BBW Laurie Gets Her Way (Weight Gain Erotica)
By Molly Coddles

"Oh no," said Mary, "Not Laurie Belmontès!  That bitchy blimp is the most unreasonable customer I've ever had to deal with!"

"Well, don't look now, but that bitchy blimp just waddled in," said Joe, nodding his head toward the entrance.  Indeed, two people had just walked into the Jade Dragon restaurant.  One was a husky, well-built man, the other a huge woman, both in their mid to late thirties.  Mary recognized them both.  The man was Laurie's husband, Frank, and she was grateful to see that he was accompanying his obese wife on this outing.  Unlike Laurie, Frank was polite to the wait staff and often went out of his way to smooth things over after his wife had thrown a particularly egregious fit.  Also, he was the only person who seemed to be able to control Laurie's outrageous temper – or her equally outrageous appetite.

The woman was the aforementioned Laurie, a large raven-haired beauty.  Well, more than large.  Enormous.  Even though she was well over 300 pounds, she wore her weight well.  Most of it had distributed to her hips and chest, giving her a voluptuous matrony look.  Rumor had it that she was a former cheerleader who had ballooned suddenly after high school but still expected star treatment.  She had the arrogance of a much smaller woman, an attitude that had won her few friends but had also made her a successful lawyer in one of the city's top firms.  She always dressed as if she hadn't yet realized how fat she had become, wearing tight business skirts and straining pantsuits.  It didn't help that her voracious appetite meant she was likely still getting bigger.

Laurie was known around town for three enormous things: her attitude, her appetite and her bust.  Her breasts were absolutely monstrous, heavy hemispherical hooters that rippled and bounced with her every purposeful step.  Her brassieres had to be custom built; they probably required some insane engineering.  No one except Laurie knew her exact cupsize, but it was definitely in the latter half of the alphabet.  Mary had often caught glimpses of Laurie's reinforced undergarment through the straining gaps of her blouse buttons to see overfull cups and taut straps. 

"I think that cow is even bigger than she was last time," whispered Joe.

"That's impossible. That was just two days ago!  She couldn't have gained in just two days."

The employees of the Jade Dragon had a running pool to try and guess Laurie's weight. Most of the waitstaff tried to subtly wheedle information out of Frank when he was there, since they were afraid to risk enraging Laurie. Cindy had once asked for Laurie's ID on one of the rare occasions that she'd paid for her own meal, and noted that it listed her weight as "330 lbs."  She had obviously passed that weight years ago, but refused to update her license.  Mary's money was on 500 pounds, but she doubted that she'd ever learn the truth.  500 seemed like a fairly good guess, because Laurie was absolutely massive.  Mary was also certain that Laurie had grown substantially just in the time that Mary had been working here, to the point that she expected Laurie would eventuay not even be able to squeeze her bulk through the front door into the restaurant.

That would be a good day.  Anything that kept Laurie away from the restaurant would be good!  Every time Laurie left, every time that Laurie watched her vast undulating bottom retreat into the distance, she prayed it would be the last time that she saw that unreasonable, obnoxious bitchy hog.  If Laurie’s eating habits at home were half as extreme as they were at the restaurant, it wouldn’t be that long before Laurie was housebound by her own weight – and Mary would be free of her constant tirades and belittlement.

“Ugh, I’d hoped that maybe she ate too much after last time and just exploded on her way home.”

“No such luck,” said Joe, “It would take a lot more food than we have in this buffet to blow that bitch up.”

“I’d like to blow that bitch up,” mumbled Mary, “Blow her up with dynamite.”

Joe looked at her.

"You know, I think I’ll let you take these two, Mary," he said.

"Thanks a heap," muttered Mary.  Waiting on Laurie Belmontes was the last thing any waitress wanted to do!

Sighing, Mary walked toward the couple, straining to maintain a cheery demeanor.  Laurie was primping, examining her reflection in a small pocket mirror.  She glanced up as Mary approached.  Her make-up was perfect, and her bright red lipstick perfectly outlined her lush, full lips.

"Hello, table for two?" said Mary.

"Yes, hello, sweetie, we'd like a booth, please," said Laurie sharply as if daring Mary to object.   Mary held her tongue, while eying Laurie's bloated gut.  It bulged over the waist of her drum-tight tube skirt, barely contained in her snug blouse.  Laurie often bragged about her tailor-made outfits, but it was apparent that it was tailor-made when she was slightly slimmer than she was now.

