left, they didn’t even notice the operator closing down the plane ride to a chorus of disappointed “Awwws!” from the kids in line.

“But we’ve been waiting for hours!” wailed a little boy.

“Sorry,” said the operator, shooting an evil glare at the wide retreating backsides of the three ponderous porkers responsible for this mess. “But I can’t let you on. It’s not safe right now, so we have to close it for maintenance.”

“That’s not fair!” wailed the kid, “It’s not our fault that those fat ladies broke the ride!”

The operator sighed. “Life isn’t fair, kid.”
To be Continued…
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