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By Mollycoddles

“Rise and shine, dearie!”

Mrs. Sarovy ripped the covers off the bed.  Laurie jolted in shock because, under the sheets, she was completely naked.  After the enormous meal last night, Laurie was so stuffed and bloated that she didn’t have the strength to change into pajamas; she simply stripped off her clothes and collapsed naked into bed.  The raven-haired diva immediately clutched her arms to her chest to shield her giant breasts from Mrs. Sarovy’s eyes and crossed her legs to hide her perfectly shaved pussy.  Not that Mrs. Sarovy would have even seen that, since Laurie’s burgeoning jelly belly had settled comfortably onto her thighs, hiding her crotch. 

“Christ, what is this?! Where am I?” yelped Laurie. Then she remembered.  She was still at Jen’s house, living in Jen’s guest bedroom, while she desperately schemed to find some way to trick Jen into losing weight.  That was really beginning to seem like a lost cause.  Jen’s mother was a relentless feeding machine, a madwoman so convinced that her daughter needed to be constantly fed that it was a wonder Jen hadn’t burst years ago.  Laurie was beginning to wonder whether she would be able to survive her stay in the Sarovy house without bursting; Mrs. Sarovy’s cooking certainly wasn’t doing Laurie’s own expanding waistline any favors!

Laurie felt a slight flush rise in her cheeks, knowing that Mrs. Sarovy was in the room while Laurie was completely buck naked.  After last night’s enormous feast, Laurie simply didn’t have the energy to change into pajamas and had just fallen into bed after pulling off her way too snug clothes.  But while Laurie usually wasn’t shy about flaunting her killer curves in front of Jen or Frank or, well, ALMOST anybody, it was kind of weird to have your best friend’s mom see your naked titties!  Not that Mrs. Sarovy even seemed to notice or care!  Laurie wondered how often Jen must burst out of her clothes to give her mother such a nonchalant attitude toward nudity.  

And that smell? That delicious smell… it was like….

“I thought you’d like a nice breakfast in bed, honey!”

Mrs. Sarovy plopped a TV tray down over Laurie, trapping the obese teen in bed.  Before Laurie could react, a heaping platter covered in scrambled eggs, sizzling bacon, buttered toast, and, in general, enough high protein, high fat breakfast foods to feed an army.  Laurie goggled.  She was by no means a picky eater.  Her breakfasts at home of late had also evolved into exercises in endurance as she plowed through increasingly huge portions, but this--- this was just ridiculous!  Laurie was so shocked that she dropped her arms without thinking, exposing her vast breasts to the open air.  Her tits spilled out in front of her like two massive pontoons, dropping heavily against Laurie’s front and hanging to either side.

“Oh my, honey, you’re looking a little deflated there. Looks like you could use some milk, dear,” said Jen’s mom, motioning toward the giant glass of full-milk on the tray.

“What the fuck,” whispered Laurie, scandalized by the older woman’s behavior.  Laurie thought that she was prepared for dealing with weird parents after living with her own hippie mother, but Jen’s mom really took the cake on weirdness!

“Come on, dearie, eat up! I’ve got to occupy myself somehow until Jen wakes up,” chuckled Mrs. Sarovy, already slicing the bacon on Laurie’s plate into bite-sized chunks before Laurie could protest.  

“Mrs. Sarovy, you don’t need—“ Laurie never finished her sentence, before the older woman shoved a forkful of eggs into her  mouth like a mother bird stuffing worms into a hungry fledgling.  

Laurie swallowed hard.  She didn’t like being babied like this! Laurie was the sort of dominant diva who ALWAYS had to be in control of any situation… well, almost any.  Lately she had discovered her secret desire to be dominated in bed by her boyfriend Frank. She loved the way that Frank would tease and humiliate her, using her growing body as a tool against her as he pointed out how Laurie was bulging into a naughty little dumpling who couldn’t control her appetite.  Ooooo, yes.  But that was different!  Laurie didn’t like when her friend’s mom dominated her!  
“Fuccccck,” moaned Laurie.  She was still full from last night, yet she was already gorging again! She couldn’t help herself when Mrs. Sarovy was around; the old woman was relentless, always plying her daughter and her daughter’s friends with tasty treats.

