Alice 60
By Mollycoddles

Laurie was already regretting her decisions tonight. Not her decision to have a three-way with Frank and Abida. That was a good idea, and the idea of having two obedient servants at her beck and call, two loyal worshippers to massage her growing body and feed her treats and treat her like the queen she was… that sounded great.  Besides, at her size, she desperately needed two people to see to her ever-more queenly needs.  The pampered plumper was simply too much woman for only Frank to handle, right? Adding Abida to the mix was the only logical solution.

After all, Laurie’s breasts, her pride and joy, were larger than mature watermelons now, sloshing over the cups of her titanic brassiere, grown so vast and absolutely over-pumped with fat that they defied the imagination.  Laurie had long suspected that she could, if she wanted to, make a decent income just by allowing horny men the barest glimpse of her unrestrained assets. The pizza delivery boy just earlier tonight, for instance, was flabbergasted by the sight of Laurie’s gargantuan grapefruits bulging from the confines of her overstuffed blouse.

No, Laurie was regretting eating an entire pepperoni pizza.  She could feel all those pounds of fatty cheese and oily grease roiling around in her gut.  Laurie’s swollen belly was so large now that her fat-dimpled knees bumped the sagging overhang of blubber with every step – something that only served to agitate her already complaining stomach more.

Even when she wasn’t stuffed to the brim –  an increasingly unlikely occurrence – Laurie was too fat to easily move.  Her limbs were swaddled in blubber, so her thick elephantine legs and turgid swollen arms could barely bend enough to allow the spherical sweetie to reach her, ahem, most important parts. And for Laurie, her most important parts included her vagina, so that she could pleasure herself after a good stuffing, and her nipples, so she could play with herself after a good stuffing.  That’s why she needed more help from Frank and Abida these days.
But it also meant that just getting dressed was getting harder.

Laurie stuck her head back into the basement rec room, where Alice and Jen were devouring the remaining pizzas.  “Jen, get up here and give me a hand.”

Jen looked up, her cheeks bulging with pizza. “What? Like, what do you need me for?”

“Don’t talk back to me, just come help,” snapped Laurie, “I need to look good tonight and I need some help getting dressed.” She paused. “And bring me a couple more slices of pizza while you’re at it.”
Laurie looked like a slob in her empire-waist jeans and grease-stained blouse – conspicuously, the top two buttons on her blouse were missing, revealing a few inches of canyonous cleavage.  When Laurie inhaled, her chest swelled out enough to stress the remaining buttons.  Laurie always liked to look good, so this was unusual to see Laurie looking so casual.

“Um, like, okay,” said Jen.  The bottom-heavy brunette sadly stuffed the remaining crust of her pizza into her mouth, grabbed a couple slices for Laurie, and cast one last longing glance at the remaining box before rocking herself to her feet.  It took a few minutes.  Jen’s voluminous rear was so massive that it weighed her down like an anchor, and she had to wobble back and forth like an inflatable bobo doll before she could stagger to her feet.

“Like, don’t eat all the pizza without me, Alice,” said Jen as she waddled away, already huffing.

“Don’t worry, I’ll save you some,” said Alice, even as she eyed the pizza hungrily.  Jen sighed.  Even she wasn’t ditzy enough to believe that there would be any pizza left when she returned.

“Laurie, why do you need my help? Like, how hard could this be?” she whined as she tottered behind her equally fat friend, the two gaining girl slowly lumbering their way up the stairs to find Laurie’s bedroom... or rather the spare bedroom that Laurie had commandeered as her own while she was living at Jen’s house. The closet was already filled with lots of fancy clothes, all in conspicuously large sizes, that Laurie had brought from her own home.
“Jen, shut up. Don’t give me that. You know what it’s like when you’re big.”  Laurie pantomimed hefting a pair of huge breasts, although she didn’t need to fake it. Her breasts were very obviously large and in charge. “Now give me that pizza!”
Jen handed over the pizza dutifully and Laurie began, once again, to eat.  

Jen nodded.  Like Laurie, the deliciously overinflated ditz also had a lot of trouble dressing herself since she was way too fat and unwieldy to reach her extremities.  She mostly relied on Craig to help her pull her stretch pants up and over her giant rump when she got dressed in the morning.  If her parents ever objected to Craig’s frequent sleep-overs, she would just tell them that he was a necessary helper.
“Why are you dressing up?” asked Jen, “C’mon, Laurie, tell meeee!”

