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Ring ring ring!
Grunting in annoyance, Laurie grabbed at the cellphone on the bedside table. She held it up and squinted at the display. Mom. Ugh, what was her mom calling about now?  Why was her mother interrupting her so late at night? Didn’t she know that Laurie needed her beauty rest?

Glancing at the clock on the table, Laurie realized it wasn’t actually all that late. It was only 7:00 p.m. Jeez, how could it possibly be that early?  Why was she so tired?

With a loud wheezing groan, Laurie hoisted herself into a sitting position, her titanic tits flopping against the protruding shelf of her growing gut.  She winced. That hurt! Absently, she rubbed a manicured hand over the daunting arc of her bloated stomach.  After yet another dinner at the Sarovy household, Laurie was absolutely stuffed to the gills, her gut round and firm and packed to bursting.  That was typical.  Every night, Jen’s mom made sure that neither Jen nor her two best friends left the table until they had cleared their plates of second, third and sometimes even fourth helpings.  Laurie told herself that she was doing her part to help Jen lose weight by accepting all the extra food that Jen’s mom proffered, but, really, the only substantial change had come to her own waistline as she grew rounder and rounder under the constant onslaught of high calorie treats.  After dinner, the three girls left the table so absurdly stuffed that there was little more they could do other than to collapse into a drunken, bloated stupor.  Even now, Laurie could see the summits of two massive pink mounds rising into the air at the foot of the bed; both Alice and Jen were lying on the floor, snoring like buzzsaws, their overloaded paunches gurgling and bubbling as they struggled to digest their latest feast.
Graciously, they had allowed Laurie to take the bed. Well, honestly, they were just too stuffed to make a fuss when Laurie flopped down in bed first. They’d both simple dropped to the floor like two lead weights and fallen asleep right there.

“The sacrifices I make for my friends,” muttered Laurie, gently pinching the soft, malleable flab of her potbelly. Yup, that was all her.  Groping her new blubber folds filled her with a strange warmth, prompting a little tingle between her thickening legs, but she didn’t have time to explore her new, ripened body any further.  She had to figure out what her mom wanted.

She held the cellphone to her ear. “Mom, what do you want? I told you not to call me while I’m at Jen’s house tonight!”

“Sorry, Laurie, but I need you to do a favor for me.” 
“This better be good,” mumbled Laurie, glancing at the door nervously.  Her mother was supposed to be far away at a yoga retreat; that was the lie that she fed to Jen’s family to explain why she needed to stay with them for this extended period of time.  Not that they seemed to care at all.  Jen’s parents were so laid back that they were perfectly happy to have Laurie eating them out of house and home.  But Laurie was more worried about Jen’s little sister Jesse.  Jesse was a little snot.  What was worse, she was way smarter than her older sister and way more skeptical about Laurie’s motives.  Laurie suspected that she would have to do something to deal with Jesse sometime soon. But for now, the last thing she needed was for Jesse to wander in and realize that Laurie’s mother wasn’t at a retreat at all.
“Do you remember the Smiths?” asked her mother.
“No.”

“Sure you do, they went to that yoga retreat with me last summer.  Well, we’re all going to bikram hot yoga lecture tonight and they need a babysitter.”

“Oh mom, no. No way! I just don’t have time.”

“Really? Why not?”

“Moooom, I’m just…I’m just kind of busy, okay?” muttered Laurie, shifting in bed.  She stared down at her plump feet, her bare toes wiggling. Truth be told, Laurie wasn’t busy at all.  Her stay at the Sarovy house had only made her grow lazier and lazier, since Jen’s mom not only kept the voluptuous vixen in an overstuffed stupor but also insisted on doing everything for her.  Laurie and her two fat friends barely had to move a muscle. At least any muscle other than their jaws, since Jen’s mom expected them to eat, eat, eat constantly.  Laurie glanced over at the two quivering lumps sprawled on the floor next to her.  After yet another gargantuan meal, both Alice and Jen were passed out, their massive engorged bellies towering over them like two pink wobbling mountains.  Laurie smiled as she noted that Alice’s cargo pants were open, the crotch split under the force of Alice’s gluttony. Those were Alice’s favorite pants, Laurie knew.  Mainly because they were the only pants that Alice could still squeeze into without immediately splitting the seat.  The ballooning blonde used all kinds of desperate tricks to extend the life of those pants – everything from leaving the pockets unzipped to give her a little extra room, to fastening the crotch with safety pins – but it looked like her time was running out.  The pants were nearly worn through the crotch due to the constant rubbing of Alice’s legs when the blubbery blonde blimp waddled.  Laurie’s plan to keep Alice plumping up up up was working perfectly.

