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Alice stared at herself in the mirror, her eyes moving over the rounded form reflected back at her.  Her undersized clothing did nothing to hide her vast belly, her voluminous breasts, or her thunder thighs – her polo shirt, the largest thing that she owned was stretched around her middle like a sausage casing and her pants miraculously still hitched up around her waist but then they refused to button.  Alice sighed wistfully, her thoughts elsewhere. For once, the bloated blonde wasn’t fantasizing about food or dessert or even that coveted mobility scooter.  She was dreaming about something much more mundane: pants that fit.

 

For weeks, Alice had been saving her money, pinching every penny, so that she could eventually afford to buy a shiny new mobility scooter, something to ferry her between classes, something to reduce the heavy burden of walking.  At over 450 pounds of pure soft lard, Alice was a true heavyweight and walking was an increasing challenge. Besides the simple fact that her thick legs rubbed together so much that her inner thighs were red and chafed and the fact that her knees constantly bumped the sag of her overhanging belly, walking was just too tiring.  She could barely even waddle without huffing and puffing! But all that was going to change soon.  Just as soon as she had enough money to buy that scooter…

 

Of course, that day was farther away now that Alice had pooled her money with Jen to buy a scooter for Laurie first. The two chubby cheerleaders hated to delay their own scooter purchases, but it was definitely for the best.  Alice remembered how Laurie used to always give her grief about her expanding waistline, so she imagined that their team captain probably wouldn’t be happy to find out that her two star cheerleaders had decided to give up on walking.  But if Laurie had her own scooter too, her tune would probably be quite different!

 

Alice sighed again, looking down at herself.  She couldn’t see over the swell of her enormous belly, but she could feel her jumbo-waisted khaki cargo pants cutting into the soft flesh of her bottom and thighs. They were size 30 yet they were too small to button around her ample waist. She had been dealing with undersize clothes for weeks, because she couldn’t afford to buy new ones. Not while she was trying to save money! Instead, she had to resort to asking her friend Abida to alter her clothes, letting out her stitches as Alice continued to grow.  But soon!

 

Alice grunted as she tugged futilely on the waist of her pants, knowing there was no way that she was going to get that button to connect. It hadn’t reached all the way in weeks, forcing her to secure her pants with a safety pin.  This was embarrassing!  Luckily, because of her close connection with mega-queen bee bitch Laurie, no one at school said anything, but still. It was always humiliating whenever the rotund blonde suffered another popped button or busted seam.

 

“Tyler? Could you please give me a hand here? I’m having some trouble!”

 

Another embarrassing thing? Relying on your boyfriend to help dress you.  Alice hated to admit it, but that was one of the reasons she was always so glad that Tyler spent most nights with her since she had come to live at Jen’s house.  Getting dressed by herself was an awful chore when she had to reach her pudgy arms around her gargantuan gut, but an extra pair of hands made it sooo much easier!

 

Tyler popped out of the attached bathroom. “What’s wrong?”

 

Alice pointed at her front and Tyler’s eyes fell on her wide open fly.  He nodded, smiling. He knew what to do. After all, he saw this sort of thing all the time with Alice.

 

Tyler disappeared under the shelf of Alice’s belly. The overweight girl waited. She couldn’t see what her boyfriend was doing, but she could feel his hands tugging on the flaps of her cargo pants, straining to pull them together. 

 

“Alice, honey, could you suck in a little?”

 

Alice inhaled, pulling air into her lung and sucking in her massive belly as far as she could.  “Oof!” It pushed the wind out of her as the pants’ waistband cinched around her middle as Tyler managed to hook the safety pin into the fraying material.

 

“Ooo, that’s tight,” gasped Alice.

 

“Don’t let it out yet, Alice! I still need to get the zipper up!”

 

“Oh no!” Alice blanched.  She had completely forgotten about that part!  She winced as she felt Tyler slowly tug the zipper upwards, feeling the pants grow tighter and tighter with every inch that it climbed.  Alice nearly wanted to cry. There was absolutely no way that Tyler would be able to get it up! She would have to go to school with her zipper wide open! Oh it was going to be so embarrassing!

 

“It’s not…moving,” moaned Alice as Tyler fiddled with the tab.  She could feel the cold metal of the zipper pressing into her belly, through the thin, over-stretched fabric of her jumbo-sized panties.

