Alice 45
By Mollycoddles
“Hommmpfff!”

Laurie sounded like a bull moose in heat as she devoured her foot long meatball hoagie, dribbling marinara sauce into her cleavage.  She didn’t care.  She hadn’t eaten since breakfast and she was starving!

It wasn’t even 10:30 a.m.

But it was free period, and Laurie had called a special emergency meeting of the cheer squad.  She was expecting the whole team to show up soon, so she needed to hurry up and gulp her meal down before they arrived.  Laurie liked to present a collected and dignified front to the world, in stark contrast to her secret gluttony.  In private, Laurie liked nothing more than to gorge on decadent treats until her belly was tight and swollen and ready to burst.  Stuffing had become an integral part of her sex life with Frank, to the point that now just eating turned her on almost as much as her long-time favorite foreplay activity, having her behemoth breasts fondled.  And just recently, Laurie had been startled to find that she liked more than being stuffed… she was actually starting to find  her own growing body to be kind of a turn on!

Also.. it didn’t help that this big, long sandwich was kind of phallic shaped.  It was kind of making her think about all those hot and heavy sex sessions she had with Frank, intensifying the growing tingle between her legs.

Laurie closed her eyes and moaned, her plump glossy lips covered in sauce.  Gawd, she was suuuuch a pig.  And, try as she might to control her urges, it was kind of turning her on.  Poor Laurie!  She was absolutely famished and all she wanted was to have a quick meal, but it was making her so horny that she couldn’t stand it.  One hand still clutching the remains of her footlong sandwich, her other slowly snaked down to explore the growing contours of her inflating body.

Laurie sat in the girl’s locker room, occupying nearly an entire bench just by herself.  Her perfectly manicured fingers first moved to her chest, pressing experimentally into the soft, yielding flesh of her flushed bosom and drawing a renewed moan of pleasure from the greedy, bloated girl.  Ohhh Gawd yes, that felt good!  Laurie inhaled deeply, her bulbous bust heaving and her nipples popping to attention through the fraying material of her overloaded cheer sweater.  How long had it been since Laurie had actually worn this sweater?  Clearly too long, because she had grown enough that the sweater was now scandalously short and tight.  Her colossal cantelopes – what was she now? An O cup at her last measuring, but she could already feel the familiar pinch of overtight straps into her supple shoulders that told her she would soon need to get resized again – ate up so much of her sweater that there was barely any left to cover her growing belly below. The sweater was no little more than a tube top, leaving her fat, bloated gut bare as it sat heavily in her lap like a fleshy boulder, hiding her tree-trunk thighs – as well as her inadequate skirt – from view.  Sure she was big all over now, but at least her tits were still her star attraction.  Even as fat as Laurie was, she was confident that most people probably didn’t even notice because they were too mesmerized by her billowing sweater puppies.

But Laurie’s greed was sure to eventually be her downfall.  As the saying goes, ‘pigs get fat, hogs get slaughtered.’  And after a year of binging and gluttony, Laurie had ballooned into the biggest, fattest hog you could imagine.

Her crotch was totally soaked now; Laurie could feel the wetness between her legs, soaking her spanky pants under her cheer skirt, as she rubbed her fat silky legs against each other.  Laurie wondered if she could get away with a quick masturbation session before the rest of the girls arrived…

“Hey, Laurie!”

Shit.

Laurie startled, looking up from her sandwich with bulging cheeks and wide eyes.  Alice was early!

Alice wobbled into the locker room, already puffing from the short walk from class.  After a year of unrestrained gorging, Alice had ballooned into an obese butterball as big as a baby hippo.  She still tended to gain disproportionately in her gut, making Alice as round as a balloon; she looked like a human bowling ball as she waddled over to the bench opposite Laurie to flop down and rest her chubby feet.  Ignoring the ominous creaks from the wooden bench, Alice leaned back and shoved her plump hand into the side pocket of her overloaded cargo pants.  She was so absurdly fat now that she had been forced to switch almost exclusively to maternity pants to accommodate her growing belly, and these mega-waisted cargo pants were some of the few ordinary clothes that still fit her.  Weeks ago, Jen had cleverly advised Alice to leave the side pockets unzipped to give her a little extra slack in her pants – just enough that she could do up her front fly.  Since then, Alice had outgrown even that jerry-rigged solution, and now simply left her pants unbuttoned, relying on her overhanging gut to hide her clothing problems from prying eyes.

