The Doctor’s Scheme

By Mollycoddles

The best thing about a satisfied client is the referrals, thought Dr. Barbara Richards.
She shouldn’t be so greedy, she knew, but she couldn’t help it.  She had Lucy at home.  Lucy should be enough for her.  Under Barbara’s care, Lucy had ballooned from merely pudgy to fat to obscene.  Lucy was the dirtiest of Dr. Richards’ many dirty secrets.  If anyone knew what was happening behind closed doors, no one would ever patronize the doctor ever again.

That’s why Barbara was careful. She was ever so careful.  She had a carefully crafted reputation as the best diet doctor in the entire city, maybe even the county.  Here in California, that sort of reputation was invaluable.  There were always enough plump pampered housewives, married to rich moguls and having nothing to do but host parties, lounge by the pool and guzzle champagne, to keep her practice in business for the long haul.  Dr. Richard’s good reputation meant that all those fat housewives beat a path to her door, all desperate to shed a few trouble pounds before that high school class reunion that had somehow crept up on them without them realizing it.  Barbara was good at helping even the most troublesome clients slim down in time for swimsuit season.  She was so good that, if she really wanted to, she could probably have been one of the top diet doctors in the state.  Maybe even the country.

But Barbara didn’t want that.  Become too famous and nosy people would start looking for ways to tear her down.  She didn’t need some ambitious investigative journalist to start poking around and find out the truth.  As things stood now, Barbara could easily fly under the radar.

Lucy was Barbara’s pride and joy.  Because Barbara loved fat women, the bigger the better. They drove her absolutely wild with lust.  Although twenty years younger than Barbara (Occasionally Barbara felt a slight twinge of guilt for what she was doing with a girl young enough to be her daughter), Lucy was the perfect companion for the scheming doctor.  Lucy wanted to be fat even more than Barbara wanted to fatten her up.  So it didn’t take long.

Lucy’s bulk filled up nearly an entire room of Barbara’s house now, and she was still growing.  And as much as Barbara loved to stroke her young lover’s soft blubber, as much as she loved to squeeze that delicious flab, as much as she loved to stuff Lucy until she was so burstingly full that she couldn’t eat another bite, there were long stretches of the day when they had to be apart.  And what was she supposed to do then?
Luckily, there were always the patients.

Barbara helped most of them. But there were always a few who were so lazy, so greedy, so completely beyond help that Barbara couldn’t resist giving them that last little nudge toward their own self-destruction.

Alice Grobauch was one of them, a young woman so greedy that she literally couldn’t stop stuffing herself from morning to night.  Instead of warning Alice about how dangerously overweight she was, she simply remained quiet.  She told the fat piggy that she shouldn’t change a thing about her lifestyle, that any sudden changes could be dangerous.  It was exactly the wrong thing to tell her, but exactly what Alice wanted to hear.  But the best thing was, Alice was so excited about Barbara’s permission to continue her gorging and gluttony, that she had recommended the doctor to all her friends.  And Alice’s friends were just as beyond help as she was.
“Jen Sarovy,” called Nurse Patty.

“Um, like, that’s me!”  The bottom-heavy brunette blimp slowly struggled to raise herself out of the chair, sweat rolling down her face.

“Gawd, why do you make these chairs so small?” complained Jen as she squirmed hopelessly.  Jen’s thighs were so big that, standing up, they touched all the way to her knees and forced her to walk with a distinctive rolling waddle. Sitting down, she’d wedged her thighs and ass so tightly into the chair that she couldn’t get up.

None of the patients in the waiting room were even half as big as this buttzilla babe.  Patty could read the shock in their faces. Jen couldn’t be older than 20?  How could a girl so young grow so big?  How could she throw her life away like that?
Jen was oblivious, concerned only with pulling her hippopotomus-sized tushie out of the chair.  Patty couldn’t even see the chair’s armrests because they were buried under the soft blubber of Jen’s corpulent flanks, so Jen actually had to lift her flabby love handles up just to reach under and brace herself against the armrests.  Grunting and groaning, the bloated bunny slowly began to rise – but, being pinched between two armrests, her stretch pants weren’t rising with her.  More and more butt was on display as Jen slowy, obliviously wiggled her way out of both the chair and her leggings.  Patty gawked at the two pasty white globes coming into view, an exciting contrast to the bronzed skin of Jen’s tanned arms, face, and belly.
Finally, Jen reached the tipping point and she popped free, stumbling to her feet.  She reached down to pull the waistband of her leggings back up over her monumental ass, even as other patients either averted their eyes in embarrassment or stared in shock.  Jen, however, was such a bimbo that it didn’t even register in her empty head that she’d just made a total spectacle of herself.

