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Laurie was a huge bloated, sticky, sweaty mess.  After a full night of high octane love-making, being serviced by both Frank and Abida, the fat queen bee was spent.  It was hard enough for a girl of her size to move during sex, but now she had two helpers catering to her every whim, kissing her, fondling her, pleasuring her.  It was a bliss beyond anything she had ever felt before, and Laurie still felt the fading echoes of the trio’s passion throbbing in her battered pussy even now.

“You like that, baby?” asked Frank, petting her girlfriend’s head and dabbing the perspiration off her forehead with a damp cloth.  Laurie lay sprawled in her bed, her thick arms and plump legs spread, her enormous belly rising like a mountain above her, rhythmically swelling and shrinking with the fat diva’s heavy breathing. Gawd, she was exhausted!
“Oh babe, you know I do,” said Laurie, still panting.  It was easy for a girl of her massive size to get out of breath just from walking a few feet, so how could she be expected to withstand a marathon sex session?  She was just happy that she had these two attentive lovers to do most of the heavy lifting, so that she could just lay back and enjoy the attention.  Even so, her weak atrophied muscles were aching and her over-worked heart was pounding in her chest, under layers and layers of thick insulating blubber.  “You were magnificent. You were good too, Abida.”

“T-thanks,” said Abida, still a little star-struck to be in the presence of this naked goddess.  Frank grinned.  It was unusual for Laurie to react with anything other than disdain, so she must be totally blitzed out of her head on endorphins.

“Ooof, I am so spent, but I can’t just lie here.”  Laurie shifted in bed, struggling to hoist herself into a sitting position.  She winced as her titanic tits slapped against her overloaded gut.  Abida and Frank had stuffed her silly during their love-making and, as the euphoric haze of the afterglow started to fade, the full size and fullness of her gargantuan belly started to reassert themselves.

“Strap my girls in,” snapped Laurie, pointing at her chest. “Mama’s too big to go around without support.”

Frank nodded, looking around on the floor. Among the heaps of discarded clothes, he knew that Laurie’s monster bra, designed to hold breasts the size of mature watermelons, would always stand out. Oh good, there it was.

“Abida, pick that bra off the floor, would ya?” he said, pointing to the tent-sized undergarment laying near Abida’s feet. “ Let’s see if we can wrangle these puppies in.”  He grinned devilishly. It was never really work when you got to play with Laurie’s tits.

“Oh, sure.” Abida obediently picked it up, pausing only briefly to marvel at its size. Jesus Christ. Of course, Abida shouldn’t have been surprised. She was the one who helped size Laurie and then helped her pick this bra out.  Still, it was a little hard not to gawk.

“Stop staring, sweetie, and bring it over,” commanded Laurie, a note of irritation in her noise.  But she couldn’t keep a thin smile from playing over her lips. In reality, she was always quite pleased when someone was stunned into silence by the sheer grandiloquence of her stupendous bosom. And Abida was reacting just the way she liked.

“Oh right, right!” said Abida quickly, running over and arranging the crumpled undergarment on Laurie’s chest.

“Hold still,” said Frank, grabbing Laurie’s left breast and tucking it into the cup of the enormous bra before following suit with the right breast. “We’re gonna have to work together!”
“Frank… be gentle.. my girls bruise easily!” said Laurie, biting her lip to keep from moaning outloud.  Fuck.  How could she already be horny again?  She couldn’t help it. The fatter she grew, the bigger her tits got.  The bigger her tits got, the more sensitive they became. And the more sensitive they became, the hornier they made her.  Even just feeling Frank’s hands brushing the sides of her breasts made goose bumps rise anew from her skin.

Behind her, Abida yanked roughly on the bra straps, trying to will the clasp to buckle.  It was a tight fit.  Even Abida’s expert skills were no match for Laurie’s swollen assets, and the slender Indian girl began to wonder whether Laurie might be overwhelming yet another bra.  How could that be possible? She had literally fitted Laurie for a new bra just a couple days ago, right?  Laurie was growing so rapidly that she was almost like a balloon filling up with helium… except with fat.
Abida yanked again and this time the clasp connected.  Good.  She knew it was too soon for Laurie to have outgrown another cup size.  It must just be because she was so bloated with butter that everyone about her seemed swollen tonight.