“Er, that looks good,” said Alice unsteadily, her eyes wide with surprise to see Laurie’s chubby cheeks covered in tomato sauce, the last remnants of a giant sandwich clutched in her fingers.  She wasn’t used to seeing Laurie in this state! Sure, she knew that Laurie had an appetite to rival her own, but Laurie liked to conduct herself with such decorum usually! To see her wolfing down a huge messy sandwich, dropping red sauce down her tits, was something new!  “Where’d you get it?”

“Off campus,” said Laurie simply through a mouthful of meat. “Get into your uniform, sweetie, we’re going to have a proper practice today.”  Damn, if Alice was already here, the rest of the squad wouldn’t be far behind. It wasn’t a big deal if Alice saw her stuffing her face – Alice saw worse at their weekly sleepovers and Laurie’s enormous appetite had become an open secret among the big three -- but she didn’t want some of the other girls on the squad to know what a hog their captain was in private. She needed to hide this evidence.  She took a deep breath, opened her mouth as wide as she could and crammed the remainder of her morning snack into her chubby face.  It took quite a bit of struggle but she finally got it all down!  Laurie sighed heavily, a drawn-out sound that almost turned into a combined groan of discomfort – her stomach stretched tightly to accommodate all that sandwich! – and pleasure – ooooo her stomach stretched SO tightly to accommodate alllll that sandwich!
Alice watched, half fascinated and half saddened to see the sandwich disappear.  She was kind of hoping that Laurie would offer to share!

“Ooof, all done,” huffed Laurie, patting her bulging stomach.  For the first time, Laurie suddenly noticed the sauce on her boobs.  It was honestly hard to miss! Laurie’s knockers had expanded to such monumental size that the top of her tits nearly brushed her double chin.  “Oh shit, sweetie, could you hand me a towel?”

Alice grunted as she leaned over to grab a towel off the rack and then held it out to Laurie.

“Thanks, honey.”  Laurie dabbed at her big fat boobs, careful not to smear the sauce onto her cheer sweater. That would be a disaster! Tomato sauce could really stain. Luckily, Laurie’s tits were so enormous that everything lost during her messy meal had fallen squarely into the cavernous canyon of her cleavage.  Brushing at her boobs caused the two magnificent milkbags to wobble and shake, setting off a fleshy earthquake that wobbled its way through her chest before rippling through her overfull belly and flabby thighs.  Oooo… On the one hand, feeling her plush body jiggle all round her only made Laurie more excited.  When the ripples reached her crotch, Laurie nearly yelped out loud!  But on the other hand, all that bouncing was upsetting her poor, overloaded tummy!

She couldn’t help it.  Laurie belched loudly, the sound reverberating around the small locker room and surprising Alice so much that the bloated blonde nearly fell off her own bench.

“Ooof, mama’s got the burps,” muttered Laurie, squeezing her fat, flabby gut with both hands and forcing out a second, slightly less tremendous burp.  “Gotta get them out.”  

She kneaded her belly as if it were a sleeping cat, pushing out a third belch.  “C’mon, baby, get them all out before the girls come.  Do it for mama.” She looked up at Alice. “Meanwhile, weren’t you supposed to be changing into you uniform?”

“Um…” Alice grimaced.  She hardly ever bothered changing into her cheer uniform these days, since she rarely did any actual practice when she attended these meetings. She wasn’t even sure if she could still fit into her uniform!  “Do I… do I have to?”