“Cuz I’m going home so Frank can fuck my brains out,” snapped Laurie, “Now be a good sister fat girl and help me get these goddamn jeans off.  I’ll work on the shirt.” 

“Ugh,” mumbled Jen as she slowly lowered her bulk into a squat, her over-burdened knees creaking and popping until she was eye-level with Laurie’s crotch.  As Laurie undid the surviving buttons on her blouse with her sausage-like fingers, Jen fiddled with the overtaxed button on Laurie’s spandex-blend stretch jeans.  It wasn’t easy! Laurie’s overloaded gut pressed against the jeans with obscene pressure, her bloated belly bulging over the waistband so far that Jen had to lift it up just to see what she was doing.  Working one handed was hard enough, but Jen could barely get a grip on the shivering button with her own fat fingers. Ugh, it would probably just be easier for Laurie to burst that button rather than to unbutton her jeans!

Jen smirked to herself. Wait a minute! That was genius!

“Like, Laurie, could you, like, do me a favor and take a deep breath?”

“Huh? What was that?” Laurie raised an eyebrow as she shrugged off her top, letting her massive bosom shake and shimmy inside her reinforced bra.

“Like, just take a deep breath. I want to, like, see something…”

“Fine, whatever.”  Laurie inhaled deeply.  Her expanding tummy pressed against the waistband of her jeans with increasing pressure.  Above the waistband, Laurie’s bare belly ballooned outward as she sucked in breath.  Below the waistband, Jen watched as Laurie’s flabby fupa inflate like a denim balloon.  The button pulled tighter and tighter, pucker lines appearing on both sides of the metal disk.  The denim flap covering Laurie’s zipper began to flare out as her pants tightened, revealing the interlocking metal teeth of the bulging beauty’s overstressed fly. Then, without warning, her button succumbed to the punishment.  With a sharp ping! The button tore loose and flew across the room, nearly hitting Jen in the face.  The zipper slid down instantly, revealing even more of Laurie’s ballooning middle.
“Did you get it, Jen?” asked Laurie.  From her vantage point, she couldn’t see over the swell of her titanic tits and bloated belly, so she just assumed that Jen had successfully unbuttoned her pants.

“Um, like, yeah, totally!” chirped Jen.  She giggled to herself, knowing that she had tricked Laurie. Laurie would be totally pissed later when she went to put her jeans back on and found that the button was missing, but, for now, what she didn’t know wouldn’t hurt her.  Jen grabbed Laurie’s pants and yanked them down, freeing her tree-trunk legs.
“Okay, just step out of them now,” instructed Jen.  Laurie did as she was told.  Jen picked up the giant jeans and folded them over her arm, careful to prevent Laurie from getting a good look at the ruined crotch.  Jen couldn’t help but think that Laurie looked even bigger now that she was standing around in nothing but her underwear.  She was absolutely massive.

“Jeez, Laurie, you’re huge!” marveled Jen, her eyes bulging as she took in Laurie’s true size.  “I mean, all over!”

“Shut up, Jen, and give me a hand with my undies. I want to wear something special for tonight; get the frilly black bra and panties from the top drawer.

Jen nodded.  Laurie’s current underwear was built for comfort rather than looks; her enormous shapeless panties covered most of her giant rear, but did little to fire the imagination. And her industrial-strength bra was just a boring pearly white with no bells or whistles.  These were undies designed for a fat girl, not a buxom bombshell.

But as Jen rooted through her friend’s lingerie drawer, she couldn’t help but wonder if Laurie would even fit into any of her sexy underwear anymore.  When was the last time that this bloated beauty even tried to cram her curves into a sexy lacy teddy or a skimpy negligee? Nevertheless, like a good friend, Jen did as she was told.

“Get the garters too,” snapped Laurie, “I’m going to look stunning tonight.”

“Okkaaaaay, if you, like, say so,” said Jen dubiously.  Returning to Laurie, she cleared her throat and said: “Okay, like, first we gotta get this old underwear off you.”

