Burger Booty

By Mollycoddles

They started calling her ‘Burger Booty’ back in school.  Kelli hated that.  It wasn’t her fault that she was pear-shaped.  Not entirely, at least.

Kelli was absurdly bottom-heavy.  The strawberry blond sweetie began developing fairly young.  She thought that puberty would bring her big womanly breasts like it seemed to do with so many girls, but that wasn’t the case.  While Kelli couldn’t complain that nature had cheated her with her hefty set of C-cups, she often wished that nature hadn’t decided to be quite so generous with its other gifts.  Other girls lost their baby fat when they hit puberty but Kelli gained more than ever.  She grew soft and plush with thick fleshy arms, a round face, and a chubby wobbly belly that jiggled when she moved.  But her hips and thighs ballooned, giving her an enormously fat lower half settled upon a pair of tree-trunk legs ringed with inner tubes of pure blubber that made her look like the Michelin Man.  And her butt!  Kelli’s ass grew bigger and bigger with every passing year, to the point that Kelli was half certain that her rotund rump would eventually blot out the sun.  Her mammoth rear tested the seats of all her pants, so Kelli was no stranger to the tell-tale ripping sound that signaled yet another blow-out.  She couldn’t count how many pairs of jeans and khakis that she had managed to split just by bending too quickly or by squatting down too suddenly.  She switched mainly to stretchy spandex and lycra blends or to baggy sweat pants, but even those durable fabrics were no match for the ever-expanding orbs of Kelli’s blimping buttocks.  If her butt was filled with helium instead of blubber, Kelli could have sailed through the sky to Europe.

Truth be told, Kelli’s size couldn’t be blamed entirely on genetics.  Ever since she was a child, Kelli loved to eat.  Her hearty appetite only increased with age, to the point that Kelli now rarely went more than an hour without a snack.  And since she spent most of her day sitting on her expanding backside while shoveling down snacks, it only meant that she was always growing bigger and bigger.

And when her bum started blowing up behind her like an air mattress, that’s when the names started. Kids called her everything from ‘Wide Load’ to ‘Fat Ass.’

Kelli felt like a big clumsy whale.  The world always seemed to be getting smaller around her.  She couldn’t maneauver behind the counter at work as easily as she once had.  She couldn’t fit her mammoth booty into her car anymore without pushing her seat all the way back – and even then, Kelli’s chubby belly still pushed against the steering wheel.  She was rapidly growing too fat for real life!  Kelli was the only girl in her office who couldn’t squeeze her big round ass into her XXL scrubs anymore.  The growing glutton needed to move up to size XXXL pretty soon before she blew out a seam in front of a patient. The very thought was so embarrassing!

She already knew the other girls were talking.  When she bent over to grab a patient’s folder out of the file cabinet, her overburdened knees creaking, her massive backside bulging against the seams in her snug-fitting scrubs, she heard her co-workers giggling. And she heard one of them whisper that dreaded nickname.

“Gawd, Kelli’s got such a huge ass,” whispered Janine, “How do you even get that big?”

“That, my friend, is what comes of eating too much,” said Elena, “Cuz that is one big burger booty.” 

Kelli felt the color drain from her face.  Leaning over with her face in the files, her co-workers couldn’t see her reaction; they weren’t even aware that Kelli had heard them!  But Kelli was devastated. How could they have known that old taunting nickname from high school? No, it was worse than that. They didn’t know, but Kelli’s rear had grown so vast that they’d arrived at the same conclusion independently.

Poor Kelli!  
Another problem for Kelli?  When she got upset, she ate.  That wasn’t anything unusual.  She ate when she was happy, she ate when she was sad, she ate when she was hungry and she ate when she wasn’t.  There wasn’t any feeling – not even filled-up satiety – that could discourage Kelli from popping just a little snack between her eager lips and her rapidly ballooning haunches showed ample evidence of that out-of-control appetite.

So the thought that she was soon to bust out of her biggest scrubs only sent Kelli into a deeper depression, a deeper depression that demanded yet another belly-busting meal to assuage it.  

As Kelli wobbled through the front doors to the All-American Feedbucket, she knew that this was an awful idea. The last thing that Kelli needed in her life right now was a buffet, but the poor gluttonous dear couldn’t help it. She was just soooo hungry!  And nothing sounded better than a good meal!  Kelli needed so much food to fill her voluminous belly these days that nothing other than a buffet could satisfy her anymore!  She needed to eat several plates before it even took the edge off her hunger.  But Kelli was also such a greedy little glutton that she never stopped when her hunger abated. Instead, she would keep going back to the buffet, refilling her plate, chowing down on fried chicken and hushpuppies and pot roast, until she was stuffed to bursting.  She would eat until she literally felt sick if there wasn’t anyone to stop her.

