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Laurie grunted as sunlight streamed through the window, rousing the overweight teen from her deep slumber.  For a brief second, Laurie stared at the unfamiliar room around her in confusion.  Her lip curled in revulsion at the tacky décor – ugh! She would NEVER decorate in such gouache colors! Then she remembered: She was at Jen’s house.

 

Another day at Jen’s.  Yesterday was already a blur, and the day before that, and the day before that.  Even as recently as a few weeks ago was no longer vivid, wasted in a morning of hot sex with Frank and then an afternoon of more relentless stuffing at the hands of Jen’s mom.  And then Jen had been acting weird all day…. Whatever! Laurie didn’t have time to worry about that sort of thing now.

 

Laurie rolled over in bed.  The fat raven-haired diva sat up in bed, her unfettered breasts flopping against her bulging gut.  Now that Laurie’s enormous breasts had ballooned into the second half of the alphabet, she actually was starting to feel grateful for the weight she carried elsewhere on her body.  If she didn’t sport an equally bulbous belly to act as a display shelf for her boobs, Laurie’s tits would have fallen all the way into her lap.  As it was, Laurie gut covered her lap almost all the way to her chubby knees.  With no top to restrain her bodacious boobs and her straining panties hidden beneath the swell of her gut, Laurie looked like she was wearing nothing at all as she struggled to rise out of bed. 

 

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror.  For a second, Laurie barely recognized the puffy rounded face staring back at her.

 

Laurie was determined to keep Jen from gaining any more weight.  She threw herself into this new project with just as much gusto as she usually dedicated to her prior goal to fatten up Alice. She spent as much time as she could with Jen (no big change there), constantly monitoring her bottom-heavy friend’s calorie intake. In the past, though, any attempts that Laurie made to dissuade Jen was overeating at school or at slumber parties were always undone by Jen’s dinners at home.  Jen’s mother was a relentless old-world feeder who thought her family was never happy unless it was eating, so it was no wonder that Jen was blowing up like a balloon.  It didn’t help that poor Jen was such an empty-headed ditz that she couldn’t even see the writing on the wall.  She didn’t even seem to understand why her tights kept getting tighter or why the elastic waistband on her sweats snapped under the pressure of her growing gut.

 

 Now Laurie was determined to put a stop to this. She invited herself to dinner at Jen’s house almost every night, making sure to snatch everything that she could from Jen’s plate and intercept any attempt by Jen’s mother to force more food on her daughter.  It worked. Sort of.  Jen at least didn’t seem to be getting any fatter, even if she wasn’t really slimming down either.  On the other hand, Laurie’s gains were skyrocketing.  She was already teetering on the edge of 500 pounds, and it would be a wonder if she didn’t pass that milestone before the end of the school year.

 

While Alice might be content to wear maternity clothes and Jen was perfectly happy to live her life in sweats and tights, Laurie was not prepared to give up her high fashion lifestyle.

 

Of course, too much time spent at Jen’s house carried a terrible price.  She long suspected it and her recent tryst with Frank, where she’d discovered that she and Frank were nearly equal in poundage, made it even harder to deny the truth.  She was growing too.

 

Laurie bit her lip, watching her corpulent body jiggle in the mirror.  She bounced on the heels of her feet, curious to see her enormous heavy breasts respond by slapping against her sagging gut, but afraid to actually jump up and down for fear that her massive blubbery 450 pound body might actually smash through the floor.  Even if she didn’t, she’d definitely make more noise crashing up and down than she cared to.  If anything, the noise might summon Mrs. Sarovy to her room with another massive breakfast.  Laurie brushed her fingers through her long black hair, thinking back on yesterday’s glut.  Could it be that the breakfasts were getting bigger?  Sometimes it really felt that way.  She needed to hurry up and put this whole plan to bed, so that she could refocus her energies back on Alice.

