Alice 51

By Mollycoddles

Jen was miserable. Watching Laurie dominate her mother at dinner, snatching all the food intended for Jen’s plate, left her feeling hungry and depressed.  Laurie claimed that she did it for Jen’s own food – in Laurie’s mind, Jen’s weight was out of control and she was only trying to save Jen from her own gluttony.  But honestly, Jen was pretty okay with her size.  She didn’t care if she had a little extra junk in the trunk.

Although, to be fair, at 433 pounds, Jen had a little more than a “little extra” junk in the trunk.  Jen was a big blubbery heifer, so bottom-heavy that she walked with a distinctive rolling waddle that made her look like an inflated Weeble wobbling along.  According to the old advertising slogan, Weebles wobble but they don’t fall down. If Jen fell down, she wouldn’t be able to right herself with her extremely low center of gravity.

“I’m hungry, Laurie, couldn’t I, like, just have one donut?”

“Don’t be a piggy, Jen,” muttered Laurie haughtily, shoving another jelly donut into her mouth and biting down to make the jelly squirt out the far end and dribble down her double chin.

The two girls had moved to the living room, where Jen sat sprawled on the couch (filling the seat almost entirely with her own seat) and Laurie lay prone in a reclining armchair.  Laurie’s evening feast left her so stuffed and dazed that she could barely move, her mountain of a belly so huge and full that it miraculously appeared to tower higher above her than her mega-sized breasts. Yet now she was working her way through a tray of jelly donuts, whimpering slightly with each bite, simply to prevent Jen from eating any. The more she ate, the higher her belly rose.  Laurie’s growing gut pushed up the hem of her shirt, making it fit as a tight roll across her mammoth mammaries and pushed down the elastic waistband of her snug sweatpants.  She looked nine months pregnant and about to pop!

And yet she still refused to let Jen have anything to eat!

“This is, like, so not fair, Laurie! Like, I haven’t had anything to eat all night! I’ve just been, like, drinking soda!”

Jen lifted her glass to her lips and took another swig of soda pop.  That was true.  Deprived of food, Jen had instead sought to fill the void in her belly with sugary sweet soda. The high sugar, high calorie drink left her bloated and sloshing, her liquid-filled belly resting on her thick thighs like a water balloon. It was probably even worse for her figure than her mother’s high fat cooking, but it was the only thing that Laurie didn’t bother keeping away from her.  The only problem, of course, was that Jen’s bladder felt ready to burst.

“I’m, like, gonna go to the bathroom,” said Jen, struggling to her feet.  Laurie grunted but otherwise didn’t respond, her mouth too crammed with pastry.

Jen groaned as she lurched to her feet, nearly losing her balance and falling backwards onto the couch again pulled by the gravity of her enormous buttocks.  But eventually Jen steadied herself.  That was only the first part of the ordeal, though, because the bathroom was sooo far away! And Jen just hated spending any time on her feet.

Jen hoped that, now that Abida was adjusting her clothes to accommodate her growing waistline, she would soon be able to save up enough extra cash to purchase that mobility scooter.  It couldn’t take that long, could it?  After all, Jen really only had three major expenses in her life: food, clothes, and anti-cellulite cream.  Jen could hardly keep the blush from her plump cheeks as she thought about her shameful secret.  The pumped-up princess slathered her gargantuan rump with anti-cellulite cream every night before going to bed, in hopes that she could protect her ever-expanding heiney from the ravages of growth.  So far, it seemed to be working.  Even though Jen’s bottom was massive, it was still perfectly tight and round – like a pair of overinflated party balloons that wobbled inside her tights as she waddled.  All that cream was working like a miracle! And thank goodness, because it wasn’t a cheap vice.  Jen was so bottom heavy these days that she used two entire jars every day – one for each chubby cheek.

So there really was no way that she could cut back on her anti-cellulite cream expenses. She’d have to cut down on her food and clothing expenses.  Jen nodded grimly to herself, as if she had any intention of eating less.  Okay, clothing was the only reliable place to save a few bucks.  She just hoped that she could resist the siren call of bargain clothes sales until she had enough savings to buy that wonderful, marvelous, best-thing-in-the-whole-wide-world mobility scooter.

