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Jen’s Toyota Corolla slowly dragged itself into the WalMart parking lot, sagging so low to the road that any passers-by would have mistaken it for a lowrider.  But when she parking and the passenger doors popped open, the truth was revealed.  The car only sagged so low because it was carrying an absurdly heavy load, two overfed obese piglets.  Jen and Alice were bigger than ever.  The WalMart parking lot was no stranger to obese customers.  Most of the people who came here were overweight to some degree, but few approached the monstrous size of these two chubby cheerleaders.

Alice was so round that she looked like a beachball, her head and neck nearly merged into her fatty shoulders like a balloon of blubber.  The bulging blonde struggled to stand up, only able to prop herself to her feet by leveraging herself against the car door.  Alice was wearing her favorite polo shirt ( which covered less and less of her enormous, sagging belly after every meal) and the infamous cargo pants that she was only able to zipper up by leaving all the pockets open.

Jen, meanwhile, was wearing her crop top and, as usual, leggings since they remained the only garment that the bubble-butt bimbo could stretch over her colossal hindquarters.  

“So anyway, yeah, Laurie and I made up,” said Jen, continuing the conversation they’d stated in the car.

“I’m really glad that you two are friends again,” said Alice, “I mean, I love hanging out with you, Jen, but I missed the old days. You know, when it was all three of us.”

Alice sighed.  She genuinely was happy that she would once again get to see both of her best friends at a single sleep-over again, even if she was slightly said that she might be denied the chance to gorge herself twice a week like when she’d been attending two weekly sleepovers, one with each of her feuding friends.

The two growing Goodyear gorditas started waddling towards the shopping center.  They were so round and fat that they had to wobble back and forth to maintain their balance, making them look like a pair of tubby penguins. 

“Yeah, totally.”

“But you never told me, what were you guys arguing about?”

“Just like… diet stuff.”  Jen cringed.  She really wanted to come clean and tell Alice the whole truth about what she and Laurie had been doing, how they had been secretly fattening Alice like a prize hog to make themselves look thinner in comparison.  But she had to admit, maybe Laurie was right.  Maybe the truth would hurt Alice so much that she would break off their friendship completely.  She couldn’t stand that!  It had been hard enough just spending a few weeks without Laurie, Jen didn’t think that she could survive losing Alice too – especially not forever!  Forever was, like, a really long time!  So she had agreed with Laurie not to say a word about what they had done on the condition that they abandon the plan.  Jen was sick of lying to Alice, of secretly plying her with tempting sweets just to make her balloon.  At first, she had teased Alice for being a chubby little dumpling, but, after growing to know her better, she now regarded Alice as a genuine friend.  And what kind of friend would she be if she kept up this stupid plan?  Jen had insisted that they stop.  From now on, officially, they would stop putting any weight gain powder in Alice’s milkshakes, stop forcing her to eat beyond her fill, stop pushing her to gain.

At least, as far as Jen knew.  Jen had no idea that Laurie had no intention of stopping.  But poor naïve Jen couldn’t imagine that Laurie would lie to her.  Especially since now Laurie had offered to help her lose some weight.

“So, like, Laurie is gonna help me lose some weight,” said Jen, “I guess I could stand to drop, like, maybe a couple pounds.  I totally don’t think it’s a big deal, but I’m gonna do it for Craig.”

“Did Craig say something?”

“No.  Well, sorta.  I think he was mostly just upset cuz I wasn’t paying attention to him enough.  He thought I was just obsessing about food constantly. Oh, and also he thought I was too farty.  But I’m totally working on that.  I just gotta be a little more careful about what I eat.  And I’ve already totally stopping thinking about food all the time.  I mean, like, I haven’t eaten since breakfast, right?”

It was only 10:30 a.m., so for most people that would not have been an accomplishment worth bragging about.  But Jen rarely stopped eating, so to go several hours without some treat in her tummy was a rare occurrence.

“That’s great, Jen. I hope that it works out for your and Craig.  It sounds like it’s going much better.”

“Totally!  Next time I see him, I’m gonna give him the best blowjob.”  Jen didn’t notice how her frank sex talk was making Alice blush bright red in embarrassment. But that was partly because both girls were already blushing from the laborious trip from their car to the door.  It was thirsty work!

“So, do you, like, wanna come exercise with me and Laurie?  It would totally be fun to do it all together!”

