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By Mollycoddles

Laurie’s tailor was thrilled to see the buxom queen bee waddle through the door.

“Laurie! I’m so happy to see you! How long has it been?” Abida couldn’t hide a huge grin as she realized with silent glee that Laurie had grown substantially larger since their last meeting. Of course, she was fatter, there was no hiding how round Laurie was now.  Laurie still tried to dress fashionable, but the skin-tight hip hugger jeans and snug polo shirt did nothing to hide the exaggerated curves of her plump behind, pudgy tummy, and thick thighs. Abida could see the stitches running down the sides of Laurie’s pant legs literally gasping as they stretched to accommodate the rotund queen bee’s every move.  And the shirt didn’t look like it was originally designed to be a belly shirt, but a thick slab of belly blubber was on display, pooching over Laurie’s straining bling bling belt, because her large chest took up most of the slack in the material. And that chest! Nothing could stop it. The bigger Laurie got, the more massive her rack grew.  Abida sometimes felt like Laurie might keep growing until her breasts were literally as big as planets, because they were already mammoth and they just keep going.  Her shirt was so snug that Abida could see the outline of Laurie’s bra through the fabric. She could tell this bra was also way too small, just by the way that those beautiful round boobies seemed to pop over the cups whenever Laurie made even the slightest movement.

“Hello, Abida,” said Laurie haughtily, taking off her fashionable sunglasses and dropping them into her shoulder bag as she continued to look around the store dismissively. “I know it’s been a while. I just came in because I need a new measuring.” A smug, self-satisfied smile spread across Laurie’s face, slow as molasses “I feel like I might have gone up a size.”

Laurie smirked as she watched the effect her words had on Abida.  The poor girl’s knees nearly buckled beneath her, and for a second Laurie wondered if Abida might not just drop right to the floor.  Instead, the petite Indian girl managed to regain her composure. Good. Right now the only thing that Laurie needed more than a new bra was an ego boost.  Despite her ravishing new curves, Laurie was in a funk.  A large part of it was just her argument with Jen. She hadn’t expected it to last this long; she had though that Jen would come crawling back within a few days, but that damn fatass bimbo seemed determined to see the whole thing through.  Laurie still hadn’t completely formulated the plan to win her back.  At least she had Craig on her side so far.  That was a start.  She knew that she couldn’t do anything too drastic. She couldn’t risk losing Craig’s support and, besides, she still genuinely cared about Jen and didn’t want to do anything to hurt her. But the fact was that Jen was blimping at a ridiculous speed and Laurie was convinced that the only way to get her back on board with the plan would be to make Jen realize how fat she really was and how desperately she really needed to lose weight.

Jen’s rejection had hurt Laurie deeply but there were other problems as well.  Laurie’s own weight was sky-rocketing almost as fast, to the point where she was having the same problems as the other girls.  Laurie was almost always horny these days, because her colossal hooters and giant gut made it hard for her to effectively pleasure herself.  She had almost given up trying, now relying mostly on Frank’s dick to stimulate her.  Worse, her breasts were growing more and more sensitive and tender the bigger they got. Just wearing a bra was stimulating them enough to make her nipples rock-hard. In fact, just the thought of her breasts getting bigger and more sensitive made Laurie sooo very wet that she felt like she would slip out her chair everytime that she sat down.  Oh and the eating, can’t forget that.  Laurie was also turned on just from the pain of a full belly and, considering that she was eating almost as constantly as Alice these days, she was always teetering on the brink of being uncomfortably stuffed.  

So basically, Laurie was horny as fuck. And there was nothing she could do to relieve herself.

Still, Laurie always enjoyed spending time with Abida, just because Abida’s worshipful attitude toward her billowing body always helped to make Laurie feel better about herself. And this arrogant bunny loved the attention!  

“Up…up a size?” stammered Abida. The slender, small-chested girl looked positively waifish next to Laurie’s enormity, and Laurie couldn’t help but smirk as she watched the color drain from Abida’s face.  Abida was nearly beside herself with joy at the idea that there might be even more of Laurie than last time.  Good. Laurie needed a pick-me-up after the shitty time that she’d been having and listening to Abida’s gushing praise would fit the bill perfectly. “Well…we’ll…measure you right away and…find out what you need.”

“Yeah, I don’t know, it just feels like my bra has been pinching me just a tad, you know, sweetie? I really think it’s just too small to contain this load.” Laurie raised her arms over her head and stretched, the languid movement intentionally causing her already unmistakable breasts to thrust out even further.  Abida wasn’t sure how they managed to stay inside Laurie’s shirt let alone her bra.
Laurie made an exaggerated show of yawning and stretching again, smirking as she heard the stitching in her top make strained stretching noises. “Uh oh, you hear that Abida? It doesn’t sound like this bra has much longer to last. You better hurry up and find me a better one, hmm, honey?”  She waved her hands dismissively and Abida hopped into action.
“Just come into the back and let me help you out,” said Abida, quickly ushering the buxom raven-haired hottie into the back room where the two girls would have a little more privacy.  Oh my gawd she’s so fucking hot, thought Abida, desperately trying to keep her cool as she watched Laurie waddle into the back room ahead of her.  Even though Laurie had ballooned everywhere, to the point that her thighs and backside was almost twice as wide as they were a year ago, her giant breasts still outpaced the rest of her so much that they were clearly visible from the back, heavily swinging back and forth as she walked with her usual confident swagger.

Once in the backroom, Laurie struck a pose, purposely thrusting out her bulbous chest as she carefully studied her manicured nails in a calculated move to appear bored.  

“Chop chop, sweetie, I don’t have all day, you know. I do have to have this measurement done soon, I’ve got a big date planned with my man. And it certainly wouldn’t do to show up in these old rags, hmm?” Laurie motioned at her chest.

“Sure thing,” said Abida, licking her dry lips. Ugh, she thought, I can’t concentrate! I need to focus! Be cool, Abida. If you don’t yourself under control, you’re going to jump into that cleavage canyon and motorboat those whopping hooters.

A quick glance at Laurie’s smirking face confirmed that the pudgy pampered princess was enjoying Abida’s awkwardness.  Well, maybe if Abida could distract Laurie, get her to stop making all those snide, haughty remarks, she might be easier to handle… And if Laurie was more pliable that would not only make the job easier, but it might also provide more opportunities to cop a feel…
No! thought Abida. We’re going to be professional about this!

“So Laurie,” began Abida, clearing her throat. “I’ll need you to remove your top so I can get an accurate measurement.”