“Right. C’mon, Jen, chop chop!” Laurie wiggled her voluminous bottom to indicate that she wanted Jen to strip off her panties for her.  It might seem that Laurie was just being a lazy, demanding bitch as usual, but the honest truth was that she was so large and unwieldy that she genuinely needed help just keeping her underwear off; she couldn’t bend enough to pull them down herself, especially not after a full evening of gorging.
Jen sighed as she dug under the rolls of Laurie’s love handles to grip the panties’ waistband and pull it down over her fat ass and thunder thighs.  

“Lift your feet, Laurie, let me get that off.” Laurie lifted one foot, then the other, allowing Jen to remove the giant underwear.  

“Bra,” commanded Laurie, her word muffled through a mouthful of pizza.  Even now, filled with regrets about her earlier binge, Laurie couldn’t resist eating even more.

“Stop moving so much!” whined Jen as she struggled to get a grip on the bra clasp; Laurie’s constant chewing as she scarfed down even more pizza was enough to send ripples through her butter-soft blubber, making it hard for Jen to finish her task. Not to mention the fact that this bra was clearly inadequate to holster Laurie’s blossoming mega-mammaries, her boobs overflowing the cups and putting so much pressure on the straining undergarment that the straps dug deeply into Laurie’s soft shoulders and the back clasp was buried under Laurie’s burgeoning backfat.

After a few minutes of struggle, Jen finally got her fingers around the clasp.  Undoing the hooks was no less of a challenge. Jen managed to pull one free, then a second.  That was enough.  With just that small amount of release, Laurie’s tits took over. The weight of those two gargantuan orbs proved too much for the remaining hooks, and Laurie’s bra literally burst apart under Jen’s fingers, the hooks tearing out and the whole brassiere flying across the room as Laurie’s billowing blimps exploded into freedom.  

Laurie breathed deeply, her magnificent chest rising. “Oh thank gawd,” she muttered, “Finally I can breathe a little! I tell you, Jen, it’s such a burden always having to look good, but it’s such a relief to be free of all constraints once in a while.”

Jen nodded dumbly.  Laurie stood before her in all her naked glory. It was quite a sight! Laurie looked even bigger without her clothing to hide anything; her belly stood out proud and round, bigger than a beach ball, topped by a deep dark navel, her gut sagging just enough to hide the arrogant queen bee’s perfectly shaved crotch.  Her breasts were beyond reality, two orbs that dwarfed fully-grown watermelons, big and ripe and ready to burst, so big now that they no longer rested on her belly like a shelf but splayed to either side of her titanic tummy when she didn’t have a bra to shape and mold them.  She looked like a blow-up doll, and her pale white skin was so striking in the light that Laurie almost seemed to glow like a big round full moon.  She didn’t spend nearly as much time outside as Jen, so while Jen’s skin was a deliciously golden-brown tan, Laurie was as milky white as a big round pearl.
But as big as Laurie’s boobs and belly were, Jen couldn’t help but notice Laurie was filling out in her hindquarters too.

“Jeez, Laurie, you’re really getting some fucking cake back here!” said Jen with an appreciative whistle as her eyes fell on the protruding shelf of Laurie’s bulbous buttocks.  She patted the top of Laurie’s exposed cheeks, running a hand over the soft supple curves of Laurie’s backside as if to test their thickness.  Jen was, after all, the unchallenged booty queen of their school, so she was eager to scope out any potential competition. “You’re really getting’ pretty thick back here, girl. But I don’t think I got anything to worry about. It’s still not nearly as nice as mine.”
Jen smirked, smacking her own bulging backside for emphasis. Laurie grimaced.

“Thank Gawd. Your only criteria for a good ass is size, and there’s no way that my butt is that big! Cake, indeed! Hmm… ooo cake does sound good right now.” Laurie licked her lips in spite of herself, a dreamy look momentarily coming into her eyes before she shook her head to clear her thoughts. “No! Oh no I really shouldn’t, I’ll be too full for later.”

As if to defy her own words, she shoved the last of her pizza into her mouth, dribbling red sauce onto the shelf of her bountiful bosom.

“Your butt’s still not as big as mine, buuuut ya know what? I think that you’re definitely big enough to qualify as a fellow big booty beauty, like, don’tcha think, Laurie? We’re like two totally bootilicious babes, huh?”