Alice grimaced.  She really did not want to exercise.  She knew that she was too fat and getting fatter, but she was still too lazy and self-indulgent to do anything about it.  Plus, she could hear the truth in Jen’s voice.  The bottom-heavy bimbo was trying to put a positive face, but it was really obvious that Jen wasn’t looking forward to working out at all.  Jen honestly was the most slothful of the three girls, so she hated exercise the most.  But Laurie had convinced her that a little bit of movement was exactly what she needed to do if she wanted to keep her man happy.  So Jen was willing to put up with a little bit of discomfort for Craig’s sake.  But just a little.

“Maybe,” said Alice weakly, “I think…I think I might be busy that day.”

“Aw, okay,” said Jen sadly.  She had hoped to entice Alice come along because misery loves company, but she was too much of a bubble brain to wonder how Alice knew she’d be busy when Jen hadn’t even mentioned when she was planning to work out.

Finally, the two girls reached the Wal Mart door.  Jen tried to push her way through, but found that her hips were too wide.  When she tried to walk through, her monster thighs just bumped into the door frame.

“Ugh, like, that’s so annoying!” she snapped, “Why does that keep happening?”

With a grunt, she extricated herself from the doorway and turned sideways for her second attempt.  Jen usually had to turn sideways to get through doorways these days, but she was in for a nasty surprise.  Her weeks and months of binging and indulgence had finally plumped up her rear to the point that turning sideways was useless.  Her butt shelf stuck out so far behind her that she was still too wide to fit through

She pushed and shoved and wriggled but it was no use.  She only managed to make her leggings slide down just far enough to reveal the top of her thong panties ( Alice was surprised to see that they made thongs big enough to fit around Jen’s monster ass and mammoth thighs).

“Um, like, could you give me a push, Alice?”

“Um, okay Jen, let me help!”

Alice placed her hands on Jen’s side and shoved with all her might.  Her hands sank into the soft, squishy flesh of Jen’s flank like she was sinking in mud.  It almost looked as if Alice might actually get stuck in all that jelly, but she shoved with enough force that Jen popped through the door.

“Oof! Thanks, Alice!”

Inside the store, Jen grabbed the waistband of her leggings to readjust herself. She did a little dance as she pulled them back up to cover her bodacious bum.  

Meanwhile, Alice tried to follow Jen through the doorway but found that she had a similar problem: She was too wide to fit.

“Oof!  This is…kind of a tight squeeze,” muttered Alice, her face blushing red.  Gawd, she couldn’t believe that she was getting stuck in doors.  How could she have let herself get this fat?  Only last year Alice had been a chubby little bunny who liked to eat a little too much.  But over time, she had ballooned into a greedy hog who simply couldn’t stop herself from indulging constantly, to the point that she was having trouble fitting her flabby body through doors.  She had no one to blame but herself.  Only recently, when Jen and Laurie had broken off their friendship, Alice could have cut back her eating, she could have restrained herself when she’d been invited to two weekly sleepovers.  But no.  She had reveled in the excuse to glut herself to even more ludicrous excesses, allowing herself the freedom to indulge her insatiable appetite to its ultimate folly.  She shook her head, forcing those thoughts of guilt and regret from her mind.  As much as Alice worried about her increasing size, she found it easier and easier to distract herself from reality with thoughts of food.  It helped that she knew that Tyler loved her and found her irresistible at this size.  But that’s where she differed from Jen slightly.  Jen’s confidence in her size depended a lot on her boyfriend’s continued approval, which was why she actually had some motivation to exercise now that she knew he wasn’t happy about her current condition.  But Alice probably wouldn’t be able or willing to reduce even if Tyler DIDN’T like the way she looked.

Right now, she had other problems.  She backed up, scooting out of the doorway – Alice was so big that watching her ponderously waddle backwards for a few steps was like watching a wide load semi truck go into reverse gear.  Like Jen, she turned sideways and tried again.  And like Jen she couldn’t make it through that way either.  Jen’s sideways entry had been stymied by her enormous shelf-like buttocks, but Alice was so round that she found her fat, gelatinous belly bumped against the doorframe.

She looked to Jen.  “Hey…um…Jen?  Do you think you could help me now?”

