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By Mollycoddles

Alice and Jen couldn’t resist exchanging giggles all through breakfast. Everytime that one caught the other’s eye, the two porkers would break out in renewed laughter. They were positively giddy with delight, knowing that they were soon going to surprise Laurie with a brand new mobility scooter.  Laurie was totally going to flip her lid!

Breakfast at the Sarovy house was never a small affair. On weekdays, Jen’s mother was constrained by her guests’ schedules; Jen’s father had to leave the table for work eventually and the girls all had to leave for school. But on weekends, breakfast could last all morning and sometimes even into the afternoon.  Jen’s mother was such a relentless feeder that she often blurred the line between breakfast and lunch entirely and, if she had her druthers, her guests wouldn’t even leave the table until after dinner.

“I’m so glad you girls have a healthy appetite,” said Mrs.Sarovy, beaming happily as she plopped yet another plateful of hot, fresh pancakes onto the table between the two bloated beauties.  

“Thanks, Mom!” said Jen, her cheeks already bulging and syrup dribbling down her double chin. She licked her lips hungrily, cooing at the delicious sweetness, before plowing into another helping. “It’s sooooo good! I could, like, eat these forever!”  
Jen opened her mouth to say more, but all that came out was a loud baritone belch that reverberated through Jen’s pliable blubber.  “Oof, that’s better!” said the juicy peach-bottomed bimbo, patting her chest. “Like, that cleared up a little more room!”

“What was that, dear?” asked Mrs.Sarovy from the kitchen.

“Like, nothing, Mom! I was just, like, saying I could eat like this forever!”

With Mrs.Sarovy at the grill, the idea of eating forever wasn’t even all that far-fetched.

Alice nodded in agreement, careful not to speak with her mouth full.  Jen more and more frequently forgot herself while she was eating, descending into an almost primal hoggish greed where she would cram food into her face with almost total disregard for manners or decorum.  Only after she was completely stuffed would Jen pause to notice the sticky syrup on her chubby cheeks or the crumbs in her cleavage.

Alice too tended to forget herself while she was eating, but, while she might go into an almost catatonic state of bliss and become oblivious to the world around her, she still tended to eat somewhat daintily for a girl so big.  She tried her best to chew with her mouth closed and take small – if extremely frequent – bites.  As her body swelled, though, Alice was finding it harder to maintain any dignity while eating.  Just chewing was enough to get her out of breath, so she was sometimes forced to eat with her mouth open, wheezing and gasping the entire time.  Today, though, she hadn’t reached that point yet.

“I’m sooo excited,” sputtered Jen, her little piggy eyes twinkling. “When do you think we should give Laurie her present?”

Alice pondered the question.  She wasn’t entirely sure. “I think the sooner the better. Laurie is really going to have a heart attack when she sees it! I don’t think she suspects a thing.”

Of course, Alice and Jen hadn’t just bought a scooter for Laurie out of the goodness of their hearts.  Both girls were, themselves, enormously fat. Each girl weighed just shy of 500 pounds and would in all likelihood each would be joining the quarter-ton cutie club within the next few months – if they hadn’t already broken that threshold.  Each of them were looking forward to the day that they could have scooters of their own, so they would no longer be forced to carry the burden of their rapidly blimping bodies on their own poor, tender, aching feet.  But they also knew that Laurie, as proud and haughty and judgmental as she was fat and lazy, would explode with outrage if she heard that her two best friends were giving up their mobility for comfort.  But she couldn’t possibly be angry at them if she had a scooter of her own first! That was their plan.  Present a scooter to Laurie as a present. She would probably be mad, but she couldn’t be THAT mad over such a thoughtful gift.  And, once she got used to the idea, it would help defuse her anger when Jen and Alice eventually saved up enough to buy some scooters for themselves.
A perfect plan!  Both Jen and Alice were feeling pretty good about themselves for thinking of it, but Jen’s little sister Jesse, sitting across the table from the tubby duo, couldn’t help but wonder what these two fatsos were chuckling about.

Jen pushed the last bite of pancake into her greedy mouth, then lifted her plate to lick off the remaining syrup. Once it was completely clean, she replaced it on the table, took one last longing glance at the freshly-arrived stack of pancakes her mother had just brought from the kitchen, and sighed.