 

Laurie blinked dumbly at her reflection in the mirror.  Holy shit. HOLY. FUCKING. SHIT.  How could she have been so blind?  The answer to both her problems was staring her right in the face! Well, not literally… But, if Mrs. Sarovy was determined to feed all of Jen’s friends into morbid obesity, then Laurie was missing a prime opportunity by NOT inviting Alice to come over and spend more time with her here at Jen’s house!  She knew that Alice would jump at the chance – Alice might not even admit it to herself, but she was such a glutton that she would probably go weak at the knees at the thought of gorging herself on a constant stream of Mrs. Sarovy’s cooking!  Not to mention it would give Alice a chance to get away from her own nagging mother.  Alice’s disapproving mother was probably the single obstacle that still stood between Alice and her inevitable destiny as a complete bloated blonde blimp.

 

But first things first…

 

Laurie needed to get dressed.  She stretched sensuously, raising her pudgy arms above her head and enjoying the effect as her monster teats jutted forward on her chest. She was somewhat less pleased that the same pose, which she so often used a sure-fire attention-getter when boys were around, also made her full, dome-like tummy bulge out.  Hmm.  Now that Frank wasn’t around to feed her sexy fat talk, it was a little harder to get excited about that.  Laurie still didn’t completely understand her strange new desire to be a big girl in other areas than her chest, but there was no denying the deliciously sinful sensations that she got from stuffing her face or playing with her soft new flab.

 

She ran one hand over the arc of her gut, her fingertips lightly dancing over her soft skin.  It sent an electric tingle through her whole body, and she felt her other hand straying, unbidden, toward her privates.

 

“Aw, fuck, I don’t have time for that now,” muttered Laurie, “I need to get dressed and get out of here before Jen’s mom comes barging in.” 

 

She stared at the pile of clothes thrown into the corner of the room: baggy sweats and tent-line T-shirts, some of the other clothes that still fit her.  She really needed to go shopping because there was NO WAY that she would be caught dead in those trashy outfits!  She could just throw them on to make a quick excursion to the mall for a few desperate purchases of plus-size designer duds….

 

But…

 

Secretly, Laurie didn’t WANT to leave the house before breakfast.  She didn’t want to miss Mrs. Sarovy’s delicious cooking.  She wanted to eat and eat and eat until her belly was as full as it could possibly get, until her skin was so tight and tingly that stretch-marks started to appear signaling that she was ready to rip apart under the pressure.

 

She just needed an excuse to delay her exit.

 

Her eyes fell on the brassiere wrapped around the bedpost.  She plucked it up and grimaced at the massive cups, each bigger than her head.

 

Then she smiled, a sinister smirk curving her plump lips.  She just might have the perfect excuse to stay in. Because, obviously, she couldn’t go out without a bra.  That would be obscene! She could just imagine the stares if Laurie Belmontes, the notorious big boob queen, appeared in public without an adequate over-the-shoulder boulder holder to steady her massive bazookas, to keep her fat nipples in check.  It would be chaos!

 

Laurie grunted in annoyance as she tugged on the body band of her brassiere.  She preferred to snap her bra clasp in the front before spinning the undergarment around so that her mega-sized cups were in front, but she was having some real trouble.  It wasn’t just that she had such a hard time seeing over her tits these days. It was also that the band wasn’t long enough to reach around Laurie’s stockier midsection.

 

Excellent.  She dropped the bra to the floor, before grabbing her mobile phone from the bedside table and punching in a familiar number.  It didn’t even ring once before an eager voice answered.

 

“Hello? Laurie? What’s going on?”

 

“Abida, sweetie. I need to be refitted.”

 

“Again?”  Despite Abida’s incredulousness, Laurie could still detect a faint note of excitement in the Indian girl’s voice.  Laurie smirked.  She knew fully well that Abida was absolutely smitten by her growing size; once she thought that Abida was only interested in her for her giant tits, but now it seemed like her interest might be more holistic.  Certainly, Abida didn’t seem to mind that Laurie was growing fatter every time that they met.  Did she not care about Laurie’s weight as long as she still sported a pair of big bouncy bra-busters? Or did she actually find Laurie more exciting as she grow softer and plusher and wider?