Jen gave her leggings one last tug and released the waistband, letting it snap back into the butter-soft flesh of her upper thighs.  “Sure thing!” she said cheerfully.  Alice held out her flabby arms for Jen to grab and waited as Jen pulled with all her might.  Jen’s strength was, to say the least, unimpressive.  Any muscles that the corpulent cutie had built up over her cheerleading career had long since atrophied, buried under multiple layers of quivering blubber.  Nevertheless, the sheer weight of Jen’s mass gave her enough leverage to pull Alice from the doorway and send the two girls stumbling.

“Like, whoa, they really need to do something about these doors,” said Jen, adjusting her hair.  “If we can’t deal with them, I bet lots of people have trouble with them.  I mean, like, yeah, I know I totally have a big butt, but there no way that we’re, like, the biggest people to shop here!”

Alice wasn’t so sure.  She knew that a lot of fat people shopped at Wal Mart, but, scanning the horizon, she didn’t see anyone nearly as rotund as her or Jen. In fact, the other shoppers were staring at the two, partly because they’d made such a scene squeezing through the door and partly because they were both so huge.

“Jen, why did we come here again?”

“Oh right!  I totally need to buy some new work out clothes.  I totally haven’t been to the gym in, like weeks, and the last time I went with Craig I..uh…well, like I had some trouble getting my leotard to fit right. So I totally think I need to buy a new one, cuz it probably fits even worse now.  Laurie haaaaates shopping here cuz she thinks it’s totally low class, but this is like the only store that carries clothes designed for my shape.”  Jen grinned, patting her backside proudly.  Even at her massive size, Jen was still proud of her pear shape, thinking of herself as a curvy, bootilicious babe.  She wouldn’t mind losing a little bit of this jelly if it meant that Craig would be happy with her look, but she didn’t want to completely decimate the asset (with an emphasis on ASS) that made her famous throughout school. 

Alice grimaced.  The clothing section was all the way at the back of the store.  It was only a two minute walk, but Alice’s feet were already tired and her knees creaking.  And despite the high powered air conditioning inside the store, she was already feeling overly warm under her layers of adipose.  She was not relishing the idea of walking at all.

She could tell from the look on Jen’s face that her big bottomed friend was also having second thoughts.  But then Jen’s face brightened as her eyes fell on something behind Alice.

“Look!” squealed Jen gleefully. “Scooters! That’s just what we need!”

Alice turned to look.  There was a line of small electric mobility scooters by the door, helpfully provided by the store for handicapped or elderly shoppers.  But they would work just as well for shoppers like Jen who were just too plain lazy to walk.

“I think those are for old people,” said Alice, but Jen wasn’t paying any attention.  The wide load girl waddled over to the first scooter in line and plopped her enormous derriere into the scooter’s seat.  Jen was so fat and wide that her ass hung over both sides of the seat, nearly obscuring it from view.

“C’mon, Alice! There’s one for you too!”

“Um…I don’t know about this…”  Alice felt slightly embarrassed to use a mobility scooter when she was a healthy young girl.  Sure, she was fat, but was she really fat enough that she was willing to ride a rascal?  Then again, Alice was also almost as supremely lazy as Jen and her feet were already aching from what little time she had spent upright today.  At home, Alice spent almost all day lying in bed or sitting on the couch, eating and sleeping and generally growing fatter and fatter and lazier and lazier.  The little bit of walking she’d already done had left her feeling drained and exhausted.  In fact, it was quite a work-out.  Probably enough of a work-out for one day, she thought.

“I guess we have been walking quite a bit today,” said Alice, shuffling to the second scooter in line and struggling to balance her ponderous posterior on the seat. “After all, I don’t want to over do it.”

Alice found a comfortable position and dropped her fat bottom onto the seat, which creaked under her weight.  The shift in position was enough to make the snap on her cargo pants pop open again, allowing her ample belly to spill slightly more out of the gap.  Alice didn’t notice, but luckily her sagging belly covered her crotch and hid her unfastened pants from prying eyes.  She stomped her chubby foot against the pedal, her elephantine thigh wobbling, but the scooter only inched forward with noticeable effort.

“Yeah, for sure!” agreed Jen, nodding her head so vigorously that her double chin bounced and shook.  Jen revved her scooter’s gas pedal.  The overloaded vehicle sputtered and groaned, slowly edging forward with a loud grinding noise.  Even though it was designed to help support morbidly obese shoppers, it was still having a hard time holding up under Jen’s soft, porky bulk.