There was just no way that she would fit.  Her husband Frank was…well, solidly-built if you were polite.  He was downright fat, if you weren’t.  He was wide enough around that Mary doubted that he would even fit his tubby gut into a booth.  But Laurie?  Forget it!  The only way she would fit was if they unbolted the table from the floor and just let her sit in the entire booth, using one bench for each of her ginormous butt cheeks.
"Uh, I don't think…"

"Sweetie, I don't think you heard me," said Laurie, smiling, "Please lead us to a booth, hmm, hun?  They do teach you how to do that in waitress school, don't they?"

Up close, Mary had a spectacular view of Laurie's endless cleavage.  Laurie's suit jacket was unbuttoned, apparently to be stylish but it was obvious that the real reason was that it was too small for her.  Her breasts were absolutely colossal; supposedly, they were at least an M cup.  These titanic tits entered the restaurant a full minute before the rest of this bloated babe.   Her blouse was only just containing her, as she had left the top two buttons open to allow her deep cleavage to well out.  Beneath that, the remaining buttons pooched slightly all the way down.  Every time that Laurie inhaled, her enormous chest rose, putting additional strain on those tortured buttons.

"Uh…" Mary stammered.  Laurie was definitely too big for a booth.  On several previous occasions, she had just barely managed to cram herself in, but now Mary doubted she could squeeze herself into one without becoming hopelessly stuck.  The only other option was a table.  Would a chair stand up to her weight?  It was a dubious prospect.

"We don't need a booth," said Frank, "A table is fine, too."
Thank God Frank was with her!  Unlike Laurie, he was pretty cognizant of both his and Laurie’s sizes.  Plus he was diplomatic enough that he could actually say things to Laurie that doubtless would have had her screaming at anyone else.

Occasionally, Laurie came in to eat with other friends of hers, friends who were just as fat if not fatter than Laurie.  Laurie’s other dinner partners weren’t intolerable; they were generally nicer than Laurie, but they weren’t as good at controlling Laurie’s outrageous temper as Frank was.

Most often, she’d come here with Jen, a woman so wide that she constantly knocked chairs over with her bulging hips and enormous rear.  If Mary had never seen a woman as busty as Laurie, she had also never seen a woman as bootilicious as Jen.  Mary wasn’t even sure if Jen was capable of wearing pants, since she never saw the bottom-heavy woman in anything other than leggings or stretch pants pulled to their absolute limits over the vast expanse of the blubbery babe’s enormous, tree-trunk thighs and planetoid butt cheeks.  Jen still had a youthful face, but her enormous body, according to her, was partly the result of multiple pregnancies.  Jen loved yattering on about her two kids, often trying to show Mary photos of them from her wallet, despite Mary’s complete indifference.  Jen, however, was oblivious.  From her valley girl cadence, Mary suspected she was kind of a ditz. 

Still, given her eating habits, which were just as voracious as Laurie’s, Mary suspected that those pregnancies weren’t entirely to blame for her heavyweight status.

Snippets of overheard conversation seemed to indicate that Jen was a high school friend of Laurie’s who’d gone on to become a secretary at Laurie’s firm.  Mary wondered how Jen could even file anything correctly, since she was such a complete bimbo that she had trouble reading the menu.  Jen had let it slip once that she had dropped out of college because she found it too difficult to walk to class and instead spent most of her “study time” in the cafeteria, slowly packing on the freshmen 15, then the freshman 30, and finally the freshman 100.  After Laurie started making a name for herself, she had hired her old friend as a favor.  She’d also bought Jen a custom-built chair so she could sit comfortably behind her desk.

Mary could only imagine how wide that custom-built chair must be, because Jen was fucking huge.  She was so wide that she literally needed to set three chairs in a row to accommodate the bloated bimbo’s fat fanny.  At least, Jen didn’t make a fuss about that.  She just accepted it as a given that she’d need multiple chairs given her bulk, just giving Mary a nod, a goofy grin, and a “Like, totally thanks, honey!” the first time that Mary had brought her a third chair.  Mary wasn’t sure if Jen was at peace with her size or just too much of an airhead to even think about the vastness of her proportions.  When Jen was dining with Laurie, Mary did occasionally hear the badonkadonk goddess complaining that the special chair was beginning to pinch her hips and subtly whining that Laurie should upgrade it for her.

