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“You know what your problem is, Jen?” said Laurie, her eyes on the road ahead as she navigated her SUV through the maze of quiet side streets that led to Jen’s house. “You don’t know your limits. That’s why you’re lucky to have a best friend like me. I don’t know how you survived on your own while you were mad at me!”

“I dunno,” answered Jen with a shrug. Laurie continued to talk, but Jen wasn’t paying much attention, instead watching the scenery go by.  Laurie sure liked to talk! Lately, Laurie mostly talked about her plan to help Jen lose weight, a plan which couldn’t interest Jen less.  The bootilicious bimbo didn’t share Laurie’s superficial concerns with body image.  While Laurie was terrified that anyone might see her as fat (which, considering that Laurie now tipped the scales at way over 400 pounds, was inevitable), Jen couldn’t care less if the kids at school sniggered behind her back when she waddled past.  She loved to eat, and, if gaining weight was the inescapable consequence of her hearty appetite, that was something that she was willing to live with.  She did briefly get concerned about her growing tuchus when her boyfriend Craig told her that he was less attracted to her.  But it soon became clear that Craig was mostly upset that Jen’s steady diet of junk food led to her increasingly brazen flatulence. That, and Jen was so fixated on food that she had started to ignore his needs.

Luckily, the couple’s relationship was now on the mend that Jen had cut back on gassy foods and started to pay more attention to her boyfriend in the bedroom.  With those changes, Craig didn’t really care all that much that his girlfriend’s rear was so wide that she was getting stuck in doorways and having trouble buying pants off the rack.  A consummate “ass man,” Craig even seemed to revel in Jen’s mammoth badonk.

But that didn’t dissuade Laurie.  Laurie only heard what she wanted to hear, and right now she was hearing that Jen needed to lose weight.  Jen suspected that Laurie’s new obsession came from her own insecurity now that Jen had put down her food about Laurie’s plan to fatten Alice.  For nearly a year, Laurie and Jen had conspired to plump up their mutual friend Alice in an effort to make themselves look thinner.  But now that Jen no longer cared whether she looked thin and had started to genuinely enjoy Alice’s friendship, she had told Laurie that the plan was dead in the water. She wasn’t going to be part of that anymore.  So now Laurie apparently needed a new project to keep her occupied and that project seemed to be helping Jen slim down.

Jen sighed and absently reached into her purse.  Ah, there it was!  The fudge brownie she bought for dessert after lunch at the cafeteria.  She’d forgotten all about that!  But as she began peeling the saran wrap, Laurie snatched it out of her hands with one fluid motion.

“What. The. Hell, Jen???” snapped Laurie, “What is this?”

“It’s, like, just a brownie! I don’t see what’s the big deal.”

“You know how many calories are in this thing?” said Laurie, waving the delicious treat in Jen’s face. “I spend all day keeping junk food out of your mouth and this is the thanks I get? I swear, Jen, this is literally the last thing you need.  Aren’t you going to have dinner in, like, five minutes?”

“Um, yeah… my mom always has dinner ready when I get home.”

“Yeah, I’ll bet she does,” said Laurie, narrowing her eyes.  She raised the brownie to her own lips and bit off a chunk, chewing thoughtfully.  

Jen’s eyes bulged.  Laurie was eating her brownie! No fair! But before she could protest, Laurie was talking again.

“I know how your mom is,” said Laurie, spitting flecks of chewed up brownie all over the dashboard as she talked. “I know she’s all old-world. She thinks being fat is healthy or something, so it’s no wonder that you’re such a cow these days! That’s why I’m coming to dinner at your house tonight. I have to see how she feeds you to gauge what I’m up against.”

“You, like, kinda invited yourself,” mumbled Jen, bitterly watching her top-heavy friend munch on what was rightfully Jen’s brownie. “I, like, haven’t really cleared it with my mom, you know.”

“It’ll be fine. Your mom always makes waaaay too much food, and I know how much she likes having around an extra mouth to feed. You just keep quiet and let me do the talking. I’ll make sure that she doesn’t stuff you to bursting for once.”

“Oh, I guess so.” Jen wasn’t particularly enthused about the idea that Laurie would be PREVENTING her from eating.