 

It was true. Alice was so tubby that her pocket of fat bubbled out through the open zipper, blocking its progress. Even with the safety pin latched, her belly pushed the zipper apart with a huge gap with flesh poking out.

“Here, I know a trick that can help,” said Tyler.  He leaned forward and kissed Alice on her fat, right through her open zipper.

 

“Eeek!” Alice squealed in response to the feeling of Tyler’s lips against her gut and subconsciously pulled in. But oh, did it feel good!  A sensual shiver ran up Alice’s spine and she began to coo as Tyler licked and kissed her.  Alice arched her back and groaned.  It was enough! Tyler grabbed hold of the zipper and yanked it all the way to the top.

 

“Ooof!” said Alice, wiping her forehead. “Wow! These are a tight fit!” After that little display, she needed to calm down a bit!

 

“Careful! Don’t let it out all at once or you’ll blow your way out again.  Just let it out slowly.”

 

Alice breathed out, watching as her belly filled out to its full magnificent size, her girth pushing against the tight waistband.  For a moment, she was afraid that Tyler was right; she could feel the safety pin quivering against her bulk, ready to snap, but it held.

 

“I can’t wait until I can finally buy some new clothes,” said Alice, twirling to look at herself in the mirror.  Her polo shirt was stretched as tight as a second skin over her middle, tucked into her waistband under her belly in hopes that would keep it from sliding up over her gut over the course of the day. That was a lost dream.  Her deep dark belly button was clearly visible through the over-stretched fabric and every step sent thick jiggles through her beachball-sized paunch that threatened to burst free.

 

“Tyler, this is getting really hard,” said Alice, “I can’t believe how big I’ve gotten! I used to think that 200 pounds was obese and now I’m over twice that!”  She grabbed her belly pudgy with her chubby hands and shook it dramatically. “Look at me!”

 

“Aw, Alice, you know it looks great on you! I think you’re super beautiful.”

 

The crazy thing is, she actually believed it! When Tyler complimented her, she couldn’t help but feel like the most beautiful girl in the world. “You… you really think so, right? Oh Tyler, I’m so lucky to have you.  I’m just worried that one of these days I’m going to be too big for you!”

 

“You could never be too big for me, Alice! I mean, c’mon, if you could get too big for me… like, don’t you think it would have happened by now?”  He chuckled as he ran a hand over the ample swell of Alice’s middle.

 

Alice giggled.  That much was true! Only a year ago, she never would have imagined that one day she would be THIS big.  Of course, Alice’s size wasn’t the real problem.  She could sort of admit that she was fat, maybe even admit that she was more than fat… that she was downright obese! But the expanding blob girl couldn’t confront the real terrifying issue: That she wasn’t just big, but growing.  And that, for her, 500 pounds was really just the beginning…

 

“I guess this is good enough for school,” said Alice, sighing. “I just hope that I don’t have a wardrobe malfunction. Gawd, I don’t know what I’d do if that happened. Or should I say, WHEN that happens?”

 

“Alice, don’t be so gloomy! I don’t know why you won’t just let me buy you some new clothes.”

 

“Oh, Tyler, that’s so sweet, but it wouldn’t be fair! I couldn’t ask you to just buy me new clothes every time that I popped a button. You’d go broke!”

 

“But for you, Alice, it would be worth it!”

 

“Let’s not think about that now, Tyler.  We’re going to be late for breakfast and you know how Mrs. Sarovy gets about that.”

 

Tyler nodded. “You sure Jen’s mom doesn’t mind me spending the night? And staying for breakfast? I think my mom would pitch a fit if I brought home all my friends from school.”

 

“Oh, she loves it. She’s very old world.”

 

In fact, Mrs. Sarovy DID love it.  Nothing made her happier than seeing her family eat.  Most mothers would be completely overwhelmed by the size of this new “extended” family, but she was enjoying the constant hustle and bustle that came with having her daughter’s friends staying over as semi-permanent houseguests.

 

She now expected – no, DEMANDED – that Alice and Laurie join them for almost every meal.  And she didn’t even seem to mind that the guest roster now also included a rotating cast of boyfriends, as Tyler, Frank, and Craig occasionally came over to spend the night with their respective girlfriends.

 

Of course, that didn’t even take into account Jen’s father or little sister. Both of them were healthy eaters too, although neither of them could reach the belt-busting limits that Jen could. They both still seemed to stop eating when they were full.