 

“Sweetie, this is an emergency.  I don’t have a bra that fits and you can’t expect me to go around without the proper support!”

 

Laurie wasn’t really sure of the answer, but she also didn’t care.  As long as Abida kept giving her discounts, she was happy. Plus, Laurie was a consummate attention whore and she really did enjoy watching Abida blush and stutter whenever she got a chance to get close to Laurie’s magnificent bosom.

 

“I’d be happy to help, Laurie! When do you want to come by?”

 

“What part of I don’t have a bra that fits do you not understand?” snarled Laurie. “I can’t go outside like this! My baby girls need support!”

 

“But… I can’t help you if I can’t measure you!”

 

“Abida, sweetie, I need you to make a house call for me, hmmm?” Laurie said in her sweetest voice. “You’ll do that for me, won’t you, honey?”

 

“I..I…I…” Abida stuttered, clearly flustered. “I can’t just leave the store unattended!”

 

“Oh sweetie, just put up a sign that says ‘Out to lunch, back in ten minutes.’ What harm could that possibly do? Seriously, Abida, don’t disappoint me.”

 

“But Laurie, I have customers…I can’t go to lunch, it’s only 10:00 a.m.!”

 

“Don’t test me, Abida,” snapped Laurie, her patience wearing thin.  She didn’t like when people resisted her commands. “I NEED you here. I simply have nothing to wear.”

 

“But Laurie…”

 

“Nothing to wear,” repeated Laurie, “I’m just here at home without a stitch of decent clothing.  Whatever will I do? I can’t go outside in my undies now, can I?”

 

Abida suddenly realized that this might be her only chance to see Laurie in her sexy lingerie and have free reign to squeeze that supple flesh.

 

“I’ll…I’ll be there as soon as I can,” said Abida.

 

“Good girl,” purred Laurie.  “And bring some of those cookie pies you make so well. Oh, and I’m at Jen’s house. Don’t be long.”

 

Laurie smiled as she put the phone down.  Still got it, she thought smugly.

 

***

 

Abida was slightly disappointed to see that Laurie had opted not to remain in her birthday suit for Abida’s visit, but only slightly. Fully aware that her discounts depended on her flaunting her curves, Laurie answered the bedroom door dressed in a tight, shiny teddy and a silky, filmy bathroom.  Abida gulped hard.  She could see right through the bathrobe’s gauzy material, and the cups of the teddy were way too overmatched by Laurie’s pendulous pontoons. Her teats were welling up out of her cups like rising bread dough!

 

“You sure took your time,” snapped Laurie.

 

“Sorry…I (urp) got cornered downstairs,” said Abida weakly, clutching at her stomach with one hand.  In her other, Abida was holding a stack of three cardboard cake boxes. She had a tote bag slung over her shoulder, filled with measuring tape and sample bras in different sizes.  These bras were huge.  They looked like they were designed to hold bowling balls, but Abida was betting that one of them must be big enough to fit Laurie’s ever-expanding hooters.  “Jen’s mom made me eat a whole stack of waffles before she’s let me come upstairs.”

 

“Hmm, waffles, huh?” Laurie licked her lips unconsciously. That sounded good! But she had work to do first. “Well, come in, don’t just stand in the doorway! We don’t have a lot of time before Mrs. Sarovy comes up here with more food.”

 

“Urgh, I couldn’t eat anymore,” moaned Abida.  The poor girl looked a little green around the gills.

 

“Did you bring the cookie pies?” asked Laurie.

 

“Ugh, yeah.” Just thinking about cookie pies made Abida want to throw up, but she dutifully held up the requested cardboard boxes.

 

“Excellent, sweetie. Now be a good girl and come get me fitted.  I’m just dying without proper support.  I must tell you, Abida honey, it’s just so hard hauling around this spectacular bosom.  You simply are a Godsend.”