Laurie’s other frequent companion was a blonde blimp named Alice.  Alice worked as a teacher at a local high school supposedly the same one where she had first met and become friends with Jen and Laurie.  Like her two friends, there were rumors that Alice had also been a cheerleader during her high school years, leading Mary to belief that either standards for cheerleaders were a lot more lax when these women were younger or that, once they left high school, there was something about cheerleaders that just made them all play up like balloons. It made her wonder what had become of her own classmates who had been cheerleaders.  Were they now all equally as fat as these three heifers?

Alice was a sweet woman, even nicer than Jen, which made it even stranger that she kept company with someone as insufferable as Laurie.  Alice was round.  There was no other way to put it.  She was shaped like a fat, round pumpkin, so ripe and fully-packed that she looked like she might roll around if she tipped over.  And like her friends, she still ate like a pig at every visit, either not realizing or not caring that her gorging was responsible for the fact that she couldn’t waddle from the door to the table without huffing and puffing out of breath.
But Alice and Jen at least were both sympathetic to a wait staff forced to deal with their vast sizes.  Laurie had no patience for even the slightest inconvenience.  Even no, Mary could see the fire in Laurie’s eyes as she heard Frank order a table for the couple.

Laurie snorted in derision, and cast a look at her husband. "Sweetie, I said I wanted a booth," she said, "I like booths."

Mary kept her mouth shut, dreading what would surely come next.  Would Frank be forced to tell the truth, that Laurie was simply too tubby to fit into a booth?  She must know it already, of course.  She fixed Frank with a sly look, as if she knew he was in a bind.  Surely he couldn't allow her to take a booth but he couldn't say why.  A classic Catch 22!

"You're not saying, honey, that there's any reason I shouldn't sit in a booth, are you? Hmmm?"  He voice dripped with honey, but Mary could tell that Laurie was all the more dangerous when she was being sweet.

"No, of course not, babe, but a table would put us closer to the buffet."
Mary had to admit, the man was smooth.

Laurie looked at the buffet. "Oh. Yes, yes, it would.  Well, then, I suppose a table will do."  She eyed Frank with a wry smile as if to say: Well played.  Mary almost wondered if the couple enjoyed this strange game, where neither would publically acknowledge the literal elephant in the room – Laurie's enormous girth.

Mary led them to a table, then pulled out a chair as Laurie waddled up to her.  Nodding in satisfaction, the boobilicious lawyer settled her wide rump into the seat.  Mary winced as she heard the chair creak ominously under Laurie's weight.  She silently prayed that it wouldn't collapse – Laurie would flip her lid if that happened!  If this was Jen or Alice, Mary might have even helpfully suggested adding a second chair to help distribute the weight, but she knew that Laurie would only scream at her for such insolence.

Luckily, the chair held up.  But it did groan loudly whenever Laurie shifted in her seat.  Mary tried hard to ignore the noise.

Mary took their drink orders before leaving them alone.  She was grateful to do so.
She watched from a distance as Laurie attempted to get up to visit the buffet.  Leaning forward onto the table, so that her enormous hooters splayed out against the table’s surface, she rose slightly off her chair.  She hovered for half a second before dropping back down, her entire flabby body jiggling as much as it could within the confines of her over-tight clothes.  After the effort of walking all the way to the table, Laurie was too fat and unwieldy to get up from her seat without some major assistance.  
“I don’t feel like getting up, Frank,” she said, “Could you be a sweetie and get a plate for me?”

“Sure, what do you want?”

“Mushu pork and chow mein.  Also bring me some rangoons.  And some fried rice.  And whatever else will fit on the plate.”

Mary knew from experience that this was only the beginning.  Laurie regularly devoured upwards of five or six fully stacked plates.  Few patrons had enough room left over to make a second or third trip down the buffet line, but Laurie would regularly make six or seven trips. And when she had someone else to do the walking to and from the buffet line for her, she would probably eat even more plates.

The two diners took their time eating, staying deep in conversation.  Mary only caught brief tidbits of their talk when she refilled their drinks.  Laurie loved to gossip.  