Laurie narrowed her eyes.  She didn’t like Alice’s complacent attitude.  As far as Laurie was concerned, her own word was law and, if she said jump, everyone in the room should immediately ask how high.  Maybe she’d been going too easy on Alice lately.  Now that Alice thought of Laurie as a friend rather than a boss, she was less shy about talking back to the buxom team captain.

“It’s just…. I dunno if my uniform will really… fit me…,”  Alice stuttered in embarrassment.  She leaned back, her fleshy back making contact with the row of lockers behind her, as she tried to free up more slack in her pants to get her hand deeper into her pocket.  Finally, she met with some success as she felt her chubby sausage finger touch the object of her quest: a protein bar!  Smiling sweetly, the obese teenager pulled the tasty treat out of her pocket and quickly unwrapped it.  She hadn’t eaten since breakfast and that was a whole two hours ago! Well, unless you counted the candy bars that she’d secretly nibbled on all through her morning classes… But Alice didn’t count those.

Laurie smiled, pleased to see Alice obliviously shove the protein bar into her greedy mouth.  Laurie kept her fat friend supplied with protein bars under the guise of helping her lose weight, but little did Alice suspect that these supplements were intended for weight trainers and were actually having the opposite effect.  If Alice’s constant binging and overeating wasn’t already enough to make her inflate like a helium balloon, these protein bars added a little extra kick.  Even better, Jen didn’t suspect a thing!  That bubble-headed, bubble-butted bimbo had finally balked at Laurie’s plan to continuously fatten Alice, declaring that she would no longer be party to this sinister plot because she liked Alice too much as a friend.  Laurie was sympathetic.  Honestly, she liked Alice too now.  But there were bigger things at stake.  The plan must go on!  Luckily, Jen had agreed not to spill the beans to Alice about Laurie’s plan if Laurie agreed to abandon it.  Laurie had agreed, but she had no intention of following through on that promise.  It didn’t matter, because Jen was such a ditz that she never noticed the difference between protein bars and regular granola bars.  Alice could chow down on protein bars in front of her all day and Jen would never know the difference!

Speaking of Jen…

“Alice sweetie, let me tell you something here.  Have you noticed anything about Jen?”

“Uh… no?”

“You haven’t noticed anything about her wardrobe?”

“Like what? She just wears those old stretch pants all the time.”

“Exactly!  Do you know why?  Because Jen’s ass has finally blown up so big that she can’t fit that mammoth caboose into any pants anymore!  Jen is really just gaining out of control, and it’s all because she just can’t control her appetite.  You see how she eats?  She’s just a mindless piggy who can’t stop herself.”

Alice nodded.  Jen did eat a lot!  In reality, Jen probably didn’t eat more than Alice or Laurie did, but at least Laurie and Alice were sort of aware of their eating problems even if they refused to acknowledge them.  Jen genuinely seemed to be oblivious half the time that she was shoving treats into her chubby cheeks.

“I don’t want Jen to embarrass herself when cheerleading starts again, so we need to make her realize that she needs to drop a few pounds.”

Only recently, Laurie had tricked her bottom-heavy bimbo of a friend into believing that she was larger than she really was by sabotaging Jen’s car. She’d secretly moved the driver’s seat forward so that Jen couldn’t fit her overstuffed rump behind the wheel.  Any other girl would have seen through that ruse immediately, but, on a ditz like Jen, it worked like a charm.  Even so, Jen was such an airhead that she barely seemed to care about her size.

“So I need you to back me up on this, okay?  I need us all in our uniforms so Jen can see how she’s blown herself all out of shape.”

Alice nodded. “Okay, I understand. I’ll get changed.”

Alice stood up and waddled to her locker, bending over to turn the combination lock.  Alice spread her legs as far apart as she could to help anchor her as she bent over.  She shivered slightly as she felt cold air of the locker room air conditioning blow between her legs, the chill biting her inner thighs and crotch where the constant rubbing of her thighs had nearly completely worn away the material of her cargo pants.