She frowned as she looked over at Jen. Laurie was trying so hard to help Jen reduce, but it didn’t look like all her work was having much effect.  Jen was still massively overweight, her ginormous buttocks swelling out like two fat-filled beanbags that tested the limits of the stitching on her black leggings.  Jen always wore leggings because she could no longer fit into normal clothes.  Alice, luckily, could still wore somewhat stylish clothing if she deigned to shop at the maternity store.  She gained almost exclusively in the belly, so a hip fashionable dress designed to fit a heavily pregnant mommy-to-be might conceivably stretch over her pronounced tummy.  No such luck for Jen.  The poor pudgy porker was such an extreme pear that no one designed pants for a badonk THAT big and wide and round.  Jen had to wear leggings and stretch pants out of necessity.  Laurie felt like she would go crazy if she had to resort to leggings! Laurie was always the height of fashion.  Jen, too, used to love dressing up and buying new clothes, but her interests of late had shifted more to eating than to shopping.  That only meant that Laurie would have to work extra hard to bring her bottom-heavy friend back to reality.

Laurie’s mom’s plaintive voice jolted Laurie from her thoughts. 

“Laurie, sweetie, I really need you to do this favor for me. It would be really groovy, ya know?  It would just be for a few hours.”

Laurie snorted.  She was so comfortable here in bed, she really didn’t want to move.  Could she even move?  She was so full – Jen’s mother had really outdone herself with a succulent pot roast tonight – that she could barely move, her full bloated belly radiating a pleasant warmth through her body.  She groaned, thinking about what a hassle it would be to get dressed again!  After dinner, Laurie practically tore off her binding sweatpants and threw them on the floor, knowing that she might split them at any moment if she wasn’t careful.  She was, for all intents and purposes, naked.  Sure, she was wearing panties, but they were hidden under the rolls of her burgeoning gut.  Sure, she was wearing a bra, but her colossal cantelopes spilled over the cups so much that you could barely even see any of the material anymore.
“Laurie, you know I don’t ask for much. Besides, they’ll pay you.”
Laurie rolled her eyes and sighed heavily. “Fine, mom. Just give me the address.”  She didn’t need another lecture about responsibility.  Besides, maybe this was a good thing.  It had been a couple hours since dinner, so, knowing Mrs. Sarovy, Jen’s mom was probably already hard at work whipping up a midnight snack for the girls.  If Laurie ducked out now, she might just miss that and avoid the fattening consequences.  As if a couple extra calories could make a difference now.
Laurie nodded and rolled out of bed as her mother recited the address.  She lurched to her feet, her swollen belly nearly dragging her to the floor.  Oof.  She had to be careful not to move too quickly or she might make herself puke.  After all, there was A LOT of food stashed inside her tummy and it would be too easy to rile it up.  She tiptoes over to the dresser, careful not to wake her two dozing companions.
“Hmmm, more gravy,” mumbled Alice in her sleep, smacking her lips.

“Of course that’s what you’re dealing about, fatty,” chuckled Laurie.  But something was wrong.  A year ago, Laurie loved to make snide comments like that, expert put-downs that dripped exquisite venom. But now? She couldn’t work up the vitriol against poor Alice anymore.  Her feelings were almost… warm, friendly.  “Fatty” didn’t feel like an insult in her mouth so much as an affectionate nickname.  Alice didn’t feel like a rival to be destroyed, but a fellow fat girl to be adored.  Could it be… could it be that Laurie was going soft?