Laurie rolled her eyes.  She hated to think that her ass was anywhere near as large as Jen’s. That simply wasn’t possible. Jen’s rump was so rotund that she couldn’t find pants that fit over her haunches. She was so big in the booty that she was restricted to leggings and yogapants, so round in the rear that she couldn’t find her hips through doors, so tubby in the tushie that she could barely waddle without the gravity of her billowing butt cheeks pulling her to the ground. Laurie was big, yes, but she was proportioned much better, in her opinion, with the majority of her excess weight going straight to her greedy titties and only smaller amounts settling on her belly, hips, thighs, and buttocks.

“Like, since we’re both, like, some real big booty bitches now, like, maybe I can share the big secret of proper booty care with you?” said Jen.

“What are you even talking about, Jen?”

“Like, just wait here for a sec.”  Jen wobbled her way into the bathroom. Laurie waited impatiently as her friend rummaged through the drawers.  Minutes later, Jen emerged carrying a small canister.

“What’s that?” asked Laurie.

“Anti-cellulite cream!” said Jen, grinning. “Like, this is my super secret! But I think it’s, like, time that I shared it with you. Like, did you ever wonder how I keep my butt so smooth and creamy?”

Laurie nodded. Honestly, she DID wonder.  Most girls with a butt that big were covered in disgusting cellulite! How as it possible that Jen’s bottom stayed so deliciously round and firm and peach-like?

“I just slap some of this on my butt every morning and it keeps me looking fiiiine! But, like, I think it’s high time that you started using some as well, girl, cuz that ass is outta control!” Jen laughed, slapping Laurie’s exposed badonk and watching the blubber jiggle in response.

“I do NOT need anti-cellulite cream!” snapped Laurie. She was aghast at the idea that her butt needed any help at all. Her butt was – relatively – small and firm and petite! At least compared to the rest of her…

Ignoring her, Jen unscrewed the lid of the canister, scooped out a heaping helping of cream, and slapped it against the rounded contours of Laurie’s left butt cheek.

“Eeek! That’s cold!” squealed Laurie in an uncharacteristically shrill voice, her back straightening as she stood bolt upright in shock – a stance that only made all her protruding bulges protrude even more.

“Aw, like, don’t worry, ya big fat baby,” laughed Jen, “You’ll get used to it. Just calm down.”  Jen vigorously rubbed the cream into Laurie’s butt, covering her soft bulbous rear in large sweeping motions until the cream vanished into Laurie’s spongy flesh.  Then she repeated the process on Laurie’s right butt cheek.

Laurie generally preferred to have attention lavished on her chest rather than her butt, but the hefty honey couldn’t help but bite her lip at the pleasurable sensations that Jen’s unintentional butt massage were giving her.  It was no wonder, of course, Jen was a master of butt play.  Nothing made her hornier than when Craig cupped his big strong hands around her own ample ass assets and squeezed and kneaded, treating her buns like so much bread dough, rubbing and groping and plumping her fat fanny until her pussy was literally dripping like an overfull honeypot. It sent delightful shivers of desire down Jen’s spine just thinking about that, and she was unconsciously playing out the same movements that made her so horny on Laurie’s bottom – and, truth be told, it was having a similar effect.  Laurie’s eyes rolled back into her head, and she could feel the swollen nipples atop her bloated breasts growing hard.  If Jen kept this up, Laurie was going to start dripping down her legs…

“There we go! All done!” said Jen, releasing her grip on Laurie’s tender tuchus and stepping back to admire her handiwork.  “That should keep your butt nice and firm for a little while longer! Isn’t that great, Laurie? I never thought I’d see the day when your butt would get so big that we could be ass sisters! Er, that sounds weird. How about I just say that we can be booty besties?”

“Right, right, whatever,” said Laurie, fanning herself with her hand in a vain attempt to calm herself down. Damnit now she was super horny. She really couldn’t wait to see Frank and Abida… But she STILL needed to get dressed!

“I gotta say, these panties you’re wearing are pretty big, Laurie!” continued Jen, holding up Laurie’s discarded knickers and marveling at their size. “But, like, I still don’t think I’d fit into them. We may be booty besties, but I think I still got you beat! I’m still the big booty queen!”