“Ugh, what a bother,” said Laurie, rolling her eyes. She grabbed the hem of her polo shirt and struggled to pull it up over her head, releasing her mammoth mammaries to jiggle freely as they popped loose. Of course, they were still restrained – barely – in that monster bra, but Abida would soon get them out of there too.

“Ahem, and your bra too.”

Without hesitation, Laurie reached behind herself to try and undo the clasp.  After a moment of grunting and huffing, it seemed like she might not be able to do it alone.

“Um, are you okay? Do you need help?”

“No!” snapped Laurie angrily. She turned on Abida, eyes flashing. “Why would I need help?”

Laurie was so fat that she could barely stretch enough to get her uselessly chubby arms behind her back. What’s more, the bra clasp was buried under rolls of soft, fleshy backfat, making it difficult to locate by feel alone.  

“Well, sometimes girls with bigger chests do have trouble with getting the clasp off because their, uh, bustline exerts so much pressure on the underwire,” said Abida, thinking quickly.

“Oh. Yes. Yes, that does sound right. Well, don’t just stand there! Come help me!”

Abida dutifully popped the bra clasp open. Laurie’s billowing chest immediately blew the defeated bra across the room as soon as it was freed, each colossal tit spilling out to the side of her round paunch.

“Phew, now that feels a lot better,” said Laurie, “The girls do like to breathe.”

Abida blushed, desperately trying not to stare at Laurie’s exposed breasts, each enormous jug topped by a fat burgundy nipple, seeming to swell slightly with her every inhale.

“Laurie, before I get started measuring, maybe you’d like to make yourself comfortable? Sit down? Have a snack? I do keep some treats around here for special, valued customers.  Have you ever had cookie pie? I know the guy at the cookie pie stand in the food court so I get a discount…”

Laurie snapped her fingers before Abida could finish her sentence. “Sweetie, that sounds just delightful, why don’t you bring me a slice right now, hmm?”

Abida did as she was bid.

“So how are you doing?” said Abida, when she returned with a generous slice of cookie pie.  She just had to make a little bit of small talk, enough to keep Laurie happy and distracted until she could start shoveling cake in to her mouth. “How’re your friends…Jessica and Allison?”

“Jen and Alice,” corrected Laurie, but the icy tone of her voice immediately alerted Abida that she’d picked the wrong subject to ask about. Laurie grabbed the plate and attacked the pie with gusto, but she was angry enough about Jen that she wasn’t above speaking with her mouth full.  “Alice is fine. I wouldn’t know about Jen.”

“Ohhh,” said Abida. She could feel herself starting to blush in embarrassment. Damnit! Why was she always so nervous around Laurie? Well, that was a dumb question. She obviously knew the answer to that.  Her eyes again strayed down to Laurie’s mammoth melons, two perfect orbs perched over a pudgy but not unattractive belly.

“Jen and I are not on speaking terms right now,” continued Laurie, becoming more steamed as she remembered the circumstances of their falling out. “Jen is being a bitch over…. over some stuff.”  Laurie stopped herself just short of blurting out the whole plan.  Not that Abida would care. The poor girl was so obsessed with Laurie’s massive chest that she probably wasn’t even registering a single word of anything that Laurie said.  

“That’s too bad,” said Abida. “I thought you two were really good friends. You’re always coming in here with her…”

“We are good friends,” snapped Laurie, her eyes narrowing. “We’re best friends! We’ve been BFF for years, every since we met in cheer camp back in middle school! See, I’ve always had to look out for Jen because she can’t survive on her own. Listen, just between you and me Abida, if Jen’s butts were brains, she’d be a genius. But as it is, that poor bimbo can barely even tie her shoelaces. She just can’t get by without me to do her thinking for her. But now she’s got this ridiculous notion into that empty head of hers that she can do things on her own. She thinks that she knows better than me! Tell me, Abida, you’ve met Jen. You know she’s not a smart girl, right?”

Abida nodded dumbly. “She did seem a little….ditzy.”

Laurie nodded enthusiastically. Finally! Here was someone who understood. “Exactly! See, Jen is a total ditz! Abida, you understand that I love Jen like a sister. I just want what’s best for her. You don’t think a girl like that could know what’s best for herself, do you?”

“No, I don’t,” agreed Abida.  While Abida didn’t like to see Laurie agitated, she couldn’t help but enjoy the way that Laurie’s bountiful bosom bobbed and bounced as she gestured. It was quite a show!

“For example, do you know how much weight Jen has gained in the last few months? It’s just ridiculous! She got it into her head that she wanted to win some stupid pie-eating contest at the fair and, well, she just went hogwild. It’s like she didn’t care what consequences it would have, she just started stuffing her face for “practice.”” Laurie raised her hands to make air quotes when she said the word “practice.” “But even now that the contest is over, she just got so used to eating with abandon, that she doesn’t even seem to realize how much she’s still eating! And what’s worse is that she doesn’t seem to care! Do you think I want to see my best friend just blow up like a balloon with no concern about her appearance? Not to mention how embarrassing it is for the team! I am team captain, after all, I need to make sure my squad stays fit and in shape for the next game or we’re going to look like fools when we try to cheer!”

Abida had no clue how Laurie herself could lead a cheer at her current size.  Laurie looked like she might be able to do half a cartwheel at best before she either collapsed from exhaustion or simple smacked herself in the face with her own titanic tits. In fact, Laurie looked like she was getting a little winded just talking.

“Laurie, why don’t you sit down and relax a little? You don’t want to get yourself all stressed out!” Abida gestured toward the divan in the corner, hoping that Laurie wouldn’t pick up that she was trying to prevent the obese over-excited cheerblimp from passing out.

“Oh yes, I will,” said Laurie, gingerly plopping her plush bottom onto the couch with a loud grunt. “It has been a most exhausting morning. You know the escalator is broken? I had to walk all the way up to the second floor! That is unacceptable! I am definitely going to be writing an angry letter to mall management.”

Not too many other customers were so completely out of shape to be left winded and panting by a single flight of stairs, but Laurie’s enormous size and poor eating habits had turned her into a flabby fatty. She still liked to think of herself as a fit, if thicker, cheerleading powerhouse, but she had spent so many months now sitting on the bench, content to mock her fellow cheerleaders for all their imagined flaws, that she herself had ballooned into the epitome of a fat, lazy, helpless cow.