 

Breakfast was a blur.  Jen and Laurie were already gobbling their morning meal, as were Jesse and Jen’s dad, while Jen’s mom bustled in the kitchen to make a second course. The woman never stopped cooking!  Mrs. Sarovy stuffed her guests with pancakes and waffles until they were all ready to burst, then hustled them out the door.  Alice and Jen left in Laurie’s Land Rover with barely a word – they were both too full as they waddled out the door to do anything other than burp and moan – so Alice piled into Tyler’s old jalopy for the trip to school. 

 

School was another challenge for a massively fat girl!

 

Students stood aside as Alice lumbered past, one arm around her beanpole of a boyfriend.  Behind their backs, many students couldn’t help but comment on the enormous size difference between scrawny Tyler and massive Alice.  Some wag had even invented a rather unflattering nickname for the duo: Jack Sprat and his wife.  But no one would dream of actually saying it out loud to their faces.  For one thing, Laurie would destroy anyone who thought of giving her friends any guff.  Alice’s manager at Pizza-by-the-Pound Maggie had already told most of the student body about Laurie’s not-so-subtle threats.  But, beyond that, why would anyone want to be mean to them? Alice was one of the sweetest girls in school and she and Tyler always seemed so happy together.  Only the most churlish of cads would want to spoil that!

 

“Alice, I need to get to math, but I’ll see you after school, okay?”

 

Alice nodded as the bell rang, signaling students to make their way into their classrooms. “Sure. Thanks so much for helping me, Tyler. I’m so lucky to have you!”  A broad smile crossed her round face.  In a life that was so far dominated by her shrewish mother’s barbs, Tyler’s unconditional love and acceptance was a rare bright spot.

 

She watched as Tyler scurried away, before she turned her attention to the next obstacle in her path. The door.  Edging up on 500 pounds, Alice was almost as wide as a tanker truck. She could easily waddle her way through the double doors that gave entry into the school’s main corridors, but the smaller doors that led to classrooms… those were beginning to pinch her love handles! 

 

Alice lumbered through the door, drawing stares from the rest of the class.  The teacher, Mrs. Harris, watched as Alice turned sideways, sucked in her belly, and slowly angled herself through the doorway.

 

“Sorry I’m late, Mrs. Harris!”

 

“That’s okay, Miss Grobauch, please take your seat,” said Mrs. Harris, eying Alice pointedly.  As an English teacher, it wasn’t her place to butt into her students’ home lives. Yet Alice was clearly such an extreme case that she couldn’t help but wonder what had happened to make this cheerleader blow up so fast and furious.

 

Mrs. Harris felt like she ought to take the initiative and insist that Alice visit with the school nurse to have her glands checked. But, then again, her students’ weights weren’t her concern.

 

Little did she suspect the truth. That in addition to Alice’s own constant snacking, the bloated blimpette was being inflated by multiple sources: her loving boyfriend always providing for her every need, weekly fattening sleepovers with Jen and Laurie, and, of course, Mrs. Sarovy’s cooking.  Alice’s figure didn’t stand a chance.  If she wasn’t so deeply in denial about her own size, the ever-escalating numbers on her scale would have worried her.  But Alice was more concerned with her own gustatory pleasure. Never able to say no to a treat, Alice simply pretended that her mounting weight wasn’t a concern.  Problems fitting in her clothes? She’s just have Abida alter them. Walking becoming a chore? She’d just buy a scooter.  Like a blimp being readied for take-off or a pig being fattened for market, Alice was growing bigger and bigger every day.

 

Speaking of Abida, the slender Indian girl was sitting in the desk right behind the lone empty seat in the room.

 

“Hi, Abida!” said Alice brightly.

 

Abida smiled and nodded in response. “Morning, Alice.”

 

Alice grimaced as she stared at the desk-seat.  Her expanding size made these tight school desks a bigger problem every day!

 

Alice maneuvered her hips into space between the desk and chair, wheezing and panting with the strain, peering futilely behind her to try and gauge the position of the chair.  Was her butt positioned just right, so that she’d plop right onto the chair when she lowered herself down? She couldn’t tell; all view of the chair was blocked by a vast expanse of fat rump.  She would have to guess!