"So, today I had that new clerk write up some briefs for the Grobauch v. O'Shea case," said Laurie.  She shifted in her seat, prompting a loud creak from the overworked chair straining beneath her plush bottom. "You remember old lady Grobauch, right?  That shrill old harpy, still crabbing on about some tree crossing her property line or something.  If I didn't owe this favor to her daughter, I wouldn't have taken this case.  Anyway, you should see this new girl we have, a little dim and she does not know how to dress herself at all."  Laurie paused to shovel a wonton into her mouth. "She's always wearing these tight little skirts like it's impressing anyone," she mumbled through a full mouth, "But, really, she just does not have the figure for them.  Way too skinny, no curves at all.  Not like some people, hmmm?"

 As she'd been talking, Laurie had leaned back and thrust out her bust, moving her hands to the sides of her large breasts as if to draw attention to them.  She was definitely proud of her bustline and wasn't the slightest bit embarrassed when she caught Mary staring at her chest.  Quite the contrary, Laurie smirked as Mary looked away quickly.

"You like what you see, honey? Well, don't get too distracted.  You've got a job to do here, don't you?  Besides staring at your customers' boobs?"  Laurie tapped her half-empty glass.

"Er, yes, ma'am," said Mary, blushing red.  Laurie snorted in amusement.

Mary grabbed Laurie’s glass.  What had she ordered again?  Oh right.  “Diet Coke?”

Laurie arched her eyebrow.  “Please.”  

What a joke.  Why would a tub like Laurie bother ordering Diet Coke if she was going to eat enough fat to deep fry a buffalo?  Mary wondered if Laurie was aware of the absurdity.  She probably did it on purpose, daring people to point it out to her just so that she would have yet another excuse to throw a huge public tantrum.  Probably demand to see the manager and then scream until he agreed to comp her meal.  This devious lardbucket was exactly the sort of shameless self-centered hog who would do that, too.  No wonder she was such a successful lawyer!  Mary held her tongue. The last thing that she needed was yet more grief from Laurie.
“I’ll have this right out for you, ma’am,” Mary said as civilly as she could.

"Good, see that you don't forget.  I expect perfect service."  Laurie glared at Mary meaningfully until the girl was forced to turn and scurry away.

"Humpf, hard to get good help these days, isn't it?" Mary heard Laurie say as she left. "And if you ask me, that girl's really just a tad too pudgy to be dressed like that…"

Pudgy! The nerve of that cow!  Mary stormed back to the kitchen. Okay, sure, she had a little bit of extra baby fat around the middle.  What did they expect? She worked in food service!  How could she avoid a little between meal snacking when she was surrounded by food all day?  But to be called "pudgy" by a jumbo hippo like that? It was infuriating!

Glancing over her shoulder, she could see that Laurie was shoveling another plateful into her fat face, leaning so close to her food that she looked like a cow at the trough.  How appropriate.  Mary narrowed her eyes, wishing all sorts of curses on the overstuffed heifer.  I hope you get indigestion, you fat pig.  No, that’s too good for you.  I hope you choke.  It would serve you right.  Or worse.  Mary imagined Laurie totally pigging out on plate after plate, filling her distended gut until it was bulging and drum-tight and then still demanding more until finally she ate that last bite, the one bite too many, that finally made her burst apart at the seams.  
Still fuming, Mary turned to her co-worker.  "Joe, do you think I'm fat?"

"Hmmm?" Joe was transfixed watching Laurie eat from across the room.  Mary knew that of asked he would pretend that he was just staring in disgusted awe at her size, but she suspected he was really watching the way her hefty hooters jiggled as she popped morsels into her hungry mouth.

"That bloated witch just said I was pudgy! Pudgy!  And just when I thought she wasn't going to be a total bitch today."  She threw a poisonous glare back at the whale-sized diva.  Laurie herself rarely went to the buffet, instead snapping her fingers for Frank to fetch plates of food for her.  She never broke her rhythm.  

"Look at that cow eat," muttered Joe, "She's like a machine."

"I know," said Mary, "I don't think I've ever seen someone shovel it down like she does.  How can one woman eat so much?"

"It's probably because she used to be a cheerleader," said Joe, "I hear that cheerleaders do so much dancing and exercise that they develop really huge appetites that stick with them for the rest of their lives.  That's why they all balloon up once they're out of high school."