“What’s in the bag?” asked Abida as Laurie dropped her shoulder satchel on the seat next to her. Abida was eager to get Laurie talking about something less aggravating. “Did you do some fun shopping?”

“I just got some…necessities,” said Laurie, stiffening slightly. In reality, she had only bought one item: a bathroom scale.  After her experience at the gym recently, Laurie had realized that her own bathroom scale couldn’t be giving her accurate numbers. She refused to admit the possibility that her own heftiness was what had damaged the scale, but, in any case, it was obvious that she needed to buy a replacement if she wanted to keep accurate tabs on her ever-rising weight. 

"Oh, Laurie, what's that, a scale?” said Abida, tilting her head slightly to see into the bag. “What do you need that for?"

"None of your concern, sweetie, bring me more cake."

Abida nodded obediently and hurried to cut Laurie a second slice of cookie pie.

“Jen wouldn’t know anything about just buying necessities,” continued Laurie, “She’s always buying waaay too much food. No wonder she’s gotten so fat.  You know the first time that I met her, at cheer camp, I had to save her from some bullies who were making fun of her fat ass? That ass of hers has always been nothing but trouble, so you would think that Jen would be making more of an effort to reduce it. But no, instead she just lets it keep getting bigger and bigger and bigger.  You would almost think she was proud of being such a wide load! Ah, that’s better, thank you, sweetie.”

A subtle approving smile crossed Laurie’s face as Abida handed her a plate with a second slice of cookie pie. Even after all that she’d been through, Laurie’s new concern about her bulging waistline wasn’t strong enough to keep her from gorging on sweets whenever they were put in front of her.  

“I hope you guys are able to make up soon,” said Abida, “It sounds like you care about her very much.”

“I do,” said Laurie, starting to feel a little uncomfortable with this line of conversation. What business was Laurie’s relationship with Jen to Abida? Of course, Laurie cared deeply about her friend! She wouldn’t be formulating an entirely new Machiavellian plan to save Jen from herself if she didn’t care about Jen!

Laurie ignored the smaller girl hovering around her, instead focusing her attention on the rapidly disappearing slice of pie.  Heavenly!  Laurie could already feel the familiar tingle of sexual desire creeping up from her nethers as she filled her belly. Gawd, if only Frank was here… Was it getting hot in here or was it just her? But no, here she was, out in public and horny as all hell, and what could she do about it? Absolutely nothing! Maybe if Laurie stopped eating, stopped indulging this decadent vice that both added inches to her waistline and stimulated her so sexually, then she wouldn’t be on the verge of an orgasm in front of Abida.  But Laurie’s hedonism was too strong, and she wasn’t about to give up either food or sex simply for the sake of public propriety.  She continued to eat, daintily slicing the rich, gooey pie with her fork before bringing each tiny bite to her mouth, closing her eyes and popping it in with a faint, barely contained murmur of satisfaction, before sliding the clean fork out from between her plump red lips with a practiced sultry flair. 

 Abida couldn’t help but stare, so mesmerized by the sight that she nearly dropped her tape measure.  Laurie could even make eating dessert look drop-dead sexy.  And that was no accident.  Laurie was well aware of the effect that she was having on her admirer.  The only thing more bloated than Laurie’s ballooning breasts and cake-filled belly was her ego, and Abida’s worshipful attitude was making the pampered princess nearly swell with pride.  If Laurie’s size was proportional to her ego, she would have been the size of a small moon – or possibly even bigger.  Abida was flitting around Laurie, catering to her gluttonous whims and looking for all the world like a small cleaner bird flitting around a huge and lazy hippopotamus lazing on the banks of the Nile.

“Laurie, you definitely need to go up another cup size. Oh my goodness, I can’t believe it!” Abida could barely keep herself from squealing.  Laurie’s bosom was simply unreal.
“How big are the girls now?” asked Laurie, chewing another mouthful of soft, gooey cookie pie.  Her pussy was already throbbing in anticipation of the news.

“Laurie, it looks like you need an O cup.”

“Oh!” cried Laurie in surprise. She knew that she must be bigger but the news was still so exciting that Laurie felt like she might just lose control of herself.  In fact, Laurie had so much pent-up sexual energy from a week of not being able to masturbate that just the news was enough to let it all out – and explode into orgasm.

“Oh!” cried Laurie again, this time not so much in surprise as pleasure. “Oh! Oh! Oh!”  She clenched her teeth, curled her toes and cried out, completely forgetting that she wasn’t alone in the room.  As Laurie’s orgasm subsided, she was left gasping and panting, her now O-cup bosom heaving and sloshing like two pontoons on a stormy sea.

“Oh my, isn’t that exciting,” said Laurie, fanning herself with her hand.  She wasn’t sure if Abida had figured out why she had suddenly begun acting so strangely, but, if Abida had caught on, she was too discrete to let on.  Abida continued to act as professional as ever – or rather, as professional as she could considering that the hefty heavenly honey with whom she was obsessed was standing, half naked, giant melon-heavy hooters exposed in front of her.

“I wonder how much they weigh,” mused Abida out loud. She smirked to herself.  She could tell by Laurie’s expression that, suddenly, Laurie was wondering the same thing. Did she know? Had she ever known?  Her breasts must weigh at least ten pounds a piece!  Abida was pleased at her own cleverness, it looked like she had firmly planted the question in Laurie’s mind.

“How much they weight,” repeated a flushed and sweating Laurie, still gazing down at her own monumental knockers, tits so vast that they seemed to stretch out forever to the horizon.  She still couldn’t quite believe that she was that big. An O cup bra! Was that even possible? Did they even make bras that big?  She was still growing at an alarming rate. If this kept up, she would eventually outgrow the entire alphabet.  How much longer until she had the biggest tits in town? The state? The planet?  Laurie felt woozy at the prospect of having the biggest boobs in history.  But that was ridiculous. Right?  Looking at herself now, it didn’t seem so absurd.  She might actually be in the running!

“Abida, darling, could you pull out that scale,” said Laurie haughtily.  Abida was way ahead of her, already rummaging through Laurie’s shopping bag to find her new bathroom scale.  The smaller Indian girl plopped it down on the table in front of Laurie.

“Here, Laurie, let me help you,” said Abida smoothly. “It might be hard for you to reach.”

“I can reach just fine,” said Laurie, swatting away Abida’s busy hands as they neared her luscious rounded orbs.  Laurie nearly laughed when Abida couldn’t hide her disappointed expression.  She liked to play keep-away because it encouraged Abida to be even more accommodating.  “Hmmm, before we go any further, Abida, do you have any more of that cookie pie?”