“Come on, open up, you’re a growing girl.  I don’t know what your mother feeds you, but you’re just wasting away here!”

Mrs. Sarovy had no concept of wasting away.  Laurie weighed in excess of 400 pounds; she was bigger than most sum wrestlers by this point, so hefty and swollen that she was having trouble buying clothes off the rack to fit her killer curves.  Yet Mrs. Sarovy never thought anyone was fat enough to be healthy!  No wonder her daughter Jen was such a lardball!

“M—more,” mumbled Laurie.  Did… did she just say that?  Oh fuck.  Laurie had also recently found that she had a secret kink for being stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey, a worrying development that would surely lead to her growing fatter and fatter in the weeks and months ahead.  She loved it best when Frank fed her, but anytime that Laurie ate until her tummy bulged was enough to start turning her on.  And Laurie was starting to get turned on despite herself!  She was chewing as fast as she could, but Mrs. Sarovy kept shoving in more! It was almost as if the older woman didn’t trust Laurie to actually eat by herself, so she had taken it upon herself to feed Laurie like a fat, overgrown baby.  Laurie’s bloated tummy puffed up as she ate, rising higher and higher until it pressed against the underside of the TV tray, gradually raising it up and clear of the bed.  But there was still so much food left!

More, more, more…. The meal became a blur or chewing and swallowing. Laurie’s head was spinning.  How much more was there?  Her full tummy ached.  She had to stop eating, but, even if she wanted to, she was powerless to resist Mrs. Sarovy’s insistent feeding.  The food was coming at her so fast and furious that Laurie didn’t have the willpower to resist.

Finally, it was all gone.  Laurie was only vaguely aware that she’d eaten every bite on her plate when Mrs. Sarovy finallys stopped shoving eggs and bacon into her mouth.

“Okay sweetie, that’s just the perfect start to the day, wouldn’t you say?” Mrs. Sarovy cooed as she dabbed Laurie’s lips with a napkin.  Grabbing the empty plate and TV tray, the older woman bustled her way out of the room as quickly and efficiently as she had come. “Now you go and get yourself dressed; I have to go down and start work on Jen’s breakfast. I swear, that girl will sleep til noon if you let her!”

Laurie belched loudly in response as she fell backwards against the bed, but Mrs. Sarvoy only beamed brighter at the noise.  She seemed to take that a sign she’d done her job well.

“M’kay,” huffed Laurie, still dazed.  She lay flat on her back, too stuffed and bloated to respond any further.  All she could do was wheeze, her round belly as big and tight as a fully-inflated beach ball.
Staring up the ceiling, Laurie listened as Mrs. Sarovy closed the door behind her.  Jesus Christ.  Thank Gawd she finally ran out of food! Laurie literally felt ready to explode if she even thought about eating one more bite!  Even worse…. Not only was Laurie painfully stuffed, but she was also achingly horny.  Mrs. Sarovy had no way of knowing that Laurie’s gluttony had turned into a sexual kink now and the fat cheerleader got turned on by her painfully full tummy.  That presented a dilemma, though! Because the fuller Laurie grew, the hornier she became… but the harder it also became for her to satisfy herself!  She was too stuffed to even think about trying to reach over the titanic swollen sphere of her gut to try to finger herself.

“Ooof, I can’t even get out of bed now,” mumbled Laurie.  She stared down at herself.  She normally could barely see over the tops of her enormous breasts, heaving up and down with her labored breathing, but her overfilled belly rose like a mountain beyond them, smooth and round and massive.  She rubbed her hands over the massive dome of her gut, the flesh hot and tight to her touch.
There was only one thing that she could do.  The bloated bunny groped at the bedside table until her fingers connected with her mobile phone.  She needed to call Frank.  She needed him to come and help her now.  He could make up some excuse to get past Jen’s parents and come up to see her.  She didn’t care.  She only knew that she needed Frank to come and fuck her hard before her pussy caught fire.