“Gosh, this thing sure is slow,” she said, “I guess they must design them that way on purpose, cuz they’d scare old people if they went too fast.”  She slammed her foot against the pedal again, pumping it hard in hopes that it would encourage the scooter to pick up the pace. No such luck.

Behind her, Alice’s scooter crawled along at an equally slow, strained pace.  The two girls were a ridiculous sight: Their straining scooters, barely able to support the heavy loads of the two overfed, overstuffed honeys, moved at a snail’s pace, huffing and puffing like a pair of exhausted marathon runners reaching the end of their ropes.  Jen and Alice could have reached their destination faster if they had walked – even if they had moved at their normally slow, ponderous waddle – but they were far too lazy and out-of-shape to do that.  It was much easier to sit back and relax, letting the Rascals do all the work for them.  Now that they weren’t straining to support their own weight anymore, they actually had enough breathe left to have a real conversation!

“I feel kinda bad,” continued Jen, “I mean, I guess I have been ignoring Craig a little lately. But I’ve totally got a second chance to set things right.  Maybe when we’re done here, we can go down to the mall?  I could get some new lingerie to surprise Craig!”

Alice remembered the recent sleepover when Jen had revealed that she’s outgrown all of her undies except for the one pair of novelty peek-a-boo panties with a heart-shaped hole cut over the butt.  She wondered if Jen was pondering buying new lingerie because she really wanted to surprise Craig or because she’d finally outgrown that last pair.

“That’s a good idea,” agreed Alice, “Maybe we could stop by that store that Laurie always uses? You know that girl that always helps her pick up those specialty bras she likes so much? Abida? She always gives Laurie such a good discount. Maybe she could help us too!”

“Yeah! That’s totally a great idea!”

Neither Jen nor Alice realized that Abida mostly gave Laurie discounts because Abida was infatuated with Laurie’s boutiful bosom and killer curves.  

“Ooo! Peanut butter cups!”  cried Jen, her voice reaching a high-pitch of fever excitement that sounded almost uncannily like a pig’s squeal.  Immediately, she veered her scooter off to the side as they passed the junk food section, disappearing into the candy aisle.

“Jen! I thought you wanted to get a leotard!” protested Alice weakly, although she too was piloting her scooter down the candy aisle before she knew what she was doing.  Just ahead of her, Jen was grabbing a bulky bag of peanut butter cups off the shelf and dumping it into the basket on the front of her Rascal.  

But Alice found it suddenly difficult to get a clear look at what Jen was doing.  Her vision seemed to blur as she realized that she was surrounded by delicious, sweet candy, everything other than the candy disappearing into the background.  And that smell! Chocolate! Nougat! Caramel!  Alice started feeling light headed as a wave of gluttonous desire crashed over her, making her fat little tummy gurgle and her mouth drool.  Her heart began racing faster and faster at the sight of all that delicious, delicious candy, and Alice had to clutch her chest at the sudden pain.  She squeezed her eyes shut and grimaced, concentrating on getting herself back under control.  Inhale.  Exhale.  Inhale.  Exhale.  After a few moments, Alice opened her eyes again, hoping that it was safe to look at the candy, that the excitement had passed and that she wouldn’t have a heart attack just from thinking about food.

Just a few feet away, Jen was slumped forward in her scooter, chubby hands clutching the handlebars, wheezing loudly.  The effort of grabbing candy bags off the shelf seemed to have winded her.

“Gawd, that is like…such hard work!  You ever get that thing where, like, you feel your heart just going crazy? It is, like, soooo annoying!”

“Yeah, Jen, I just felt that now!”

“Oh good, I was afraid it was just, you know, like, something that happened to me!  Now I need your help loading up some of this candy into my basket!”

“I thought we came here to buy some exercise gear, not candy!” wailed Alice, but, despite her plaintive pleas, she was already pulling bags of Snickers and Kit Kats off the shelves to fill her own basket.  She couldn’t help but lick her plump lips in anticipation.

“I know, like, I shouldn’t be eating candy now, but OMG it’s soooo good! And besides, I mean, like, I deserve one last pig-out before I really buckle down and start losing weight, right?”

Alice nodded.  Like Jen, she was a master of rationalization, so that sounds logical to her.  