“Good,” said Laurie, “Just don’t forget who’s got the tits in this relationship. Now, come on, I don’t have all night. Help me get dressed!”

Pulling the black lacy panties up over Laurie’s mammoth legs and rear was no small challenge.  The panties stretches valiantly but they couldn’t cover all of Laurie’s tush, instead leaving an ample helping of plumber’s crack exposed.   Well, at least that would be hidden when Laurie was dressed, reasoned Jen.  The black bra was not built to hold Laurie’s monster mega-milkers, so the voluptuous vixen’s titanic tatas spilled over the cups like water overflowing a dam – Jen had to pull with all her might to get the clasp together.
“Ughhhhh Laurie, like, this bra is waaaay too small! I thought Abida got you sized for a new one!”

“She… did…” huffed Laurie, the air in her lungs being pushed out by the constricting undergarment. Still, she couldn’t help but feel a note of pride that she had already outgrown yet another bra. Poor Laurie could never stay fitted for long before her ballooning breasts came barreling out as they plumped to greater and greater sizes.

In comparison, pulling the garters up Laurie’s legs was a cake walk.

“Um, like what are you planning to wear?” asked Jen after Laurie was outfitted in her sexy new skivvies. Jen couldn’t keep a note of doubt from creeping into her voice.  She couldn’t imagine this behemoth squeezing herself into anything other than an extra-baggy sweatsuit. But she knew that Laurie never left the house looking anything less than immaculate, and, if she was planning on a date with Frank, she would insist on looking her best.

Laurie snapped her manicured fingers. “Get my red dress out of the closet, sweetie.”
Jen balked. “Um, like, your little red dress? Are you, like, sure?”

Laurie stared daggers at her bottom-heavy friend, but Jen was too dim to notice Laurie’s rising temper.  The little red dress was a tightly fitted, slinky little number with a high hemline designed to reveal the wearer’s long legs and a plunging neckline designed to reveal the wearer’s copious cleavage.  Laurie had bought it months ago, probably expecting to wear it on a special occasion for Frank, but Jen was pretty confident that Laurie had inflated substantially since then. The idea that this billowing behemoth could stuff her expanding eggplants into the ridiculously inadequate cups of that tiny red dress was just laughable.

“Umm, like, Laurie, don’t you think you’re, like, too fat to wear that?”

“What?” snarled Laurie, her temperature rising at Jen’s words.  Honestly, Laurie was almost too shocked to be mad.  She knew that Jen didn’t care about her own size, that Jen was perfectly happy to plump up to the size of a full grown hippo if it meant she could keep indulging in her favorite snacks and treats, but it was still shocking to hear her be so nonchalant about size.  Plus, Jen should know better than to call Laurie fat! Jen didn’t have that privilege! It made Laurie feel really… weird when Jen acknowledged that Laurie was, in fact, fat.

“Um, like, I don’t mean that you’re, like, too fat to wear it,” said Jen quickly. “Not like, that it wouldn’t look good on you cuz you’re too fat. I mean, like, you’re LITERALLY too fat to wear it.  Like, there’s no way that you could even zip it up.”

“Jen, you had best thing very carefully about the next words to come out of your mouth,” said Laurie, her voice low and sinister.

Jen still didn’t pick up on Laurie’s meaning. “Like, c’mon, Laurie, you gotta admit it. You’re… well, like, we’re both getting pretty big these days. Like, it’s not a bad thing, just, like, you should think about getting some clothes that fit. Like, you can afford it.”

Jen pulled at the waistband of her mega-sized stretchpants to demonstrate their stretch. “See? Like, I’m big but I’ve got, like, the perfect clothes for my body!”

“Your body is a lot more booty than mine,” snapped Laurie crossly, “And Jen, if you had half as much in your head as you do in your ass, then you would just shut up and get me my little red dress. I am going to look good for Frank tonight and that’s not gonna happen if I’m wearing stretchpants like some bloated heifer!”

“Okay, Jeez, fine!” Jen held up her hands defensively.  She waddled into the walk-in closet, her mammoth butt cheeks rolling back and forth inside the confines of her absurdly overstuffed tights.