“Ah, here we are.” Laurie pulled her SUV up to the curb in front of Jen’s house and put the gear into park. Stuffing the last bite of brownie into her mouth, she threw open the door and stumbled out. “Let’s go.” 

Jen wore a lime green leotard over chartreuse tights – not because she was exercising, but only because her enormous size relegated her to stretch fabrics.  Laurie thought that Jen’s green outfit made her look like a ripe juicy pear.  And when Jen had her hair tied back into a ponytail, it only reminded Laurie of a pear stem sprouting out the top of an overripe fruit.

“Can’t believe she’s going out in public dressed like that,” muttered Laurie to herself, completely ignoring that her own wardrobe choices were hardly better these days.  Laurie’s burgeoning belly and oversized tits restricted her fashion choices more and more, much to the fashion-conscious queen bee’s chagrin, so now she wore a bright pink track suit with the jacket unzipped to accommodate her monstrous melons.  The white wife beater she wore beneath her track jacket was barely up to the task of restraining her billowing breasts, and Laurie’s twin gazongas bounced and swayed wildly as she wobbled up the walkway to the front door of Jen’s house.  Behind her, Jen smirked slightly as she noticed that the seat of Laurie’s tight pink track pants was emblazoned with the word “Juicy.” Her larger rear was definitely not something that Laurie of all people would want to call attention to, but Jen wagered that Laurie hadn’t even noticed what her pants said when she wriggled them up her thighs this morning.

“Here, Jen, you go first.”

Jen squeezed past her gargantuan friend and fumbled with her key in the lock until the door clicked open.  The two girls were greeted by a mouth-watering aroma as they entered the house. It smelled like dinner was almost ready!

“Jen, is that you?” called a voice from the kitchen. “It’s about time that you got home, I was beginning to get worried! Dinner is ready and it’s going to get cold!”

“Sorry Mom,” shouted Jen, “Hey, Mom, you remember Laurie, right?”

Jen’s mother popped her head out of the kitchen.  “Oh of course, hi Laurie. How are you?”

“I’m fine, Mrs. Sarovy. Jen said I could come to dinner tonight, that’s fine, right?”  Laurie flashed her most disarming smile, knowing full well that Mrs. Sarovy would never turn away the chance to fill another belly.

“Oh, Jen, I wish you’d told me, I don’t know if there will be enough food! But you’re welcome to join us. You girls just go right into the dining room and make yourselves comfortable.”

Laurie tried not to roll her eyes. Of course there was enough food. Jen’s mother cooked enough to feed an army!

“Hey Dad, hey Jesse,” said Jen as she wobbled into the dining room, raising a hand to briefly greet her father and sister who were already seated.  “You guys remember Laurie?”

“Hello Laurie, take a seat please,” said Jen’s father.  He was already attacking a slice of brisket with gusto. Jen’s little sister Jesse looked up briefly, her mouth already filled with meat and nodded in recognition. Laurie was shocked to see that they’d already started eating even before Jen got home.  This family just couldn’t wait to start gorging!

Not that she could blame them, the food looked and smelled delicious.  Jen’s mother was an amazing food and the table was spread with an unbelievable feast: succulent roast brisket, savory potato kugel, hearty cholent stew, and many other dishes that Laurie couldn’t recognize but that smelled heavenly.  Her mouth began to water at the sight before her. Already she could sense Jen falling into a daze next to her, her dumb cow-like eyes glazing over as she stared mesmerized at the feast before her.  Laurie was going to have her work cut out for her if she was going to keep Jen was binging tonight!

 “Here, bubbale, I’ve got your chairs ready for you,” said Jen’s mother, bustling into the room and motioning to the empty chairs at the table. “Your friend can sit here next to you.”
“Like, thanks, Mom!” chirped Jen.
“Um, why are there three chairs?” asked Laurie.  

The answer came to her as she watched Jen plop her bottom down and scoot over until she was straddling two of them.  Laurie’s jaw dropped.  Her fat-ass friend was so bottom heavy that she couldn’t fit all of her ass in one chair anymore, now requiring two chairs to support her massive weight.

Jen’s entire family was big, of course.  Her mother was a wide-hipped matron, her father was a husky bear, and her little sister was just edging up to dangerously chubby.  But Jen was by far the biggest person in the family. Her parents were definitely fat, but they weren’t so big that they needed two chairs to support their weight!