There were still a few slivers yet, so Abida dutifully cut another and lifted it up to Laurie, who took it with a sly smirk. “Thank you, sweetie.”

“Oh, but Laurie, you can’t touch yourself while you’re eating pie!” said Abida, almost tripping over her own works as she realized it sounded like she just made a dirty pun. “You’ll get chocolate all over your…uh…front.  You better let me take charge!”

Laurie looked down at herself again, her cheeks bulging with cookie pie, chocolate dribbling from her lips. Alright, Abida might actually be right on that front.  Okay, maybe she could let Abida have a little thrill just this once.  At the very least it meant that Laurie could keep eating this delicious pie without too much interruption!  Laurie nodded silently, still chewing.

Abida felt like she was about to faint.  With trembling fingers she reached over to take hold of Laurie’s left breast.  Laurie’s hooters were bigger than mature watermelons, pumped full to busting with sweet juice, so Abida needed both hands just to handle one monster whopper.  And god it was so heavy!  Abida nearly grunted out loud as she struggled to lift one fat tit onto the scale, letting it fall heavily with a loud splut.

The scale spun wildly.  Laurie leaned over to see over her own chest and the dial spun even more.
“Uhhh, Laurie, when you move, it makes the dial move,” said Abida, “Actually, it’s really hard to get an accurate reading this way.”

“Dammit, I want to know,” said Laurie crossly. 

“Maybe we could figure it out more accurately if we just weighed you,” said Abida, “Then I could support the weight of your chest and see how that changes the figure?  With a little math, we could totally find your boob weight.”

“Do it,” huffed Laurie simply.  She was so eager to know the heft of her mighty mammories that she didn’t stop to think that she would also be revealing her full weight as well.  She stood up again, motioning for Abida to put the scale on the floor.  Abida dropped it to the ground and Laurie wobbled unsteadily, feeling for the scale with toes once it disappeared from her sight under her belly and tits.  When she found it, she stood on it gingerly and listened to the dial spinning, still chewing on the last of her cookie pie.  Finally, the dial stopped spinning, but it continued ti quiver as if it wasn’t quite sure.
“326,” said Abida to herself. Wow.
“What was that, sweetie?”

“Nothing!”

“Hurry up,” said Laurie, “My breasts aren’t going to weigh themselves.”  She swallowed the last bite of cookie pie.  The quivering pointer gave up and popped up to 327.  WOW.

Knowing that Laurie would probably pitch a fit if Abida made any comments about her weight that didn’t revolve around her tits, she chose not to relay this information.  Instead she got to work.

“I’ll – ahem – just lift your breast here,” said Abida, again sliding her hands between Laurie’s massive left breast and belly and slowly raising them up, until she looked like a waitress presenting a boob on a platter.  Gawd, this thing was heavy!  She could feel the weight straining her wrists, so she quickly looked down at the new number on the scale before letting the boob fall against Laurie’s gut with a slap.

“So?” said Laurie, arching an eyebrow as she sucked a last bit of chocolate off her fingers.

“Your breast weighs 30 pounds,” said Abida, quickly doing the math in her head.  “So together, both of them must weight about 60 pounds.” 
“Holy shit,” said Laurie, forgetting herself and actually showing some emotion.  Laurie’s eyes were wide with surprise; even she hadn’t expected a number THAT high!  But then Abida saw something she rarely saw.  Laurie’s mouth curved upwards into a smile.  Not a sly conniving smile for once, but a genuine smile of joy.
“I think I need some more of that cookie pie to celebrate this,” said Laurie, “Would you be a sweetie and hand me another slice?” She batted her eyelashes shamelessly, hardly caring whether Abida knew she was manipulating her.  She was awash in afterglow and filling her belly until it stuck out even rounder and fuller would help to sustain that post-orgasmic high.

“Absolutely!” chirped Abida.  Abida could tell Laurie’s game, but she didn’t really care.  As long as it meant that she got to spend more time with this beautiful, bountiful babe.  As she sank the knife into the remaining cookie pie, she imagined the gooey, chocolaty confection’s calories melting into new soft, squishy fat adding to Laurie’s explosive curves – more inches to her womanly hips, her voluptuous middle, and, most importantly, her massive tits.  It was a delightful dream.

Abida was glad to do her own small part to help push Laurie along to greater heights of sexiness. She couldn’t wait to see how Laurie looked in another month, another year.  It seemed like there was no end to Laurie’s appetite and her potential for growth was limitless.  How exciting!
“Like, oh my Gawd, Craig, what’s wrong with you?”

“What’s wrong with me? What’s wrong with you, Jen? You’ve changed?”

Jen stared at her boyfriend in shock. She’d changed? What was he talking about?  Okay, sure, Jen knew that she had changed a little, in that she was bigger now.  Jen’s acceptance of her ballooning physique meant that she no longer put up even the token resistance to indulgence that her friends Alice and Laurie did. That meant that she was definitely blimping a lot faster these days, gaining weight like never before, to the point that she was forced to buy new clothes on an almost weekly basis.  However, Jen was such an incorrigible clothes horse and mall rat that she didn’t see having to buy new clothes as a negative.  Sure, her selection choices were becoming more limited as she outgrew standard sizes and was forced to rely more and more on spandex and stretch pants.  And even the stretchiest of leggings had trouble pulling over her colossal hips and titanic tushie.  Even now, Jen’s spandex jeggings were barely up to the task, stretched so thin that they were nearly transparent, creaking and groaning as Jen waddled after her upset boyfriend, the hefty cheeks of her enormous rump wobbling like two volleyballs of gelatin.   The jeggings were still blue down her legs, but stretched so tightly over her rear that anyone could easily see her plump, pink cheeks shining through the overloaded fabric.

“Like, what do you mean I’ve changed? I’m totally the same as always! Are you, like, oh my Gawd, are you saying that I’m fat? Is, like, that what this is about? Are you mad cuz I’ve like gained some weight?”

“No,” said Craig sullenly.  Fuck this shit, he thought angrily.  Laurie had told him to hold off on saying anything to Jen until she put her plan into motion, but he couldn’t hold his tongue any longer. This was getting ridiculous!  He couldn’t put up with Jen’s oblivious attitude any longer.  He didn’t care if he ruined Laurie’s plan! Laurie was always scheming and plotting and Craig was sick of it all.  He preferred a more direct confrontation.