She shook her head.  No. As much as she genuinely liked Alice now, she couldn’t just give up on the master plan now… could she?  Not when she was so close.  Or was she? Laurie was almost 500 pounds.  She was like a living balloon steadily being inflated by too much food and too much fat and too many delicious home-cooked meals by Jen’s mom.  And it was getting harder and harder for Laurie to deny her own massive size.  Her unwieldy gut stuck out almost as far as her pride and joy, her bountiful bosom.  She didn’t like to think about her expanding figure when Frank wasn’t there to whisper teasing little nothings into her ear, but she was finding it really hard to ignore.  
Whatever. No time to think about that, she had a job to do.

Shoving her bodacious breasts into a low-cut croptop and yanking a pair of skin-tight jeans over her lower curves, Laurie was finally presentable again. She admired herself in the mirror, carefully adjusting her top to show off more cleavage.  Laurie knew that was always an advantage when babysitting.  Moms didn’t approve, but dads always slipped her a few extra bucks to make sure that she kept coming back for them to ogle.

“Ooo, Mr. Smith, I’m just delighted to watch your little angel for you,” Laurie said to no one in particular in her sweetest voice. The busty bitch could use a whole arsenal of mean girl tricks to get her way when she wanted, but she was also more than capable of using sweetness too, when the time called for it. In fact, that was probably why she so often got away with so much. She knew exactly when to turn on the charm when adults were watching.  As soon as the parents were out the door, all she had to do was turn on her normal bitchy attitude and that kid would be scared straight.  This evening would be a piece of cake.
***

Laurie’s predictions came true right from the start.  From the moment he opened the door, Mr. Smith couldn’t keep his eyes off of Laurie’s magnificent bosom.  Laurie casually inhaled, holding her breath so that her titanic tits bulged through the plunging neckline. They looked like two enormous pale watermelons, full and ripe on the vine and just ready to burst with juice.

Mrs. Smith didn’t seem quite so impressed with Laurie’s display, but she was in such a hurry to get out the door that she didn’t seem to notice her husband’s wagging tongue.

“And all the emergency numbers are right by the phone, okay? Our cell numbers are there too, so if there’s any trouble just call us, okay? Help yourself to anything in the fridge and you girls have a good time tonight.”

“Yes, ma’am, of course, Mrs. Smith.”  Laurie nodded, her titanic tits sloshing inside her constraining top. “Don’t worry, your little…er… what’s her name?”
“Tiffany.”

“Tiffany. Your little Tiffany will be safe with me.”

Mrs. Smith nodded. “Good. I can tell that you have a good aura, so you’re a very trustworthy girl.”

Trustworthy? Ha! She wouldn’t say that if she knew how Laurie had been deceiving both Jen and Alice for the past few months.  Laurie felt a sudden twinge of guilt over the way that she had been treating her two best friends.  What did they do to her to deserve to be mistreated so? Alice was a sweet girl who never said a bad word about anyone, yet Laurie was conniving to fatten her up like a hog. And Jen was Laurie’s best friend in the world, yet she told Jen that she was no longer secretly fattening Alice ever since Jen had objected to the plan – how could she lie to her best friend like that?

Laurie’s thoughts were interrupted as she heard the Smith’s daughter bounding down the stairs behind her.
“Where is the little sweet…” Laurie’s voice trailed off as she turned around and caught a glimpse of her new charge coming into the room.

“You,” said Laurie, her eyes narrowing.

“You,” said Tiffany, her eyes widening.

Tiffany was a skinny little twerp with red pigtails and a gap-toothed smirk.  There was no mistaking her; she was none other than the little brat from the Fairytale Village amusement park!

“Well, you girls have fun,” said Mrs. Smith, completely oblivious to the sudden tension in the room. “We’ll be back in a few hours!” She and her husband bustled out the front door, leaving Laurie alone with Tiffany.

“You’re the little brat from the park,” said Laurie.

“You’re the big boobie lady!” said Tiffany.
“I…yes. That’s right.”  The observation played into Laurie’s absurdly inflated pride in her absurdly inflated assets, so she couldn’t help but puff out her chest a little when she heard Tiffany describe her like that!

“Your boobs got bigger,” said Tiffany matter-of-factly.