 

Sitting right behind her, Abida watched as Alice dropped her vast ass into the chair, her voluminous butt cheeks overflowing the seat.  She watched the seams in the fat girl’s fats tense and strain.  The threads at the seat of Alice’s cargo pants were black, completely mismatched for the pale beige color of the pants. Abida recognized her own handiwork.  This was one of the pants that Abida had to let out to accommodate Alice’s ever-growing rear.  Pressed for time, she hadn’t been able to match the thread color. It should embarrass Alice to know how obvious the repaired seam was, but Alice didn’t seem to notice or care.

 

Gawd, she was getting enormous! Abida could barely see the blackboard around Alice’s vast bulk now.

 

Her belly pushed hard against the desk, compressing the chubby piglet’s lungs and making it hard to breathe.  She had to get more comfortable!

 

“Ugh, these desks are so tight!” complained Alice, lifting her belly and letting it drop onto the desk in front of her with a loud slap.

 

Mrs. Harris waited patiently as Alice struggled to get comfortable – relatively – in the undersized desk.

 

“Okay, class, now that we’re all settled, let’s turn to page 143 and discuss last night’s assignment.”

 

Alice grunted as she struggled to reach the bookbag at her chubby feet, her flabby belly squishing against the desk in front of her as wiggled her uselessly fat fingers.  She could feel her cheeks going pink from the strain, the tips of her fingers starting to tingle, her shirt sliding up her vast doughy gut.  But she was so close! Finally, her fingertips brushed the bookbag’s handle enough that she was able to grab hold and hoist it up.  Panting from the exertion, Alice unzipped her bag and rummaged around to find her homework assignment.

 

Of course, there was a lot more than just books and papers in her backpack.  Alice never traveled anywhere without an emergency stash of packaged cookies and candy bars.  After all, how could she be expected to wait allll the way until lunch before she replenished her reserves?  Staring into her bag, Alice was momentarily distracted from her teacher’s words by the sight of a king-sized Snickers bar shoved between her notebooks.  Hmm… Alice felt her fat tummy gurgling at the thought of a mid-morning snack. Sure, she was still overloaded with rich buttermilk pancakes, but she could still feel a tiny little bit of room deep in her tummy… a tiny little bit of room that was now demanding to be filled!

 

The classroom was filled with the sounds of shuffling papers as the students dutifully searched for the right page. And, amidst the shuffling, Abida heard another noise too.

 

Abida’s sharp ears pricked up at a sudden crinkling sound.  She looked forward and… oh my gawd, really? Alice was unpeeling a chocolate bar.  It was only first period and this overstuffed cow was already snacking!

 

Alice licked her lips hungrily.  As she saw it, she was perfectly justified in a little snack.  It had almost been an hour since breakfast, after all!  Besides, what harm could a little snack do?

 

“Mmmm,” mumbled Alice as she bit off a huge hunk of rich, creamy chocolate and chewed it lazily like a cow chewing her cud.  Alice was so blessed out on chocolate that she didn’t realize how loud she was being! Heads turned in response. Mrs. Harris narrowed her eyes.

 

“Miss Grobauch? Is that… is that candy?”

 

Alice’s eyes bulged as much as her full cheeks. Oh no! Busted!  She swallowed hard.

 

“Hmmm? No, ma’am!” Alice said guiltily, her plump cheeks immediately flushing pink.

 

“Are you eating candy in class? I hope you brought enough for everyone!”

 

“I…I wasn’t eating, ma’am!” squeaked Alice, rapidly shoving her hands behind her back.

 

“Let’s see those hands, Alice.”

 

“I…I…I..”

 

Abida sighed.  She really shouldn’t enable Alice’s bad habits, but she felt sorry for the poor hungry heifer.  She reached forward and snatched the evidence from Alice’s plump fingers, shoving it into her pocket.  That was ONE advantage of Alice’s enormous size; Mrs. Harris couldn’t see anything happening behind her.

 

Relieved of evidence of her crime, Alice brought her hands forward and turned her palms upward, proving that she didn’t have any candy.

 

“Hmm,” said Mrs. Harris squinting suspiciously.

 

“See? I told you I didn’t have any – hic!” Alice hiccupped loudly, her whole body wobbling and billowing in response.  Giggle rippled through the classroom as Alice’s hand shot to her mouth in response.  All the stress had given the poor fatso a bad case of the hiccups!

 

“I see.  Well, I’m sorry for falsely accusing you.”