“This has nothing to do with your weight,” said Craig. “You know I loved you when you were smaller and I love you now that you’re bigger. And you know I love your curves.”

In response to the word “curves”, Jen giggled and shimmied slightly as if to subconsciously draw attention to her big butt, knowing that Craig couldn’t resist it. But for once, the ploy didn’t work.  Craig wasn’t distracted at all. Instead he remained focused on his tirade.

“But ever since you entered that stupid pie eating contest, all that you’ve cared about is food,” said Craig, “It’s like you’ve become addicted.  All you do is eat all day. Whenever we’re together, you just eat and eat and eat.  It’s all you talk about, it’s all you think about.”

“It totally is not!” protested Jen, stamping her foot in annoyance.

“It is! You’ve completely lost interest in our relationship. When was the last time we had sex?”

“Uhhhh….” Jen paused.  When was the last time?  She honestly couldn’t remember.  She remembered a few times when Craig had acted flirty recently, but, thinking back, she couldn’t remember a single time that she’d taken him up on his insinuations.  Everytime, she was too consumed with eating to follow through.  What had happened to her? Was Craig right?  Was she really so obsessed with stuffing her face now that she couldn’t pull herself away from the dinner table long enough to spend special time with her man?

Wait, there was that one time…back when she was still practicing for the big contest, when she had let Craig fuck her while she shoved her face into a cake.  But, even then, she had been so busy eating that she hadn’t even reacted to anything that Craig did while they had sex.  All she could think about was that delicious cake in front of her.  How was that possible?  Craig was pounding away at her pussy like a jackhammer and still she was too busy eating like a pig to even notice.  That was insane!  Maybe Craig was right.  Maybe she had lost sight of what was really important.

“That’s not all, Jen. Your eating habits have gotten so bad that it’s worrying.  I mean, it’s one thing to eat a lot, but now all you’re eating is junk food! And…okay, there’s no way to sugar coat this… it’s making you really gassy.”

“What?”  Jen blinked her big, cow-like eyes in confusion. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, it’s making you fart. A lot. Constantly.”

“Like, no way!” protested Jen.  But her own body betrayed her as her gas-filled belly began to gurgle urgently, signaling that it needed to release some fumes.  Jen was too upset by Craig’s words to even think about holding it in, and a loud, baritone fart ripped from her giant butt.  With nothing to support her fat cheeks other than the thin stretch fabric, her flabby booty was sent into a wild cascade of ripples and waves, so violent that it looked like it might simply burst out of its spandex confines. The thick flesh of her rotund rear made the sound reverberate loudly.

“Um,” said Jen, turning a bright red. The bottom-heavy bimbo was at a loss for words.  How could she defend herself?

“See what I mean?” said Craig, “It’s crazy! I can’t keep watching this happen.  Jen, I didn’t want to say this, but I have to give you an ultimatum: it’s either me or the junk food.”

Jen gasped. “Like, you want me to give up junk food? That’s too mean!”

“I’m not even talking about all junk food,” said Craig. “Just, you know, eat some vegetables now and then. And start thinking with your head instead of your stomach.”

Jen stared.

“Er, scratch that,” said Craig, remembering that his girlfriend wasn’t exactly a deep thinker. 

Jen scratched her head, a vacant expression on her face.  

Craig sighed. He hated having to say these things to Jen.  Jen was a sweet girl who didn’t have a mean bone in her body.  At least, not when she was on her own.  It was only when she was under Laurie’s influence that Jen seemed to transform into a stereotypical mean girl.

“I’m, like, sorry I fart so much,” said Jen sheepishly, scratching her bottom. “I don’t know why that happens, but, like,  I guess I’ve been getting pretty gassy lately. I dunno why that is, but it gets really bad.  Like, it makes me feel like a big gas bag and I totally have to let it out or I’ll get, like, really bad stomach cramps!”

“Well,” said Craig slowly, “What have you been eating today?”

“Um, nothing too much. I just had an omlette and waffles for breakfast. Oh with chocolate syrup. Then I had a few chocolate bars for dessert.”

“You had dessert after breakfast?”

“Yeah, and then I had some nachos after that, cuz I got this really bad craving so I had to buy an extra jar of that melty cheese stuff cuz we only had half a jar left but I like a lot of cheese, so I got some extra. And then I had some leftover pie that my Mom made the other day, I had to finish that up, but like I just had two slices. And then for lunch…”

“So this is all before lunch?”

“Yeah, duh. So then I had a tuna melt for lunch with some potato chips. And then I liked the chips so much that I had to finish the bag and start on that bag of tortilla chips. And then I had some chocolate chip cookies. And some Oreos too, I love Oreos. And a Greek yogurt, cuz those are really healthy, so it’s good for you.”

“Jen, stop.”

“And then I mad an ice cream float to go with that, cuz I saw we had some ice cream in the freezer and, like, I needed to use it up before it got freezer burned,” continued Jen, licking her lips at the memory.  Craig could see that Jen was beginning to get excited at the long list of delicious foods, her eyes glazing over as she lost herself in the memory.

“Jen, stop it! You’re doing it again!”

“Mint chocolate chip,” said Jen dreamily, “and strawberry cheesecake flavor. Yum! I think we still have some leftover, hey, do you think I could get some –“

“Jen!”

“Huh? What?”

“You’re doing it again!  You’re getting so distracted by food that you’re forgetting what we’re talking about!”

“I totally know what we were talking about,” said Jen, huffing. “We were talking about…uh…ice cream?”

“We were talking about how your awful diet is making you fart up a storm,” said Craig bluntly. “And how you’re obsessing over food to the exclusion of all else.”

“Oh,” said Jen, “Um, I guess that might be a problem. But I don’t want to lose you, Craig!”

“Well, you’re not going to lose me,” said Craig, “At least, not if you can think about something other than food once in a while.”

“I’ll totally think of other things!” chirped Jen, brightening up.  That conversation had become heavy fast!  But it had finally penetrated Jen’s thick skull and now she knew: she needed to clean up her act!  If she wanted her relationship to last, she was going to have to start getting her priorities straight.  She’d need to stop eating so much and, more importantly, stop thinking about food so much. That might be a little bit harder… But Jen was willing to try! Anything if it meant that Craig would be happy with her.

“Did you get the keys, Alice?”

“Yes, Laurie.” Alice held up Jen’s car keys for Laurie to see.  Yes, those were definitely Jen’s.  Who else would have that many pink fuzzy bangles on her car keys?