“Okay, so, like, I’m gonna go call Laurie,” said Jen, placing her chubby palms against the table and pushing herself away in a rare display of willpower. “I’ll find out what she’s doing today and, like, maybe we can show her when she gets back later? What do you think?”

Alice nodded as she shoved another forkful of pancakes into her mouth, her double chin wobbling. That sounded good.

Jen lurched to her feet, nearly losing her balance as she adjusted to the enormous gravity of her massive thighs and monumental rear.  Alice wasn’t used to seeing Jen dressed like this.  For months, Jen’s unusually pear-shaped weight distribution meant that she was unable to fit her titanic tushie into anything other than leggings and yoga pants. But after they pooled their money to buy Laurie’s scooter, Jen had decided to treat herself to a visit to the mall’s best plus-size fashion boutique. To both girls’ utter astonishment, it turned out that the store actually carried jeans designed to accommodate girls of Jen’s ample proportions.  

The bulbous brunette was wearing her favorite top, a stretchy low-cut white T-shirt decorated with black cow-print splotches, but she was also wearing her brand new ‘Just My Size’ jeans. It must have taken a literal acre of denim to sew them, because they were absolutely enormous, having to cover so much soft, pliable blubber.  They already looked a little snug on Jen’s vast curves, pulled tight at her crotch and haunches, so it was anyone’s guess how long they would remain, as they claimed, just her size.

“And then I can show off my new jeans too!” beamed Jen, patting her monumental denim-clad rear. Her soft flesh bounced slightly under her chubby palms.  Alice marveled at how even these mega-sized jeans, designed for girls with ridiculously rotund rumps, still pulled tight across Jen’s chubby cheeks; the rear seam created a slight indent between the two boulder-sized lobes, marking a trail up the length of the fat girl’s ass crack.   “Laurie’s gonna go nuts! I bet she thought I’d, like, never be able to wear real pants again! Like, this is totally such a great day!” 
Jen waddled off, her beachball-sized ass cheeks ponderously swaying like two gargantuan denim boulders.  Jen paused briefly as she reached the foot of the stairs, groaning out loud at the task that now faced her.  Climbing stairs was such a chore!  Jen grabbed the banister with one plump hand and hoisted her elephantine legs up, one then the other, to the first step. That was a start.  The hefty hippopotomus-sized hottie slowly wobbled her way up the steps, one at a time. The trip up a single flight of stairs should have lasted only a few seconds for most girls, but it was a labor that could take an absolute whale like Jen up to an hour.  She would be so winded by the time she reached the second floor that it was anyone’s guess if she would even still have the strength and stamina to actually telephone Laurie at all.  She might well just flop, exhausted, into bed and leave the phone call for tomorrow.
That left Alice alone at the table with Jesse.  Jesse watched Alice continue to attack her remaining pancakes with gusto; she could hear her mother bustling in the kitchen, but, for once, it seemed that Mrs.Sarovy was distracted from further feeding by some cleaning chores.

“What’s your game?” asked Jesse suddenly, suspiciously narrowing her eyes.

Alice hiccupped in surprise at the pointed question.  “Wh…what do you mean?”

Alice could feel herself starting to sweat under Jesse’s unforgiving gaze.  What was Jesse talking about?  Alice wasn’t entirely sure.  Could she be referring to her secret pact with Jen to buy scooters? Or could she be referring to her understanding with Laurie to help eat extra food to keep it away from Jen and thus help her lose weight? Or was she talking about something else entirely?  Alice wasn’t sure.

“Why are you two always here?” asked Jesse. “What’s your plan? There’s no way that you two are just here to take advantage of my mom’s cooking, are you? There’s got to be some majorly brilliant endgame to all this gluttony.”

Alice shook her head. “I—I don’t know what you’re talking about, Jesse!”

“Oh no? I’m tired of you and your friend Laurie mooching off of my family. So if you don’t come clean and tell me EXACTLY what you two are doing, then I’ll have to use drastic measures!”

“W-what do you mean?” Alice’s face went pale. That sounded scary! But, at the same time, she had to wonder: What drastic measures could Jesse possibly be talking about? What could she do?

“I’m going to give you exactly what you want,” said Jesse. Alice stared blankly, confused. Why would that be a bad thing?

“Fine, looks like you’re not going to talk. Mooooom!”