“Fuck, that’s tight,” muttered Laurie. The body band cut deeply into backfat and her boobs welled over the cups, but at least it fit.  As Frank and Abida stepped back, Laurie flopped back down in bed, her whole gelatinous body quivering.  But she couldn’t stay there long.

“My panties, pull them up.”

Next Frank and Abida fished Laurie’s giant underwear off the floor. These weren’t as impressive as her brassiere, but they were still quite large.  Abida estimated that they could hold at least two of her.   Frank lifted Laurie legs as Abida wriggled the knickers up and over her thighs and under her butt, tucking the overstretched elastic waistband under Laurie’s bloated belly.

“Help me up, I gotta shit,” muttered Laurie. “Oh Gawd, all that butter… ugh.”
Laurie winced as she felt all those gallons of butter churning and bubbling inside her titanic tubby tummy.  She needed release.  

She waggled her thick arms expectantly and her two lovers took the cue.  Each one grabbed one hand and pulled, grunting with exertion, until they managed to raise their prize hog back into a sitting position.  

“Fine, fine, I’ll take it from here,” snapped Laurie, swinging her chubby legs over the side of the bed and pushing herself to her feet.  “You two get cleaned up.”

Groaning with fullness, Laurie laced her fingers together to form a cradle to support her bloated belly.  Swaying unsteadily, she stumbled to the bathroom, where she quickly pulled the door closed, tore down her panties, and plopped her massive ass onto the toilet.

“Oh Gawd, I can’t believe I ate all that butter,” she muttered. Her mind wandered briefly to counting calories, wondering how much of tonight’s meal would eventually settle around her thighs and belly and, most importantly, her tits. 

Frank and Abida watched, spellbound, as Laurie wobbled away, one slow ponderous step at a time, her footfalls subtley shaking the house, her fat ass swaying behind her.

The bathroom was actually a tight fit. Laurie could feel her sides brushing the doorframe as she squeezed through.  She should have expected that, but she couldn’t help but gasp in surprise as she felt the rough cold wood of the doorway slide against the buttery, blubbery flesh of her love handles. Was she really so fat that she was on her way to outgrowing doorways? Ridiculous.  The doorway to the hallway bathroom had never been the proper regulation width, so it was a squeeze even when she was slimmer. But still.  Outgrowing it completely? How was that possible? Laurie had spent way too much time at Jen’s house, gobbling Jen’s food, letting Jen’s mom stuff her like a Thanksgiving turkey, and this was the result. She hadn’t had to deal with this narrow doorway in weeks, so it was a rude reminder of her increasing size.  What would she do when she finally DID get too fat to fit into the bathroom? Was she going to be forced to just relieve herself outside like an animal? Laurie secretly relished her new volume, but she still couldn’t quite wrap her head around what it really meant to be THIS obese.

Whatever. She didn’t have time to worry about that now, she REALLY had to go!  Laurie bumped the door closed with her bottom and wobbled over to the toilet. Acutely aware of her size, she lowered herself slowly onto the seat. The last thing she wanted to do was crack the toilet; her mind went back to the time that Jen had managed to break the toilet at her own house with the force and gravity of her ginormous butt. Laurie was not ready to have the same thing happen to her.

Laurie gritted her teeth and strained, every muscle in her body tensing. She knew she needed to let it all out, she could feel pounds and pounds of liquid butter sloshing around inside her belly like a clarified ocean of lard, but… she couldn’t.  All that dairy actually had the opposite effect on the poor pudgy porker’s bowels.  She was stopped up, completely constipated despite her pressing need to evaculate.
She grunted again and strained, but only succeeded in pushing out a long, loud fart that echoed cacophonously in the chamber of the toilet bowl.

“Oh fuck, this is just great, I’m gonna fuckin’ bust if I don’t shit,” muttered Laurie, staring down at her enormous distended butter belly, so swollen that her skin was flushed pink and her gut reached nearly to her knees.

“Knock knock, you okay in here, Laurie?” said Abida, pushing the door open.

“Fuck, Abida, close the door,” snapped Laurie, her eyes going wide.  She instinctively raised her hands to shield herself from Abida’s view, but it was futile.  Laurie was way too big to hide, clad in nothing but her overmatched bra, her knickers around her knees, her fat ass spread over the toilet. “Can’t a girl get some privacy?”

“Aw, the poor fat kitty needs some privacy.”

Laurie’s jaw dropped.  Abida was a fast learner.  Althoug nervous at first, she had quickly learned what magic words would get Laurie excited over the course of their tryst with Frank.  And now it seemed like she was even adopting Frank’s pet names for her.