Laurie wasn’t very far behind Jen, of course. At last weigh-in, Jen weighed only three pounds more than Laurie – she was 433 pounds to Laurie’s 430. It was only because Laurie distributed her poundage differently – with a substantial portion going up top to her chest – that Laurie was still able to fit all of herself in one chair.  Even so, the ominous creaks and groans coming from the flimsy food as Laurie settled down in her seat alerted her that she too would soon need the extra support of two chairs.
Jen’s mother busied herself with ladling food out to her family as she filled with air with idle chatter.  Laurie definitely suspected that Jen took more after her mother, because Mrs. Sarovy gave off the same cheerful, ditzy vibe with her incessant babbling.  Jen’s little sister, meanwhile, must take more after her father – since both Jesse and Mr. Sarovy were taciturn grunters who barely interrupted their eating to say the odd word. And maybe Jen’s mother also saw something of herself in her older daughter, because she clearly expended most of her energy in feeding Jen.  Laurie was amazed at how much food Mrs. Sarovy shoveled onto Jen’s plate.  She always knew that Mrs. Sarovy had a very old-world attitude toward food, but it was a wonder that Jen hadn’t exploded years ago! This woman was relentless!

Luckily, Laurie was here to help her.

“No, Jen really needs to stay in shape,” said Laurie archly, grabbing Jen’s plate and quickly moving it to her own place setting. “We have a very important game coming up and I need Jen to be in top physical condition. Isn’t that right, Jen?”

“Uh….I guess so?”  Jen pouted, staring forlornly at the empty spot on the table where her overloaded plate should have been. Jen really had no interest in losing weight.  Laurie had darkly warned Jen several times about the inevitable consequences of her overindulgence, but Jen… well, Jen couldn’t just not eat, could she?  She couldn’t be expected to give up all this delicious food that her mom cooked?

“Remember, Craig’s not gonna want to keep dating a super porker,” hissed Laurie, her cheeks bulging with prime rib.

“I don’t think Craig would say that…” mumbled Jen, but Laurie wasn’t listening to her. Laurie was busy eating.

Laurie was too quick!  Every time that Mrs. Sarovy tried to pass food to her daughter, Laurie would intercept it.  Not only that, Laurie’s constant stream of chatter distracted the older woman enough that she didn’t even realize that Jen was barely getting anything to eat at all!  

Jen was nearly in tears.  How could this happen to her?  She had never left this dinner table hungry! In fact, she had never left this dinner table anything less than stuffed to the gills.  Yet tonight Laurie was dominating the dinner!

Laurie was literally being a bigger pig than Jen.

“C’mon, Laurie, can’t I just, like, have a little?” whined Jen, biting her lip in sorrow as she watched her best friend glut herself on the delicious dinner intended for Jen’s belly. “I mean, like, I’m totally starving!”

“Did you say that you were starving, Jen?” cried Jen’s mom, “Oh, we can’t have that! Here, have some more kugel!”  

Jen’s mom spooned an enormous heaping of greasy potato kugel out of the casserole dish and was just about to deposit it on Jen’s plate when Laurie piped up.

“It really IS delicious, Mrs Sarovy. What did you say this was called again?”

“Oh, it’s kugel, dearie.”

“Kugel.”   Laurie tasted the unfamiliar word on her tongue.  “That’s so interesting.  You are quite the cook, Mrs. Sarovy.  Where ever did you learn to cook so well?”

“Well, I don’t know, I must have learned it from my mother…”

“Fascinating,” said Laurie, angling her own plate under the hovering spoon and tapping the spoon to dump the kugel on her own plate.  Like mother like daughter, thought Laurie.  Mrs. Sarovy was almost as much of an air-head as her butt-heavy daughter, so it didn’t take much to distract her.  All Laurie had to do was keep talking and keep eating and pretty soon the meal would be over without Jen even getting a mouthful!

Laurie beamed. What a good friend she was to help Jen like this!

The only question was: Could Laurie hold out?  After her third helping of brisket and her fourth helping of kugel, Laurie’s belly puffed out like an inflated balloon, resting heavily on her thighs and pressing into the edge of the table.  Always a big eater, Laurie wasn’t used to THIS much food…. Not to mention that Mrs. Sarovy’s greasy cooking sat heavily in her stomach like a lump. Ugh. How much more could she eat?