And tonight, there was no one to stop her.  

“Table for one?” asked the bored teenager at the podium as Kelli waddled her bloated rear end through the door.  The teen couldn’t hide a smirk as she eyed Kelli’s flaring hips sticking out several feet to either side of her, supported by massive tree-trunk thighs that tapered down to thick meaty calves and, compared to the rest of her, absurdly small dainty feet.  Behind her, Kelli’s ass protruded like a shelf, two fleshy globes that jostled for space inside her short knit dress and threatened to jiggle their way out of her clothes with every heavy, plodding step Kelli took.  She was already regretting her clothing choice, because Kelli had to keep pulling the hem down over her big round rump lest her ass and panties be on display for the whole world.  But Kelli had overslept this morning and just grabbed the first thing she saw as she raced out the door.  After yet another day of humiliation in her too-small office, Kelli changed out of her tightening scrubs into a stretchy – but not stretchy enough – dress and driven straight to the buffet.

“Yes, just one please,” said Kelli, her cheeks flushing a little. She was a little embarrassed to be eating alone, but what difference did it make? It was obvious from her size that she was a fat pig, so it wasn’t like the waitress would think any better of her if she was with a group!

Honestly, a small part of Kelli’s mind hoped that the girl would refuse her service.  She hoped against hope that this girl would disregard all her customer service training and just tell her “No, you’re too fat. You don’t need to eat here. You’re just going to make yourself fatter.”  Because, if she didn’t, what hope was there for poor obese Kelli?  She couldn’t control herself, so she relied on other people to stop her from eating herself into immobility, to tell her when she’d had enough.  But no one was going to do that tonight.  Kelli felt perspiration bead on her forehead, right at the hairline, as she realized with dawning horror what she had done.  She was walking right into the lion’s den.  Why oh why did she come here?  As if to betray her, Kelli’s belly, big and round and proceeding Kelli by a good three feet, growled.  The hostess pretended not to notice.  Again, a small part of Kelli wished that the hostess WOULD say something.  Some catty remark about this glutton who clearly couldn’t be trusted around food.  Maybe that would be enough to make her come to her senses, to make her realize that she couldn’t go through with this.  But no.  No one was going to help her tonight.
“Alright, follow me please,” said the girl, turning her back and leading Kelli into the ain dining area.  Kelli plodded along behind her.  
Kelli waddled to her table, huffing and puffing.  She moved carefully, gingerly, afraid that she might hip check another patron with her flank or bump a table with her bulbous bubble butt.

“We’ll need to seat you at a table,” said the hostess. She didn’t say why, but the reason was obvious.  Kelli was too wide and thick to squeeze into a booth.

Kelli nodded. “Okay, thanks.”  

Maybe… maybe that little acknowledgement of her size would be enough to snap her out of it?  Enough to make her realize what she was about to do was the wrong thing to do?  But no, it wasn’t enough, because Kelli didn’t even bother to sit down; her thick legs carried her, unbidden, toward the buffet, her nose tickling at all the delectable smells of fried chicken, mashed potatoes with gravy, meatloaf, prime rib, carrot cake…

“I need to stop, I can’t go through with this,” mumbled Kelli to herself, “All this food is too rich! I’ll always be a fat cow if I keep up like this!”

Even as she berated herself, though, she was already shoveling food onto her plate with abandon.

“Just one tray, okay, just one tray,” she repeated to herself like a mantra, even though she already knew that she was going to break that vow.  She waddled back to her table, her eyes glazing over as she stared at the feast before her.  She wiped away a bit of drool already accumulating at the corner of her mouth, and then she dug in.