Alice bit her lip as she pulled out her long forgotten cheer uniform.  Cheerleading season was almost upon them again.  What would the school think when they were actually called upon to perform?  Surely no student in their entire high school could have missed the dramatic saga unfolding over the course of the year as the school’s three star cheerleaders gradually but relentlessly ballooned up to certified Goodyear status.  In fact, Alice’s girth, Jen’s badonk and Laurie’s chest were a topic of constant gossip among the other students who were continuously flabbergasted by the trio’s growth and gluttony.  

Laurie’s team leadership had suffered as she grew too fat and lazy to do any of the cheer routines herself, instead content to bark orders while sitting on the sidelines.  Her new sedentary tendencies, coupled with her new habit of snacking all through practice, only caused her to swell even faster.  While still a demanding diva and a hardass captain toward most of the crew, she played obvious favorites with Jen and Laurie, allowing her two pet blimps to lounge on the bench and share her food while the rest of the team labored.  Then again, even if the other girls might have envied Jen and Alice’s easy life, the two girls’ rapidly expanding waistlines sent a dire warning to everyone about the consequences of that easy living.

Laurie settled her bottom onto the bench with a loud groan, satisfied that she’d managed to get all her burps out.  Oof!  At her size, even sitting was a tedious task.  She wished again that she was at home, lying bed, with Frank feeding her and playing with her boobs and belly. Oooo that sounded nice.

“Hey, you guys!” chirped Jen cheerfully as she lumbered into the room, licking a melting popsicle.  Laurie scowled at the sight, watching Jen struggle to lick up the melted ice as it sloughed between her fingers.  The rest of the squad – Kristine, Lizzie, and Denise – followed in her wake.

Laurie grimaced.  Not content to just keep Alice gaining, the scheming raven-haired queen bee had recently decided to expand her efforts.  If the WHOLE team was fat, it would only make her and Jen look slimmer!  To that end, she had also been supplying the rest of the team with protein bars, demanding that they eat them daily to “keep up their strength.”  The effects so far were… negligible.  Lizzie and Kristine were definitely softer, enough that they were both beginning to grumble about it, but since neither of them possessed the constant, insatiable cravings that spurred Alice, Jen and Laurie to ever-increasing feats of gluttony – and because they continued to exercise during cheer practice while Laurie and her cohorts cooled their bulging butts on the bench – they would never be more than just a little chunky.  Denise, meanwhile, was blessed with a hyper metabolism that made her impervious to all Laurie’s sereptitious fattening efforts.

In any event, the whole plan was futile since Jen was not playing along.  It didn’t matter how fat any of the other cheerleaders were when Jen outpaced them all. 

“Oh good, you finally showed up,” snapped Laurie, “Chop chop, girls, I want you all in your uniforms.  Even you, Jen.”

“What?”  Jen goggled.  “Um, like, I never get in my uniform!  Can’t I just, like, wear my street clothes?”

“Jen, we’re a professional outfit here.  Do you think any of the other cheer squads practice in their street clothes?”

“No, I guess not,” mumbled Jen.  A concerned look twisted her usually vacant, cow-like features as a thought entered her head – not a usual occurrance for Jen!  Jen hadn’t even tried to squeeze her massive thighs and titanic tushie into her cheer uniform in months.  She wasn’t sure at all that she could still fit!

“Unless you think there’s a problem with that? Surely you can still fit into your outfit?”

“Uhhhh…”

“After all, Jen, we have been exercising, right?  You have been taking my ‘suggestions’ to lose weight seriously, haven’t you?”

“Y-yeah,” stammered Jen, her plump round face suddenly blushing red.  She twirled her long brown hair nervously with a chubby finger as she reflected back on her abortive attempts to exercise.  She was too much of a lazy kitty to effectively exercise!  Sure, she put up a valiant front when Laurie was around to watch, but, in private, she had continued to be ever bit the lazy, pampered, overindulgent princess.  “I, uh, totally can still fit! Like, for sure!”

Laurie smirked.  “Good. You can get changed in the bathroom stall over there.  Practice starts in five minutes. Oh, and Jen? Hand over that popsicle.”