Patty suppressed an amused smirk as the simple act of rising from a sitting position left this out-of-shape piglet gasping and winded.  Jen was massive.  Above the waist, she was merely fat with heavy breasts resting on her shelf of a gut, pillowy arms that struggled to push her up from her chair, and a round chubby face with a distinct double chin.  But below the waist!  Her hips exploded outwards, overflowing the inadequate chairs of the waiting room.  Her rump stuck out a food three feet behind her.  Patty could even see Jen’s enormous butt from the front as her two beachball-sized cheeks wobbled to and fro as she moved.
“Are you okay, ma’am?” asked Patty.  She looked Jen over.  This girl was enormous.  After taking two steps from the waiting room, this girl was already panting so hard that she looked like she might explode.
“Yeah, just, like… do I have to walk all the way back there? Couldn’t you, like, have the doctor just come out here?” Jen whined.  After only just a few seconds on her feet, the blimpy brunette was already sagging back down into her chair, apparently worn out by the effort of just standing up.

“That would be most irregular,” said Patty. “But we do have some mobility devices to help our patients with...uh… low energy.”

That was a polite way of saying that they had wheelchairs for helping patients either too fat or too lazy to walk under their own power.

“Ooo! That sounds great!” said Jen, unironically enthused by the idea.  “Could you, like, bring me one of those?  I’ll just, like, totally rest right here.”
Before Patty could say anything, Jen plopped herself back into the chair.  After all the effort that she’d expended to unwedge herself from the chair and stand up, it seemed like a total waste just to squeeze herself back into the chair.  But standing up was such a chore for this lazy, out-of-shape hog that she took any excuse to get off of her soft little feet and back on her big cushy tushie. 
Patty shook her head as she headed back behind the desk, the sound of Jen’s straining grunts as the wide-bottomed girl struggled to cram her voluminous hips back between the chair’s arm rests fading into the background behind her.  Having seen loads of fat, lazy women come to seek Dr. Richards’ expert help, she was hardly ever surprised by anything.  But this girl really took the cake!  She unlocked the supply closet and pulled out a wheelchair. It was technically designed for people with real mobility issues, not people who were just too lazy to walk, but it would work fine.  When she wheeled it back out into the lobby, Jen clapped her plump little hands in glee.

“Oh my Gawd! That’s so perfect!  That’s totally what I need!”  

Patty waited patiently as Jen, once again, began the long, laborious process of once again extracating herself from the chair.

“Do you need some help with that, ma’am?” asked Patty eventually when Jen didn’t seem to be making any progress.
“I’m just totally tired from doing this the first time,” whined Jen.  The fat little hippo turned her plaintive face to Patty, a genuine pout on her plump lips.  She really seemed to think that she deserved some sympathy for having done sooo much work.  Patty hardly thought that standing up counted as hard work, but she kept that thought to herself.

Instead she just said: “Let me give you a hand.” 

“You brace your feet against the floor and push as I pull, okay?” said Patty as she stood to the side of Jen’s chair, hooked one arm under Jen’s left armpit, and placed her other hand against the soft flesh of Jen’s squishy backrolls.  She marveled at just how soft Jen’s body was.  Patty had dealt with a quite a few fatties in her day, but Jen seemed to have absolutely no muscle tone at all to interrupt the butter-softness of her blubber.
Shocked whispers rippled through the lobby as the other patients couldn’t resist gossiping about the spectacle unfolding before them.  

“Look at the size of that fat pig!” 

“I don’t feel so bad about myself now after seeing that… I may be a little hefty but I’d never let myself get that big!”

“I’ve never seen an ass that huge before.  I didn’t know asses could get that big!”

Oblivious to the comments, Jen grunted loudly as she pushed with all her might.  Patty groaned as she lifted with all her strength. God, Jen was even heavier than she thought! Patty could feel the muscles aching in her back as she strained to lift this enormous blob to her feet.  Slowly, ever so slowly, Jen’s rear rose from the seat, her hips scraping the armrests but still reluctant to pop free.  

“I’m going to need to get some lower leverage, is that okay, ma’am?” asked Patty through gritted teeth as she felt her grip against Jen’s back slipping.