“Perfect,” smiled Laurie as she took them from Alice’s hand.

“What are you going to do with them?” asked Alice.

“Nothing you need to worry about,” said Laurie, popping the keys into the convenient carrying case created by her cavernous cleavage. “Let’s just say that I’ve got a way to convince Jen that she needs to change her lifestyle.”

“It’s not going to hurt her, is it?” asked Alice with a worried twinge in her voice.

“Of course not, don’t be absurd, Alice. You know that Jen is my best friend in the world besides you. And you know I wouldn’t do anything to hurt you, right?”

Alice smiled.  Her smile emphasized Alice’s increasingly chubby cheeks and thick double chin.  For a split second, Laurie felt a stab of guilt.  In reality, of course, she WAS trying to hurt Alice.  Well, no, she wasn’t really trying to hurt her.  This was just a little harmless plumping, right?  She just needed Alice to be just ever so slightly heavier than she was, just so that she looked slim in comparison.  It was a wholly innocent operation, really, because Alice was already pretty hefty, so, really, what was Laurie doing other than encouraging Alice’s natural inclination? What was so wrong about that? Nothing, right?  It wasn’t Laurie’s fault that Alice had taken to gluttony like a pig to slop and had blimped to incredible levels of obesity.  Laurie hadn’t originally planned on that. But as Laurie also succumbed to her innate greed, swelling up like an overstuffed butterball Thanksgiving turkey herself, she had to keep increasing Alice’s feedings, just to make sure that the rotund blonde always stayed just a couple pounds heavier than her companions.

But Jen’s size… that was another thing altogether.  Laurie found Jen’s extreme weight gain almost as shocking as Jen’s recent descent into slovenly apathy. But Laurie could have easily tolerated Jen’s inflation if Jen had just continued to toe the line.  She really did not like the way that Jen had stood up to her.

She was determined to put a stop to that and soon.

“So what are you going to do?” prodded Alice, still curious.

Laurie sighed. “Well, first, I’m going to get a copy made of these keys. Then I’m going to have you slip these back into Jen’s pockets before she even notices that they’re gone. Do you think you can do that for me, sweetie?”

“Uh…sure, I guess so.”  Alice looked nervous.  She was already uncomfortable with all this subterfuge, but she consoled herself by thinking that returning Jen’s keys wasn’t technically doing anything wrong. If anything, that was righting a wrong! She was returning “borrowed” property, right? 

“Oh my gawd, Alice, where did you find these? I’ve totally been looking all over for them! I totally thought that I’d gone, like, crazy?”

“Heh, I dunno, I guess they must have fallen into my bag last week at our sleepover,” said Alice.  Okay, that was a big fat lie.  Alice was ashamed to tell it, but it seemed like the easiest way to explain why she suddenly had Jen’s missing car keys in her possession.  In any event, Jen totally swallowed the lie, so no harm no foul.  Alice was just glad that this whole ordeal was over!

It had been a week since the last time that Alice had seen Jen, but something was different about her fat-bottomed friend.  Alice couldn’t quite tell what.  She seemed…livelier, somehow, more excitable.

“Jen, you’re acting kind of different tonight,” said Alice. “Did something happen?”

“Something totally did!  I totally had a talk with Craig this week and he said that I’d been totally acting like a pig and totally ignoring him like a bitch.  I was all, no way! But then I thought about it and oh my gawd he was kinda right.  He said that I was, like, so obsessed with eating that I wasn’t paying any attention to his needs.”

“Oh,” said Alice. That sounded pretty harsh! Once again, the two girls were alone, having their weekly Laurie-free sleepover.  Sitting next to each other, the two girls looked like a pair of bowling balls.  If anything, being away from Laurie had made them both gain faster – Alice because she was stuffing herself to the brim twice a week at two sleepovers and Jen because no one was around to discourage her wanton binging with snarky commentary.   Alice wore her T-shirt and sweat pants, both stretched tightly over the ample curves of her round, apple-shaped body, the hem shirt failing to reach over the waistband of her pants, so her thick, blubbery gut spilled out.  Jen didn’t even bother with pants, instead just wearing knickers and a short night shirt that came down to her midriff.  “So what did you say to that?”

“I totally told him that I am going to change,” said Jen proudly, lifting a slice of pizza to her lips. “I am going to make sure that from now on I am going to do a lot more than just eat.”

“Are you…are you going to lose weight?” asked Alice.  On the one hand, the prospect secretly horrified her.  She had slowly come to accept her burgeoning size in large part because she saw Laurie and Jen as two fellow fat girls.  If Jen actually started reducing, she felt like it would almost be an indictment of Alice’s unrestrained gluttony.

“Ummm I dunno about that,” said Jen, stroking her treetrunk-like thigh thoughtfully. “That sounds like an awful lot of hard work.  I’m thinking more like, I’m gonna make sure to give him a BJ every now and then. I think poor Craig just missed those an awful lot. Oh and I’m gonna try to fart less.”

“What?”

“Craig said that I was totally getting all farty and bloated. But I figure I can keep eating what I like as long as I throw in some vegetables as well, right? So that will help with that, right?  Like this pizza, right? That counts as a vegetable; it has tomato sauce.”

Alice was pretty skeptical about Jen’s claims, especially since she’d read that plant products actually made you fart more, but she didn’t want to discourage Jen from trying to eat better.  Maybe seeing Jen improve her eating habits would help Alice build up the willpower to do the same.

Unlikely!

“So what about Laurie? Are you guys going to make up?”

“As if!  Laurie’s still being a total bitch and I totally don’t need her for anything!”

Alice wasn’t so sure of that. She knew that Laurie was hard at work on something that would convince Jen that she very much needed Laurie in her life. But what?

The two girls continued to laugh and eat, laugh and eat, having fun and talking into the evening.  But when it came time to sleep, Alice found herself, once again, drifting into troubled dreams….

---

Where am I? thought Alice.  The last time that she remembered waking up in unfamiliar surroundings…what was that?  Oh right, that was that dream where she was strapped to a chair and force-fed by a mad scientist who looked suspiciously like Laurie.

This time, though, Alice saw that she was on a bucolic farm and there wasn’t any scientist in sight.  In fact, Alice seemed to be sitting inside a muddy, fenced-off area.  Even stranger, she was that she was dressed in a pink spandex top and yoga pants, stretched to their limits around her vast bulk. 
“What’s going on here?” she said to herself.  But her curiosity quickly faded when she smelled a familiar smell: donuts!  Alice sniffed the air. Where was it coming from?