Frank’s voice answered the call after two rings.  “What’s up, Laurie?”

“Frank….I need you…”  Laurie sound commanding, but that was hard when she could barely gasp.

“What’s wrong, Laurie? Are you in trouble?”
“You’re damn right… I’m… in trouble! Why aren’t… you here? I’m horny as fuck… and I need you… herrrrreeeeee.”

Frank sighed.  As much as he adored Laurie and loved any chance to have sex with his expanding girlfriend, sometimes Laurie demanded attention at the worst possible times.

“Really? Now? Can you wait an hour?”

“Frank, don’t argue with me!  Jen’s mom just stuffed me like a Thanksgiving turkey and I am ready to blow!  You fucking know goddamn well how fucking horny I get when I eat and I fucking need dick right now, so get your fat ass over here and fuck me!” Laurie snapped before slamming the phone shut. That ought to tell him! She knew that she would be putty in Frank’s hands once they began love-making, but she was still the boss when they were just talking on the phone.

Disgusted, she threw the phone across the room and stared back at the ceiling.  She was quite the sight: fat, stuffed, naked, and unable to move.  She couldn’t believe that she was inviting Frank to come see her in this state!  But a girl had needs…  Maybe she’d be able to slip into something sexy by the time Frank got there.  If she was able to move before then…

***

Laurie was still lying in bed when Frank arrived.  No worries.  She wanted him to fuck her right now, so there wasn’t much point in getting dressed.

“Laurie? Are you… okay? Jesus, what happened to you?”

“Jen’s mom happened to me! Oh Gawd, Frank, she wouldn’t stop! She just kept feeding me and feeding me and… what the hell, what happened to YOU?!”

Laurie propped herself up on her elbows, her titanic tits flopping against her bloated middle as she shifted in bed.  Frank stood in the doorway.  Immediately, Laurie noticed that Frank was fat.  Well, no big change there; Frank always had been a big guy.  What made it especially evident today, though, was that Frank’s shirt barely fit him, the buttons on his button-down shirt gapping across his moobs and belly.

“Frank, what the hell are you wearing? You can’t dress like that! You look like a big tub! Well, no surprise there… you really ARE a big tub!”

Frank shrugged.  “Sorry, babe, you wanted me to rush over right now, so this is the first thing I threw on. You were the one who said it was urgent.”

“Yeah, but… that’s no excuse to go outside looking like THAT! Gawd, Frank, have you gained weight? Cuz you seriously look even tubbier than usual.  You really think I can afford to be seen in public with a big fat slob?”

Frank eyed Laurie’s flabby body, unconstrained by clothes, and decided against pointing out the hypocrisy of her statement.

“Holy shit, Frank, you look sooo fat! How much do you weigh? Don’t answer that, you probably don’t even know.  C’mon, I need to know this!”

Laurie’s delight in mocking Frank gave her the strength she needed to actually lurch out of bed.  She grabbed Frank by the hand and waddled him over to the attached en-suite bathroom – and then shoved him to stand on the digital bathroom scale in the corner.

“C’mon! Get on! Let’s see how big you really are, tubby!”

Frank looked Laurie up and down, noting with interest how her full stomach sagged over her hidden crotch.  He stood behind her and placed his hands under her chest, against the swell of her tummy.
“What’s it say?” huffed Frank.

“Gawd, Frank, are you fucking kidding me? You can’t even see the read-out over your huge goddamn gut? Christ, Frank, you’ve been letting yourself go.  Even worse than Jen! Or even Alice!”

“You know what, never mind, I’ll find out myself,” sighed Frank, fumbling his toe along the side of the scale until he felt it connect with the button to activate voice mode.  He felt the switch flick over and the scale sang out: “390.1!”