“What’s that, Jesse honey?” called her mom back from the kitchen.

“Mom, I think Alice is still hungry!” called out Jesse in a sing-song voice.

“Oh, no, I’m totally fine,” said Alice politely, patting her ample gut as it spilled forward onto her thick legs. “But thank you anyway, Mrs. Sarovy.”

“Nonsense! We can’t have our guests going hungry!” cried Mrs.Sarovy. “It’s a point of pride that no guest should ever feel like they didn’t get enough to eat!”

In moments, Mrs.Sarovy had a plate of rolls, sliced cheese and cold cuts in front of Alice. 

“Just give me a few minutes, Alice, I’ll get the oven fired up! In the meantime, this should tide you over!”

Alice stared at the plate in front of her as Mrs.Sarovy tottled off to reapply herself to the stove.

“Oh, thanks, Mrs.Sarovy!” said Alice, smiling to herself as she cut into a roll.  Despite her protests, Alice was still slightly puckish. That was no surprise. Alice was never completely full.  Sometimes she ate until her belly ached, until her eyes watered, until hot tears spilled down her chubby cheeks, but she was never actually completely full.  She was greedy enough that she could always find just a little more space for just a little more food.

Jesse didn’t believe that.  She believed that Alice had a limit.  But she also knew that her mother would never stop bringing out food as long as she had a victim to eat it and she knew that Alice would never stop eating as long as food was available.  She was going to use both of those facts to her advantage.

It didn’t take Alice long before her plate was clean and she was sucking grease off of her stubby fingers. But it was just long enough for another fresh plate of pancakes to appear before her.

“C’mon, what’s this all about? I know you must have some plot in mind! What are you up to? I don’t believe for a moment that you’re just here for food!”

Alice shrugged, absently pushing another bite of pancakes into her mouth. Poor naïve Alice really had no clue what stunt Jesse was pulling here.  She couldn’t understand at all why Jesse would think this was a punishment. Alice loved pancakes! In fact, there were few foods that Alice didn’t love, but sweet sticky flaky pancakes were definitely near the top of the list for her.

“Alice, you saw the trailer for the new Wreck-it-Ralph movie, didn’t you?” asked Jesse coyly.  Alice nodded, but she wasn’t really paying attention.  She licked her lips, a hungry glint in her eye, and grabbed her fork eagerly as Mrs.Sarovy plopped a second stack of pancakes onto the table in front of her before she had even started the first.

“You know what happened to that bunny, don’t you?” said Jesse ominously.

“Uh huh,” said Alice absently.  She vaguely remembered the scene. It took place in a game where Ralph fed too many pancakes to a cartoon bunny until it simply burst.  But if Jesse thought she could threaten Alice with that, she simply had no idea of the extent of Alice’s gluttony. 

Alice dug in.  She ate and ate and ate.  For most people, every bite would make them feel more and more full, but Alice was such a helpless glutton that eating had the opposite effect on her.  The more she ate, the hungrier she grew.  Every bite awakened a ravenous desire for more, more, more.  Alice was eating on autopilot, her eyes glazing over as her mind reeled under the euphoric effect of all that glorious, delicious food.  Oh, heavenly! She could never get enough! No matter how much she ate, she could never fill up that yawning void in her belly.

“What are you doing here?” asked Jesse again, the sharpness in her voice cutting through the blissful haze of Alice’s food stupor.

“Huh? I don’t know what you’re… talking about,” huffed Alice.  She planted her lpump feet against the floor and pushed with all her might, moving the table slightly back from the table to give her growing belly more room.  Alice looked like a pumpkin, her belly big and round and enormous and spilling out of her over-stretched polo shirt to fill her lap.  Jesse couldn’t believe how big she was getting.

“Ugh…can’t…reach,” mumbled Alice, struggling to reach the table with her thick, fat-swaddled arm. After a moment, she gave up. It just took too much effort to hold up her arm, so she dropped it to her side.  By now, Alice’s belly had grown so vast that it had pushed her too far back from the table for her to reach her food anymore.