“I…Yes,” said Laurie, feeling a little flustered at Tiffany’s blunt statement.  She felt herself swelling with pride that even this little girl noticed her own girls were growing, but it did feel a little weird to thank a kid for that, er, compliment.

“It’s probably cuz you got fatter,” continued Tiffany.

“I…hey!” Laurie snarled. Only Frank was allowed to point out her burgeoning weight! She didn’t need to take that kind of guff from this little squirt! “I did NOT get fatter!”
“No, you did,” said Tiffany, walking around Laurie to size up the tubby teen.  “Like, your belly is way rounder now. It’s so big that your boobs don’t even look that big anymore. And you’re way wider now too.  You must have been eating a lot lately to get this big.”

“Alright, that’s enough out of you, you little brat!” snarled Laurie, “Your parents put me in charge and I do NOT intend to listen to this sass.”

“You ruined my trip to the Fairytale Garden,” said Tiffany, “And you’re not the boss of me!”

“Bed! Now!” shouted Laurie, pointing angrily back up the stairs.

“I’m not going to bed! It’s not even dark out!” protested Tiffany, “You’re mean! You think you can boss me around just cuz you’re bigger than me? Well, I don’t have to listen to—“

“Listen,” said Laurie, bending down to look Tiffany directly in the eye, her voice low and dangerous. “You better think very carefully about your next move. Because if you want to still be alive when your parents get home, you better hold your tongue.”

“Why? What are you going to do? Sit on me?”

“Why you little…!”

Tiffany howled with laughter and ducked as Laurie made a grab for her.  The small girl easily slipped away from the tubby teen’s clumsy grasp and ran up the stairs.

“Huh, fine, you stay in there and I don’t want to hear another peep out of you!” shouted Laurie, straightening up.  She nodded in satisfaction as she heard the click of a door closing.  Good.  If Tiffany spent the rest of the night sulking in her room, then Laurie wouldn’t have any trouble out of her.
Laurie’s eyes went wide at the fully stocked refrigerator.  Holy shit! She’d never seen so much food before! Well, except at the Sarovy household, but that was a special exception. She’d never seen a NORMAL family with such a full fridge. How did these people stay so thin?

A strange feeling began to creep over the tubby teen as she stared at all that food.  A sudden deep, ravenous hunger in the pit of her ample belly, a yawning ache, a primal need.  It was more than hunger for Laurie, though.  The volumptuous vixen was so primed to think of food and sex as eternally linked that just looking at this full larder was actually making her… well, not exactly horny, but she was having a lot of trouble articulating the delicious mix of lust and hunger that made her knees weak and her palms clammy.  Laurie felt her breathing quicken, her titanic tits heaving as her lungs worked hard to keep up.  Her heart fluttered inside her swollen chest, its beat suddenly fast and irregular.  Laurie’s face flushed as her heart went off like a jackhammer.  What was happening to her? Both Jen and Alice had experienced this sensation before, when both girls had become so agitated by the prospect of unlimited food that they had nearly had heart attacks in their excitement, but this was Laurie’s first time feeling that overpowering, debilitating rush.  Food was her life.  Food was her love.  The edges of her vision went blurry as Laurie squinted and shook her head, willing herself back to calm.
“Ughhhh,” moaned Laurie, clutching the fridge door tightly to avoid sagging to the floor.  It started as a moan of pain, but quickly morphed into a moan of arousal as visions of the feast to come overpowered Laurie’s fear.
“Gotta…get…under control,” sighed Laurie. She closed her eyes in hopes that blocking out the sight of all that food food FOOD would help her calm down.  She pursed her plump lips and breathed in and out and in and out, slowly returning to normal.  After a few minutes of careful controlled breathing, Laurie was back to herself.  

“Phew, that was weird,” said Laurie, mopping her brow and immediately forgetting the strange experience.  Clearly it was just the shock of seeing so much food that had rattled her, nothing more.

The Smiths did say that she could help herself to anything in the fridge, didn’t they?  Laurie smirked. She wasn’t about to let this opportunity go to waste.

She grabbed a plastic Tupperware container and pried it open. Huh, looks like leftover fried chicken.  Laurie shrugged and popped a greasy morsel into her mouth. Mmm, that was good! But it was just a start.