“Ugh, Jen, I’m sorry,” called Laurie, as she adjusted her bra straps. Gawd, the straps were cutting deeply into her shoulders, the weight of her enormous breasts pulling them taut. “I didn’t mean to call you a bloated heifer. I’m just kinda nervous about tonight.”

“It’s okay!” Jen chirped brightly as she emerged from the closet with the requested dress.  The dimple-derriere ditz had already almost completely forgotten why Laurie was snapping at her.  She was certain that Laurie’s attitude would improve dramatically once she and Alice presented Laurie with their special gift – Laurie was going to love her new scooter!  Jen was so excited that she felt like she might burst if she didn’t tell Laurie about it right now, but she really didn’t want to spoil the surprise.

Jen held the little red dress up next to Laurie, looking from the undersized garment to the oversized girl and back again dubiously.

“Ummmm…. So, like, what now?”

“What do you mean, what no? Give me a hand getting it on!”

Laurie spread her feet apart and held out her arms, waiting expectantly for Jen to dress her.  Jen couldn’t help but think that, in this position, Laurie looked like an inflating zeppelin preparing for take-off.

“Um, like, alright, if you say so Laurie. Like, raise your feet.”

This was a delicate balance.  Laurie raised one foot, her knee bumping the overhang of her sagging gut as she did so.  Jen grunted as she lowered herself into a squat, her knees popping and creaking as they strained to hold up so many hundreds of pounds of overstuffed fat girl.  Squatting was no easy feat for Jen, and the poor girl’s face started to blush red with the strain of maintaining that position.  At the same time, Laurie was way too bulky and top-heavy to maintain her stance balanced on just one foot, so she immediately began to shake and wobble, the movement sending a growing cascade of ripples through her unrestrained blubber.  With an audible sigh of relief, Laurie lowered her foot once Jen got the red dress positioned, but she groaned again as she lifted her other foot.  The whole process would have taken only a fraction of a second for a slimmer girl, but everything was a slow and laborious ordeal for two girls so monumentally obese that they could barely move without breaking a sweat.  Or, heck, could barely move period. The two girls moved slowly, gracelessly, like two blimps trying to refuel in midair, as Jen struggled to pull the red dress up over Laurie’s massive legs and thunder thighs.

“I don’t think this is gonna work,” whined Jen as the dress pulled tighter and tighter with every inch it rose.  

“Stop bellyaching, Jen, it’ll be fine.”

“Like, do you really need to wear this? Frank’s just gonna tear it right off you. You should just wear your regular clothes and, like, take them off when you get there. I mean, like, you’re totally sexy in just your underwear, Laurie, you don’t need all this extra help!  Like, let’s be honest, nothing could improve on these massive boobs of yours, Laurie.”

Jen, of course, was trying to butter Laurie up to defuse the temper tantrum that she knew was coming.  Jen knew that Laurie would never in a million years fit into this super-tight dress.  Even if by some miracle they could stuff Laurie’s paunch into the straining garment without splitting the seams apart, there was no way that Laurie’s hemispherical hooters would fit. They were simply too big and round.

But Jen’s honeyed words were actually making things worse.  Laurie was a sucker for flattery and Jen’s compliments were stroking the mammoth mamacita’s massive ego.  Laurie inhaled, standing up straight and tall, subconsciously thrusting out her chest even more as she felt the glow of self-confidence building within her.  Laurie was literally swelling with pride, but the practical effect was that the zipper began to slide back down again as Laurie’s burgeoning flesh overcame its resistance.
“Um, no no no!” said Jen, grabbing hold of the zipper tab and holding firm. 

“What?”

“Er, your zipper is stuck on… well, it’s stuck.  Like, suck it in.” 
Laurie obeyed Jen’s order and took in a mighty gulp of air, pulling in her belly and pushing out her chest.  That helped a little. Jen was able to raise the zipper another quarter inch, although she had to carefully tuck Laurie’s backfat into the dress less the soft flab get caught in the teeth.  


Slowly, ever so slowly, Jen moved the zipper higher and higher, ignoring the strained grating noise that filled the room as the overworked tab struggled to pull the zipper teeth together.