Laurie took a deep breath and launched herself into yet another plate.  How many plates of food had she already eaten?  She really had lost count.  Mrs. Sarovy kept talking, kept shoving more food in front of her.  Laurie’s head was swimming, her stomach was aching.  She felt herself starting to slow as her swollen gut pressed harder and harder against the edge of the table with every bite.  She couldn’t keep this up! The pressure against her burgeoning belly was too much, it was making it hard to keep going!  For a second, Laurie considered something that she’d never considered before. 

Only last week, in the cafeteria, Laurie had noticed her friend Alice had finally grown too fat and round to sit at the lunch benches without the table pushing into her gut.  So Alice simply grabbed her gut, lifted it up, and let it drop upon the table with a SPLUT before she turned back to eating.  Laurie was shocked but also secretly delighted at the display.  It was yet another milestone in Alice’s continued expansion, more proof that Laurie’s plan to plump up her bloated blonde friend was working.  In fact, Laurie was especially pleased at how nonchalant and practiced the motion was for Alice. That meant it wasn’t her first time.  Clearly, she’d already found herself in other situations where her gargantuan belly got in the way.  Maybe at some restaurant or buffet, Alice had first discovered this trick that would allow her to still fit and still keep eating.  And now she’d accepted it completely! She hardly even seemed to understand that she ought to be embarrassed to be so fat that she needed to let her gut rest upon the table while she stuffed herself.  And that meant that Alice would probably just keep eating and eating for as long as Laurie kept feeding her. 

Now Laurie was in a similar situation.  Could it be?  Laurie felt beads of sweat forming on her brow.  The meat sweats, probably. She’d eaten so much tonight that it was a wonder she was only now starting to perspire.  But it was also fear sweat.  Did she dare?  Did she dare admit to herself that she was so fat that she also needed to let her belly rest on top of the table when she ate?  Laurie already knew the truth deep in her heart. She was fatter than Alice.  The last weigh-in at the school locker room, the same weigh-in that had revealed that Laurie was only three pounds lighter than Jen, had also revealed that Laurie was, in fact, a whopping 13 pounds heavier than Alice! Fatter than Alice, who was, until recently, the cheer squad’s designated fat member! How could she have let this happen?  For a split second, Laurie stared at the full plate in front of her in horror. What was she doing?? She was trying to help Jen, but… she was going to make herself blow up!  No, no, no… Laurie shook her head.  Maybe…maybe Alice was fatter now?  Yes, yes, Laurie was sure of it.  Even without Jen’s help, Laurie had been relentlessly stuffing Alice, so there was no way that little blimpette couldn’t be even fatter than 420 pounds now!  Of course, Laurie had probably also gained in the interim…. But Laurie conveniently ignored that fact.  

Worse, the pain in Laurie’s belly was actually turning her on.  That was another hard truth for Laurie.  She loved too eat, loved to stuff herself, not just because she was a glutton… but also because being relentlessly stuffed was now a sexual kink for her!  Right now, only Frank knew and she mostly confined her strange sexual feelings about stuffing to the times that she was alone or just with her boyfriend.  But having Mrs. Sarovy practically force feed her until she was ready to puke was actually making her kind of hot and bothered…

Gross!

Was that the real reason that she had invited herself over for dinner? Because she knew Jen’s mom was an unapologetic feeder who she could count on to feed her and feed her and feed her until she couldn’t even move?  Laurie was sweating and panting, her colossal bosom heaving and swaying as she pushed another forkful of potatoes into her mouth.  Oh Gawd, she could feel herself getting moist between her legs.  Thank God no one could see her below the table!  Laurie was getting so worked up that she was sure she must be soaking right through her sweats, and she could just imagine a growing wet spot must be appearing in the crotch of her pants.

She had to make a decision.  Fuck it.  Laurie reached below the table, taking her blubbery gut in her hands, and hoisted it up to plop on the table.  The whole table shook with the impact, plates and dishes rattling.  No one noticed.  Mr. Sarovy and Jesse were too busy gulping down their own fourth and third helpings, respectively.  Mrs. Sarovy was occupied with dumping yet more casserole on her husband’s plate.  And Jen…. Well, Jen was too busy feeling sorry for herself and rubbing her own empty tummy to even care.