Once she had that, life would be soooo much easier!  For one thing, she wouldn’t have to make this tedious trek to the bathroom. She wished she had her scooter right now, so she could just glide right to the bathroom without having to exert any energy or move a muscle! That would be heaven!

Jen was in a quandary. The downstairs bathroom was conveniently located only a few feet away, but it was little more than a cramped closet with a sink and a toilet – barely enough room for Jen to squeeze her mega-sized bottom between the wall and the toilet fixture. The house’s only full bathroom was upstairs, but that would require Jen to lug her fat ass up a flight of stairs.  

Jen really was getting tired of those stairs.  She needed to ask her parents about moving into one of the downstairs rooms, so that she wouldn’t be forced to make that laborious trip everyday. There really was no end to Jen’s laziness.

Finally, Jen’s laziness won out over any concerns about fitting her massive body into the tiny bathroom space.  Jen wobbled over to the downstairs bathroom, huffing and puffing as she fought against the violent jiggling of her flabby body to push herself forward.

“Crap, I don’t remember the door being THIS small,” mumbled Jen as hunched her shoulders to squeeze through the doorway.  The jelly rolls at her sides brushed the sides of the door and Jen could feel the hard wood against the soft flesh of her thighs, but she pressed forward. That’s when she hit a snag. She was almost through when her giant butt bumped into the walls.  She was just too wide in the seat to pass through!

“Oooooo shit shit shit,” mumbled Jen, her eyes bulging in fear. Not again!  Jen’s memory flashed back to the time, not so long ago, when Jen’s bloated booty had trapped her in a school desk when she took a make-up test after hours. She probably would have been stuck there forever if it hadn’t been for Laurie coming to her rescue.  But now Laurie was comatose in the living room, stuffed into a complete stupor, so there was no one who could help her now!  Jen was beginning to panic, a shiver running through her body and setting her gelatinous rump quivering like a mountain of pudding.
“Jen? Like, are you okay?”  It was Jen’s little sister Jesse.

Oh Thank Gawd! Jen had completely forgotten that her entire family was at home.  She wasn’t lost after all!

“Ummmmm, I’m kinda stuck?” Jen clenched her behemoth booty and tried to wriggle through the doorway, but she was stuck fast. “Could you, like, give me a push?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Jen yelped as she felt the full weight of her sister’s body bump against her massive behind.

“Careful! Like, don’t push so hard!” whined Jen. “My butt is sore!”

“From what? Sitting all day?” said Jesse.  Jesse was a tad more astute than her empty-headed sister.  Jesse was only 13, but, under the influence of her mother’s cooking and genetics, she already displayed the distinctive Sarovy hindquarters. The chubby girl’s developing backside looked positively miniscule next to her older sister’s giant, round buns. In her green stretch pants, the cheeks of Jen’s butt looked like two big watermelons. The writing was already on the wall for her, and she was probably destined to grow into an overripe pear like Jen once puberty hit her hard.

“I…Like, yeah! There’s, like, a lot of weight resting on it! Um, like, be careful back there!”  Jen didn’t want to say it, but her butt was actually becoming more sensitive the bigger it grew.  Just as Laurie could lose herself in blissful euphoria now just by tweaking the cork-sized nipples topping her mammoth mammories, Jen’s butt was a source of near constant pleasure for her.  Just sitting on her plush rump almost felt as good as when she felt Craig squeeze her lobes between his fingers.  And she was beginning to enjoy the feel of her stretchy yoga pants sliding over the vast expanse of her globular cheeks when she waddled.  The sensation was almost good enough to encourage Jen to walk more, but, ultimately, her laziness and sloth still won out.