Every millimeter was a struggle.  The dress was so tight on Laurie that it effectively functioned as a corset, compressing the overweight diva’s abundant blubber just enough to make her presentable.  Laurie grimaced as she felt the dress tightening around her middle; she was full of pizza and the pressure on her full tummy was making her uncomfortable and cranky.
“Hang on, Laurie, here we go!” said Jen as she yanked on the zipper with one final burst of power. The zipper went up quickly and Laurie felt as if a vice was tightening around her tender and overstuffed belly.

“Jen! Not so fa-----“ The raven-haired diva’s complaints were cut short as the tightening dress forced a massive belch to burst from her lips.  

Jen giggled.  “That’s good! Maybe, like, that helped you deflate enough to fit into the dress.”

“I do NOT need to deflate to fit in this dress,” said Laurie crossly, but talking was becoming more difficult when she couldn’t breathe for fear of busting her zipper.

By a miracle, the zipper passed the mid-point of Laurie’s back.  Laurie’s belly was no encased in skin-tight red fabric. Her round gut looked like a giant tomato.  A giant round tomato with a very noticeable intent where the fabric stretched over her deep dark belly button.

But now was the hardest part: her tits.  Even at this gargantuan size, Laurie’s hyper-voluptuous figure still shone through.  Her constant eating had not just turned Laurie into a massively obese sow, it had given her a dangerously advanced case of gigantomastia.  Her titanic tits defied sweaters to button and jackets to zip, tore the stitches out of T-shirts and broke the buckles on brassieres.  Now they would see if this dress zipper was up to the challenge.

“Um, Laurie? This is, like, gonna be hard unless you can suck in your tits as much as you can suck in your gut.”

“Just pull the zipper, Jen,” snarled Laurie through gritted teeth. “I don’t need any of your smart commentary.”

Jen pulled the two halves of Laurie’s dress together with one hand as she slowly worked the zipper up. Progress slowed to a crawl as the zipper encountered the insurmountable obstacle – or rather two insurmountable obstacles – that was Laurie’s billowing bosom.  Every tooth was a small victory.  Laurie bit her lip, her brow furrowed, as Jen worked diligently to help stuff her buxom bulging buddy into a dress as tight as a sausage casing.  The dress forced Laurie’s pillowy pontoons up and out, squeezing them so tightly that they looked like they might pop right out of the top of the dress – if they didn’t burst like a pair of party balloons first.

“There!” Jen sighed in relief and stepped backward to admire her handiwork.  It was nearly impossible to believe, but she’s managed to get the zipper all the way up! Laurie was dressed!

Sort of.

“See? And you were worried it wouldn’t fit,” said Laurie.  Her voice was strangely high-pitched as she struggled to hold in her belly.

The dress was intended to be short and sexy, but it was not made for someone of Laurie’s girth. Her tits and belly took up so much of the material that the dress was absurdly short on her, barely covering the voluptuous vixen’s crotch and leaving the lowest quarter of her butt cheeks bare. Laurie struck a seductive pose, trying to look sexy, but the dress hitched up to expose a sliver of her panties visible between the thunderous fleshy columns of her thighs.
“Um, maybe you should, like, adjust the dress a little?” suggested Jen, “Like, just so you don’t look like a total slut.”

“I do NOT look like a slut,” snapped Laurie. Gawd, Jen was getting mouthy tonight! She wondered if her pear-shaped pal was especially crabby because she’d been forced to abandon her pizza feast to come help Laurie. Whatever! Jen was her BFF, she should be honored to come help Laurie get ready for a hot date! Lord knows if Jen ever needed help getting dolled up for Craig, Laurie would totally help her! Of course, Jen never got dolled up for anyone or anything these days.  She seemed to think that sweatpants and leggings were acceptable to wear 24/7 simply because those were the only things that she could pull up over her titanic tushie these days.

“Here, let me help you there.” Jen bent down to adjust the hem of Laurie’s dress.  All that bending and squatting was really taking a toll on the stitches of Jen’s overworked leggings, which creaked and groaned audibly with Jen’s every movement. This, however, was the final straw.
Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! One by one, the threads down the rear of her stretchpants began to fail – leaving a growing rip in their wake.
“Jen, your stretchpants!” cried Laurie. 