Food! Oh heavenly! At once, Kelli started to feel better as she tasted that first delicious bite. But it was only temporary.  Between bites, in the tiny fractions of time that Kelli’s mouth wasn’t filled and busy chewing, Kelli could feel the needling prickle of guilt reminding her that her behavior was only adding ever more inches to her chubby waistline and plumping buttocks.  She felt terrible but she still didn’t stop.   She inhaled her first plate, stripping the crispy golden fried chicken from the bone, gulping heaping snowdrifts of gravy-soaked mashed potatoes, attacking prime rib like a rabid animal.  She needed to eat and eat and eat, anything to forget what all this eating was doing to her!
The first tray of food was barely a drop in the ocean.  Not nearly enough to satisfy a woman of Kelli’s substantial appetites.  The second tray was not much better.  But by the time Kelli waddled back for her fourth tray, the bloated babe was starting to feel the effects of her binge.  The growls from her belly gradually became quieter and less frequent as she could feel her gut swell with food.

Her binge was out of control.  Kelli wolfed her food down like a woman possessed, her face flushed pouring sweat from the effort of eating.  

She was so ashamed of her gluttony, but she couldn’t stop!  Now he knew that she was an out-of-control pig, a fat hippo who couldn’t stop eating!  The shame burned her cheeks, so she stuffed herself faster, hoping that the sweet satisfaction of feeling her belly fill with tempting treats would be enough to overpower the shame, enough to make her forget her addiction.  The more she ate, the more ashamed she grew… but Kelli was lost in her binge now.  She was out of control, beyond help, eating like a ravenous animal. And she wanted more! 

More, more, more… Kelli was lost in a hedonistic haze of consumption.  All that mattered was filling her tummy until it was round and tight and hot to the touch.  She needed to achieve the full-up feeling, the sensation that she was literally about to explode if she so much as looked at another bite of food. That was the only way that she could stop.  She didn’t have the willpower to stop eating as long as there was food around.  No wonder she was such a fat ass! No wonder she had grown such a bulging, bouncing burger booty!  She was such a fat, greedy pig she totally deserved to be called that.  She should change her name to Burger Booty, so everyone would know what a gluttonous hog she really was, so everyone would know exactly why her body had blimped so much, so everyone would know immediately that this overfed fat girl was nothing more than an out-of-control balloon pumped full of too much blubber and too much food.

But no binge last forever, no matter how much Kelli wanted it to.

Eventually, Kelli had to stop simply because she was too bloated to get up for another plate.  Her overfilled belly was screaming with pain, so full that it felt like it was throbbing – she sometimes imagined that she could literally see her globular gut pulsating with dangerous fullness after an especially massive meal – but she still wanted more. If her belly hadn’t been so heavily weighing against her thighs that she didn’t have the strength to stand up, Kelli totally would have gone back for yet another plate.

She sat at the table, gasping for air, her knit dress creaking as it strained to hold against her overstuffed middle.  Kelli’s cheeks were bright red, her eyes were dilated, her gut stuffed to the absolute max. The table in front of her was a mess of dirty plates and empty trays. Her binge was so fast and furious that the wait staff barely had time to clear away her empties before she had replaced them.

Kelli blinked as she noticed that the young man clearing the table was looking at her intently.  He looked away when he realized that Kelli had seen him.

“Are you alright, ma’am?” he asked, “Is there anything else you need?”

“Huh? What? Oh no, no, I’m fine,” stuttered Kelli, embarrassed to be seen in this state and also suddenly nervous in front of this young man. Why was he looking at her like that? He must be thinking about what a fat hog she was. He was probably secretly shocked at her size, maybe wondering how it was possible for a woman to grow that big. Oh Gawd, she had to get away!
“I just need to… use the restroom,” huffed Kelli, unsuccessfully struggling to rise to her feet.  Oof, no good.  She was too stuffed to stand under her own power!  She plopped her blimped derriere back into the chair, which creaked under her.  She also felt the hem on her dress slide up, exposing the lowest quarter of her soft round rump.

“Ma’am? Are you okay? Do you need a hand?” asked the young man.

“Um… yes, could you please help me?” asked Kelli shyly, her chubby cheeks blushing a rosy red at the knowledge that he could see her frilly black panties wedged between the enormous big boulders of her bare butt. “I just need… a little help to get up.  I think… I think I ate too much.”
“No problem, ma’am, just give me your hand.”

She held out her chubby hands and the young man gripped her wrist. He gave a mighty tug but Kelli didn’t move.

“Ma’am, I’m going to need to reach around you to get some more leverage, is that okay?”

“Um…okay.” Kelli wasn’t sure what that meant, but she just knew that she really wanted to get out of this chair and into the privacy of the restroom, where she wouldn’t have to deal with all these judging eyes!