“Huh? Okay, I guess so.”  From the tone in her voice, Jen clearly had no idea what Patty was talking about.  So Jen squeaked in surprise when Patty reached down and grabbed a massive handful of booty blubber, squeezing it tightly through the thin material of her overloaded yoga pants, and pulled upwards.  That was better.  By pushing up from beneath Jen’s bottom, Patty was able to get a little more movement out of the obese girl.  After a few more minutes of struggling and straining, Jen finally popped free again.

“Oh my Gawd, that is suuuuch hard work.  Like, why do you even have chairs with arm rests? You should totally have chairs without them, you know?”

Patty was huffing and puffing from the exertion too much to argue, although, after that whole ordeal, she had to admit that she kind of agreed.

“Please…gasp!...get in…pant pant…the chair…” gasped Patty.

Jen didn’t need to be told twice.  She dropped her spreading rear into the wheelchair with deceptive speed, hitting the seat with such force that the whole contraption creaked and groaned.  For a split second, Patty panicked.  Would that wheelchair be able to withstand Jen’s massive weight?

The chair sagged deeply and the wheels bent inward under her weight, but Jen didn’t even notice.  She was just happy to be off her feet again.

Patty nearly fainted as she realized that the worst was far from over.  Now she had to wheel this fat cow all the way into the examination room!

It took all of her remaining strength to get the chair to start moving, the wheels grinding against the floor in defiance.  Patty could feel the shocked eyes of the remaining waiting room patients on the back of her head.  
The short ride down the hallway seemed to go on forever.  Jen continued happily chattering away, completely oblivious to Patty’s heavy breathing as the poor nurse labored to push the morbidly obese piglet before her.

Finally, they reached the examination room.  

“Please…just…sit on the table… the doctor will be here… in just… a minute.”

“Sure thing!”

Now Patty had to wait for Jen to hoist herself back out of the wheelchair and totter the two feet to the examination table.  Jen flopped over the table and then strained to pull herself over it using her stubby, useless arms.  Patty marveled at Jen’s giant butt, pointing up at the sky, undulating like two medicine balls shoved into her tights.

“I can’t get uppppp,” whine Jen, “Could you, like, give me a hand?”

Patty sighed, but she relented.  The memory of the difficult trip from the waiting room still burning in her aching muscles, Patty braced her shoulder against Jen’s quivering, rounded caboose and shoved with all her might.  She mostly just sank into Jen’s backside, nearly disappearing into that ocean of booty blubber, but she just managed to get enough leverage to help Jen pull herself onto the table.

“Wait right here, I’ll get Dr. Richards,” said Patty.  She didn’t even wait for a reply, instead stalking out as Jen struggled to maneuver herself into a sitting position on the examination table.

***

“Jen Sarovy is waiting for you in examination room 3,” said Patty. “You want to do the candy test with this one?  I left the bowl in there, but I don’t think there’s any point in it.” 
Patty knew Barbara’s proclivities.  It had taken a long time before Barbara had found a nurse she could trust, a partner in crime whom she wouldn’t need to worry about ratting her out.  Barbara had fired better nurses before she found Patty.
Barbara stroked her chin.  “This is the Alice Grobauch referral? Yeah, let’s see what she does.”

Patty snorted.  “If this fatty hasn’t already emptied the bowl, it’s only cuz she’s literally too lazy to walk.”

“Really?” That piqued Barbara’s interest.  Alice Grobauch was already one of the fattest, hungriest, most gluttonous patients that she’d ever encountered, so her any friend of hers would probably at least equal Alice in those regards.  Hearing Patty’s words, Barbara wondered if Jen might just surpass her fat blonde friend.
***

The candy bowl was sitting on the counter.  The trap was set.  Barbara watched with mounting interest through the peephole on the door as Jen waited, impatiently kicking her enormous, tree-trunk legs.  At first, Jen didn’t react. The fat bimbo was simply too oblivious, not even noticing the tasty treats sitting right within her grasp.  Barbara was about to give up when she noticed Jen suddenly sniff the air and perk up.  Haha.  Typical fatty behavior.  They could always smell chocolate.

A pained expression crossed her soft features as she noticed that the candy bowl was sitting on the counter, out of immediate reach.

“Ughhhh it’s soooo far away!” moaned Jen to no one in particular.  “How am I supposed to get it if it’s way over there? Ugh, that’s sooooo unfair!”

Unfair that you can’t stuff yourself without expending the tiniest little bit of effort? Thought Barbara.  Wow. This was a new one.