“Aw shit,” swore Jen, “These are my favorite stretchies!”  She stood up and turned around, craning her neck in a futile attempt to assess the damage.  The whole seat of her stretchpants was completely blown out, the giant tear perfectly following the rear seam from the waistband all the way down over the arc of Jen’s grandiloquent ass and then disappearing into the space where her oversized thunder thighs rubbed together.  Jen’s entire rotund rump, two perfectly round beach balls of overpumped lard, was on display.  If it weren’t for Jen’s mega-sized granny panties, Laurie would have been treated to a full moon. 
Laurie chortled. “What am I always telling you, Jen? You see why I’m always on your back about your weight? Have you ever met anyone else whose ass actually outgrew their stretchpants?”

“This doesn’t count,” whined Jen, her chubby hands reflexively moving behind her to cover her broad bum from Laurie’s scrutiny. “Like, these are old pants. I totally meant to buy new ones anyway.  The threads were probably weak cuz Abida…”

Jen slapped a plump hand over her mouth, her eyes bugging out. Oh no! She’d almost blabbed about Abida!

Laurie squinted suspiciously. “What about Abida?”

“Ummmm… nothing?”

“Jen. What’s going on?”

“Nothing! It’s just…ummmm… well… okay, promise you won’t get mad?”

“Jen, what did you do?”

“See, Abida has been helping out with a… surprise for you!”

Laurie goggled in disbelief.  What was Jen talking about?  Surely she couldn’t be…. No, no way!  Jen, of course, was referring to her secret plan with Alice, wherein the two chubby cheerleaders pooled their money to purchase a mobility scooter for their raven-haired captain. As part of their scheme to save up money to pay for the scooter, both girls had forgone buying any clothes for months… a difficult prospect given that they were too greedy and gluttonous to ever forgo food. And that meant that, even as Alice’s waistline continued to balloon and Jen’s booty continued to swell, the two girls no longer had the budget to expand their wardrobes and had to instead rely on charity clothes alterations from Abida.

Laurie knew nothing about this.  All she knew was that she and Frank were going to have a threesome with Abida tonight.  

There was no way that Jen could know about that, right?  There was no way that Jen could possibly be involved in this, could she?  Laurie only vaguely remembered the incident weeks ago when, completely sloshed on cheap booze, the two girls had actually made out briefly. But Jen was so dumb that she could barely remember her own name, let alone something that happened for a split second while she was buzzed out of her gourd, right?
“See, Alice and I had a surprise for you and Abida was helping…”

“A surprise? What’s this surprise, Jen?”

“I… can’t tell you. It’s a surprise. Not yet. I’m going to give you your surprise this week, I promise it will totally be worth it!”

Laurie nodded, but she was still suspicious.  “Okay, Jen. I’ll be looking forward to that.”  She gazed over her shoulder to admire her reflection in the mirror, pretending that she couldn’t care less about Jen’s secret. In reality, her mind was buzzing.  She genuinely wondered what this could possibly all be about… What was Jen planning? If Alice was involved too, then it couldn’t have anything to do with their kiss that one time… right?
“Hmm,” said Laurie, cupping her bulbous bosom and adjusting her neckline to show off her cavernous cleavage to full effect.  Frank was going to jizz in his pants the moment that he laid eyes on her. And Abida? The poor girl would probably have a stroke at the sight of Laurie strutting through the door, snug and sexy in her packed-to-bursting dress. Laurie smiled to herself. That was exactly the effect she was hoping for.

“So how do I look, sweetie?” asked Laurie, pantomiming blowing a kiss to herself in the mirror.

“Fat,” said Jen. “Fat but sexy.”

Laurie bristled. “Maybe you should go check on Alice, sweetie. You don’t want her to eat all the food while you’re away.”

“Oh shit, you’re right,” yelped Jen, “Um, like, well, have fun with Frank tonight! Give us the deets later. Bye!”

Jen lumbered away as fast as her fat little legs would carry her, her deliciously full bubble-butt shifting and jiggling with every step. Laurie shook her head as Jen waddled away.  She really shouldn’t run… er, waddle… that fast. Every careless step just made the split in her pants wider and wider, exposing more of Jen’s backside. Nearly her entire rear was on display now, both panties and skin.
Laurie shook her head. Whatever. She had bigger concerns. It was time to meet Frank and Abida…

* * *
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