 

“That’s – hic! – okay!” said Alice.  Another hiccup made her bounce slightly in her seat, her thick blubber jiggling so heavily that Abida could hear the chair creak under her weight.  Abida scooted her own seat slightly backwards. Alice’s chair probably wasn’t in any danger of breaking… but Abida still didn’t want to take any chances.

 

Alice’s hefty gut wobbled against the safety pin at her crotch, the pressure finally overcoming the frayed material. Riip!  The pin tore out and Alice’s fly blew open, allowing her giant gut to spill forward onto her lap. Luckily for her, the desk blocked the class’s view, so no one noticed Alice’s wardrobe malfunction.  Although Alice herself couldn’t help but blush as she felt her soft, warm blubber plop against her upper thighs.

 

“Oh poo,” muttered Alice.  When class was over, she would just have to wait until everyone else filed out before she left.  Then she’d have to re-attach her safety pin.  In reality, the front of these pants were already torn up pretty badly from the previous times that Alice had busted her safety pin loose.  If only she could afford some new pants! Oh, it wouldn’t be long now. Any day now, Laurie’s scooter should arrive in the mail. And after that, she could start saving for her own scooter. And after that… finally, FINALLY, she would be able to buy some clothes that fit her!

 

Until then, she’d have to keep relying on Abida.  Speaking of which….

 

Alice turned around in her seat, huffing and puffing. “Abida, thank you so – hic! – much! I really owe you.”

 

“Don’t worry about it,” said Abida. 

 

“I wish there was some way that I could – hic! – repay you for everything that you’ve – hic! – done for me!” said Alice.  The last hiccup shook her shirt loose, allowing it to ride up the arc of her bloated belly and reveal a wide swathe of bulging pink flesh.

 

“Hmm,” said Abida, nodding.  Little did she know that something was about to happen that would make all her efforts worthwhile…

 

***

 

“Welcome to the House of Lingerie, I’m Abida, how can I—oh it’s you!” Abida instantly launched into her usual greeting as soon as she heard the front door of the shop open, but she hadn’t expected this.  She recognized this chunky, burly guy as Laurie’s boyfriend Frank.  He had never been in the shop before, but, of course, she often saw Laurie and Frank pawing one another in the hallways at school. Besides, they were casually acquainted.  Frank worked down at the Pizza-by-the-Pound restaurant in the mall food court, and Abida sometimes ate there on her lunch break from the shop.

 

Oh, thought Abida as realization dawned. He was probably just here to buy some lingerie as a present for Laurie.  If Laurie was still growing (and why wouldn’t she be?), she had probably already outgrown her last purchase and was now sending Frank to do shopping for her. 

 

She couldn’t help but feel a little tinge of jealousy. Was it fair that Frank got to spend all his time with that gorgeous goddess? What could he give Laurie that Abida couldn’t?  She knew that Laurie must know by now how much that Abida liked her.  In fact.. oh no! could that be the reason that she was sending Frank here to do her shopping now? Last time Laurie had so completely expanded past the limits of her clothing that she demanded Abida come make a house call to fit her for a new bra, claiming it was a fashion emergency and that Laurie couldn’t leave the house. Maybe she was once again housebound, afraid to go out after blowing out the seams and stitches on yet another set of undergarments? But then, why hadn’t Laurie simply called Abida for another house call? Could it be that Abida had been too forward on her last visit? Had she mad Laurie so uncomfortable that the voluptuous vixen no longer wanted to be around Abida? Now she needed Frank to act as her representative?  Abida’s heart sank.  No, no, no, she was just being paranoid, right? She couldn’t bear the thought of never seeing Laurie again, never getting another chance to surreptitiously brush the sides of those enormous soft pontoons, never feeling Laurie’s warm supple skin against her own as she pretended to measure Laurie for yet another refitting.  She would just die!

 

Abida forced herself to smile despite her worries. “Hi, Frank, what are you doing here? Are you doing some shopping for Laurie?”

 

“Sort of. Well, I am here on her behalf, at least.”

 

Abida kept smiling, but she could feel the sweat forming on her brow. Oh no! She was right! Laurie was pissed at her and she was sending Frank to deliver the message.

 

“On…her behalf?”

 

“Yeah, so, listen Abida, we know that you like Laurie.”

 

“Heh heh heh, yes, I sure do like my best customer!” chuckled Abida nervously.

 

“No, I mean, we know that you REALLY like her. Let’s not beat around the bush, we know that you totally want to be with Laurie.”