Eventually, Jen’s belly won out over her laziness, and the overinflated bimbette dropped her feet to the floor.  Jen waddled across the room toward the candy bowl, an almost hypnotized look in her dumb, cow-like eyes.  Barbara felt herself going weak in the knees as she watched the hypnotic waves that rippled through Jen’s booty blubber with every unsteady footfall.  Jen’s unbelievable ass cheeks wobbled so much that the movement of her adipose forced the waistband of her tights to slide down her thighs a little more with each step.
Barbara had seen lots of gluttons fall prey to her candy bowl trap.  Like Alice, most of them acted like guilty fugitives, knowing that they were doing something naughty but unable to control themselves as they popped bonbon after bonbon into their eager mouths.  But not Jen.  To Barbara’s surprise, Jen buried her face in the candy bowl like a pig at the trough.

“Oh my, Jen,” whispered Barbara, “You really do love to eat, don’t you?  Why, you don’t even fake embarassment! No, you’re a true glutton.  You’d eat and eat and eat until you plumped up into a big round blubberbutt and I bet you’d never even stop to wonder why that fat bottom of yours keeping getting fatter.  What a fat little bimbo! What a plump little ditz! You simply don’t understand at all, do you?  No, all you can do is eat like a fat little piggy. It will be so simple to make you grow into a prize hog, Jen.”  

“This candy is soooo good,” said Jen out loud again to no one in particular as she licked the bottom of the bowl without any guilt or shame.  Barbara wondered whether Jen was aware that her face was slathered with chocolate – or whether she knew and just didn’t care.

Satisfied, the porky princess dropped the empty bowl onto the counter before belching loudly.  Jen blinked in confusion, almost as if she was startled by the noise coming from her own body.  But then she shrugged to herself and wobbled her way back to the table, pausing only to hitch up the waistband of her stretchpants.

Barbara’s loins were on fire.  She was so horny after watching that gluttonous display that she wanted to rip off her clothes and masturbate right now, right here in the hallway.  But no, she told herself.  Keep your head on straight.  Save that excitement for tonight, when you get home to Lucy.  For now, you have to be professional.

Dr. Richards was impressed with the size of Jen’s rear.  The young bimbo was carrying well over 400 pounds of excess flab on her short frame, sporting thighs so round that the fat little plumpette could only waddle awkwardly and love handles so thick that they quivered and shook with every thunderous step.  But her crowning asset was her butt: Jen’s backside was so perfectly full and round and packed-to-bursting-with-blubber that she looked like someone had pumped up her cheeks with an air hose.  Barbara imagined how much more Jen might blossom under her care.  She’d make sure this tubby ditz inflated like a balloon!  An amusing scene popped into her head:  Jen bending over as Barbara inserted the air hose of a bicycle pump into her anus, and then Barbara pumping that perfect peach-round booty up like a pair of party balloons.
She paused for a second, breathing deeply to try to regain her composure.  She couldn’t barge in all flustered like this.  She’d be too tempted to just grab at the bloated bunny’s bodacious badonkadonk, feeling her hands sink deeply into that soft tender lard as she pulled Jen against her… and that wouldn’t do.  She needed to be calm and subtle and make sure that nothing she did to Jen couldn’t be explained away as part of a perfectly normal medical examination.  After all, she didn’t want to scare this prize piggy away.

Barbara opened the door, carrying her clipboard and smiling broadly in her best professional yet friendly doctor manner.

“Hello there. Jennifer Sarovy?”

“That’s me!” chirped Jen. “But everyone calls me Jen.”

“What can I do for you, Jen?”

“So, like, my friend Alice came to you last week.”

“Oh yes, I remember Alice.  A good patient.”  Barbara didn’t bother to mention that she hadn’t actually helped Alice.  She could tell from a single meeting with Alice that the fat blonde was so helplessly addicting to eating that nothing would ever dissuade her from her self-destructive eating habits.  Alice would be content to eat and eat and eat until she was nothing but a big round ball of blubber, too fat to move, too fat to exercise, too fat to do anything but keep eating and getting fatter and fatter.  And if the poor tubby little tart wasn’t strong or smart enough to stop herself, then Barbara was determined to help her along.

“Alice said that, you were totally the best doctor she’d ever been do!  Like, I’m only here cuz my friend Laurie said that I was gaining too much weight.  I don’t really think so, though.”
Jen shifted in her seat and the bench beneath her massive butt groaned so loudly that the doctor feared for moment that it might actually collapse.  Jen certainly was one of the fattest patients that she’d seen in a while.