From the back, it looked like Laurie was assuming the quintessential fat girl pose.  She was leaning forward into the fridge, her thick knees bent, her fat denim-clad ass pointing out and swaying from side to side as Laurie loaded up on junk food.  She was too greedy to even bother taking food out of the fridge, instead eating it right here.

Laurie couldn’t stop herself.  Laurie was too much of a glutton to resist – weeks and weeks of constant stuffings at the hands of Jen’s mother had ramped up her appetite to an insane level and her frequent sexy feedings (not to mention fat teasing) at the hands of Frank gave her a craving for food that went well beyond simple hunger.

“Ugh, why did I wear these tight-ass jeans?” mumbled Laurie through a mouthful of food, squirming slightly as her snug jeans pinched her between her legs.  
Pop! The button shot from the crotch of Laurie now beyond-skintight jeans, bouncing across the floor.  Without the button to help anchor it, Laurie’s zipper slid down immediately.  Her bloated tummy bounced out, full and proud and round like a big pink bowling ball.  It was scandalous even before her binge to imagine that these jumbo-sized jeans designed to fit an elephant were already super-tight on Laurie’s flaring hips and chubby tummy, but now they would never fit her again no matter how much she wiggled and wriggled to pull them up her thighs.

“Fuck, these were brand new,” muttered Laurie, grabbing the waistband of her ruined jeans and adjusting them to give her full tummy a little more breathing room.  But honestly, she couldn’t bring herself to worry too much about her split jeans. She was much too enamored with the chance to gorge herself.
More more more!  Laurie tore through the fridge, cramming herself with food. She ate like a woman possessed, like a ravenous beast.  The tightness in her belly fired the burning in her nethers, reminding her more and more of her frequent sexcapades with Frank.  Laurie was no stranger to binge overeating, but with no witnesses and free access to other people’s food, Laurie always turned into the greediest hog. More more more! Eat eat munch crunch chew chew CHEW. Laurie filled herself with abandon, smearing butter and sauce across her chubby cheeks and dripping batter down her double chin into her voluptuous cleavage.  She wouldn’t stop until all the food was gone. She COULDN’T stop til all the food was gone! In the back of her head, a tiny voice protested: What if Tiffany comes out of her room? What if that brat catches you? What are you going to tell her parents?  But Laurie didn’t care.  All that mattered was food and eating until she couldn’t possibly eat another bite for fear of bursting like a megaton bomb.
The binge was quick but devastating.  It seemed like only minutes, but Laurie had eaten every scrap of food inside the Smith’s fridge, stuffing her belly to new and absurd heights of gluttony.

Totally stuffed beyond belief, Laurie lay sprawled on the cold tile of the kitchen floor, her breathing short and labored lest she inhale too deeply and literally burst apart at the seams.  Her belly rose above her like a massive pink mountain, round as a beachball and tight as a drum, angry red stretch marks spiraling outwards from her belly button as if she was nine months pregnant.  Her stomach was so full, so overstretched, so completely packed, that she was almost surprised that her belly button hadn’t popped out.  Shit, she was almost surprised she hadn’t popped period. Yet every bite only made her hornier and hornier, visions of her sexy stuffings with Frank running through her head, until she had eaten herself into this predicament.  She was totally immobile, trapped under the weight of her own indulgence, too dazed and bloated to even shove her fingers under the waist of her busted-open jeans to finger her burning hot clit.  Jesus Christ, she was sooooo fucking horny!  She almost wanted to call Frank and demand he come over to pleasure her, as she had so many times before, but what would the Smiths think if they came home and caught her boyfriend fucking her on the kitchen floor?
For that matter, what would they think if they came home and found her in THIS state?  Laurie was so full that she could see the summit of her gut looming over the twin summits of her massive monster mammaries.  

“Oh my Gawd, you’re gonna be in trouble!”

Laurie turned her head to see Tiffany standing in the doorway.

“You ate everything in the fridge!” said Tiffany, aghast.

Laurie opened her mouth to respond but could only burp loudly. The only other sound was the steady bubble and gurgle of her overloaded gut, struggling to digest her latest feast.