 

Laurie inhaled deeply as she chattered on about her busty girl problems, feeling her vast juggs straining the bounds of her outfit.  She smiled as she saw Abida’s eyes bulge.  This girl really was way too easy to manipulate!

 

“Undress me, sweetie,” demanded Laurie. She turned her back on Abida, rolling her shoulders to drop her bathrobe to the floor in one fluid motion. “The buckles should all be back there.”

 

“I…I…okay…”

 

“You can’t measure me properly unless you can see what you’re dealing with, right, honey?”

 

Abida nodded dumbly.  She couldn’t believe that this was really happening!  The chance to see Laurie’s tits naked and unfettered was making her weak in the knees.  If she wasn’t careful, she might just faint dead away!

 

Laurie was careful to keep her breathing deep and steady as she felt Abida’s clammy fingers pluck at the laces at the back of her teddy.  Abida startled as if she’d received an electric shock every time that she felt her fingers brush against Laurie’s soft supple flesh where her squishy backfat overlapped the top of the lacy undergarment.  Finally, it was untied.

 

“Good. Now let’s measure. But no touching! I’m a taken woman, after all. I don’t know that my Frank would appreciate it having you get naughty with his favorite toys.”

 

Laurie smirked, once again thrusting out her chest into Abida’s face.  Abida stared.  Once again topless, Laurie’s breasts were bigger than mature watermelons, resting heavily on the thick blubber shelf of her belly.  Each mammoth mammary topped by a thick rosy nipple – Abida almost felt like those nipples were pointing at her accusatorily.

 

Abida pulled out her tape measure.  “Okay… Laurie…I just need to…I..I…Hey, why don’t you have some cookie pie to relax you?”

 

“Ooo, now that does sound lovely.  Sweetie, hand me a pie.”

 

Abida obediently cut off a slice of pie for her corpulent customer, watching in fascination as Laurie sank her teeth into the savory confection.

 

Laurie was totally distracted by the cookie pie.  Abida saw her chance.  She grabbed Laurie’s left breast, sinking her fingers deeply into the spongy flesh.  Laurie’s eyes bulged as much as her cheeks and she snapped her head to stare angrily at Abida.

 

“Mmmfff!” she burbled through a mouthful of cookie pie.

 

“It’s very important that I make sure I have a good sense of your size!” said Abida quickly. “Oo, Laurie, you look hungry, here have some more!”

 

Laurie opened her already full mouth to complain, but Abida quickly cut off any protests by shoving another slice of cookie pie into the voluptuous vixen’s open mouth.  For the briefest of moments, Laurie looked like she was about to explode in rage.  But then her body relaxed, her eyelids lowered – she was like a junkie getting her fix and the sweet sugary creamy delicious cookie pie was her drug.

 

And as Laurie chewed and chewed and murmured in gluttonous ecstasy, Abida knew that she had free reign to do almost anything.

 

“Your baby girls sure are getting heavy,” said Abida, grunting as she hoisted Laurie’s twin bazookas.  She knew from having weighed Laurie’s massive tits on her last visit that each mammoth melon weighed in excess of 30 pounds and that was months ago.  She could tell just from eyeballing Laurie’s bustline that the tremendous bulging bitch was even bigger now. 

 

The tape measure didn’t reach all the way around Laurie’s bust.  It looked like the big boob queen wasn’t about to give up the throne anytime soon!

 

“Laurie, I can’t measure you.  You’re just too big for my tape! You’re over 100 inches of boob!”

 

“Too…big?”  Laurie murmured.  A dollop of cream dropped from her lips to splatter against the shelf of her enormous knockers.  Oh Gawd, how long had she longed to hear those words!  Her breasts were too big! Her babies, her pride and joy, were finally all grown up!

 

“Laurie, what cup size are you?”  Abida asked, knowing the answer.  She couldn't keep Laurie's cup size out of her mind some days.