“I really need to figure out where I am,” Alice told herself as she unsteadily got to her feet.  Absently, she brushed some of the mud off her thick legs and lower belly, but her feet seemed to be automatically carrying her toward that smell.  It was kind of hard for her to think about anything else.

In one corner of the pen, Alice discovered what looked like an old pig trough.  So that’s what she smelled: there were a few stale, half-eaten jelly donuts.

Alice picked up a maple frosted donut and sniffed it.  How long had it been out? Well, probably not that long.  She took a big bite, her cheeks bulging, and then another and the donut was gone.  The rest followed in short order and soon all the few remaining donuts had disappeared into Alice’s bulging tummy.

Alice smacked her lips and sucked the sugar off her pudgy fingers.  “I needed a snack to help me think anyway,” she rationalized.  “But this still doesn’t help me…”

“Looks like our piggy needs a refill!”

Was that Laurie’s voice?  Alice rubbed her eyes.  She saw two big girls waddling towards her. They were definitely Jen and Laurie, but she’d never seen them dressed like that before!  Both girls were usually so stylish but now they looked like hillbillies!  
Laurie was wearing daisy duke-style cut-off denim shorts cut so high that you could see her entire thighs, cinched by a snug belt cutting into her muffintop adorned by a gaudy belt buckle in the shape of the state of Texas.  Her plaid flannel shirt somehow managed to button over her vast bosom – barely – but she had tied the shirt into a knot under her bust, leaving her pudgy belly bare.  Strangest of all Laurie had tied her normally long hair into two pigtail braids.

Jen looked even odder, dressed only in cutoff overalls over red cotton long johns and carrying a large burlap sack slung over her shoulder.  Jen’s bottom was so wide and fat, though, that the overalls had trouble covering all of her. The straps barely fastened over her shoulders and when she walked, the back seam of the garment kept riding up her rear, forcing her to constantly stop to pull a tight wedgie out of her enormous butt crack.

Laurie hauled herself over the fence and plopped down in the mud next to Alice.  The buxom beauty pulled up the hem of Alice’s shirt and jiggled her flabby gut.

“Looks like our piggy is coming along real nice,” she said, “At this rate, she’ll be the fattest pig at the state fair.”

Jen whistled. “Totally, Laurie! Look at all that lard!”

“Fattest pig at the state fair? No, no, I don’t want to be a fat pig!” said Alice, grabbing her shirt away from Laurie and pulling it down over her fat belly.

“Hey piggy, you hungry?” asked Laurie, grinning widely.  “We brought you a special treat.”

Laurie motioned to Jen, who upturned a sack of donuts and pastries into the trough.

“Mmm, more donuts!” said Alice, licking her lips.  She lurched to her feet and waddled back over to the trough, her entire body jiggling madly.  Alice inhaled deeply.  They smelled heavenly!

“Eat up, piggy,” said Laurie, “You do want to be nice and fat for the judges, don’t you?”

Alice shoved her face into the trough, chomping and snuffling like the fat hog she was.  Laurie and Jen both laughed at the sight: Alice, her head shoved into the trough, her wide ass pointed up in the air.

“These… are… so… good!” mumbled Alice, wheezing as she ate.  Phew, she wiped her forehead with her arm, eating was hard work!  She was used to being easily winded, but she didn’t remember ever getting puffed just from chewing.  Was she really that out of shape?  And where was she again?

“Laurie (chomp) Jen, what’s (gulp) going on here? Why are you (munch) dressed like that?”

“What’s that, piggy?” said Laurie, “I can’t understand you when your mouth is full like that.”

Alice swallowed.  “Why are you dressed like that, Laurie?”

“Why, shouldn’t a farm girl dress the part?  You know me, always dressed to impress.  She rubbed Alice’s plump tummy again, cooing. “But you’re the star attraction today, piggy.  Look at this big piggy tummy!  All those yummy treats are going somewhere, hmm?  We’ve been doing our best to fatten up our pudgy little piggy and now look at you!  You’re turning into a megaton hog!”
“But I don’t want to be a hog!” squealed Alice, her hand already moving toward the trough to grab another Danish.  “Please, stop! I shouldn’t be eating all these treats!  I’m already way too fat and I don’t know what’ll happen if I keep getting fatter.”  Even as she spoke, the tubby teen shoved the Danish into her mouth, oblivious to the irony.  Jen and Laurie may have been supplying her with fattening, high-calorie pig food, but Alice was the only one forcing herself to eat.

“If you don’t want to be a piggy, then you better quit while you’re ahead,” taunted Laurie. “But otherwise, eat up.  There’s no reason to stop now, is there, piggy?”
“Totally,” agreed Jen, “Like, I always say, if you like to eat, eat!  Why should you, like, stop?”

Why stop?  Why stop?  The question echoed in Alice’s mind.  That’s…that’s right.  Why should she stop?  There were probably reasons… the fact that it was getting harder for her to get about, that she was constantly winded, that people stared at her as she waddled around school, that she was a huge fat, lard-filled porker…. None of those things mattered anymore, not compared to the all-consuming ecstacy of eating.  All she wanted to do was gorge herself on these sweet treats.  She couldn’t resist!

Alice placed her hands at the edge of the trough.  Licking her lips, she took a deep breath and plunged her face into the pile of sweets, gobbling and gulping like a greedy animal.

“That’s the spirit, piggy,” said Laurie, patting Alice’s wide back.  “Give in.  Don’t resist.  Eat. Make sure to keep that chubby little tummy full.  Don’t worry, we’ll have you all filled up in no time.”

Alice grunted.  What was she to do? She couldn’t stop herself. She didn’t have the willpower. 

But what could she do? Now that she looked like a pig, she might as well eat like one. There was no reason to restrain herself now.  And so she ate. And ate. And ate.  Days blurred into weeks, weeks blurred into months, it was one long feast.  Alice’s trough was never empty and nothing else mattered.  She descended into gluttony as never before, eating to her heart’s content.  For Alice, there was nothing left but to eat and sleep, eat and sleep, growing fatter and rounder all the while.

But the more she ate, the more piggy she became.  Her ears became pointed. Her cute little nose became snubbier, like a pig snout. Her chubby hands and feet turned into trotters.  And a cute little curly tail popped out of her backside, right above the waistband of her straining shorts. No longer just a greedy girl, Alice had turned into a greedy piggy girl.