A frown marred Jen’s cute, chubby face.  “But Laaaaurie! It’s orange cream! It’s my favorite!”

“Yeah, Jen, and the last thing you need in your diet is more cream.  Really, Jen, I’m just looking out for you.  I wouldn’t want my best friend to get so wide that she gets her butt stuck in that changing stall… and that’s not going to happen, is it Jen?”

“Uhhh….”

Laurie snapped her fingers in Jen’s face. “Jeez, Jen, don’t try to think, you’ll just blow a gasket.  Hand it over.”

With a final forlorn look, Jen dutifully handed over the popsicle to her busty friend.  Laurie immediately crammed it into her own mouth, sucking on the sweet icy treat as if she hadn’t just stuffed herself burstingly full of meatball sub just minutes ago.

“Hmmm,” mumbled Laurie crossly, pointing to the changing stall but unable to say anything with her mouth full of popsicle.  Her eyelids fluttered as, once again, this phallic food flooded her brain with sexy memories… as well as added more stimulation to her already overfull gut.

Jen mumbled something under her breath, but dutifully moved toward the closest stall.  Alice, Kristine, Lizzie and Denise followed suit, disappearing into stalls.  Kristine, Lizzie and Denise reappeared minutes later in their cheer uniforms.  Jen and Alice were not so quick.

Alice blushed at the sounds coming out of the stall as Jen struggled to stuff herself into her inadequate uniform.  All that grunting and groaning! It was kind of awkward to overhear.  

Getting into the uniform was going to be a challenge, but just getting OUT of her clothes was already a chore!  Alice was so round and unwieldy that she often relied on Tyler to help get her dressed in the morning.  When she tried to dress herself, it inevitably took forever as the bulbous blonde struggled to bend over far enough to pull her pants up over her hippo-sized thighs.  Sighing heavily, she lifted up her belly enough to reach the waistband of her pants.  Her cargo pants were already unbuttoned and the zipper had worked itself down over the course of the morning without Alice noticing, but her hips were so wide that they still filled out her pants completely and prevented them from falling to the floor.  She had to shimmy her hips back and forth to slowly work the pants down her legs.  Pulling her shirt over her head wasn’t much easier when her top was as tight as a second skin around her upper pot belly and boobs.  Alice slowly unpeeled her shirt letting her boobs flop against her chest as she struggled out of her top.
“You okay over there, Alice?” called Jen from the next stall.

“Yeah,” murmured Alice, “It’s just, I’m not used to doing this alone.  Sorry, was I making too much noise?”

“Naw, it’s totally cool.  I know what you mean! Craig helped me get these tights over my butt this morning, but it’s totally suuuuuch a drag when you have to do it yourself! Like, how are you supposed to reach? No one could reach that far back!”

Alice felt like she ought to point out that, in fact, most people were able to reach all of their butts.  It was only because Jen was such a fat ass with such a, er, fat ass that she needed help stretching spandex tights over her bloated buns.  But then, Alice felt relieved to hear that she wasn’t the only girl in school who relied on her boyfriend for help with simple dressing tasks.  Alice didn’t know it, but all three of them needed more help from their boyfriends everyday as they grew fatter and fatter and lazier and lazier.  It was only a matter of time before these three fatties would need extra strong arms to support them just so that they could walk.

Jen, meanwhile, had managed to wriggle her tights halfway down her butt, but now the waistband was stuck at the widest part of her rump, cutting deeply into her soft, gelatinous flesh. A whole lot of ass – both panties and skin – was visible above the hem, but those tights still had a long way to go before they were off.
“This is, like, soooo stupid,” wailed Jen, “Laurie, this is waaaay too much work!  Can’t we just, like, forget it?”

“No! Get into your uniforms, you lazy bums!”

“They’re not going to fit,” whined Jen, “They’re too small! You know I’m too bootilicious to wear these! Why don’t you special order a size for me?”

Alice envied Jen. She wished that she could claim that her extra pounds made her bootilcious, but with her monster belly and enormous thighs, Alice could never claim to be anything other than simply fat.