Jen was gaining so fast that she was like a human blimp, and her butt always looked fully inflated.  It was so tightly packed with quivering blubber that her cheeks always tingled with sensation.  And now Jesse was heaving her own not-inconsiderable weight against her from behind, filling Jen with confusing feelings of pleasure. Poor Jen! After the last sleep over, when Laurie had unexpectedly kissed her full on the lips, this was the last thing that Jen needed, since it only confused her more.  Jen wasn’t entirely sure how she felt about this whole situation, but she didn’t give it much thought: She was too dim-witted to think about anything very deeply and right now the pressure against her tender buttocks was distracting her from thinking about anything else.

Jesse rammed her body against Jen’s butt again without success, but the collision drew a loud yelp from Jen.  If Jesse wasn’t careful, she might actually make Jen come just from smashing into her fat ass!

“It’s not working!” whined Jesse. “Mom! Dad! Come help me!”

“Ughh, like, don’t call Mom and Dad,” whined Jen. Great, now her parents were going to see her stuck in a doorway because her ass was too inflated to fit into the bathroom.

“What’s going on here? Oh no, Jen, are you okay?” said her mother’s voice.

“Yeah, she’s fine, she’s just stuck cuz her butt is too big,” said Jesse.

“Her butt is not too big,” said Jen’s mother stiffly. “Jen is just perfect. She’s a growing girl and it’s a sign of good health.”

“Yeah! Like, that’s right!” called out Jen. The nerve of her little sister insulting her bootilicious rear! Despite Laurie’s constant criticism and Craig’s worries, Jen couldn’t think of her voluminous backside as anything other than spectacular.  Besides, Jen loved to eat and she definitely wasn’t going to change any of her lifestyle habits to try and reduce it.
“What’s going on here, girls? There some sort of trouble here?” came Jen’s dad’s voice.

“Jen’s stuck cuz her butt is huge,” said Jesse.

“Jen is absolutely the proper size for a healthy girl,” insisted Jen’s mom.

“That’s right,” said her father, “A little meat is good for a girl. You’ll understand when you’re older, Jesse.”

“Pffft, I am not going to be THAT fat,” muttered Jesse.  Of course, considering that Jesse was already a substantial little chubbette, that was pretty unlikely. Unless she changed her eating habits, she would surely follow in her older sister’s increasingly hefty footsteps.

“Um, like, could we concentrate on the real problem here?” whined Jen, shaking her oversized rump pathetically.

“Absolutely, princess, we’ll get you out of there in two shakes of a lamb’s tail,” said Jen’s father, patting the only part of her body he could reach reassuringly.  Then he turned to his wife and other daughter: “Okay, family, we’re going to have to work together on this.  Jesse, you and your mother take the left cheek, I’ll take the right, and we’re gonna push with all out might!”

“Um, you guys are gonna be careful, right?” said Jen with a note of fear in her voice.  She almost orgasmed from just Jesse grabbing her ass; she was afraid to think what might happen with her ENTIRE FAMILY grabbing her ass! And getting off cuz your parents were pushing your butt? Ew, gross! That was soooo weird! That would be even weirder than getting off cuz your best friend got drunk and kissed you!

“Okay, family, heave!”

Jen yelped as she felt three pairs of hands pressing against her rumbleseat.  Jen’s family groaned with the effort of heaving against Jen’s pillowy cheeks, but the flabulous orbs of Jen’s booty were so soft that their hands just sank uselessly into the yielding blubber as if it was quicksand.  Jen’s tushie was like an enormous ziplock bag filled with thick molasses.  

After a few minutes, Jen’s parents were winded.  Like their daughter, they were both hefty people unaccustomed to exerting themselves.  Even Jesse was left panting and red-faced from the effort.

“What? What’s going on out there? Did it work?” asked Jen hopefully. The empty-headed bimbo attempted to move forward, but found she was still wedged fast into the doorway. “Um, like, it didn’t work! I’m still stuck!”

“Of course you’re still stuck, you ditz,” snapped Jesse. “You’re too wide! We’ll have to just leave you here till you lose some weight.”