“Ooo! Baby Ruth!”  Another jumbo sized bag of chocolate bars caught Jen’s greedy eye, so she powered her scooter closer to the shelf to grab it.  Unfortunately, this bag was on a higher shelf, just out of reach even when Jen piloted her scooter so close that its bumper pushed against the shelf.

“Ugh! Gawd! Why do they put it up so high?” Jen grunted, reaching out her flabby arm.  “Can you reach it, Alice?”

“I dunno, back up and I’ll try.”

The two hefty hotties made a truly ridiculous sight as they clumsily maneuvered their scooters around so that they could get closer to the object of their desire.  Of course, there was actually a very simple, obvious solution to their problem.  If either one of them had thought to actually stand up, they would have easily been able to grab the bag in their chubby fingers.  But, as it was, both of these pampered porkers were far too lazy to do that.

Eventually, the noise of their struggle attracted the attention of a passing employee.  A young girl, the same age as the two fatties, wandered into the aisle and stared, aghast.  She was a slightly chubby girl, always acutely aware that she was carrying just a few pounds too many, but these two blobs made her feel downright svelte.  Even working at WalMart, she’d never seen anyone as fat as Jen or Alice!  Judging from their faces, they couldn’t be that old.  In fact, they both looked kind of familiar…

“Uh, can I help you?”

Jen was so intent on reaching the candy bag that she hadn’t noticed the girl approaching and startled in shock.  She nearly fell out of her scooter, but luckily managed to right herself in time to avoid a spill.  Good thing, thought the girl, if that blimp fell to the floor, she’d probably roll around like an up-ended turtle.

“Oh yes, please!” said Alice, “We’re trying to reach that candy bag. Could you help us?”

“Sure,” said the girl hesitantly.  As fat as these two were, they didn’t look immobile.  Surely they could actually stand up under their own power?  Or were they just too lazy?  

Jen clapped her hands in delight as the girl pulled the bag down off the shelf.

“Oooo, like, thank you sooo much!” she cried, grabbing the bag from her hands and instantly tearing it open.  The girl opened her mouth to protest as Jen pulled out a candy bar, ripped open the wrapper, and popped it in her mouth.

“Uh..you can’t-“

“I’m still gonna pay for this,” said Jen, “Like, don’t worry about that.  I just didn’t wanna wait!  You want any, Alice?”

“Oh..uh… well I guess as long as you have the bag already open….”

The clerk was absolutely shocked to watch the two heavy heifers stuffing their fat faces with chocolate right there in the store.  They were such greedy gluttons that they couldn’t even wait to pay for it before they started gorging!

Wait a second…. Now she recognized them!  These were these two cheerleaders that she’d heard about before!  Of course, she’d seen them before.  She was only a sophomore but she remembered seeing them jumping around at a football game last year.  She’d heard rumors that they’d gained a lot of weight since then, but this was far beyond anything she could have imagined.  They looked like two beached whales and they were now either so fat or so lazy that they needed mobility scooters to haul their bloated asses through the store.

“Anyway, thanks for your help,” burbled Jen through cheeks bulging with chocolate treats.  The clerk was too stunned to say anything as she watched the two bulging bunnies chug off on their dying scooters.

Now fortified by their sugary snack, Jen and Alice continued their quest, slowly making their way toward the back of the store to the clothing section. By the time they reached the clothing section, both Rascals were literally on their last legs, making alarming grinding noises as their struggled against their inevitable failure.

Alice grimaced. “I don’t think these scooters are actually built very well,” she said, leaning over in a futile attempt to see over her titanic tummy and inspect what the problem might be.

“Ugh, Gawd, you would think WalMart would treat its customers better,” said Jen as she carefully unwrapped a peanut butter cup with one hand, her other hand tightly gripping the handlebar to maintain her balance.  She was barely cognizant that she had chocolate running down her lips and double chin. “Ah, here we are.”

The shelves were filled with anything that a fitness minded girl could desire, from sweat bands to sweatsuits to leotards.

“Oh, how about that? That looks cute!”  Alice pointed to an enormous pair of sweatpants, obviously built for a typical WalMart shopper.  The pants were probably size 30 if not higher, each leg so big that it could fit two normal sized people.