“Yes, she does,” said Laurie, narrowing her eyes. “Get out.”

“You know, Laurie, I was just thinking… We still have so much butter.  Wouldn’t it be a shame to waste it?”  She grinned as he hefted a plastic grocery bag.  Laurie’s eyes bulged.  There were still a few sticks of butter left.
“Oh no, no no no,” said Laurie, waving her arms. “I am not eating another fuckin’ bite. Look at me. I’m done.” 
“Shit, Abida, we just finished. Are you being serious?” muttered Laurie.

“Are you seriously telling me that you don’t want anymore butter, Laurie?  Just think about what this will do to that sexy body of yours. Ooo, think about it all going to you chest, making those big fat titties of yours even plumper.”

Abida plopped herself on what little of Laurie’s lap wasn’t already covered by her overstuffed gut, snuggling close to Laurie’s bosom.  Laurie was shocked. This was a different side to Abida.  For months, Abida had admired Laurie from afar, never daring to think that she might actually someday have a chance to touch that magnificent bosom.  But she was feeling much bolder after their threesome. And who could blame her? After so many months of dreaming and frustration, could Abida really be expected to be satisfied by just one session of love-making?

Abida gently slid her hands into the crevice between Laurie’s breasts and belly, cupping the ginormous tit queen’s pendulous pontoons to test their weight. They were heavy, oh so deliciously heavy, like two full ripe watermelons just ready to burst on the vine.  And Abida could just imagine them growing bigger and bigger.

“You’re so big, Laurie. Sometimes I just can’t believe how… how massive your breasts are. You’re so big you’re like a dairy cow with your big, soft, sexy, heavy udders just aching to be squeezed.”

Abida closed her fingers around Laurie’s breasts and gave them an experimental squeeze, drawing a sharp intake of breath from the busty behemoth. Shit.  Abida knew exactly what to do to turn Laurie on.  The blubbery cheerleader was putty in Abida’s grasp.
“Ooo, just look at these big beautiful boobs,” purred Abida, “No one’s got such enormous perfect hooters like you, Laurie.  Just looking at you popping out of that bra is driving me crazy.  Let me touch them again, Laurie, please.”

“Oooo, yes,” cooed Laurie, forgetting herself in a renewed euphoric haze.  Her pussy was already rubbed raw from the energetic sex marathon, but Abida’s words were making her moist again.
Abida reached into the bag, the rustling of plastic only exciting Laurie more as she anticipated the glorious feeding to come.  Her full belly grumbled as if to protest against another stuffing session, but Laurie didn’t care.

She couldn’t stop herself.  As Abida pulled out yet another stick of butter, Laurie closed her eyes and opened her mouth.  She wanted it.  She needed it.  No matter how full she was, she always had room for more. Like a baby bird, she was always hungry for more treats.

“Here you go,” said Abida. She slid the soft greasy butter into her willing victim’s mouth, shuddering in excitement as she watched it disappear between Laurie’s plump glossy lips with a soft sensual sigh.

“Mmmm,” Laurie murmured, helpless to resist as Abida shoved yet another stick of butter into her mouth.  How many sticks of butter had she already eaten tonight? A dozen? A hundred? There seemed to be no end.  Laurie could barely believe it herself.  She was already so full of butter that she felt like a living dairy keg, but how could she resist just one more taste? 

Laurie sighed in bliss, filling her aching lungs with air and puffing out her chest.  She could feel the body band of her monster brassiere pulling tight, pressing into the soft flesh of her back, the straps digging into her padded shoulders.  Her enormous teats welled up out of the cups, threatening to bust loose.

Snap!  That was it.  The pressure of Laurie’s burgeoning body was too much and the clasp of Laurie’s overloaded undergarment broke apart, the high-tension bra practically exploding off her chest and allowing her pillowy pontoons to spill free.

The sudden release awoke Laurie from her sexual stupor.

“Shit, Abida. My bra…”

Laurie wanted to be mad. This was a brand new bra! She wanted to snap at Abida, to say something snarky to put that girl back in her place. But how could she? Abida knew how much Laurie loved her oversized hooters, so there was no way that Laurie would be able to convince her that her fury was genuine.  Abida would know that few things actually excited Laurie more than new evidence of her colossal size, both in the chest and in general.
The snapped bra flung forward and hit Abida in the face, nearly knocking her out of Laurie’s lap.