 

“Ohhhhh,” sighed Laurie, her voice so dreamy and distant that Abida wasn’t immediately certain whether she was answering her question or just sighing in bliss.

 

“Just looking at you, gosh, you’re so full in the chest… if I had to guess, I’d say you must be at least a T Cup now.”

 

“A T cup?” Laurie mumbled through a mouthful of cookie pie and ice cream.  Some melted vanilla dribbled from her slack lips.

 

Laurie smirked, a delightful warmth growing in her crotch at the revelation.  Laurie found her growing breasts to be intensely exciting.

 

“Yes, a T cup. Which seems appropriate for you, Laurie. These titanic tits are totally terrific!”

 

“Oooo!” Laurie liked the sound of that. It was the best thing since the last time Abida had measured her for a P cup and told her that her “pillowy pontoons were perfectly plush and positively perky!”

 

“Have some more pie, Laurie. I’ve got a T-cup here in my bag. Let’s see if it fits you.  Of course, we don’t really carry sizes that big in the story, so you’ll have to get your bras special ordered.  But at least you’ll know what you need.”

 

Abida gently shoved Laurie onto her bed, the bed springs creaking loudly under the growing girl’s bulk. 

 

“Open wide, Laurie, we’re just going to make sure you get some nice treats while we get you strapped in!” Abida smiled, starting to get into the act.  She was used to Laurie being in charge, but, with Laurie nearly out of her head on cookie pie, Abida was calling the shots.  All she had to do was keep this bitch’s mouth full and she’d be free to do anything she pleased!

 

Abida looked over to the open box on the bedside table.  Laurie had nearly eaten her way through one entire cookie pie, but there were still two left.  Abida suddenly had a devilish idea.

 

“Laurie, sweetie.” She smiled, pleased that she could now use Laurie’s taunting term of endearment back on her. “Do you like ice cream?”

 

“Hmmmm.” Laurie nodded dumbly, her cheeks swollen and her brow sweating.

 

“Wait just a second.”

 

“Hmm?”

 

Laurie couldn’t muster the energy to even react as Abida slipped out the door.

 

What was going on?  What was her plan?

 

Laurie looked up when Abida reappeared lugging a gallon of ice cream from the Sarovy freezer. Laurie watched, her temperature rising, as Abida scooped huge chunks of vanilla ice cream, slathering them all over one of the cookie pies.  When the ice cream keg was empty, she grabbed the second pie and smooshed it on top.  She had created the world’s biggest ice cream sandwich!

 

“Okay, sweetie, I know you’re going to like this! Open wide.”

 

“Oh Gawd…” gasped Laurie before her mouth was filled with gooey, creamy deliciousness.

 

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she lost her senses to euphoria, so much that she barely even registered as Abida pulled the straps of a gigantic new bra over her chubby shoulders or leaned in close to snap the hooks behind her.

 

All Laurie could do was eat. And eat. And eat.  Already, she was getting hot and flushed.  And Mrs. Sarovy hadn’t even forced any breakfast on her yet!  She was already so horny and stuffed on cookie pie!

 

Meanwhile, Abida kneaded her soft doughy breasts, reveling in the heft and weight of those monster milkbags, nearly forgetting to keep up the façade of measuring Laurie for a fitting.

 

But three cookie pies and a gallon of ice cream is A LOT of food, even for an experienced eater like Laurie.

 

Laurie began to falter.  She was a big eater no doubt about it, but this was too much even for her.  Pretending to adjust the left cup of Laurie’s new bra, Abida’s hand slipped to brush the fatter raven’s nipple.  The effect was immediate as the already over-stimulated Laurie gasped out loud.

 

Abida seized the chance, shoving another handful of gooey, dribbling cookie pie ice cream sandwich into the bloated beauty’s open mouth.  Laurie’s eyes bulged in surprise, but she couldn’t protest.  Even if her mouth wasn’t stuffed completely full, being stuffed was such a rush that she was nearly speechless with pleasure.