The young mans swept on arm around Kelli, placing his hand on the small of her back, while holding his grip on Kelli’s hand with his other.  He heaved again and this time Kelli slowly rose to her feet.

“Please! Be careful!” begged Kelli, her big blue eyes wide with concern, “I’m really…full.”  She could feel the threads in her dress stretching dangerously as she tugged at the hem, trying to pull it back down over her pillowy patootie.  The harder he pulled, the tighter she felt the dress cinch against her fat belly in front.

Finally, success!  She was on her feet.

“I… need to go,” stammered Kelli, still flushing bright red.  She was getting redder every second, which, combined with her bloated state, made it look like she was going to explode.  “I just need to find… I need to find the restroom!”

The young man watched as Kelli jiggled her way toward the bathroom, moving as quickly as an elephant-sized booty monster like Kelli could move. The fabric of Kelli’s short dress stretched tightly across the wide expanse of Kelli’s extreme curves, slowly riding up her thighs as the chunky young woman waddled along.  He couldn’t help but admire Kelli’s swaying derriere as he walked behind her, his eyes glued to the two over-inflated globes struggling within the tight confines of her overly snug dress.  The dress was so tight that he could clearly make out the lines of Kelli’s panties, her undergarments acting as a second restraint under her dress holding in the vast softness of Kelli’s tremendous tushie.

Kelli burst into the ladies room, slamming the door behind her. She leaned against the sink, sobs wracking her blubbery body.  What was she doing?
“Oh Gawd, this is sooo embarrassing,” sobbed Kelli, staring at herself in the mirror. Her mascara was streaked with tears and her hair was disheveled.  She looked like a mess!

Is this what she had come to? She was out of control. No wonder she kept getting fatter and fatter!  She hung her head as she remembered the face of the young waiter. Gawd, he must think she was a disgusting slob.  Why did that bother her? Everyone in the restaurant probably thought she was a disgusting slob! Clocking in at over 500 pounds, Kelli wasn’t exactly inconspicuous at the best of times. But after that riveting display of gluttony, everyone in the restaurant would definitely have noticed her.

She was so embarrassed.  How could she go on like this?  She couldn’t even leave her home without people staring, people judging!

She was shaken out of her thoughts by a sudden pleading voice.

“Help! Help! Like, I need some help please!”

Kelli blinked. Oh no, there was someone else here in the restroom with her! Sniffling, Kelli quickly wiped her nose and tried to fix her hair, hoping that her mysterious companion hadn’t seen her crying.

“What’s the matter?” asked Kelli, looking around the room. “Where are you?”
“I’m totally stuck!”

Kelli turned slowly, noticing for the first time that the stall closest to the far wall was closed and a pair of chubby feet was visible dangling below the door.

“Um, is it safe to open the door?” asked Kelli.

“Yeah, totally! C’mon, like, stop wasting time! My butt is totally falling asleep on this toilet!”

Kelli cautiously pushed the door to the stall open.

Inside the stall, Kelli saw a massively obese auburn-haired woman in a mini-dress big enough for an elephant but still straining around this woman’s massive curves; the woman had hitched the dress up around her waist and her panties were tangled around her ankles, but her modesty was still protected by her thick, elephantine crossed legs.  Kelli was stunned to see that this woman had a similar build to her: Her hips were so wide that she completely filled the stall!  No wonder she was stuck!  Her hips were pressed so firmly against the opposite walls that Kelli wasn’t sure how the woman had even managed to squeeze herself into the stall to begin with.
“Like, thank gawd you’re here!” said the fat whale, “I just needed to pee and now I’m totally stuck!”

“How… how did you get in there?” asked Kelli, dumbfounded.

“Um.. I dunno?  It took a while.  I just scooted in backwards until my bottom hit the toilet. Then I scooted down. It, like, wasn’t easy! My hips kept bumping the walls!”

“Yeah, I can see that…”
“The toilet paper holder is pressing into my side!” whined the auburn-haired blimp. “Oh my gawd, I think I’m gonna diiiiieeeee!”
“Don’t panic!” said Kelli, “I’ll give you a hand.”

Kelli wiggled in as close to this enormously overstuffed beauty and reached out a chubby hand. Kelli hoped this would work!  She was too wide herself to be able to easily squeeze into the stall any closer.

The woman reached out with a grunt as she leaned forward. Their hands met and Kelli clasped tight. How ironic! Mere moments ago Kelli had been the helpless one, so trapped by her own indulgence that she couldn’t get up under her own power! And now she was helping someone else who seemed to be even further gone than she.