The overstuffed girl sighed in relief.  She was absolutely stuffed to the gills, just monstrously full beyond belief.  Mrs.Sarovy’s relentless feeding left her feeling like a beached whale, too big and bloated to even breathe comfortably, but she couldn’t stop herself as long as she could keep eating.  Now she couldn’t reach the food and that was the only thing keeping her from eating even more. Thank goodness!  Her giant belly was actually saving her from herself!
“Mom, Alice is having some trouble reaching her food,” called out Jesse. “I think you need to help her!”
“Oh no,” mumbled Alice, her chubby face blanching as Mrs.Sarovy eagerly emerged from the kitchen with yet another load of pancakes.

“Oh you poor dear, we can’t have that!” said Mrs.Sarovy, grabbing a plate off the table and carefully balancing it on the shelf of Alice’s rotund gut.  Alice watched in mounting terror as Jen’s mom plopped yet another tall stack of flapjacks onto the plate.  

“Syrup, honey?” asked Mrs. Sarovy.  Alice nodded dumbly, her double chin wobbling against her chest as she stared at the bounty in front of her.  She hardly dared eat anymore yet her mouth opened, unbidden, and her chubby fingers clenched around her fork as she moved in to begin another round.

More, more, more… Eat and eat and eat…

After hours of relentless feeding, Alice was beginning to understand the soft power of Jesse’s torture!  Jesse knew two very important things: She knew that her mother would never stop bringing out extra plates of food as long as there was any chance that her guest had even the slightest inkling of hungry. And she also knew that Alice would never stop eating as long as there was food in front of her.  It was the classic case of the unstoppable force meeting the immovable object!
Eat and eat and eat… Alice was losing track of time. How long had she been at the table? How many plates of pancakes had she forced down into her cavernous maw? How many more were still left to go? Would Mrs.Sarovy ever let up?  For once, Alice wished that Jen was still at the table. Normally, she was excited when Jen left the table early – it meant more food for Alice and, even if she hated to admit it, the thought of gobbling Jen’s share of the food gave her a sick, greedy thrill in the pit of her oversized stomach. But this was too much. Way too much! She just didn’t have any room.  She was done, but she couldn’t stop.

Alice stared down at the piles and piles of plates, genuine fear in her eyes.  Cold sweat dripped down her forehead, sliding over her round, flushed cheeks.  She couldn’t imagine eating a single bite more. She was stuffed beyond belief, her belly swollen in front of her like an enormous round balloon, so tight that she could barely breathe, the hem of her polo shirt sliding up to reveal most of her burgeoning middle.  Alice lifted her fork unsteadily, her arm wobbling as she brought it down and plunged into yet another helping of pancakes.

Alice was nearly in tears from the pain of her full belly, yet she couldn’t stop herself from gorging.  She was so fattened with flab, so bloated with blubber, so laden with lard, that she was certain she would burst if she didn’t stop but she didn’t have the willpower.  She loved to eat and every bite was an explosion of deliciousness so good that she forced herself to ignore the pain that followed as her stomach filled tighter and tighter.
“I…couldn’t eat anymore… please,” gasped Alice as she pushed away yet another cleaned plate.

“The bunny gets the pancakes,” chuckled Jesse darkly.  She pushed yet another stack toward the bloated blonde, ignoring the desperate helpless pleading in the fat girl’s eyes.

Alice ate and ate and ate, her breathing becoming ragged and shallow as her stretching stomach pressed harder against her lungs.

“Now what’s Laurie doing here? What are you doing here?” asked Jesse. “I want to know the truth and, if you’re not going to tell me, I’ll tell my mom you’re still hungry.”

“I…don’t know what you’re talking about,” whined Alice miserably, smacking her sticky, syrup-covered lips and stifling a soft burp.  She was so full that she had to lean back in her chair to breathe comfortably.  Her thick double chin rested on the shelf of her boobs, making her look even rounder. 
She was going to explode if she didn’t take matters into her own hands.  She had to do the unthinkable.

She had to refuse food.

The very idea almost made Alice want to cry as much as the pain in her stomach did. But she had! She didn’t have a choice!

“I’m…done…please,” squeaked Alice, placing her palms against the table and pushing herself away. “No…more, thank you!”