“Don’t talk like that, Jesse! How could you say something so cruel?  Do you want your poor sister to waste away to nothing?  She’s barely more than skin and bones as it is!” admonished Jen’s mom.  The older woman was almost as delusional as Jen herself, refusing to see that her daughter had ballooned into such a fat-ass cow that she was outgrowing their house.
“I’m sure if we just had a little more weight we could push her through,” said Jen’s father. “Maybe we could bring Jen’s friend over here to help…?”

“No, no, like, don’t bother Laurie!” cried Jen.  Laurie was too stuffed and bloated to even get out of her seat let alone help push, but Jen also didn’t want to call her friend’s attention to her predicament.  Laurie was already obsessed with the ridiculous idea that Jen needed to lose weight and she didn’t want to give Laurie any more ammunition for that belief. “Just, like, give me another push! I’m sure it’ll totally work this time!”

“Alright, princess, anything you say.  Ready, family? Let’s give it the old Sarovy try!”

Once again the three people shoved their combined weight against Jen’s quarter ton badonk.  Inside the bathroom, Jen pushed against the walls with her own hands, hoping against hope that this might be enough to dislodge her.

And lo and behold! It was working!  Jen felt herself slowly, ever so slowly, sliding forward, the slick shiny material of her leotards helping her thighs slide frictionlessly against the doorframe.

“It’s working! It’s working! Keep going!” cried Jen.

“Did you hear that? She’s moving! Keep pushing!” cried Jesse.

A few more grunts and groans and suddenly POP!  Jen tumbled forward, somersaulting head over hindquarters into the bathroom.

“Hooray! We did it! Good work, team!” crowed Jen’s father.

“I knew we could do it,” said Jen’s mother. “Oh my, I don’t know why we have such a narrow door here. We really need to get that widened! I don’t want such a hazard in the house for my little girls!”

“I didn’t get stuck in it,” said Jesse pointedly, but her parents ignored her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll get to work on this in the morning,” said Jen’s father. “I’ll swing by the hardware store on the way to work tomorrow and see if I can get some estimates on getting this doorframe replaced so we won’t have to worry about this ever again.”

“Like, that would be great, guys!” said Jen, picking herself off the floor and rubbing her tender bruised tushie before throwing herself forward to smother her parents in a hearty bear hug (She was careful to lean through the doorway but not to get her butt stuck again). “Mom, Dad, I love you guys so much! You’re, like, the best!”

“Anything for our little princess,” said Jen’s father beaming.

“Even you Jesse, I love you too!” cried Jen, grabbing her little sister to snuggle her close.

“Bleh,” said Jesse, struggling out of her sister’s grasp.
“But, like, I gotta, like, ask you to leave, cuz I still gotta pee,” said Jen, crossing her chunky legs as she closed the door.

Jen sighed, turning her attention to the toilet.  Finally!  Her poor bladder was bursting even more than her leotard now!

To use the toilet, Jen had to strip out of her tights and leotard, leaving herself completely nude once she’d pulled down her massive granny panties.  Jen was really digging the comfort and ease of these enormous knickers! Why hadn’t she switched to them months ago? Many girls would have seen switching from cute frilly low-cut panties and scandalous thongs to unfashionable bloomers to be a defeat – an admission that she was just too damn fat.  But Jen was such an empty-headed bimbo that she didn’t even consider that point of view.  To her, she was just happy for the comfort!  Like Laurie finally switching to ugly fat girl bras and Alice shopping for maternity-sized pants, Jen was completely oblivious that she had just passed a major milestone on the road to complete obesity.

Slowly, Jen lowered herself down onto the seat, her knees popping and cracking.

She sighed in relief as she let her bladder go. But then---

CRACK!!!