The poor girl had barely gotten even a bite to eat!  Jen sadly poked at the speck of potatoes on her plate. Compared to the massive mounds of food that she usually hovered down at dinner, this was nothing! But everytime that she reached out toward anything on the table, she felt Laurie’s furious gaze upon her and heard Laurie hissing into her ear: “Really, Jen? Try to have some self control.”
Self control that Laurie clearly lacked.  She was guzzling and gorging like a greedy hog at the trough!

Laurie gasped as her full belly smacked against the table, the tender overstretched skin tingling with a rare combination of pleasure and pain.  Laurie’s belly spread across the table, the hem of her shirt riding up, the slit of her navel squashed into a thin line as her belly settled against the table top.  She couldn’t help but think about Frank… Oh, how he would tease her if he could see her now!  Frank did love to tease her about her weight and she loved it when he teased her.  He was the only person that she would allow to get away with that, the only person that was permitted to point out the obvious truth: That Laurie wasn’t a buxom bombshell anymore. She was a bloated, billowing, bulging blimp, with a broad butt and big belly to match her ballooning boobs.

Oh Jeez, she needed Frank right now… She needed him strong arms to rub her full belly. She needed his dick.  Laurie held back a sexual moan, but luckily everyone else at the table was too concerned with eating to even notice how strangely Laurie was acting.  She could feel the sweat pooling in her cleavage, soaking through her undershirt.  Her erect nipples were like little bazookas, tenting the taut fabric of her white wife beater and pointing straight across the table at the oblivious Mrs. Sarovy.

“I hope you girls remember to save room for dessert, too,” said Mrs. Sarovy, returning from one of her frequent trips to the kitchen with a giant platter covered in fluffy, sugar-dusted pastries. Hope they saved room for dessert? That was ironic, because her constant feeding would be the main reason they’d both be too full for dessert! “I made sufganiyot!”

“Yessssssss…wait…uh…what’s that?” asked Laurie, her cheeks bulging with food.  Was there really going to be dessert too? The limits of Laurie’s boundless appetite were already being sorely tested just by the main course!  As horny as she was, her face went slightly green at the thought that she still had more food to eat! Then again, dessert was the final lap.  If she could just get through this without bursting…

“They’re like jelly donuts,” explained Jen, staring sadly at her empty plate.  She hoped that Laurie would be too full for dessert, because that might be the only thing that Jen got to eat tonight!

“Oof,” said Laurie, stifling a burp, “I guess I could hold a couple jelly donuts.”

“Me too!” said Jen, “I’d love some too!”

“Uh uh uh, Jen!” said Laurie placing a chubby hand on Jen’s shoulder. “Don’t you think you’ve had enough treats?”

“But… but…Laurie..!”

“A tubby girl like you really needs to watch her waistline, don’t you think, Jen?”

“I…I…”

“Good, I’m glad we’re in agreement!”  She turned to Mrs. Sarovy. “Yes, Mrs. Sarovy, please pass the sav…sav… the donuts right over here.”

***

Laurie was stuffed.

She was too stuffed.

A healthy appetite ensured that Laurie was well over 400 pounds of rippling blubber. The obese raven-haired diva was almost always stuffed – there was rarely a time that she was without a snack in her hand, and her insatiable appetite had contributed to her enormous size. But tonight was extreme, even for her.

“Too many.. jelly filled donuts,” she gasped, her breath coming in ragged, shallow pants. Breathing hurt.  Moving hurt.  Everything hurt. She was so very, very full.  She couldn’t even see over her belly anymore, all she saw in front of her was acres and acres of enormous, heaving gut. She was as fat as a cow.

She lay on the recliner in Jen’s living room, reclined all the way back, trapped beneath her own belly like a beached whale.  Her belly rose like a dome above her, quivering slightly as she breathed, the waistband of her pink track pants pushed down to her crotch. She hardly dared to breathe!

How many dozens of donuts had she eaten? Too many.  She was so fat that she often didn’t see any physical change when she ate. Even after a big meal, her stomach’s distention was hidden from sight under pounds of flab.  But tonight, her determination to save Jen from herself had gradually worked itself into a hunger so extreme that she hadn’t been able to stop herself. She just ate and ate and ate until she was completely filled up, her belly so tightly packed with creamy treats that she could barely even think straight. Laurie felt like a human jelly donut, so puffed up with jelly and dough that she might just explode in a shower of jelly.