"Hmm," said Mary absently, "I guess.  I've heard that cheerleader rumor, but it's hard to believe. I mean, yeah, her boobs are huge.  But so is the rest of her! It's insane to think that someone that size could ever have done a cartwheel or a backflip."

"Yeah, but look at that ego, the way she bosses everyone around.  She got used to always being in charge and she's still a colossal bitch.  That's total cheerleader mentality right there."
“What about those other two women she comes in with? People say they used to be cheerleaders too? You’re not telling me that you believe that.”

“Oh whatsernames, Jane and Allison?  Eh, maybe.  I guess it’s a little hard to believe three cheerleaders all growing up to be major porkers.  But then again, maybe their habits rubbed off on each other.  I bet one of them just started blimping out and the other two sympathy inflated.”

“Ha! Which one do you think was patient zero? Which one started ballooning first?”

“Laurie,” he answered without hesitating. “Those other two were probably just following orders.  You know how Laurie is. She’s mesmerizing.  She’s got that commanding presence that just makes people do what she says.”

“She’s got an obnoxious attitude and a shrill scream, if that’s what you mean by ‘commanding presence.’  But I think you’re talking about those big honking hooters.”

“Mary!”  Joe stuttered, embarrassed that he’d been caught.

“Yeah, I can see what’s got you mesmerized.  You can’t stop staring at those colossal funbags of hers.  If you like ‘em so much, why don’t you go out there and wait on those two yourself?  I can’t believe you’re leaving me to do the hard work while you just stand here, drooling like a horny teenager!”

“Well…you have to admit…they’re pretty hard to miss!”

“Yeah, and what you wouldn’t give to motorboat them, I’ll bet.”  Mary smirked, thinking of Joe with his face suffocated between those monster milkbags.

“I’ll tell you what I WOULDN’T do to motorboat them.  I wouldn’t deal with Laurie. Nothing’s worth dealing with that haughty bitch.”

“Apparently Frank thinks she’s worth dealing with.  Who knows what he sees in her, though?  It couldn’t just be for the tits.  No one could like tits that much.”

CRASH! A thunderous crash interrupted the conversation and Mary knew instinctively  that it had come from Laurie’s table.  If she was lucky, it really was the sound of Laurie finally exploding like a rubber raft inflated too much.  But she knew she wasn’t that lucky.  She knew it was something else, the worst possible thing that could have happened.  Mary hardly dared turn around at the sound; she knew her worst fears had come true.  Joe, ever helpful, turned pale and quickly ducked into the kitchen before a piercing shriek filled the restaurant.

Mary slowly looked behind her.  Laurie had eaten too much, filled herself too full, and she had finally grown beyond the capacity of her chair.  The poor wooden chair had splintered beneath her, sending the egotistical porker crashing to the ground.

Laurie flailed on the ground, too round to get up under her own power.  All she could do was lie on her fat ass like an overturned turtle, kicking her flabby legs, waving her uselessly fat arms, and fuming impotently.  Frank was immediately at her side, struggling to lift his wide wife to her feet.  Frank was a big guy.  Unlike his soft, blubbery wife, who was nothing but lard down to the bone, Frank had some good muscles under his own fat.  But even he was having some real trouble trying to lug Laurie off her fat ass.  It didn’t help that Laurie appeared more interested in making noise than in actually getting up.  

“What kind of restaurant uses sub-standard chairs like this!? I could have died!”

She fell like two feet, thought Mary sourly.  The only way that a fall like that could have killed her would be if it dropped her on her overstuffed gut and she split open on impact.  Mary almost sighed.  If only that had happened! Sure, the clean-up would be murder, but at least Laurie would finally be quiet.

“Laurie, be quiet and give me a hand.  I can’t get you up if you don’t put in some effort too,” said Frank.  

“I will not be quiet! I demand to speak to the manager! I want him to comp our meal! It’s the least he could do after this shoddy treatment.”

Oh no, thought Mary, here it comes.

Laurie wailed in a combination of anger and embarrassment as Frank finally managed to pull her up to her feet. Her perfectly coifed raven hair was mussed and her clothes were disheveled.    Even before she was on her feet, she'd whipped out her pocket mirror and started fixing her face again.  Mary could see something that Laurie didn't yet know; she'd split her skirt in the fall and there was a long tear along the right seam, revealing the soft, pudgy flesh of her thigh.