 

“How big are you around the middle?” asked Abida suddenly as she watched another mouthful of cookie pie disappear down Laurie’s ravenous gullet.  Laurie’s middle looked almost as wide around as her chest, so Abida wasn’t sure that she’d be able to measure her… but she was suddenly seized by an insatiable curiosity!

 

“Sit up, Laurie, let’s measure that tummy, hmm?”

 

Laurie didn’t resist as Abida propped her into a sitting position.  Her belly was throbbing with fullness but it felt sooo good.  She was only vaguely aware of what Abida was doing when she felt the slight pinch of Abida’s tape measure cutting into the creamy blubber of her titanic tummy.

 

Abida tugged at the ends of the tape measure but there was a good several inches of blubber preventing the ends from meeting.

 

“Uh oh, I’m afraid that my tape measure won’t go all the way around you here either,” said Abida. “You’re just too…. Big.  Wow.”

 

Abida couldn’t help but ask.  She knew that she shouldn’t, but she had to.  “Laurie, how much…do you weigh?”

 

“450 pounds,” mumbled Laurie, too stuffed and bloated to bother trying to dodge the question. That’s right, a couple weeks ago Frank had weighed her and discovered that she was now nearly 500 pounds.

 

“450 pounds?? Holy shit, Laurie! You’re… you’re…nearly as big as Natalie McTaggert!”

 

“Who?”

 

“The fat…er, biggest girl at school.”

 

“I never heard of her,” snapped Laurie. 

 

“Well, she’s not going to school now.  She graduated. Years ago. I didn’t mean that she was the biggest girl at school now, I meant that she was the biggest girl in school history.”

 

“What??”

 

“She’s famous! They weighed her during the President’s Annual Physical Fitness Day challenge and she broke all the records! People still talk about her… and she weighed 500! If you gain 50 more pounds, you’ll be the fattest…er, I mean, biggest girl who’s ever gone to Los Hermanos High!”

 

The idea that anyone would gain “just” 50 pounds would have been ridiculous, but with Laurie…. Well, the only people who were possibly gaining faster than she was were Alice and Jen.

 

“I’m… the… biggest?”  Laurie mumbled, her mouth still full of sweet sticky cookie pie.  Laurie was shocked but at the same time… she was thrilled.  She still couldn’t 100% understand this strange new fascination, but with her belly stuffed tight with cookie pie and the memory of Abida’s hands caressing her giant breasts still fresh in her mind, Laurie was feeling super horny. Her vagina ached, dripping with excitement and soaking her snug panties.  Gawd, she needed to be fucked right now.  Why did the revelation that she was too fat for Abida’s tape measure turn her on so?  Shit, she couldn’t let Abida know… she couldn’t let anyone know! It was bad enough that Frank knew.  Shit, this was all Frank’s fault!  He had to tease her in bed about her growing gut and increasing appetite.  And she’d grown to love how he subtly dominated her in bed; it was the only time that Laurie felt comfortable relinquishing control.  And her spiraling weight was evidence of that.  She just kept getting bigger and bigger and bigger.  At first, she justified her weight gain by concentrating solely on the benefits that it conferred to her massive bustline, but she couldn’t ignore her chunky thighs, her thick arms, her round cheeks and double chin, her widening ass and burgeoning belly… Oh Gawd, she was going to cream in her panties if she didn’t stop thinking about this!

 

“Um, you need to go Abida. Like now.”

 

“What? But we’re not done—“

 

“We’re done,” snapped Laurie. Gawd, she was so fucking horny now! She needed Abida gone, so that she could satisfy these intense cravings.

 

“I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to say you were the fattest—“ yelped Abida, suddenly realizing that Laurie was probably pissed at her for blurting out that she was closing in on being the fattest girl in school history.  Little did Abida realize the real reason that she wanted to be alone!