Frank whistled, gripping his massive gut in his hands and giving it a hefty shake. “Jeez. 390. Yeah, that’s pretty big, I’ll admit, but really not as bad as I was expecting.”  Unlike Laurie, who had only recently begun to balloon, Frank had been a hefty guy.  Also unlike Laurie, he tended to have a more realistic view of his own body, so he was surprised to learn that he wasn’t even heavier.

“That’s cuz you ARE heavier,” said Laurie, smirking smugly as she folded her arms across her giant chest. “Towel rack, Frank.”

“What?”

Laurie pointed. “Your flab is hanging on the towel rack.”

Frank struggled to peer over his massive girth to see what she was pointing at. The scale wasn’t situated particularly close to the wall, but Frank’s fat, protruding belly stuck out so far that it had plopped down atop the towel rack when he had plopped himself onto the scale. With the rack supporting his jiggling gut, it meant that the scale wasn’t reading most of her weight at all!

“How bout we find out how much you really weigh, tubs?” laughed Laurie, sliding up next to Frank and running her hands lightly down his front, lifting his blubbery belly off of the towel rack and letting it drop heavily.  “No cheating this time, Frank.  Why, you’d almost think that you were embarrassed to let your girlfriend know how much you weigh.  Is that the problem, Frank? Awww, are you ashamed that you let yourself get sooooo fat? Ashamed that your poor hot girlfriend has to be seen in public with a big gross slob like you?”  Laurie smiled, enjoying this teasing game; for a brief moment, she felt like she was the dominant one in charge.  She knew it would only be a matter of time before Frank had her under his thumb again, but she liked getting in her barbs where she could.

“452.2 pounds!” sang the scale.

“Oh! My! Gawd!” Laurie covered her mouth to hide her grin. “Wow, Frank. Just wow! That is… pretty damn fat.  What do you think of that, you fat pig? No wonder you can’t find any shirts to fit over all this lard!”  Laurie slid up behind Frank, nuzzling his neck while manhandling his flabby gut.  
Frank could feel the heat of Laurie’s sexually-charged body seeping through him as she rubbed her boobs and belly against his back.  Her thick arms wrapped around him, her stubby fingers fumbling at the buttons on his shirt.

“Oooo, Frank, you’re such a fatty I can barely even get my arms around you.  How am I supposed to unbutton your shit like this?”

“I don’t think that’s the only reason you can’t reach around me,” said Frank. “How close can you actually get with those big boobs of yours in the way?”

“Ohhh Frank!”  Laurie cooed.  That was what she liked to hear! She loved it when Frank acknowledged her pride and joy, her behemoth chest.

“In fact, what makes you think you weigh any less than me with alllll this up here?” asked Frank, turning around to massage Laurie’s monster teats.  He lifted her boobs with his hands, grunting at the strain. Each breast was way more than a handful, the spongy flesh oozing through his fingers.

“I barely weigh 430,” said Laurie stiffly.

“Barely 430? Wow, Laurie, you must be pretty fat to think that you can ever be ‘barely’ anything at 430!”

“It’s less than you,” sniffed Laurie.

“Yeah, then why don’t you get on the scale and prove it?  Let’s see how big you are now, Laurie.”

“Fine! I’ll show you, fat ass! You’re simply huge compared to me!”  Laurie pushed Frank aside and stepped her plump feet onto the scale.  Frank couldn’t help but admire the sight of her widening form, completely naked, standing on the scale.  She was so wide and plump that Frank could see her tits and belly even when viewing her from the back.
“300.2 pounds!” sang the scale.

“See? I’m only 300 pounds!” crowed Laurie, wincing slightly inwardly at her own words.  Christ, what had her life become that she was proud to announce that she was “only” 300 pounds!  Only a year ago, 300 pounds would have been unthinkably fat!  But at the same time…wow!  She’d managed to lose over 100 pounds!  That was incredible!  All that hard work had paid off!  Sort of?  Laurie, of course, had not changed her exercise regime and she was eating more than ever, so it made no sense that she would lose even a single pound, let alone 100! But still… she wasn’t going to question it! At 300 pounds, she was still as big as a whale yet she was just happy to be able to gloat about her lower weight to Frank.