Reluctantly, Mary jogged to the table.  

"Ma'am, are you okay? Let me help-"

"This is unacceptable!" shouted Laurie, her round face flushing a bright red.  She was livid with rage, her bountiful bosom heaving with excitement.  She shoved a plump finger into Mary's chest. "Do you know who I am, you skinny little squirt?"

"Yes, ma'am, I-"

"I'm Laurie Belmontès! I could have you fired for that!"  Mary gulped, trying to stay focused, but the truth was she was terrified of Laurie's wrath.  It was legendary.  Even so, her attention couldn't help but shift downward.  Laurie stood up to her full height, shoving her looming boobs right into Mary's face.  Laurie was wheezing in anger, and every gasp caused the buttons on her blouse to pull tighter and tighter.  It didn't look like the cotton fabric would be able to take the full force of Laurie's fury!  If she kept swelling with rage, something was gonna blow! 
"I could sue your whole lousy restaurant! I hope you know that!"

Laurie inhaled to let loose another tirade.  The buttons stretched across her billowing hooters quivering dangerously, ready to blow.  Laurie was wheezing and gasping so much that she was inflating like a pufferfish – although Mary couldn’t help but think she must be ten times as deadly as any fish!

"And another thing! I expect that this meal will be free, do you understand? Completely free! I wouldn't want to have to speak with your supervisor.  Or to my friends in the health department!  You got that?"

"Yes, ma'am!" Mary didn’t have the wherewithal to argue against her.  God, this job was sooo not worth it! 
"Good!" huffed Laurie.  That was it.  Laurie had puffed herself up so full of air that her blouse simply couldn't take the strain anymore.  The tortured button at the apex of her watermelon-sized hooters burst off, springing from her giant chest and hitting Mary square in the face.

Laurie's chubby face turned a deep, livid purple.  She was obviously embarrassed by the loss of her button, but she could only deal with that anger by blowing up even more.

"Now look what you've done!  You've ruined a perfectly good blouse!  This cost me $300, you know – it's authentic brand LeGrand, imported all the way from Italy! I demand to speak to the manager this instant!"

Laurie loomed over Mary like a helium balloon blotting out the sun.  Her wild gesticulations were too much for a woman of her size and she was gasping for breath, her vast bust heaving even more.  The large diamond-shaped gap left by her defeated button dilated more every time she sucked in a lungful of air for another burst of obscenities.

Bang! Another button flew from her shirt, leaving her tortured top hanging open limply as her bobbing boobs surged forward.  Her overloaded brassiere was almost entirely on display now, and Mary could tell that Laurie hadn't been fit for a new bra in a long time.  The shoulder straps were pulled taut, pressing into the soft flesh of her bulging bosom.  The lacy cups, now peeking out of the defeated blouse, were running over, creating two mini "muffin tops," one on each breast.

"Honey, please, this isn't her fault,” said Frank.  “Look, it was just an accident."

Laurie wasn't listening. "And another thing-"

"Honey, please. For me." 

Laurie stopped.  She looked at Frank, then back at Mary.  Her attitude changed almost immediately.  "Alright, sweetie, for you."  She turned back to Mary, lifting a menacing finger as if to say You're lucky this time.
Mary sighed in relief.

***

All in all, the day had gone well.  After Laurie's explosion, the couple had left quickly.  No one in the restaurant was sad to see the last of Laurie as her blubbery, undulating behind swung out the door.  But when Mary had counted up the payment, she found that they must have felt bad for the scene – because they'd had left her a very generous tip. Probably Frank’s idea, she mused.

"A little extra cash always helps make things better," she sighed to herself as she swept up the debris Laurie left behind.  Of course, it was just a little bit.  More cash would have been nice.

Mary picked up the remains of the broken chair to toss them in the dumpster. But she happened to glance at the bottom of the chair and her face broke into a huge smile.   

"Joe!" she called, "Get out the pool! I think we've got a winner!"

"Oh?" Joe popped his head out of the kitchen, looking at her quizzically.  "What are you talking about?"

Mary pointed at the chair bottom, where the manufacturer had pasted a small label.

"Weight limit: 500 pounds."
* * *
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