“Just stand up,” instructed Kelli, “Pump your legs against the floor to get some force!”

“I, like, totally tried that!” moaned the other woman, but she nevertheless followed Kelli’s instructions.  Both women heaved and strained and Kelli could eventually hear the other woman start to slide forward, the sides of her vast bottom squeaking against the walls of the stall.  Kelli could see the sides of the stall bulging outwards under the pressure of this woman’s massively overpumped posterior, and she vaguely worried that the entire stall might simply burst apart before they managed to free this pear-shaped plumper.  But eventually, with enough tugging and pulling, the woman popped free of the stall, stumbling forward and nearly toppling on top of Kelli.
“Oh my gawd, thanks so much!” bubbled the bottom-heavy bunny, quickly pulling her jumbo-sized knickers up over the rounded cheeks of her behemoth badonkadonk and then wriggling the minidress back down over her thighs. “Like, what’s your name?”

“Kelli Rodriguez.”

The older woman stuck her hand out. “Jen Sarovy. Like, I’m sooo glad you came in here! I woulda been stuck in there all night if you didn’t find me!  Um, like, I know I really need to be more careful, but I totally thought it was safe to use the bathroom here, ya know? I mean, like, it’s a buffet. You’d think that they would have decently sized stalls here, right? I mean, like, why would they have such tiny little stupid stalls at a restaurant where you can, like, eat all you can eat? Right? Like, you know what I’m talking about, right?”

Jen grinned widely, patting her gut with one hand.  Getting a good look at Jen now that she was free of the stall, Kelli was amazed at her size.  Her legs were as big around as tree-tunks, supporting a well-rounded frame with flaring hips and a gargantuan tuchus.  Jen’s bottom was unimaginably huge.  As Jen gushed, her rounded face was beaming with joy, Kelli barely heard a word because she was so mesmerized by the hypnotic sway of Jen’s colossal caboose, so big that it was clearly visible from the front as two beachball-sized orbs of pillowy fat, quivering as if they were eager to explode out of the stretched material of her snug minidress.

“Oh my gawd! It’s so cool to meet another bootilicious girl. There aren’t enough of us, ya know?”
“Yeah,” said Kelli, still only half-listening.
Jen giggled, patting her backside. “Oh like, I guess it’s kinda distracting, isn’t it?”

“Oh! Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to stare!”

“Like, it’s totally fine. It’s kinda hard not to stare, I know, cuz there’s so much of it.  But like, when you’re a big booty bitch like me, you totally get used to people always staring.  Like, at least it means they like what they see, right?”

“That’s one way to put it,” said Kelli, “I wish I could see it that way…”

“So, like, you said your name is Rodriguez? Is that where you got all that good stuff from?”

“I don’t usually think of it as good stuff,” said Kelli, self-consciously looking over her shoulder at the massive cheeks jutting out behind her. “But if you’re asking if I’ve got Latin genes, then yes.  My mother is Puerto Rican, so I guess I inherited this pear-shape from her.  Of course, I helped build it myself too, by coming to buffets like this.”

“Oh yeah, totes! I’m the same way! Like, my mom is Czech, so I guess it’s not totally the same.  A lot of guys used to say I was a pawg back in school.”
“A pawg?”

“Yeah, a phat ass white girl.  See? See? Cuz, like, I’ve got da booty.”  Jen struck a pose, aiming her big round bottom at Kelli.  Kelli had to admit that Jen’s size was impressive.  Even though Jen was clearly tipping the scales at well over 600 pounds, the pear-shaped bimbo wore her weight well, giving her a full, plush, tightly-packed look only emphasized by the snugness of her minidress.
“You’re lucky,” said Kelli, “I wish my weight made me look as good as you.”

“Oh my Gawd, you sounds just like my friend Alice,” said Jen, primping her hair in the mirror. “She’s, like, always whining that she’s too fat and, like, her fat just makes her look fat while my fat makes me look sexy. It’s, like, total bullshit.  She totally looks almost as hot as me. And, like, so do you!”

“No, no way! I’m just a fat bloated blob. You have curves.”

“Ummmm, hello? Like, we have the same curves!  Like, turn around!”

Jen placed her hands on Kelli’s shoulders and spun the young chubbette around, so that her back was to the mirror.

“Look at that! Like, that is a totally hot mega booty! Like, we could totally be, like, twin big booty bitches!”