 

Just 50 more pounds and she would be the fattest girl who had ever gone to her school!  Oh Gawd, Laurie’s head was swimming. On the one hand, she was mortified. How could she, Laurie Belmontes, cheerleader – no, not JUST cheerleader, but team captain! The best cheerleader of them all! How could SHE have blimped so much in just one year that she was now in the running for the biggest cow in school history?  It was humiliating and, more than that, terrifying! How big would she grow? Her weight gain was already out of control. It was like everything was conspiring to make her balloon:  Frank’s teasing, Abida’s cookie pies, Mrs. Sarovy’s feeding, even the gluttonous influences of Jen and Alice! If she didn’t stop herself, she would just keep growing bigger and bigger and bigger, until she looked like a balloon in the Macy’s Thanksgiving parade!  Laurie had a sudden mental image of herself as a parade balloon, a massive over-inflated parody of a voluptuous teenage vixen, floating down 5th Avenue as crowds of cheering kids lined the streets.  Oh Gawd! She couldn’t let herself get THAT fat… but at the same time… Laurie’s snatch was on fire with excitement!  Every pound gained, every inch added…. It made her sooo hot!  It wasn’t just the knowledge that her skyrocketing weight was also adding mass to her deliciously overfull bust! She loved her new plush body, loved her swollen booty that rivaled Jen’s famously round rump, loved her hefty sagging belly that rivaled Alice’s enormous gut. She wanted to be bigger, she wanted to be huge! She WANTED to be the biggest!  She wanted to be Frank’s inflatable doll of a girlfriend, she wanted to be the big bitch who turned people’s heads.  She wanted everyone to know that SHE was the biggest, most bulging, most bloated, most billowing, most bra-busting bitch who EVER went to Los Hermanos High!  And all that it would take to reach that point was 50 more pounds…

 

Fifty more pounds and she would be at a  turning point. There would be no going back.  She would be doomed to balloon.  Committed to a future as a major fat ass.  The most major fat ass of all.  Did she dare? Is that what she wanted?  She kept trying to tell herself no, that she wanted to just be trim, sexy, voluptuous, even pneumatic … but fat? No, never fat!  She would never be fat!

 

And yet, she could so clearly see herself in the future, a fat heifer with a belly that stuck out in front of her like a beach ball, an ass so wide that she could barely clear doorways, giant blubbery hips, thick calves, a double chin the wobbled when she talked, chubby chipmunk cheeks, and, above all, massive tits so gigantic that no bra could contain them, so big that they nearly hit the floor when they weren’t restrained, so big that they made Abida cry in despair if she even tried to measure them.  Sweat trickled down Laurie’s face.  Was that her future?  Was she destined to become an elephant, a sideshow attraction? But… she had to admit…. The vision wasn’t unsexy.  What was she saying? Did she actually think that she’d look sexy if she was a giant fat hog???  Laurie couldn’t believe it.  But…

 

50 more pounds.

 

All she needed was 50 more pounds.

 

“Laurie, I didn’t mean to call you fat!” cried Abida.  Abida was nearly in tears.  It wasn’t fair!  She was so close to finally getting someplace with her dream girl… all she ever wanted was to gaze at those beautiful bountiful boobs and maybe, just maybe, get a chance to finally stroke that supple flesh!  She was so excited that today she had finally had a chance to knead Laurie’s pillowy pontoons, but she was in despair thinking that it was now over… and she might never get another chance!

 

Laurie, however, didn’t care.

 

“Get out. I’ll talk to you later,” she huffed.

 

As Laurie shoved Abida through the door, she wondered if she could justify calling Frank.  She was probably on thin ice after haranguing him into visiting just to pleasure her last night. But then, Frank never minded pleasuring her.  Maybe she should respect his time and just pleasure herself. But no.  Reaching her own pussy was becoming too much of a challenge, just leaving her hot and bothered.  She’d call Frank and tell him to get his fat ass down here pronto.  At least that chubby was good for one thing.

 

She pulled out her phone.
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