“You don’t think you’re gaining too much weight?”

Barbara smirked.  Jen lacked even the rudimentary guilt that Alice felt about her gluttony. The candy bowl test revealed that Jen was a mindless, incorrigible fattypants, who might well stuff herself until she popped if she was allowed to.
“No, I mean… like, yeah, I guess I’m kinda fat.  But it’s not a big deal.  Laurie was going on about how it wasn’t healthy and I totally needed to see a doctor cuz she said I was gaining, like, too fast or something.  I don’t get what her problem is.  Hey, do you have any more of those chocolates?”

Barbara stared.  Jen smiled sweetly, still unaware that her mouth and double chin were ringed with chocolate – evidence of how she had so recently succumbed to gluttonous temptation.  Most girls who gave in to Barbara’s candy test went to pains to conceal their shame, but Jen didn’t even seem to realize that she should be ashamed.

“More chocolates?”

“Yeah, like, you had like a bowl of them on the counter. They were, like, really good! So I was just wondering if you had any more!” Jen licked her lips in anticipation and suddenly realized that there was chocolate still on her face.  “Oh, here’s some more! Mmm..”

“We’ll make sure to get you some more before you leave,” said Barbara, making a mental note to stuff Jen’s goody bag with as many chocolates as possible.  She wanted this pudgy plumper to be even bigger the next time she came to visit, big enough that her enormous buttocks busted the arms off the chairs in the waiting room, big enough that she plugged the door when she tried to squeeze through, big enough that the wheelchair just collapsed under her extreme weight.  “So the first thing that we need to do, Jen, is to find out how much you weigh.”

“Aw, do I have to get up again?”  

“Just for a second.”  

Sighing, Jen lowered herself back down to the floor.  Barbara could barely contain her amusement. Most of the blimps she treated hated getting weighed; they hated to stand on a scale and see that awful, high number – always so much higher than they’d expected, always so much higher than the last time that they’d worked up the courage to weigh themselves.  They always made excuses to try to avoid facing that reality – oh I just weighed myself yesterday, they’d say, and I just KNOW that I couldn’t possibly weight more than 120 pounds.  The poor deluded dears.  But Jen was the first girl that Dr. Richards had met who genuinely didn’t seem to care about how much she weighed.  Her only objection to getting onto the scale was that she was literally too lazy to bother with standing up again.  Jen was a rare breed.  Someone perfectly capable of walking under her own power – for now, at least – but simply too lazy to bother.

Barbara remembered how she had needed to bring out a special scale to weigh Alice simply because the billowing blonde carried so much weight in her belly that her gargantuan gut bumped into the usual scale’s upright shaft when she tried to stand on the platform.  Luckily, there was no such trouble with Jen.  While Jen certainly didn’t have a flat stomach by any means – her wobbling gut hung over the waistband of her tights, bumping against her knees with every waddling step – it wasn’t nearly as big as Alice’s.  Instead most of Jen’s bulk was concentrated in her absolutely ludicrous rump, so big that it would make Sir Mix-a-Lot cry, and mammoth, rubbing thighs that tapered down to thick calves and then to absurdly delicate feet.
Barbara watched with rapt fascination as she adjusted the weights to reveal the true extent of Jen’s size.  

She was 530 pounds.  Holy shit.  530 pounds.  That made this corpulent kitty even fatter than her friend Alice.  How was that even possible?  How could a teenage girl get that fat that fast?  It was unbelievable. Jen must literally eat 24/7 to maintain a weight like that.  The idea of Jen constantly stuffing her fat face, never stopping, never able to muster up the willpower to put down her fork or leave the table, eating until her belly was big and round and bloated and ready to bust but then eating some more, filled Barbara’s mind.  Did she even stop eating to sleep?  She could almost imagine this burgeoning blimpette lying in bed, fast asleep, with a conveyer belt ferrying a never-ending stream of cakes and pies to her mouth – and Jen continuing to munch and much and chew chew chew even as she slept, never even noticing that she was still eating, still gaining, the only knowledge of what was happening to her slumbering body coming in the form of pleasant dreams of eating delicious sundaes and massive desserts.

“Is that a lot?” asked Jen, raising an eyebrow quizzically.  “I mean, I know it’s kind of a lot, but is that a bad lot?”