Jen’s eyes went wide as she felt the plastic toilet seat split beneath her naked butt, dropping her several inches until her corpulent fanny hit cold porcelain.  
“Oh no! Oh crap!” cried Jen, flailing her arms wildly in a desperate attempt to lift her massive butt off of the toilet before it shattered completely.  But Jen was too bottom-heavy for a quick dismount, so she had to plant one hand against the bathroom counter next to her and the other against the wall to shove herself off the bowl. The chubby naked cutie went pinwheeling across the bathroom until she smashed into the opposite wall with a thunderous crash.  The entire house shook in its foundations as over 400 pounds of pure fat girl lard collided into the wall.
In the kitchen, Jen’s parents stopped loading the dishwasher and looked up as they felt the house shake.  In the den, Jesse dropped her tablet, momentarily distracted from the latest Pokeman game.  And in the living room, Laurie was suddenly roused from her overstuffed stupor.

“What the hell?”  muttered the bleary-eyed beauty, struggling to rise into a sitting position.  Was that an earthquake? Why was the whole house shaking?  Laurie vaguely remembered that you were supposed to brave yourself in a doorway during an earthquake but she was too big and bloated to move, so all she could do was lie in her recliner and wait for the quake to pass.

“Are you okay, sweetie?” asked Mrs. Sarovy, her concerned face popping into Laurie’s field of vision. “That was quite a scare, wasn’t it!”

“What…what happened?”

“Oh nothing, nothing, Jen just had a little accident in the bathroom, that’s all. Her father is helping her now.”


“An accident in the bathroom?” Laurie gawked.  “You’re kidding me… Gawd, that bimbo….I mean, that girl…”  Laurie quickly corrected herself, remembering that Mrs. Sarovy was within earshot and assuming that the older woman probably wouldn’t appreciate Laurie making fun of her daughter’s low intelligence.  “That girl, uh, she didn’t…”

Did Jen actually just piss herself? How did that explain the house shaking?

“Oh no, no, nothing like that, I mean she just fell down!” said Mrs. Sarovy as she realized from Laurie’s expression what the buxom bombshell must have been thinking.  “I’m afraid that she did make a bit of a mess, though, and she almost hurt herself, the poor dear! It’s a good thing she has some padding or else she could have done some real damage. Speaking of which, I ‘m so glad to see you awake, Laurie, would you like some dessert?”

Mrs. Sarovy held out a tray of dessert blintzes.

“We.., already had dessert,” said Laurie, her face blanching.  This couldn’t be real!  Laurie had barely digested anything from dinner; her overloaded belly was throbbing with pain! She looked like she’d swallowed a beachball!  And Mrs. Sarovy was still offering more food?

“Well, true, but I noticed that Jen didn’t get a chance to eat any, so I thought I’d make a little more just in case you girls were still hungry.  Oh, here she comes now!  Are you okay, dear?”

Laurie turned her head to watch Jen hobble over to the couch, supported on both sides by her father and sister.

“My butt hurts,” wailed Jen, “I pinched my butt in the crack!”

“What are you talking about, Jen?” asked Laurie, “Will someone tell me exactly what’s going on?”
“Looks like there’s a big crack running all the way down the bowl now,” said Jen’s father, “We’ll have to get a whole new toilet.  I tell you, shoddy workmanship in these things.  It’s really a crime that they let them leave the factory like that.  Jen could have been seriously hurt!”

Jesse rolled her eyes. “Dad, it’s not that the toilet was poorly made!”

“Of course it is, dear,” interrupted Mrs. Sarovy, “Well-made toilets don’t just break like that! 

Jesse sighed in exasperation.  The chubby pre-teen knew exactly what the reason was, but no one ever seemed to listen to her.  She caught Laurie’s eye and the two girls exchanged knowing glances.  Jesse found Laurie even more confusing than her sister, though.  Laurie seemed to understand that Jen was a complete whale, but Laurie was also strangely blind to her own corpulence.  She was so round and bloated that she was tuck in her chair, but she still felt confident enough to insult Jen’s weight? That was weird!

“Jen, just sit down right there and relax,” said her mother.  “You’ve had such a fright! Why, I bet you were frightened half to death!”
“Like, my heart IS racing,” admitted Jen, putting her chubby hand to her ample chest.  She could feel her heart thumping like a jackhammer – like her mother, she was apt to blame that on the shock rather than her brief race across the bathroom.  That little bit of physical exertion was the most exercise that Jen had taken in weeks and she was not at all used to it! “I think I, like, better sit down and rest.”