“Oh fuuuuck,” moaned Laurie.  Her belly was even BIGGER and more bloated than ever, now so obscenely full that it pushed Abida off of her lap, spilling out past Laurie’s thick, blubber-swaddled knees.  Her belly was drum-tight, absolutely hard and firm to the touch, her skin flushed red as if it were about to tear apart.  Laurie was so beyond full that she felt like she was about to explode just from breathing.  
“But Laurie, we’re not even done…” protested Abida, a nervous hiccup creeping back into her voice.  The sensual, commanding girl who had just seduced Laurie into another impromptu stuffing session was gone.  Abida’s characteristic nervousness was back, her boldness evaporating in the face of Laurie’s usual crabbiness and overstuffed pain.
“What the fuck did you do to me?!” snapped Laurie, steadying herself against the bathroom counter to push herself back to her feet.  Her belly bobbled and swayed, sending waves of pain through her body.  Laurie groaned again, again lacing her fingers under her gut to help steady her massive middle and give it some support. The less she could jostle it, the less chance she would burst before she got back to bed.  Bed. That’s what she needed.  She just needed to lie down and digest.
“Abida…”

“Yes, Laurie?” Abida chirped with puppy-dog eagerness.

“Abida, just… just pull up my panties for me, will you? I’m way too fucking stuffed to do it myself.”

Even when she wasn’t stuffed, Laurie wouldn’t be able to easily bend down to pull up her undies.  She was way too fat and unwieldy for dexterous moves like that.  In fact, she couldn’t even see her underwear bunched around her ankles over the arc of her boobs and belly.

Abida nodded obediently and wriggled the underwear back up Laurie’s thighs, stretching it over her thick hips and plump buttocks with only the occasional strained stretching sound.

“Okay… thanks. Now just… leave me alone.  I need… I just need to rest.  And not eat. Give me a rest, please.”

Laurie waddled back to the bedroom, belching and hiccupping loudly, the occasional burst of flatulence blowing from her bottom.  Laurie was too stuffed and bloated to even care. Fuck.  She just needed to lie down and sleep this off.  Her belly was so swollen that she felt like a float in the Macy’s Thanksgiving parade.  Her gut was bigger than a fully inflated beach ball, so tight that it was flushed red and obvious stretchmarks were appearing around her belly button.  Shit, she was so full that she felt like her belly button was about to pop out and turn into an outie just like a pregnant woman’s.
Frank was still in the bedroom, tidying up after the violent threesome, and he lifted an eyebrow quizzically as Laurie blundered her way back into the room, her bare breasts swinging pendulously, her even larger gut wobbling dangerously.

“Laurie? What happened to your bra?”

“Fucking Abida happened,” grumbled Laurie as she flopped down into her bed.  The entire bed groaned ominously under her weight, the mattress and box spring sagging beneath nearly a quarter ton of marbled teenage blubber.  “That little minx… cornered me in the bathroom and… fed me again…”

“Again? Why, Laurie, haven’t you had enough?”

“Of course… I’ve had enough!” snapped Laurie, barely able to squeak out the words. She was so full that her lungs were being compressed by her massive gutload and she was so stretched that she could feel her skin pulled tight around her gigantic stomach.  She was a mess.  She was done for.  Poor Laurie just wanted to sleep forever, but her overstuffed tummy was aching so so bad! And the loud pops and burbles and gurgles of her swamped guts were enough to keep anyone up!  The poor girl still left like she needed to let loose, but she was so stopped up with indulgence that she simply couldn’t.  All she could do was wait and hope that, after a little digestion, she would feel better.

“Abida fed you again, huh?” said Frank, chuckling as if it was the funniest thing in the world.

“Yeah… what’s so funny about that, buster?” snarled Laurie. She was trying to be menacing, but it was difficult to instill fear in anyone when she looked and felt like a beached whale.  The bed groaned again as Laurie shifted her weight in a futile attempt to get comfortable.  There was just no way.

“Gee, Laurie, if you didn’t want to eat anymore, you should have just told her.”

“What are you… babbling about, Frank?”  Laurie leaned her head back and closed her eyes.  Gawd, why wouldn’t he just shut up?  Laurie was done with conversation, she just wanted to be left alone for a few hours… or maybe a few days… or weeks.  She felt like a boa constrictor after swallowing a whole wild boar.