“Ohhhh my gawd,” she sighed, gasping for breath. Her enormous, stuffed belly rose in front of her like a mountain, covered in a thin, glistening sheen of sweat. She had eaten too much.  That was no surprise. She was a complete glutton who ate too much almost every night. That’s why she was the size of a beached whale, so fat that she had trouble finding clothes that would still fit over her mammoth curves.  The last time that she had gone shopping, she had just managed to fit a few pairs of pants at Lane Bryant that she could pull over her tubby thighs and wide ass, that just managed to button around her impossible waist.  That was weeks ago, though, and even though she knew that she should get her eating under control, that her constant snacking and gorging were leading to the day when not even the biggest sizes in the fat girl store would still fit her expanding ass, she couldn’t stop herself.  It wasn’t just tonight, It was every night. Every night was an orgy of indulgence, a non-stop blur of food food food, filling herself until every nook and cranny in her cavernous belly was filled with delicious donuts.  When Frank was around, she begged him to stuff her until she was ready to bust, then fuck her hard…. But even when she was alone she was still a pig.  She was addicted to their sweet, creamy taste and she just couldn’t stop herself.    

Her waistline was still growing. She knew it because she had already felt the waist on those fat girl pants start to pinch. Everyday, it was just a tiny bit harder to pull the button across and hook it into the buttonhole. Just a tiny bit harder to tug that zipper all the way up. Just a tiny bit harder to buckle her belt into the last remaining hole.  On Monday, she had barely been able to do up her pants.  On Tuesday, she knew that she was playing a dangerous game. Her pants were so tight that the button was barely staying hooked.  If she moved too quickly, she would pop it clean off.  On Wednesday, she gave up on pants entirely and moved into skirts.  Skirts were her friends! Flow, non-confining skirts! But by Friday, she was having trouble even hooking her skirts around her vast waistline. She was blowing up too fast for clothes.

Today, all that was left for her was her sweats.  She might be able to pack herself into her sweat pants tomorrow, but what was the point? She grunted and grabbed at the lever to recline the chair even further.  The chair groaned as the mechanism released, dropping her backwards until she was almost completely horizontal.  She was soooo stuffed.

“You okay, Laurie? You, like, ate a lot. I know you’re not used to dealing with my mom…”

“I’m…fine…” muttered Laurie, barely able to form words she was in such over-stuffed pain. “I hope…you…appreciate what I do… for you…Jen.”

“Er, like, yeah, totally!” said Jen. She had no clue what Laurie was talking about.  Appreciate that Laurie had eaten EVERYTHING? Jen’s tummy gurgled. Maybe once Laurie left Jen could sneak back into the kitchen and chow down on some leftovers… They were always plenty of leftovers after all!

“Ugh…I can’t…I couldn’t eat another bite… oh, I don’t think I can ever eat again…”

“Are you girls okay?” asked Mrs Sarovy from the living room doorway. “Are you sure you wouldn’t like just a little more dessert?”

Laurie burped and moaned, grabbing at Jen’s arm desperately. Her hand was old and clammy with fear.

“Jen, is your… is your mother insane?”

“Like, maybe you should just take a break,” said Jen, “Here, I’ll have a couple donuts.”

“No!” cried Laurie. She struggled to sit up but she was too glutted, so she just fell back into the chair with a groan. “I didn’t… put myself through all that… just so you can spoil your diet in the… eleventh hour!  Tell your mom… I’ll eat the rest!”

“Um, like, okay.”  Jen called out to her mother: “Sure, Mom, like, Laurie says she’ll have a couple more.”

Mrs. Sarovy lost no time in bringing out yet another tray of donuts.

Laurie blanched.  There was no way. No possible way.  Her overloaded stomach popped and gurgled and grumbled in protest, already struggling to digest the massive meal. She couldn’t possibly expect it to hold anymore!
But Laurie felt a new resolve fill her as she noticed the hungry look in Jen’s eyes.  No. No, she couldn’t let Jen spoil her diet. Not now. Not after everything that she’d been through tonight.

She would eat.

“Just bring them right here, please, Mrs. Sarovy,” said Laurie.

The things she did for friendship!
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