“You busted the toilet seat?” said Laurie, realization dawning. “Cripes, Jen, how much of a fat ass are you?”

“Language, girls!” said Jen’s mother, “I won’t have that kind of talk around here! I want both of you to relax now, you’ve had a very exhausting evening.  Jen, honey, take a blintz.”

“Ooo! Thanks, Mom!”  Jen squealed like a piggy, her face lit up with childish delight.  Before Laurie could protest, Jen had snatched two blintzes, one in each hand, and started gnawing on them like a starving wolverine.  Goddamnit!  Laurie swore silently to herself.  And after all that work tonight, blocking Jen’s mother from stuffing Jen full of fattening treats!  Laurie couldn’t believe that her plan was being ruined this late in the game!  If she wasn’t already crammed so full that she was completely immobile, she would have jumped over and stolen those blintzes before they got anywhere near Jen’s mouth!

“And how about you, Jesse? Laurie?”

“Thanks, Mom.” Jesse also grabbed two.  She might have been more self aware about her size than was her older sister, but she was also every bit the greedy glutton.  Laurie didn’t much care about that.  Jesse could eat herself round for all Laurie cared, she was here to save Jen. So when Mrs. Sarovy turned to her, Laurie turned on the charm.
“Oh yes, please! Those look just so delicious, Mrs. Sarovy, I would love to have some,” said Laurie, forcing herself to smile.  In truth, she was so full that the mere thought of eating a bite of blintz made her feel nauseous.  She was either going to puke or she was going to pop… and Laurie wasn’t sure which one would be worse. “What flavors are these?”

“Well, we’ve got cheese, honey, blueberry, strawberry, cherry…”

“Those all sound soooo good, I simply can’t decide,” said Laurie, tilting her head and flashing doe-eyes at Jen’s mom. “Couldn’t you just leave the try right here so I… I mean, WE could try them all?”

“Why of course, Laurie, I think that would be a great idea.”

Success! The old bat had bought it!  

“I’ll just put it right here on the coffee table…”

“No, no, that’s too far away, I can’t reach it there!” cried Laurie.  If Mrs. Sarovy put the tray on the coffee table, it would be right within Jen’s arm reach. That wouldn’t do at all!  Laurie patted her giant, dome-like stomach. “Could you…please put it here? It would be so much easier for us all to share!”

“Oh, of course, dear.”

“But Mom…!” said Jen, her face falling as she suddenly realized that she wasn’t going to get any more blintzes.  Laurie was sure to gobble them all down herself before Jen even got another bite! 

Laurie winced as she felt the tray balance on the summit of her enormous belly.  It was beyond embarrassing to realize that her stomach was big enough to provide table-space for a tray, but all thoughts about that were driven from her mind by the pain.  Laurie was so overstuffed that the pressure exerted by the tray on her overloaded, pulsating middle was enough to make her yelp in pain!
Nevertheless, she had a job to do. And she wasn’t about to give up now!

“Laurie, c’mon, you can share, right?” asked Jen eagerly as her mother bustled back to the kitchen.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Jen? Do you have any self-awareness at all?  What just happened in the bathroom?”

“I…I…nothing happened!”

“Oh really?”  Laurie grabbed a blintz and shoved it into her mouth, forcing herself to chew and swallow despite her fullness.  The blimping babe took a deep breath (as deep as she could in her overfull state) to steel herself for the task ahead.  She would have to eat. Every. Single. Blintz.  Just to save Jen from herself! Gawd, Jen didn’t appreciate what a good friend she was! “Cuz I heard… that you smashed up the toilet… with your fat ass…”  

“Um.. like, my dad said it was, like, just a crappy toilet. Like, it would have broken sooner or later.”