Alice was only roused from her eating stupor by the sound of Laurie’s voice and the sensation of rough hands shoving into her buttersoft blubber.

“What’s going on?” mumbled Alice dumbly, her cheeks still full of cake.  She shook her head to clear her thoughts and only then realized the extent of the damage. She was huge!  Alice couldn’t believe it, but she must weigh a ton! Her constant, mindless eating had blown her up into a true hog, her enormous sagging gut spilling so far in front of her that she couldn’t see over it, hanging so low that her panties were completely hidden from sight. Looking down to see her pendulous belly and overfull breasts was difficult because her face had become so round and plump with fat chipmunk cheeks. 

“Wake up, piggy, it’s time for your big day!  It’s time for the fair!”

Alice was only dimly aware of what was happening, her mind too preoccupied with wondering when Jen and Laurie would refill her trough. She was awake and she wasn’t eating… Alice felt confused and angry and scared.  Why wasn’t there any food for her to eat?  She was so used to stuffing herself constantly around the clock that she could not longer even conceive of the idea of genuine hunger.  All she knew was mindless gluttony, eating for the sake of eating, eating well beyond fullness into pain.  It was only when this giant rotund hog slept that her poor, abused stomach finally got some respite, able to stop stretching and start digesting.  Every night was harder and harder, though, as Alice ate more and more.  Soon it would get to the point that Alice would wake up still full from her previous day’s indulgence.  But it was doubtful that even that would discourage her rampant, out-of-control munching.
“She ain’t movin’,” said Jen.  Alice was far too fat and lazy to waddle anymore.

“Don’t…wanna…go…anywhere,” mumbled Alice, licking her lips to taste the remnants of last night’s pastry feast. “Couldn’t you just…bring the food here?”

“Not today, piggy,” said Laurie, “Today is a special day.  C’mon, Jen, if she can’t walk, we’ll just roll her.”

The two fat farm girls heaved their shoulders into Alice, eventually succeeding in rolling the globular gainer into a crate.  Alice lay, barely conscious, a fat immobile blob, as they boarded up the crate.  She barely responded as they used a crane to load her on a truck, and she certainly didn’t do anything other than dream about her next meal over the entire ride.  She only started to rouse from her stupor when Laurie busted open her crate and led her out into a saw-dust filled arena.
“Is…this…the fair?” asked Alice.  “There are so many people here!”  The stands were filled with spectators, hooting and hollering, as Laurie led Alice over to a livestock scale.  Alice paused when she realized what was about to happen.  They were going to weigh her!  Oh no, she didn’t want to know how much she weighed!  She almost resisted, but she felt Jen’s hands on her back, pushing her forward, as Laurie pulled her arm.  Alice barely had the presence of mind to object anymore.

She couldn’t help but hear the audience’s comments, though…

“That’s the fattest pig I’ve ever seen.”

“Think of all the bacon they’ll get from her!”

“I didn’t know that pigs could get that fat. She’ll win blue ribbon for sure!”

Laurie and Jen pushed Alice onto the scale.  The audience exploded in applause, but Alice couldn’t see the numbers over her own breasts and belly.  

“How heavy am I?” she asked quietly, fearing to know the answer.  But no one heard her, everyone was too busy shouting.

“I knew she was the biggest!”

“The scale must be wrong! There’s no way she’s THAT fat!”

“I demand a recount!  They must be cheating!  They must be using illegal hormones to grow fits that big!”

“Eep!”  Alice squealed as a judge pinned a ribbon to Alice’s butt, poking a pin into the straining fabric of her stretched panties.  They were stretched tighter than the skin of a balloon around her massive rump, so that tiny pinprick was enough to blow them to shreds. Alice’s underwear exploded into ribbons, leaving the obese piglet completely naked in front of the crowd.  Everyone laughed at Alice’s exposed gut and pudgy pussy, but the massive porker didn’t even care.

“A blue ribbon for these two farm girls for growing the biggest, fattest pig of all time!” crowed the judge, pointing to Jen and Laurie. The two bulging girls jumped for joy, whooping and hollering.  “And for the biggest, fattest pig – a feast fit for a pig!”

Now the crowd was spilling into the arena, each person carrying a dish of food. Cheese and broccoli casserole, mac and cheese, corn on the cob, buttered green beans, meatloaf, all the staples of down home country cooking. And all for her! 
“No…” she said weakly, but her protests barely registered even to her.  The judges set up a folding table in front of her.  How could the table be that big?  Alice knew that it was impossible but the table seemed to stretch off into the distance as a never-ending line of eager home cooks set their wares down in front of her.  Jen and Laurie pulled up two chairs, one for each cheek, and pushed a third one in between.

“All for you, piggy,” said Laurie, tucking a bib into Alice’s swelling cleavage.

Another feeble protest died on her lips as the delicious smells of the food hit her nostrils.  Her enormous belly gurgled.

There was no denying that Alice was as fat as a hog.  What was left for her but to eat like a hog?  She grabbed a fork with her sausage-like fingers and stabbed at the pie in front of her.  It smelled delicious. It tasted even better. What could she do? There was no resistance anymore.  Alice ate.  Sitting naked, too fat for clothes, Alice ate like the porker she had turned herself into.  All that left to do was eat and eat and eat.

So Alice ate.  And ate.  And ate.  As dishes disappeared into her belly, new ones seemed to magically appear on the table in front of her.  Where were they coming from? Alice had no idea.  She was so intent on gorging herself to her gills that she didn’t even notice if people were bring new dishes or if they really were just popping into existence as if by magic.  Alice couldn’t stop herself.  More more more.  She was a true piggy now, no binding clothes to pinch her swelling belly at all, nothing to signal her that she’d better slow down other than the fullness of her own stomach.  But even her own stomach was silent, wanting nothing more than to be glutted to the extreme, to the limit and beyond.

As Alice slumbered fitfully, Laurie was on a mission.  In the dead of night, as soon as she saw that Alice was asleep, the busty beauty stole out of the house, jumped in her car, and sped away.  

Minutes later, Laurie pulled her car up in front of Jen’s house.  She briefly scanned the darkened street. Good. No one was around.  She unfastened her seat belt and leapt out of her car.  Using the duplicate car key, she opened up Jen’s driver side door and adjusted the driver’s seat ever so slightly.  Just nudging it an inch or two closer to the steering wheel. Good. That was enough for now.  Laurie smiled at her own handiwork.  Genius!  Still chuckling, she slammed the door shut and returned to her own car, driving off into the night.
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