“Um, I’m totally NOT gonna wear some gross sweat pants,” said Jen, shaking her head.  Of course, Jen actually HAD been wearing sweat pants quite frequently lately, seeing as how sweats, leggings and stretchy yoga pants were now literally the only garments that she could fit over her colossal ass. But if she was going to exercise with Laurie, she wanted to look cute!  She pointed at a bright green leotard on a mannequin.  “I think that’s more my speed.  Here, I’m gonna try it on.”

There was no way to avoid standing up now.  Jen grunted and moaned but slowly she raised herself to her feet, leaning heavily against her scooter, her legs shaking the whole time.  Wobbling like a toddler taking her first steps, Jen shuffled to the shelf to grab the plastic package off the shelf.

“Okay, Alice, I’ll be, like, right back.  Don’t eat my candy while I’m gone, okay?”

Alice stared at the half-empty bag of peanut butter cups in Jen’s basket. Now that Jen mentioned it, it was tempting.

“Oh..okay,” she said, her mouth already salivating at the thought.  But no.  She really shouldn’t!  She watched as Jen wobbled over to the dressing rooms and disappeared inside.  Oh my. Oh she just shouldn’t.

She looked down at the bag of Snickers in her own basket.  She didn’t feel right eating them before she’d paid for them, but she was just soooooo hungry!  And no one was watching her right now, anyway.  Feeling rather naughty and guilty, the bellyful beauty carefully ripped open the bag, working slowly to avoid making a loud noise that might alert any store security.  Success!  She would just eat one.  Okay, two.  Despite her promises to herself, Alice was soon intent on gobbling down as much of her own chocolate as she could before Jen returned.  Hmmm.  So good!  The sugary treats were giving her a major head rush!  Unable to stop herself,  Alice shoved treat after treat into her mouth, gulping and gorging with abandon.  The zipper on her cargo pants slowly slid down as her swelling belly pressed on it with increasing weight, but Alice was oblivious.  She didn’t stop until she’d emptied the bag.

“Oh no, I really hope I don’t get in trouble,” mumbled Alice to herself.  Jen had said that they could pay for the candy after they ate it, right?  There was no reason to think that she was wrong. After all, why should the store care when you ate it as long as you paid for it, right?  She’d just wait for Jen and they’d explain everything when they went up to the cashier to pay.

Alice sighed in chocolate-stuffed bliss and leaned back, her chair creaking under her immense bulk.  She made one last futile attempt to pull her polo shirt down over the vast swell of her belly, but quickly gave up.

She looked over to Jen’s basket.  Maybe just one…

After a few minutes, the door to Jen’s dressing room flew open and the big booty babe waddled out, her corpulent form covered in skin-tight green material.  Alice hated to think it, but the color made Jen look even more like a pear. It put Alice in mind of Violet Beuregarde from Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory if she had chewed pear flavored gum rather than blueberry.  The idea made Alice giggle inwardly, as she imagined what Jen would look like slowly turning green in the face and swelling up with pear juice.

“Um, like, what’s so funny?” asked Jen.

“Nothing, I just had a thought. What do you think?  Do you think that leotard will work for you?”

“Yeah, it’s totally got room to stretch!”  Jen demonstrated by raising her thick arms over her head and leaning from side to side, the silky spandex sliding over her flabby rolls with a soft zipping sound.  The fabric was stretched so tightly over Jen’s fleshy gut and hemispherical badonkadonk that it looked like it might explode into ribbons if you so much as scratched it.  Jen’s eyes fell on the empty candy bag in her scooter basket.
“Oh my Gawd, Alice!  Did you eat my candy!?”

“No! I mean, okay, I guess I did. I’m sorry! I just couldn’t help it! It looked soooo good!”

“Ugh! Now we’re gonna have to ride all the way back over to the candy section to get more! Gawd, I’d hate to walk, it’s a good thing we have these scooters.”

“Were you girls planning on paying for that candy?” said a stern voice behind them.
Slowly, Alice and Jen turned their chocolate-smeared faces to see the store security guard looming over them.

“Oh totally!” said Jen, a sudden hiccup causing her whole body to bounce.  “We were just on our way to the register like right now!”

Embarrassed, the two blushing blimps ended up paying for two empty bags of candy and one stretched out leotard.  They had no clue that their chubby faces were smeared with chocolate, and the cashier was too polite to say anything.  He simply stared after them as the two bloated beauties waddled their ponderous way right back in their car, their tubby buns shaking behind them.
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