Jesse’s jaw dropped as Alice resolutely planted her chubby feet against the floor, her thick fat-swaddled knees bumping into the underside of her grotesquely distended belly.  Alice placed one hand against the back of the chair for support, and the other against her own back, slowly struggling to raise herself to her feet like a massively pregnant woman staggering under the load of a growing brood of quintuplets.  The chair creaked in relief as Alice’s broad butt lifted up and the obese teen staggered drunkenly to her feet.  She couldn’t believe it! Alice was actually mustering up some shred of willpower to resist putting ever more food into her gullet!

“Are you sure?” asked Mrs.Sarovy, clutching yet another stack of pancakes as she bustled out of the kitchen. “I couldn’t bear to think you might be…oh…”

She paused.  Seeing Alice in her full glory made even Mrs.Sarovy rethink the wisdom of her relentless feeding.  Alice was huge. At 400 plus pounds, Alice always looked huge, of course, but after this latest round of feeding she looked positively porcine.  The fat blonde girl was as big as a whale and as round as a balloon; her gargantuan stuffed belly was so tightly stuffed that it was shiny.  Her gut surged over the waistband of her mega-waisted cargopants, testing the absolute limits of the garment.  Alice hiccupped loudly, sending waves cascading through her blubber and starting an immediate chain reaction: The safety pin holding together the waist of her pants broke, allowing the two flaps of her fly to bust apart, and a brilliant supernovae of bright red stretch marks suddenly blossomed into being along the sides of her monster belly.  Alice moaned out loud, but otherwise didn’t seem to notice. 
“Yes... please… I just need to… get to bed. I.. need… to rest!”  Alice reached under her gut to lace her chubby fingers together, forming a cradle to support her overstuffed abdomen.  Every step was a monumental labor, each heavy footfall sending shuddering quakes through the house as Alice struggled to lug over 400 pounds of food and fat away from the tempting siren call of the table.
Alice could barely breathe; she was so full that her crammed belly was pressing tightly against her lungs.  Her round cheeks were red from the strain of wheezing as she wobbled slowly forward.  Jesse watched, paralyzed by a mixture of disgust and fascination.  Alice was so out of shape that she looked like she might just have a heart attack from trying to cross the room. 

Alice leaned backwards in hopes of getting some air into her compressed lungs, moaning loudly, her enormous drum-tight belly shifting like a galleon on stormy waters.  It was like a helium balloon, so overpumped that it had burst free of its moorings, ripping Alice’s shirt, bursting her fly, threatening to snap the overly taut elastic waistband of her pathetically threadbare panties.  There was no way to deny it. Alice was as big as a cow.  She looked like a bullfrog puffed to its max. She looked like a pig fattened for slaughter. She looked like a blimp filled to the limits. She was ready to explode.  Until today, Jesse had never thought that a teenage girl could actually explode from overeating.  But now she wasn’t so sure.
Jesse watched Alice struggle, her enormous backside wiggling from side to side as she strained to escape from the pinch of the doorway.  Jesse realized that she was used to thinking of Alice as being rather small in the backside, but that was only because Jesse always mentally compared Alice to her own sister Jen and Jen’s unbelievably overstuffed rear.  But even though Alice was built to store most of her bulk up front, she still had a respectable enough rump that she could get caught in doorways. It was unreal.

Jesse chuckled to herself.  Alice thought she could get away without spilling the beans, but now she was stuck – her escape thwarted by her own extreme corpulence! How ironic!  Jesse sidled over her the poor trapped piglet, struggling not to laugh out loud at the sight of Alice’s twitching backside as the bloated babe wobbled back and forth in a futile attempt to free herself.
“Still hungry, Alice?” asked Jesse from behind. Alice felt her knees going weak. Oh no!  It had taken all of her willpower to finally break away from the table, but she hadn’t made a clean break.  She was stuck and she was at Jesse’s mercy again!  She wasn’t sure that she would be able to resist a second time.  If Jesse got her to eat just one more bite… Alice had a sudden vision of the consequences. She was sure to detonate in a shower of syrup and pancake batter, blowing the house apart and probably injuring everyone in the process!
 “No…. no … please…” she whispered thickly, her lips moving but the words so inaudible that Jesse could barely hear them.  It didn’t matter, though.  Jesse was determined that Alice would eat until she either spilled the beans… or burst like an overfilled water balloon. “I couldn’t eat…another bite…  I’m gonna pop.  Jesse, please!”
“Oh you don’t have to eat anymore,” said Jesse, “But I just want to make sure you have the opportunity. It’s up to you whether or not you really want to eat.”