“Well, it’s just that, there’s so much butter left.”

Laurie opened one eye.  Frank held up a plastic bag full of butter sticks.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” mumbled Laurie, her chubby face going pale. How was it possible?  She was certain she must have already eaten an entire grocery store’s worth of butter, but there was still MORE??  How much did Abida bring?
“Frank, I’ve already eaten TWICE as much butter as I meant to. I feel like I have butter flowing through my veins now. I simply CANNOT eat any more, can you understand?”

“Sure, I understand,” said Frank, “But, see, I think I know my fat sexy kitty by now.” He ran one hand over the trembling arc of Laurie’s middle, pausing at the fleshy zenith to flick her corpulence lightly with his forefinger. He was pleased to hear Laurie gasp slightly in response; every sensation was magnified in her stretched belly, so the lightest touch sent waves of pleasure through the overfed hottie.  She couldn’t help that. Shit. Shit, Frank could not be thinking… he could not be planning…
“And I know that there’s nothing my fat sexy kitty CANNOT do. Just things she WILL NOT do.”

Nonchalantly, he pulled a stick of butter from the bag and started to unpeel it like a banana, humming to himself.  Laurie’s eyes bulged with a combination of excitement and terror.

“So, of course, if you don’t want any butter, all you have to do is say ‘no.’ But if I don’t hear you say no, then I’m going to assume that you don’t really feel like you’re done.”

He held the unwrapped stick to Laurie’s lips.

“Frank.” Laurie gasped, her eyes pleading. “Please. Frank. I’m so… I’m so full.” Laurie blinked back tears.  The poor girl was so conflicted!  She was literally so full that she felt like an overinflated butter balloon that might just pop if she didn’t get her own appetite under control. But, on the other hand… how could she turn down another stuffing session? What could be sexier than to be stuffed not once, not twice, but THREE times, going so far beyond the limits of her own body that she surly must blow apart? And that butter… hmmm… if she burst, it would totally be worth it for just one more taste of that salty, greasy deliciousness.

She needed it.  Tears spilled from her eyes, streaking her cheeks and making her perfect mascara run. It hurt sooo much. But she couldn’t stop herself.

“Frank….I need it…”

“Are you sure, babe? You ARE looking pretty tight here.”  He patted her distended tummy, noting that it didn’t have an inch of give. Under a thick layer of blubber, Laurie’s gut was packed tight.

“Yes… I’m sure… please…I need… more…”

More. She always needed more.

“Frank… I’m… I’m past my limits,” Laurie sighed even as her tongue eagerly licked at the butter.  She was beyond help.  Frank knew it.  The butter bloated beauty was his to command.

“I’m too full… I’m going to… I’m going to fucking explode, Frank. Gawd, you’re turning me into… into…”

“Into what, Laurie? Just a perfect butterball?” Frank chuckled again as he watched Laurie suck eagerly on the stick of butter.  He couldn’t help but get aroused again as he watched his gaining girlfriend work the stick of butter with her lips and tongue as if she was giving a blowjob to a dick.  Damn.  Laurie, of course, was no slouch when it came to pleasuring men; she had a lot of experience. But Frank hadn’t ever expected to see her port those skills over to sucking down butter.

“How much… how much more… is there,” huffed Laurie, her face sticky with melted butter as she finished the first stick.  Her guts rumbled ominously, as if to warn her against continuing down this path.  Eating pure butter was definitely going to damage her already overblown waistline even more. If Laurie had ever hoped to actually get her weight back under control, eating several pounds worth of pure butterfat in a single session was probably a good indication that was just a pipedream.  

“That’s right, eat it all up,” cooed Frank, pushing another stick into Laurie’s mouth.

“Mmmmhhhp,” sputtered Laurie. “Gonna…pop… help…”

The feminine fatso complained and protested as she gulped down even more delicious butter, but, just as Frank predicted, she never once said no.  She never once said the one magical word that could have instantly brought this entire ordeal to a close, because, deep down, at the bottom of her butter-clogged heart, Laurie didn’t want to stop.  She wanted Frank and Abida to feed her, to pamper her, to grow her into the biggest, fattest, most bloated blimp bitch to ever roll down the halls of Los Hermanos High.
Laurie shifted in her bed, the stitches in her overstretched panties groaning in response. But as another stick entered her mouth, Laurie felt her tummy, already bloated to obscene proportions way beyond belief, puff outward just the tinest fraction of an inch more.  Just the tiniest fraction of an inch too much.  She could feel the fabric of her satin undies coming apart under the pressure, the stitches between her meaty legs breaking one by one, the thread unraveling as her burgeoning flesh strained to be free.  Finally, with a loud RIIIIP, her panties exploded into ribbons, falling from her corpulent body and letting her huge belly bounce free.
Now she was once again naked. Why had she even bothered trying to get dressed again? Less than half an hour later and both her bra and panties were completely destroyed.