“Stop talking back to me!” snapped Laurie, “I want to see you both in your uniforms, even if you’re exploding out of them, do you hear?!”

“Fine, fine” grumbled Jen, giving her leggings another annoyed yank.

When Jen finally emerged ten minutes later, she looked ridiculous.  Her cheer top looked painted on, straining around her curves and showing off every bulge and roll on the fat little piglet’s body.  Her skirt couldn’t even cover her bottom – it was so tiny compared to her billowing butt that it barely even qualified as a belt around her waist, and Jen’s spandex spanky pants were on complete display.  Worse, the black fabric of her spnky pants was stretched so tight that it had turned gray, the soft pink flesh of her pumpkin-sized buttocks visible through the fraying seams.  She looked ready to bust them to shreds if she wasn’t careful.

Alice didn’t look much better with her monstrous belly hanging out of her sweater and her skirt barely fastened around her waist; the tight skirt gave Alice a mega muffintop that seemed to explode out from the skirt’s overstretched waistband.

“That stall is totally way too small,” whined Jen, smoothing the material of her overstretched skirt with her hands. “I, like, don’t know how you could expect anyone to fit in there!”

“The other girls didn’t have any trouble,” said Laurie darkly.  Like Alice and Jen, she was clearly busting out of her uniform, but she didn’t seem to be embarrassed about it at all… if she even noticed!

“I’m just built different,” mumbled Jen, “It’s not my fault I got a big booty!”
“Yes, it is.  It all comes from eating WAY too much,” said Laurie, oblivious to the irony as she bit off the last chunks of sweetened ice from the popsicle stick and tossed it aside.  She pushed herself to her feet.  “Fall in line for inspection!”

The cheerleaders nearly tripped over their own feet as they lined up for Laurie to get a better look at them. Laurie shook her head in disgust.

“You girls have all been getting way too soft and chubby lately,” said Laurie, “So we’re going to have a weigh-in.  But we’re going to make it fun, so here’s the stakes: The fattest heifer today has to run laps!”

Alice and Jen groaned out loud.  The other girls nodded silently, all confident that, whoever lost the weigh-in, it wouldn’t be them.

Indeed, Denise weighed only 90 pounds. Kristine had puffed up to a chubby 180 pounds, mostly due to her growing chest and bottom, while Lizzie had bulked to 185 pounds from her new tubby gut.

Now was the moment of truth.  Laurie pretended to be making notes on her clipboard. 
“Alice, you’re next.”

“I…I…do I have to?” Nervous sweat poured off of Alice’s brow as she pondered what the scale might say? 500 pounds? 600 pounds? 1000 pounds???

No, no, she was just being ridiculous. There was no way that she could weigh that much, right?

Alice held her breath and stepped onto the scale, bracing herself for the bad news.

“Alice, you weigh…420 pounds.”

Alice heaved a sigh of relief.  She was actually WAY thinner than she had expected!  At the carnival, the boy running the spook house had told her that the ride’s weight capacity was 500 pounds, so Alice was sure she must outweigh that when her bulk caused the ride to break.  But the ride operator must have had the weight limit wrong, because Alice was no where near that heavy! Oh thank goodness!

…At least, she was no where near that heavy YET.

Of course, you could hardly call 420 pounds light.  But Alice would grasp at any straw that let her avoid the reality of her ballooning waistline.  In fact, she was already rationalizing her situation in her head, telling herself that, since she was way under her expected weight, that meant that she could actually afford to be a little more lax about her diet in the future, maybe indulge a little more.  Her mouth was already starting to water at the thought that she might be able to get herself a real hearty lunch today. Laurie’s sub sure looked good, maybe she would get herself one of those too!

“Oh wow! I can’t believe I’m only 420 pounds! This is great! I haven’t been gaining nearly as fast!” said Alice, clapping her chubby hands with child-like glee.  It was a measure of how far gone Alice was into greed and denial that ‘gaining slower than expected’ was considered progress.

“Awesome! Good work, Alice! That is totally sooo cool! I’m so happy for you!” gushed Jen.