“Yeah, right!” sputtered Laurie through a mouthful of pastry as she snatched a second blintz off the tray.  She could do this.  She felt stomach rebelling, churning and gurgling loudly, ready to force its heavy payload back up her throat.  I am NOT going to puke, thought Laurie.  I just have to get through this. I can do this.  I am NOT going to blow chunks.  “Jen… toilets don’t just break… you need to open your eyes… look at yourself… you’re so fat that your massive rear is too big to fit on a toilet now.  That’s monstrous. What are you going to do?”

Jen shrugged, watching forlornly as Laurie tore into another pastry.  “I dunno.”

Laurie shifted her bulk in the recliner, hoping to find some position where her belly wouldn’t hurt quite as much. The armchair creaked and groaned, and Jen could hear the snap and ping of springs pushed beyond their capacity.
“Are you gonna… be so big that you have to…just…just… not use bathroom? Like, you’ll have to do your business outside and cover it all up, like an animal? IS that what you want? Or are you going to listen to me and start losing some of that flab? So help me, if I have to follow you around everywhere to save you from your own appetite…!”

Laurie wheezed and gasped; talking was hard when you were as full as she was, since she could barely take in enough air to form works.  Plus her mouth was constantly full as she pushed herself to finish off the blintzes.

“But I guess I’m just that kind of friend! You really should thank me for this, Jen, I’m doing it for your own good! Do you think I really want to eat until I vomit?”

“Well, you could, like… not eat it all?”

“Oh right! Then YOU’D just eat it!” Laurie snorted.  Oof.  She really was way beyond full.  The recliner groaned beneath her growing mass, the gears protesting louder and louder with every bite that Laurie shoved into her mouth.  There wasn’t much left. Just a little more.  Just one more.  She could do it.
Laurie picked up the last blintz with trembling fingers, regarding it with fearful eyes.  The very sight of it made her sick to her stomach.  With a groan, she opened her mouth and pushed it in.

“Laurie, you’re, like, looking kinda green,” said Jen.  At first she was just upset that she wasn’t getting any dessert herself, but now she was genuinely starting to worry about her friend.  Laurie’s puffy face was turning a pale sickly green as she laboriously chewed the last blintz, the stretched skin of her mammoth belly – rising higher above her than it ever had before, like a giant gelatinous mound – flushed bright red.

 “Whatever, Jen, you’re just trying to get me to let you stuff yourself again,” said Laurie, her voice barely audible over the pops and gurgles from her bloated gut.

But then both girls startled as another, louder noise tore through the air.  A horrible cracking, tearing, rending noise.  Laurie’s eyes went wide as the decliner suddenly began to crumple in on itself, dropping the zaftig vixen violently to the floor.  Jen could only stare in shock.  That last bite was too much!  Laurie was simply too fat for the recliner now! 

“Jen, what’s happening?” wailed Laurie, totally taken by surprise.  The recliner fell to pieces, but the seat simply dropped down – wedging Laurie’s ponderous ass at an uncomfortable angle.  Her head and her chubby feet flew up while her butt and middle dropped.  “Ughhhh, I’m falling! Help me!”

Jen could only watch helplessly as her friend flailed all the way to the floor.

“Like, Laurie, are you okay?” asked Jen when the smoke had cleared.  Laurie sat on the floor, still trapped by her own belly, but no longer comfortably sitting in the chair.  

“Oooof, my tummy!” cried Laurie, clutching at her bruised middle. “Ooowww, the fall jostled it too much! Oh Gawd, it hurts!”

“Well, like, that’s what comes from eating too much,” said Jen, a satisfied smirk on her face. “I guess, like, maybe I shouldn’t feel too bad about breaking the toilet after all!”

* * *

Molly Coddles is a longtime writer of weight gain, inflation, stuffing, and expansion erotica who loves big girls and everything about them!  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Amazon to tell other readers’ what you thought!  You can also find more of my work at the following addresses:

Mollycoddles’ Amazon Store: http://www.amazon.com/Molly-Coddles/e/B00NCQSXAI/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_6?qid=1438678183&sr=8-6
Mollycoddles’ Twitter: https://twitter.com/mcoddles
Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