Laurie flopped backwards into bed.  With her panties ruined, the fat cheerleader was now completely naked.  She lay sprawled in bed, gasping for breath under the combined weight of her massively stuffed belly and her outrageously oversized utters.
“I’m done,” she panted, “I can’t. Fuck.  I’m at my limits. One more bite and I’m gonna fucking blow.”

“Did I hear you say ‘no,’ Laurie?”

Laurie wanted to say it. But she couldn’t. She felt that same desperate internal conflict that she knew Alice must feel so often: the knowledge that she shouldn’t eat any more but the deep, ancient, almost animal yearning to indulge in delicious desires so far past reason and into insanity.

“I want… more.”

“For once, I’m afraid I can’t indulge you, Laurie.”

Laurie blinked in surprise. What was this? Was Frank actually beginning to worry about how overfull, how overstretched Laurie was? Did he literally think that she really was going to burst like an overfilled butter balloon?

He held up the empty bag. “We’re out of butter,” he said, “You really did eat it all.”

Laurie moaned. The spell broken, all she could think about now was the INSANE pain coming from her belly. Oh why oh why had she eaten so much? She should have resisted Abida’s second stuffing, she should have resisted Frank’s third stuffing. They were only following her orders, so, if Laurie was the one in control, why was she the one left so crammed full that she was certain she must be sweating butter.
“Meow?”  Laurie’s cat Pumpkin, curious at all the noise, jumped up onto the bed next to her overstuffed mistress.  Laurie groaned out loud as she felt the bed shake slightly as Pumpkin found her footing.  The young cat blinked at the heaving mountain of fat girl, not comprehending what was wrong with Laurie.  Pumpkin tentatively tested her footing with one paw, placing it firmly against the swollen pink dome of Laurie’s overstuffed gut.

“Pumpkin, don’t,” began Laurie, but she never finished the thought.  Without a second thought, Pumpkin jumped up on Laurie’s gut, perching at its the highest point.

“Pumpkin! No! Stop! Bad kitty!” whined Laurie, wincing as she felt the cat snuggle down for a nap.  She was so insanely bloated that the cat’s weight bore down on her tender and distended middle with almost painful pressure.  But she was also so stuffed that she couldn’t move a muscle.  All she could do was helplessly curl her toes or clench her fingers, since all her energy was focused on just breathing.

Frank laughed as he picked Pumpkin up and lifted her off Laurie’s middle. He patted Laurie’s fevered forehead reassuringly. “You rest for a few, babe. I’ll go find Abida and get things cleaned up.”

He gave her a quick kiss on the forehead and padded out, leaving Laurie alone with her thoughts.

This was not good.

Laurie was worried.  What had she done?  Initiating a threesome with Frank and Abida had seemed like a great idea, but she hadn’t thought this through.  Laurie’s weight was already rising steadily higher every day with just Frank stuffing her, but what would happen now that Abida had joined the game?  She hadn’t counted on Abida being quite so enthusiastic. But at the end of the night, Laurie had been stuffed past per limits three times.  It was a genuine miracle that she was still in one piece, but every breath was an agony, pushing her drum-tight belly and overstretched skin into dangerous territory.  She was absolutely going to burst if she wasn’t careful.

But that was the worst part.  Neither Frank nor Abida was doing anything that Laurie didn’t, deep down in her heart of hearts, secretly want.  Frank and Abida were really only following orders, doing exactly what Laurie wanted them to do.  The problem was that Laurie was in the driver’s seat, but she was out of control.  She was already massively overweight, possibly already even fatter than Natalie McTaggert.  Shit.  How much did Natalie weigh?  Laurie couldn’t remember the exact number, she would have to ask Abida about that later.  But if Laurie couldn’t reign in her two feeders, she would definitely break Natalie’s record sooner rather than later… if she hadn’t already broken it.
She was nothing now but a literal butterball.
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