Somehow, though, Frank wasn’t upset.  In fact, he was holding his hand to his smiling mouth, struggling to contain his laughter.

“What’s so funny, fat ass?” snarled Laurie, her eyes flashing.

Frank pointed. “Towel rack, babe.”

Laurie looked again.  Sure enough, just like Frank, her bulging gut was caught against the towel rack.  And, since her fat milk bags were resting against her gut, that meant that the towel rack was supporting even more of her weight than it had supported Frank’s! So her weight would be even higher when the truth was revealed…
Laurie grunted in annoyance as she grabbed her slippery, squishy gut and wrested it off the towel rack. She let it drop, nearly buckling under the intense gravity pull of her unsupported belly and breasts.  She could hear the scale dial spinning, spinning, spinning… But she couldn’t see the dial over this fucking gut and these goddamn tits…

“450.9 pounds!” sang the scale.

“450 pounds,” said Frank, “Looks like you’re a big fat ass too, babe.”

“That’s not fair! I… I had a big breakfast! And… and I haven’t been to the bathroom yet this morning!”

Frank chuckled.  “Oh really, Laurie? Is that the excuse you’re going to go with? You haven’t pooped yet?”

Laurie sputtered, speechless with embarrassment at Frank’s direct, pointed words.

“Besides, unless you’re storing all of this morning’s breakfast in your boobs, I don’t think that’s a very good explanation for your new weight. In fact, how much did you weigh last time we put you on a scale, babe? 430 pounds?”

Laurie glowered and said nothing.

“Yes, that’s right. I think it was 430 pounds. So let me get this straight: You’ve been eating like a little piggy – don’t deny it, babe, I’ve seen you eat – and yet you seriously thought that you’d lost over 100 pounds?  Baby, I think you need to face reality.”

He put his hands to the sides of Laurie’s voluminous potbelly, admiring the great white dome.

“You’re fat.  You’re a fat babe.”

“I am not a fat babe,” protested Laurie, though her heart wasn’t in it.

“You’re MY fat babe.”

“Oh. Oh, Frank!”  Laurie was already losing control of the situation.  She’d enjoyed her brief reign lording her weight over Frank, but now Frank was back in control.

“You…Frank, don’t you call me fat!  You’re still fatter than me!”

“That’s true.  I’m 452.2 pounds.  You’re only 450.9 pounds.  But you know who cares about miniscule little differences like that?”

“Who?”

“Fat girls.”

“Frank!”

“And you’re the fattest of girls, aren’t you?”  Frank drew her close, feeling the warmth of her plump curvy body against his.

“Come on, cow,” he whispered. “Get on the bed if you still can, you fatass.”

Laurie whined, but already she was melting under Frank’s teasing.  Her knees were getting wobbly, her pussy getting moist and tingly.
Frank slapped her lightly across her chubby booty to encourage her.  “C’mon, you 450 pound butterball.”

“I’m not a butterball!” sighed Laurie as she fell against the bed, “YOU’RE the butterball.”

Frank climbed onto the bed with her, the springs groaning under the combined weight of the two massively obese teen lovers.

“Hmm, then you must be more of a blubberball, Laurie,” whispered Frank as his hands squeezed her flabby abdomen.

“Oooo, no, Frank, not there,” murmured Laurie. “Touch my tits.”

“I’ll get to them,” said Frank, “But first, I have to investigate this. Where did all this new tummy come from? Have you been eating more?”

“Frank, no, goddamnit…don’t start…I just need you to fuck me…”  She reached under the swell of Frank’s gut to fumble with his belt. “C’mon, asshole, get out of these fucking clothes.”  She mumbled to herself, licking her lips, as she ripped off Frank’s belt and undid his pants.  The zipper parted easily as Frank’s flabby stomach bulged out.
“This is taking too long.  Frank, sit up! Do it!”