“It’s a little…a little…well…but it really depends on how you feel about your body,” said Barbara. “If you don’t feel like it’s negatively impacting you, then it’s nothing to worry about.”

“Oh good!” said Jen brightly.

“Why don’t we measure you?” said Barbara with a crack in her voice, sliding her stool over to the wall cabinet.  She pulled out a tape measure.

“Okay, but can we hurry up?  I really want to sit down. My feet are starting to hurt.”

The measure did not reach around Jen.  Barbara purposely looped the tape measure around Jen’s big fat ass.  She was curious just how big that vast badonk was.  How many extra inches did those two bodacious orbs add to Jen’s already substantial measurements?

“The tape doesn’t reach,” she said.

“Oh yeah, that’s probably cuz you got it around my butt,” said Jen, plucking at the tape measure with her pudgy fingers.  “I got, like, kinda a big butt.” She giggled.  “You know, I’m kinda famous for it.  When I was in high school, I was famous for having the biggest booty in the entire graduating class.  And, like, that’s no mean feat for a white girl!”

“You don’t say,” said Barbara. She tried to act nonchalant, but she was sweating buckets.  Gawd, how did this bimbo not realize that every word out of her mouth was so fucking hot?  Listening to this oblivious fattypants chatter about how her bad habits had ballooned her ass to the point that she couldn’t buy pants off the rack or fit through doors was so fucking sexy that Barbara felt like her crotch was about to catch fire.  She needed to hurry up and get Jen out of here before she did something she would regret later.

Then again, Jen was so ditzy that she probably wouldn’t even notice if Barbara started groping big thick handfuls of bulging booty blubber under the guise of testing Jen’s body fat ration or something.

Barbara felt a little light-headed at the possibilities.  She’d enjoy watching this fat little heifer expand.

Barbara pretended to be studying her clipboard and medical writing notes to herself; in reality, she was just madly scribbling ‘GIANT BUTT!! TOO BIG!!!  100 INCHES???? <3 <3” over and over.

 “And you don’t have any issues with your size?” she asked, struggling to keep her voice level.  Barbara thought that sounded like the sort of question a doctor would ask; she hoped that it didn’t sound too leading.

“Ummmm, no, not really.  I mean, like, yeah, it makes it kinda hard to do some things.  But I think I carry my weight pretty well.  I mean, like, it helps that my boyfriend is totally a butt man.  For a little while, he said thought I was, like, gaining too much back here, but that wasn’t really about my butt.  I mean, like, he said it was, but it wasn’t.  He was just, like, upset cuz I was so busy that we weren’t…um…we weren’t…”

All at once, Jen’s chubby face started to go pink, as if she’d suddenly become aware that her inane chatter was leading her toward more taboo topics.  Barbara didn’t want her to stop talking, though, so she prompted the bottom-heavy chubbette to continue.

“Go on, Jen.  It’s okay, I’m your doctor.  It’s very important that you’re completely honest with me in every way.”

Jen shifted uncomfortably on the table, and Barbara couldn’t help but stare at the tubby girl’s thick, blubbery haunches as they compressed against the table beneath her when she wobbled.

“…well, like, okay, we weren’t, like, boinking.”
Barbara almost chuckled out loud at Jen’s juvenile choice of wording.  It seemed so appropriate for this obese ditz to use some babyish language.

“But it’s all better now,” said Jen hastily. “He still loves my booty.”  Almost unconsciously, she reached behind herself to pat her overstuffed rump.  Jen’s backside stuck out a good three feet behind her, covering nearly six square feet of table space under its wobbling bulk.

“In that case, if you don’t have a problem with your size, then you shouldn’t worry about it.  You seem perfectly healthy for a girl of your size.”  

That was a complete lie. She had only given Jen the most perfunctory of examinations, but she could already tell that it was in no way healthy for a 19 year old girl to be this massively fat and carrying around so much extra poundage that she got winded from a simple walk down the hall.  “Tell your friend Laurie that she should mind her own business.”

“Yeah like, I don’t know where she gets off talking to me like that,” huffed Jen.  “She’s, like, just as fat as me, anyway.”

“Is she?” Barbara made a mental note of that. “Maybe she should really come in to see more, then.  We wouldn’t want her to be unhealthy.”
“Oh yeah, that’s true,” said Jen. “I’ll totally recommend you to her.”

“Perfect.  Now let’s get you out of here.  And don’t worry, I’ll make sure that Nurse Patty gives you some chocolates for the road.”

* * *
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