“Yeah, congrats…I guess,” said Denise, who couldn’t understand why Alice thought this was good news at all.

“Yes, yes, keep up the good work, sweetie,” said Laurie, hiding a sly smile behind her hand.  The plan was working even better than she had hoped! Alice was no longer even upset by her monumental gains! She was so inured to gaining that she was actually happy that she was only a fat pig rather than a fat hog.  And Jen clearly didn’t suspect that Laurie was pressing ahead with the plan without her! 

Laurie made a big show of studying her clipboard again.  “You next, Jen.”

“Totes! I bet I’ve totally lost weight!” bubbled Jen. She wobbled forward as Alice moved aside, and stepped onto the scale. “I totally exercised sooo much with Laurie last week that there’s no way that I didn’t lose, like, 100 pounds or something!”

The dial spun and spun and spun… and spun.  Finally, it came to a halt.

“What does it say?” asked Jen, peering forward in a useless attempt to read the dial over her own bulging breasts and bloated belly.

“Out of the way, let me check,” said Laurie, “Jen, you weight… 433 pounds!”

“Holy shit,” blurted Kristine before slapping her hand over her mouth.  The other girls were quiet but still seemed equally surprised.  How could one girl gain THAT much weight? If they thought Alice was fat, Jen was huge!

“Wow, Jen, looks like you really let yourself go,” said Laurie with a smirk as she made an imaginary checkmark on her clipboard.  She reached down and patted Jen’s chubby middle in mock sympathy.  “But don’t worry, we’ll make sure to help you shed this spare tire before cheer season starts.”

“What about you, Laurie? How much do you weigh?”

“That’s not important,” sniffed Laurie.

“C’mon! That’s not fair! You’re part of this team too!” whined Jen.

“Fine, fine! As a show of solidarity, I GUESS I could get on the scale.”

Laurie waddled over to the scale, lifting her chubby feet onto the small platform.  The dial spun and spun… and spun…and spun.. and finally…

The girls crowded around, eager to see how much their overstuffed captain really weighed.  

“What does it say?” said Laurie, trying to keep her voice level as if she didn’t care.  “I’m afraid that when you’re endowed like I am, you simply need a little help with these things…”

Laurie was used to only seeing enormous hooters when she looked down, but she didn’t mention that her stuffed full belly was protruding out past the apex of her bloated bra-busters.

“Gosh, Laurie!” said Alice, “You’re 430 pounds!”

“See? 430 pounds. You lose, Jen.”

Jen, however, was more interested in something else. “430 pounds? Ohmygawd, Laurie, you weigh more than Alice!”

“What? No, I…” The color drained from Laurie’s face as she realized what that meant.  Despite all her attempts to fatten Alice into the ultimate cow, Laurie had STILL managed to gain even more!  It must be all those sex and stuffing sessions that she had with Frank!  But what could she do?  Laurie was so helplessly addicted to sex and food that there was no way that she would be able to cut back.  Her only alternative was to make sure that Alice ate even MORE in the future!  But that might get tricky to hide from Jen…

“That’s okay, that’s why we’re all on a diet, remember?  We’re all helping each other,” said Alice, her voice breaking through Laurie’s worried thoughts.

“That’s enough talk!” snapped Laurie, shoving the other girls away. “Jen, you’re officially the biggest fatass on the team, so you’re going to have to pay the penalty! I want you to run ten laps around the field!”
“Noooo fair!” whined Jen, “You’re only, like, three pounds lighter than I am!”

“Yeah, and you know that’s all boob, right, Jen? If I didn’t have my babies here, I’d probably be 100 pounds lighter than you!”

“That’s still just…like… 330 pounds,” mumbled Jen, struggling to do the math in her head.  She didn’t think that sounded very thin at all!

“Enough of your backtalk! You waddle that fat behind of yours out on that field and start running!” 

The rest of the team was silent as they filed out of the locker room.  Jen sighed morosely as Laurie pointed to the track.
“Get moving, fattypants.”