 

Cripes, the jig was up!

 

“Okay, fine, I admit it!” said Abida, breaking down and putting her face in her hands. “I DO like Laurie! No, I don’t just like her: I’m crazy about her!  I can’t stop thinking about her! You wouldn’t understand, Frank! She’s just… she’s just perfect!”

 

“I know,” said Frank.

 

“Do you? Do you!? No, you don’t get it at all! So fine, come in here and yell at me for hitting on your girlfriend! I don’t care!”

 

“What?” Frank looked surprised. “I wasn’t here to yell at you!”

 

“Is it so wrong for a girl to love another girl?” sobbed Abida. “Especially a girl of such… divine proportions! Because oh my Gawd, Laurie is just the sexiest, most womanly diva that I’ve ever seen! Okay, I said it! You couldn’t possibly appreciate her like I do!”

 

The words that she’d held in for so long all tumbled out in a rush and Abida was sobbing and hiccupping, her face red with embarrassment to admit her forbidden lust for Laurie’s soft sexy body.

 

“You think you can just keep her all to yourself, but it’s so not fair! No one thinks about what I could do for her. No one thinks about how good I could make her feel! Go ahead and yell at me, it won’t change the truth!”

 

“Calm down!” said Frank, “I’m not here to yell at you. I was going to ask if you wanted to join us.”

 

Abida fell silent, her red-rimmed eyes wide. “What?”

 

“I…well, we know how you feel about Laurie. And we were looking to, you know, try to spice things up a little, try something new.  It was just a thought.”

 

“Like… together? Like… like a threesome?”

 

“Yeah.”

 

“And Laurie’s okay with this?”

 

“It was kind of her idea.”

 

“Are you serious?” Abida could feel her heart racing.  She couldn’t believe what Frank was saying. 

 

“Just sayin’, if you’re interested. We wouldn’t want to make you feel weird.”

 

“No, no, no!” said Abida quickly. “I mean yes! I mean no, I wouldn’t feel weird.”  Was Frank actually asking her to be part of… part of a ménage a troi?  She had never even considered that before.  She quickly looked Frank up and down. He wasn’t bad looking, a big beefy guy with a prominent sagging gut that pushed the bounds of his jersey and hung over the crotch of his pants, but her real interest was in Laurie.  Oh my Gawd, this was finally her chance.  She reflectively curled her fingers in anticipation, imagining what it would feel like to hold those famous pillowy pontoons in her hands.  For years, Laurie’s magnificent milkers had haunted her dreams!  How she longed to run her tongue over those fat, cork-sized nipples, watching how Laurie’s mammoth mammories jiggled and quivered under her devoted attention.  Of course, Laurie wasn’t just the buxom bombshell that she was when Abida first noticed her.  A solid year of non-stop binging and gorging ensured that Laurie was now a jumbo heavyweight with thick legs, a wide ass and a bloated belly to accompany her expanding juggs.  But somehow that only served to excite Abida more.  Laurie’s expanding curves just made her more feminine, more womanly, like an ancient fertility goddess just bursting with absolute fecundity.  Abida licked her lips, her mouth suddenly dry.  She couldn’t wait to taste Laurie for real. “I would love to… oh my Gawd, I can’t believe this is real. Are you really asking me to be with you and Laurie? Oh Frank, you can’t know how long I’ve been dreaming about that.”

 

“I could guess,” said Frank.

 

“I’m… I’m so sorry I said those things about you not appreciating Laurie,” blubbered Abida, “I just… I just didn’t know what to think. I was just upset. I didn’t mean it.”

 

“It’s fine. But if you’re down, why don’t you come by tonight? You do know where Laurie’s staying, right?”

 

“Oh, yeah, she’s at Jen’s house for some reason, right? She had me come over to do a house call a little while ago.”  As much as Abida’s life had intertwined with those of the three chunky cheerleaders, she was honestly kind of baffled by the constant convoluted shenanigans that went on between Alice, Laurie, and Jen.  Laurie was living at Jen’s house for some reason, and both Jen and Alice were involved in some secret conspiracy to avoid letting Laurie know that Abida was helping them by letting out the slack in their pants on a near weekly basis.  Abida wasn’t sure what to make of all that, but it really didn’t matter.  All that mattered was that she was finally – FINALLY – going to live her dream of bedding Laurie!

 

Oh, and Frank would be there too. That was fine as well.
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