Frank obeyed, leaning back on his haunches.  Laurie noticed how Frank’s shirt strained harder around her soft, doughy midsection in this position.

“Inhale,” she commanded.  Frank looked at her quizzically so she snapped: “Just do it!”

He took a deep breath, and Laurie was pleased to see the buttons on his shirt pull tighter, pucker lines increasing around each diamond-shaped gap.

“Don’t stop! Keep it up!”

Frank inhaled again, the shirt pulling tighter and tighter until…

Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop!  Under the pressure of Frank’s inflated gut, the shirt ruptured, spraying buttons across the room.  The ruined shirt fell open, exposing the boy’s thick, blubbery middle.
“Oh my Gawd!” squealed Laurie.  It seemed like this had happened so many times to her.  Laurie was always in denial about her size, so she tended to wear clothes that were too small for her growing curves – resulting in not infrequent popped buttons and split seams.  Frank was much more aware of his own size, so this was the first time that she’d ever seen him wear something ill-fitted for his bear-like frame.  And, she had to admit, it was kind of hot!  Oh my Gawd, what was happening?  Was she finding yet another new kink? Now it wasn’t enough just that Laurie was getting fat, did she actually want her boyfriend to be fat too?  Not just to match her, not just so that she could mock him, but actually because she liked it???

“I should have known you’d need some help, little boy,” sneered Laurie.  She cupped her fabulous bosom. “Needed a little instruction in how to take a shirt off.”
“Aw, I liked this shirt,” chuckled Frank as he released his breath.

“Oooo, Frank, that stupid shirt would take too long to fucking unbutton. I don’t want to waste any more time. I want you now.  Get back down here.”

He kicked off his pants and Laurie tore off his underwear and ruined shirt; within moments, the two lovers were naked and writhing together in the throes of passion.

The noise of creaking bed springs echoed through the hallway outside the room and into other rooms.  Loud enough that it even roused Jen from her fitful slumber.  

“Like, what is that loud noise?” mumbled Jen as she rolled over in bed.  It was bed springs, obviously – Jen knew that sound well from 

“You know,” said Frank, “I thought it was funny when you said I should come see you at Jen’s house.  Why is Laurie staying over at Jen’s tonight, I wondered? It’s not a slumber party night.  In fact, it seemed like Laurie was spending a lot of time at Jen’s lately… And then I started to think, I know how much my baby loves to eat. I know that my little piglet just can never, ever get enough. Isn’t that right, piggy?”

“Ohhh…” Laurie closed her eyes and leaned back into Frank, feeling his warmth against her.  She was already losing herself in the pleasure of submission, ready to give up control to her boyfriend.  “Yes….yes, Frank, I do. I just can’t get enough.”

“And where can you get more to eat than at Jen’s house? I bet I know exactly where this new belly of yours came from. I bet Jen’s mom has just been feeding you and feeding you and feeding you…. And you’ve just been eating and eating and eating.”

“Mmmm,” mumbled Laurie, her face flushing as Frank kneaded the soft flab around her waist. “It wasn’t….just that…. Jen’s mom was here…breakfast”

“Oh Jen’s mom? I bet she brought along a giant breakfast just for you.”

“Oh yes…Yes, she did.”

Frank whispered into her ear: “And I bet you ate it all up.”

“Ooo yes! I did! I ate it all because… she made me…”

“Is that so? Did she really make you? I bet the truth is, Laurie, I bet you just couldn’t stop yourself.  Sure, blame it on Jen’s mom. What a convenient excuse for you.  But you just love to eat soooo much that I bet you were glad for that excuse. You just couldn’t resist, you blubbery little vixen.”
“Laugh while you can, Frank!” moaned Laurie, her words punctuated with sharp gasps as Frank rammed the bloated heifer’s fat pussy. “It's my new mission to make you fatter than me!”

“Oh really?”
“I’m gonna make you soooo fat, Frank!”