“Mom, Alice said she still wants more! She says that she can’t believe that you would let her leave the table hungry!”

“Oh no! Alice please don’t be upset!” cried Mrs.Sarovy as she came running with yet another tall stack of flapjacks.  

Jesse grinned. Her mother was totally taken in by the obvious ruse.  But once she spied Alice’s face, even Mrs.Sarovy paused.
Alice’s face was beet red, sweat pouring down her brow and over her cheeks.  She looked like she was desperately trying to hold herself together, as though she was so obscenely stuffed, so completely full to the very brim, so bloated with food and inflated with fat that she was holding herself with nothing more than sheer willpower – and that, if she relaxed for just a moment, she very well might blow!

“Oh my goodness, dear, you look…a little, uh, under the weather there,” said Mrs.Sarovy. And then she said something that she had never said before and would probably never ever say again: “Are you sure you want more, dear?”
Alice looked up, her eyes silently pleading. Oh no. No. No no no! Why did she have to ask that question? Alice needed to say no, but she couldn’t.  She could never say no.  She still needed to eat.  She was helpless in the face of her own gluttony, her only hope was that someone else would save her, someone else would deny her food, someone else would prevent her from stuffing herself until she popped.  But Mrs.Sarovy was not that person.

“Yes,” said Alice breathily. “Yes… please… just a little bit… more.”

“She can’t hold it in this position, Mom,” said Jesse helpfully, “You’ll have to spoon it into her mouth.”

“Oh, of course!” said Mrs.Sarovy brightly, all her misgivings forgotten in the thrill of getting to feed Alice some more.  She lopped off a bit of pancake with a spoon, smeared it around the plate to gather up some sticky maple syrup, and held out the glistening, sticky, soppy treat to Alice’s face.

“Come on,” said Jesse, “Eat up, Alice.  Remember: The bunny gets the pancake!”
Alice opened her mouth in helpless resignation, just enough for Mrs.Sarovy to push in that one last morsel.  She swallowed, painfully, her entire over-stuffed, over-bloated body tingling and throbbing with absolute fullness.  This was it. This was her undoing.  She could feel it.  She was absolutely going to pop now.  Her fate was sealed.

Or was it?
Her stomach gurgled ominously, a loud groaning, churning, roiling sound filling the room.  Alice squeezed her eyes shut, half-convinced that it sounded just like the squeaking and creaking of an over-filled balloon in the last moments before it burst. But then, surprisingly, the sound passed.

But, even do, she wasn’t done yet.

That last bite did it.  The extra weight in Alice’s belly was enough to pull the girl forward; the immense gravity of her 400 pound fat belly yanked her forward with enough force that her tender hips slipped through the confines of the doorway.

“Oh no!” gasped Alice.  She felt herself falling forward, her breath catching in her throat.  She had a sudden horrifying vision of herself hitting the floor, belly first, and bursting apart on impact.  She was definitely full enough that even the smallest attack on her belly could prove disastrous!

Jesse cringed as Alice collapsed onto the floor, her enormously stuffed belly cushioning her fall but forcing a tremendous belch to blast out of the poor overstuffed sweetie’s syrup-ringed mouth.  The impact wasn’t enough to blow her apart, but it reverberated through her blubber – and her fat rear, sticking straight up in the air, split the seat of her cargo pants apart.

“Well, I guess Jen doesn’t have the monopoly on fat asses,” said Jesse to herself.  She walked over to inspect Alice, prodding the fallen fatso in her bloated flanks. “You okay there, chubbo? You ready to talk?”

Alice didn’t respond except to burp softly.  Jesse leaned in closer and was astonished to see that Alice had actually fallen asleep.  She was so unbelievably overfull that she had simply passed out.

“She’s asleep,” said Jesse, dumbfounded.

“Oh my, the poor dear!” said her mother, “We’ll have to carry her to bed…”

“No way, Mom!” said Jesse, shaking her head. “Are you kidding? She’s got to weigh, like, a ton! Let her sleep here. Besides, this isn’t over.”

She patted Alice’s blonde head. “Sleep well, Alice. I don’t know what you and Laurie are up to, but, believe me, I’ll find out.  One way or another, I’m going to get to the bottom of this whole weird situation!”
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