“But Laurieeee….”

“No buts! The only butt I want to hear is yours, as you lumber down that field.”

“Ughhh fine!”  Jen grumbled as she started to plod down the track.  After about ten feet, her (attempted) run degenerated into a slow waddle as the bottom-heavy belle was reduced to huffing and puffing.  Her giant tushie wobbled thickly as she moved, jiggling so much that her inadequate cheer skirt quickly got caught in her cavernous crack, more material getting sucked between her chubby cheeks with every faltering step, her spanky pants sliding up into a wedgie, until too much of her bare ass was on display
“I… can’t do it….” moaned Jen. “I think… I’m…dying!”
Jen gasped and cluteched her chest.  Her poor, overworked heart was pounding like a jack hammer, ready to burst out of her chest.  Jen’s face turned beet red, sweat pouring from her brow.  She could barely breathe.  Ohh Gawwwwd! Her entire body was shaking, her knees buckling beneath her and Jen collapsed, quivering and gasping to the ground, flopping like a beached whale.

“Gawd, Jen, stop being such a drama queen!” snapped Laurie.

“Laurie, I think she’s really in trouble!” said Alice.

“No way!” said Laurie crossly.  But nevertheless, the fat team captain quickly wobbled her way over to her collapsed friend and squatted down next to her.

“Jen, you okay?” she asked with genuine concern in her voice.  Jen nodded, still gasping.

“Yeah… I’m… fine… just… please don’t make me run… I can’t run… too fat… let me, like, do something else….”

“Fine, fine, you don’t have to run. Tell you what, do one cheer routine and you don’t have to run. Just catch your breath first.”

Jen nodded, her red face slowly regaining its pinkness as her body gradually returned to normal.  Her voice lowered to whisper. “Um, Laurie?”

“Yeah, Jen?”

“Could you help me up?”

Laurie rolled her eyes, but obliged.  Hooking her arms under Jen’s armpits, she helped to hoist her fatass friend to her chubby feet.

“Um, also, Laurie? Could you help me with my skirt? I totally got a wedgie!”

Jen waved her plump arms uselessly to indicate that, in fact, her rump had grown so vast that she couldn’t reach her spanky pants to pull out her wedgie.  Laurie sighed in exasperation.  She reached down and gave the shorts a hard yank, retrieving them from Jen’s ever hungry ass crack.

“Alright, feeling better, sweetie?”

Jen nodded.

“Okay, when you’re ready, give us a cheer,” said Laurie, shoving a pair of pom poms into Jen’s hands and returning to where the rest of the team was standing so she could get a good view of the show.

“Okay! So, like, we got spirit! Gimmie a S! Gimmie a P! Gimmie a R!”
“That’s not how you spell spirit, sweetie,” interrupted Laurie, but Jen was on a roll.

“Gimmie…a T!  Gimmie …a…another S? What’s that spell? Wait, what does that spell?”

The other girls giggled. They weren’t sure if Jen was pausing because she was getting winded or if she was having trouble spelling.

Jen tried to jump, but her giant rear weighed her down too much, hanging out of her skirt. Her butt was so big and wide that her skirt didn't even cover it all, so, once again, she was constantly flashing her undies at the team. But less of her spankies were visible on each bounce, as more material kept riding up between her gelatinous cheeks.  Her belly bounced out of her cheer sweater, wobbling all over the place, her sweater riding up, and her boobs smacked herself in the face.

“Ow!”

In less than a minute, Jen was totally winded and panting like a dog. 

"Laurieeee, I'm tiiiiired, and my underwear is riding up my butttttt!” whined Jen pathetically, waving her pom poms half-heartedly. “Let me stop, pleeeease!'

"Pathetic, Jen, there's no way that you're going to lose any of that butt blubber if you give up that easily. Keep jumping until there's less behind behind you! I want that marshmellow ass toned up before the big game! What will people say if they can't see our routines because your giant buns are in the way? "

All the cheerleaders had to wonder: What would people say indeed?
* * *
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