“Oh, yeah? How’re you gonna do that, chubby?”

“I'm… I’m gonna cover my body in cake, you fat fuck, and make you lick every inch of me. Not that you could resist my tits or cake, you porker.”

Frank smiled to himself.  Just like Laurie! She always had to bring everything back to her breasts.

“Pump harder you lazy slob, mmmm…”  Laurie noticed, for the first time, that Mrs. Sarovy had left a half-empty bottle of maple syrup on the bedside table. She grabbed at it and, without missing a beat, squeezed it over her chest.  Thick, sticky syrup oozed from the spout with a lugubrious sputter, dribbling onto Laurie’s buxom balcony.  

“What the… what are you doing, Laurie?”

The viscous liquid slid down the domes of her breasts, her fat nipples stiffening in response.

“Lick it off, fatty,” she commanded.

 Frank obliged, dragging his tongue across Laurie’s clavicle and down between her billowing chest balloons.
“Eat it all up, fatty, whispered Laurie, wrapping her arms around her lover and pulling him close against her, feeling his flab press hard against her corpulent form. “Ooo, you’re going to be sooo fat, Frank. I’ll make sure that you’re a big fat blob by the time I’m done with you.  You’re going to make me look like a twig.”

Meanwhile, out in the hallway…

“Like, what’s that noise?” mumbled Jen to herself.  She pushed lightly on the door, peering through the crack into the room beyond. Her eyes bulged. Frank was here! What was more, Frank and Laurie were fucking, right there on the guest bed, like wild animals!

“You’re gonna make me fat, huh, Laurie?” hissed Frank, gasping hard between thrusts as Laurie writhed in the bed below him.

“Yeeeeeahhh, you’re gonna be… massive… I’ll feed you… and feed you…”

“Yeah? You think you’re not gonna keep getting fatter too?”

In the hallway, Jen bit her lip, pressing her face closer to the crack in the door. She knew that she shouldn’t be spying on her friends like this, but she couldn’t help herself!  Honestly, Jen was wrestling with some pretty conflicting feelings about Laurie ever since that drunken kiss, so she wasn’t entirely sure what to think about this situation. Maybe a little jealous, definitely a little intrigued… and, wow, really turned on!  Jen’s own pussy tingled in response as she watched Frank pump Laurie like a piston engine.  She couldn’t help but notice Frank was pretty well hung, too… It made her miss her own Craig! Oh Gawd, Jen was really getting hot and bothered now, she could feel her own snatch dripping like a swamp and soaking the crotch of her tight stretchy granny panties.

“Ohhhh Frank what are you saying…”

“Cuz I’m gonna be feeding you too…”

“Oh Gawd Frank….”

“I’m gonna feed you until your big fat belly here is bigger than Alice’s.”

“Oh Gawd, oh I’m gonna… be… so…. Fat!”

“I'm gonna make your ass fatter and wider than Jen's,” hissed Frank.
“Oooo, noooo,” moaned Laurie, curling her toes. “Not thaaaaat big! Oooo, I’d be sooo huge.”

“Hey!” said Jen out loud before catching herself.  Jen wasn’t as proud of her pear shape as Laurie was of her breasts, but she still liked to think of herself as the most bootilicious babe in school. The idea that Laurie might usurp her title actually irked her a little. It actually annoyed her more than the subtle implication in Frank’s comment that Jen’s ass was fat.  
“We’re…gonna be huge… You’ll need to be a huge… fatty to handle… me… Oh shit, Frank, oh Gawd, we’re both…gonna…get… so…. Fat!  We’ll be the fattest couple… in school….the fattest couple… in… the world!!!” shouted Laurie, arching her back as the couple exploded in orgasm.  “Oh Gawd! Frank! Oh Christ! Ohhhhh Gawwwwd!”
“Shit, shit, shit,” muttered Jen, quickly closing the door quietly and wobbling back to her room as fast as her fat little legs would carry her.  She didn’t want to be discovered in the hallway spying on her friends while they were in the middle of sex!