Tiffany kicked her toes against the exposed skin of Laurie’s monstrous belly, prompting a loud hiccup from the overstuffed sweetie.  “Oh my Gawd, I can’t believe that you ate everything in the house! My parents are gonna be soooo mad! They’re gonna kill you!”

“Ooof, don’t press on my belly,” moaned Laurie.

“No wonder you’re so fat!” continued Tiffany. “You eat like a pig!”

“Shut up, you little shit,” snapped Laurie, “You… do not… get to talk to me like that!”

“Oh no?” Tiffany planted both her little hands against Laurie’s titanic tummy, palms flat against the overbloated cow’s hot, flushed skin, and pushed hard.  Laurie was packed so tightly that Tiffany’s hands barely sank into the drum-tight flesh, but her movement did draw a fresh set of moans from the poor helpless hottie.

“Oh my gawd, you look like you can’t even move? You’re totally stuck there!” A sly smile spread across the little girl’s face. “That means… you can’t stop me! I can do anything I want!”

The color drained from Laurie’s face.  What had she done? “Oh shit,” she mumbled. This was bad.  She didn’t know what Tiffany planned to do, but, whatever it was, it was probably not something her parents would approve of! And that meant Laurie was gonna get her ass chewed out when the Smiths returned home.

“You just stay there on the floor, okay, Boobs?” said Tiffany, “I’m gonna go play outside.”

“You can’t play…outside!” huffed Laurie, “It’s past… your bedtime!”  Grunting, Laurie planted her hands on the floor behind her and struggled to raise her obese body off the ground.  Ughh, she felt like a beached whale! Why had she gorged herself like that? She knew better than to eat so much, but she… she just couldn’t help it! She was powerless to resist when she was surrounded by food!  Laurie couldn’t say no and, as a result, her expanding waistline was completely out of control. Now she was so fat and greedy that she could barely even take on this little brat! What would people say if they heard that Laurie, the feared queen bitch of the cheerleading team, couldn’t even keep a little brat like Tiffany in line?  Everyone was going to laugh at her!

“Try and stop me!” laughed Tiffany.

Laurie groaned.  The last thing that she wanted to do was to chase after that little snot! In her overstuffed condition, Laurie just wanted to roll over and go to sleep.  But she had a job to do.  Swearing under her breath, Laurie reached behind her to brace herself against the floor and slowly, laboriously, push herself up to her feet.  It was not an easy task!  She had to slide her butt along the floor until her back was against the wall and then hoist herself up while leaning back with the wall as support.  Even then, she felt like her monster belly and gigantic juggs were going to drag her right back down to the floor.  Ugh, why did she have to have so much weight up front? Perhaps for the very first time in her life, Laurie briefly cursed her enormous tits.  All that weight made it soooo hard to get to her feet with any grace!  If only she had a big fat ass like Jen, then at least she’d have some ballast to balance out her bodacious balcony.

Whatever! Laurie didn’t have time to worry about that.  She had to catch Tiffany and put the fear of God in that little monster.  Not that Laurie presented much of a menace right now.  Only a few hours, she had been perfectly coifed, primped and pampered to perfection.  But now, after her massive binge, Laurie was a mess.  Her face splattered with sauce, her cleavage filled with crumbs, her crop top rolled up above her swollen gut, her tight jeans busted open… she looked a fright!  She winced at the ache in her bloated belly, the undeniable tug of gravity sending sharp waves of pain through the overstretched skin.  She didn’t have time to worry about that!  Laurie laced her fingers together under her bloated tummy, forming a cradle to help support her massive midde and keep it from bouncing and swaying too badly as she waddled.  Huffing and puffing, Laurie slowly shuffled toward the back screen door. 

“When…I…get…my… hands…on you!” snarled the red-faced chubbette, her breath already coming in ragged gasps.  Phew! When did she get so out of shape?  Surely it must be because she was so full! There was no way that she could literally be so out of shape that she could be winded from just walking across the kitchen. Nevertheless, Laurie couldn’t help but wistfully think about how nice it would be if she didn’t have to walk across the kitchen. Ugh, if only there was an easier way to get around…

Back to reality.  Tiffany was in the backyard, sitting on a tire swing that her parents had hung from a large oak tree.  When she caught sight of Laurie wobbling her way through the screen door, she yelped in surprise and fell backwards off the swing.  But little kids are made of rubber, so she was up in a flash, dashing across the yard to stay ahead of her porky pursuer. 