Kelli strained to look over her shoulder to see where Jen was pointing, and grimaced a little to see the wide expanse of her tubby tushie reflected back at her.

“But Jen, no one likes a fat ass like mine!”

“Um, like, guys loooove a girl with a big booty!” gushed Jen, taking Kelli’s hands in her own.  “You just gotta learn how to shake it right!  See, watch me!”
Jen wobbled across the bathroom with a little strut in her step, just enough that her fat ass seemed to bounce in time to the music playing over the speakers.

Kelli was mesmerized.  She’d never seen jelly shake like that!

“Wow!” said Kelli, “That’s amazing! I never thought about it before.  But… you’re so sexy and I’m just a big fat pig.”

“Bullshit!” said Jen as she continued her shimmying wiggle waddle across the bathroom. “Like, anyone with a badonk like that can learn to be sexy. It’s all just in attitude and confidence!”
“Wow. Do you really think guys will find me hot?”

Jen leaned the palm of one chubby hand against the wall while she doubled over, panting.  She was simply too fat to exert herself like that!

Yeah… like… totally!” she huffed, her large chest heaving wildly as she fought to regain her breath.  “See, like, when I was back in school, a lot of the other girls used to make fun of me cuz I had a big booty.  They’d be calling me, like Fat Ass or Wide Load…” 

“They called me Burger Booty,” whispered Kelli, her cheeks blushing at the memory of the embarrassing nickname.

Jen squealed. “Did they? That’s actually, like, totally cute!  You totally do have a burger booty!”

“What?”  Kelli gasped.  She couldn’t believe that Jen was mocking her now!

“Yeah! Cuz you got a pair of real hot buns there!  Get it?”

“Oh yeah, heh,” Kelli chuckled weakly. 

“Cuz like burgers have buns, right? And buns also mean, like, butt cheeks!”

“Yeah, I get it,” said Kelli.

“But they’re totally just jealous of all this jelly. Like, I know that now you don’t think so, cuz you’re young.  Like, when I was younger, I used to worry sometimes that my ass was growing way too big.  Like, I would have all sorts of problems getting stuck in doorways or behind desks and, like, once I couldn’t find anything to fit over my booty except stretchpants for like six months!  Like, for a while it felt like my butt was just getting bigger and bigger everyday.”

“I know that feeling,” said Kelli, nodding.  She remembered somedays feeling like her ass was inflating like a pair of helium balloons.

“But it stopped growing eventually, right?” said Kelli. “But I can’t stop myself from eating like a pig 24/7.  Do you think… maybe if I could have just a bit of willpower it might stop growing someday?” asked Kelli dubiously as she shifted her weight to catch a glimpse of her bodacious bulging buns over her shoulder.

“Um, no, why would you want that?” asked Jen, “I’ve always been pear-shaped. I mean, like, not as much as I am now.  I gained a lot more when I had my daughter Jelena.  And it didn’t stop.”

“I.. I have to go,” said Kelli, suddenly horrified at the thought that her rear was only going to keep expanding.

“Okay, but, like, when you go…. You go out there and you shake that burger booty with pride!”

Kelli waddled to the door, feeling the globular cheeks of her fat ass swaying behind her.  

“I’ll try,” she said dubiously.

“Like, don’t try! You know you look damn sexy.  Ya just gotta have, like, the confidence that everyone else will know it too! Like, I guarantee you guys will come flocking to you… er, you do like guys, right? If you like girls, that’s cool too. Girls would totally come flocking to you too.  Let me tell you, you could totally work that ass to get yourself some girls too. Like, this one time, I was having a sleepover with my friend Laurie and -”

“No, that’s okay, I like guys,” said Kelli quickly.  Her mind wandered back to that waiter who had bused her table tonight.  She wondered if Jen was right.  If she learned to shake her ass right – and turn all her usual jiggling and quivering into a sexy, sultry wiggle waddle like Jen’s – could she change the way people saw her?  Would she turn from an obese blob of gelatin into a sexy, curvy kitty?  It was hard to believe, but all she had to do was look at the way Jen moved to see the proof for herself.

Maybe… maybe she could do it.

No, not maybe.  She would.

“Okay,” said Kelli, “I won’t try. I’ll just do it.”

Jen gave her an enthusiastic thumbs up.


As she left the room, Kelli followed Jen’s advice, the advice that would change her life.  She shook her burger booty with pride.  And things were never the same.
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