Jen almost made it.  Rather, she made it halfway through her door before she stopped with jolt.  She tried again.  Oh shit.

Once again, her hips were wedged tightly into the doorframe.  Oh shit! This was the second time in less than 24 hours that Jen’s massive lower quarters had trapped her in a doorway. This was beginning to be a habit!

A door opened at the opposite end of the hallway.  Jen’s little sister Jesse waddled into the hallway, rubbing her eyes.  “What the heck is going on out here?” 

Jen’s little sister was a round little butterball.  Jesse hadn’t yet developed the distinctive family hindquarters, but it wouldn’t be long until she was shaped like her older sister.  Her pajamas strained around her chubby midsection, the lowest button already missing to reveal the young teen’s deep navel.
Jesse noticed the two pumped-up hemispheres of her sister’s enormous rear sticking out of the doorway to her right.  Below the shifting wobbling beach balls, Jen’s stubby legs pumped uselessly in the air. Oh great. Jen was stuck again.  

“Jen? Is that you? Did you get stuck again?”


“Um… yeah.  Could you, like, help me, Jesse?”
Jesse rolled her eyes in annoyance.  She waddled over to her sister’s undulating derriere.  

“Stop squirming so much, Jen,” snapped Jesse, “It’s bad enough that I gotta play grab-ass without you wiggling around like that. Your shaking blubber makes me dizzy!”

“Um, like, sorry!”

Jesse snorted.  She had very little sympathy with her older sister’s predicament. Like all callow youth, she didn’t think about the future and how soon she herself would probably be in her older sister’s shoes.  For all her snark, Jesse was, at heart, very similar to her older sister in two important aspects – she shared both Jen’s appetite and her genes.  Once she was a little older, there was little doubt that her hips would start to flare, her butt would start to swell, and she would become just as ponderously pear-shaped as her porky sibling.  Of course, Jesse was far smarter than Jen. At least, she liked to think that she was. So, even when she ballooned to 500 pounds, she surely wouldn’t make dumb mistakes like trying to squeeze her bodacious ghetto booty through inadequately wide doorways.

“Ugh, Jen, did you wet yourself?” said Jesse as her chubby hands fell against the wet spot on Jen’s mammoth granny panties.  A moment later the truth dawned on her. “Oh gross, Jen, really, couldn’t you wait til you were in your room?”
“Um, it’s not like that!” protested Jen.

Jesse crossed her arms.  She couldn’t believe this had happened again!  After watching her sister get stuck in the bathroom doorway and break a toilet earlier tonight, Jesse was in no mood to deal with more of Jen’s fat bimbo shenanigans.  She was ready to put a stop to this.  “Oink like a pig, Jen!”

“What?! Like, no!”  Jen was shocked that her own little sister would be so mean to her!  
“I think you need to learn that there are consequences to being such a huge pig,” said Jesse calmly.

“Um, like, you can’t tell me what to do! You’re, like, my little sister!” Jen was used to hearing this sort of taunt from Laurie, but she wasn’t about to take it from this little brat.

“Fine, have fun spending the day in your doorway.  Boy, I’ll bet your pal Laurie has a real field day when she finds you with your giant butt stuck there!”

“Like, okay, okay! Fine! Don’t leave me! Oink, oink! There, I said it! Now, like, help me out!”

“Now say ‘I’m a big fat piggy with a big fat butt who can’t fit through doors.’ And oink again.  But this time, act like you mean it.”

“No fair! You’re changing the deal!”

“Yawn! Guess I’ll just head back to bed…”
“No! Like, totally don’t go! I’ll totally say it! I’m a big fat pig with a big fat butt who can’t fit through doors!”

“And…?”

“What? Oh, yeah, like, oink! Oink oink oink!”

“Alright, that’s enough, you oinker.  Hold still and I’ll give you a shove.  Let’s see if we can get you free before Mom comes to feed you again. Cuz then we’ll never get you out.”

Jen hoped that wouldn’t be the case!
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