“You… stop running! Gawd…don’t make me…run,” whined Laurie, jogging after her charge as quickly as she dared move with a belly this full.  All that bouncing and shaking was going to make her sick!

Tiffany ducked into a small plastic playhouse in a far corner of the yard.  Oh, really? Laurie chuckled to herself. Did Tiffany really think Laurie wouldn’t see her in there?

“Alright, that’s enough! I’ve just about had it with you, Tiffany! I’ll give you to the count of three to come out of there and march right back up to your room.”

“Or else what?” came Tiffany’s defiant voice from inside the playhouse.

“Or else… I’m coming in after you!”

“Ha! You wouldn’t fit in here, fatso!”

“What?! That’s it! I’m not even gonna count, I’m coming in right now!”

Grunting like a pig, Laurie got down on her hands and knees, noting, with some satisfaction, that the fat nipples at the ends of her enormous breasts grazed the ground in this position.  She could feel the prickly green grass of the backyard tickling her sensitive nipples through her croptop.

Laurie crawled forward. It was a tight squeeze, and Laurie could feel the door jam digging into her soft, blubbery flanks as she wriggled her way in.  Ugh! Laurie got her head inside, but immediately encountered some resistance when she tried to press her upper body through the door. The problem, not to put too fine a point on it, was her hemispherical hooters. Laurie’s overfull bosom filled the doorway far beyond the manufacturer’s wildest dreams.

Tiffany shrieked as she saw Laurie power her way through the narrow doorway, her fat breasts smashed against the ground as she clawed forward, huffing and puffing. The younger girl kicked open the backdoor and sprinted out. Oh great. Laurie hadn’t noticed that there was an escape hatch.  She tried to wriggle backwards, but she was stuck.  No matter how much she squirmed or shook, her fat ass was wedged tight!

“Oh shit! Shit shit shit!”

“Oooo you said a bad word!” came Tiffany’s voice from behind her. “And ha ha! You butt is as big as your boobs!”

“What!? Why you—“

Laurie’s eyes bulged as she felt a little pair of hands grab her soft tender behind and knead it like dough.  “Haha you’re so squishy! I guess it’s cuz you’re so fat and greedy!”

Laurie grit her teeth. “Just wait til I get out of here!”

“Oh, but you can’t get out of there!  You’re stuck in the playhouse! It serves you right for being so greedy!”

Tiffany planted a kick right in the center of Laurie’s exposed and vulnerable backside, prompting a yelp of surprise and pain from the trapped diva.  Tiffany just laughed.

“Your butt is still shaking!” she announced, amused to see the excess blubber around Laurie’s bottom wobble and ripple in response to her kick.

“Just wait til your parents get home!” shouted Laurie angrily. “You won’t be laughing then!”

“Yeah, I bet they’ll be wondering what happened to all the food in the fridge!”

Laurie blanched. Shit.  She hadn’t thought of that!  What would she say?  Tiffany’s parents were going to return home to discover that their babysitter had not only eaten them out of house and home but was ALSO stuck tightly inside their daughter’s playhouse.  Now she was REALLY in trouble!
Hopefully they really were good enough friends with her own mother that they wouldn’t be too mad.  But Laurie wondered if even her massive tits could save her now.  Sure, a few strategic jiggles and struts might assuage Tiffany’s dad, but Tiffany’s mom…? That woman was completely immune to Laurie’s charms. This was going to be a reeeeally long night now…!

*** 
Molly Coddles is a longtime writer of weight gain, inflation, stuffing, and expansion erotica who loves big girls and everything about them!  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Amazon to tell other readers’ what you thought!  You can also find more of my work at the following addresses:

Mollycoddles’ Amazon Store: http://www.amazon.com/Molly-Coddles/e/B00NCQSXAI/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_6?qid=1438678183&sr=8-6
Mollycoddles’ Twitter: https://twitter.com/mcoddles
Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
