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Of course, Abida immediately recognized the two blubber-bloated butterballs as Laurie’s friends Alice and Jen, even though both girls had changed substantially since the last time Abida had seen them.  It couldn’t have been that long ago, right? Yet both Alice and Jen had clearly gained a whole metric ass-ton of poundage (In Jen’s case, mused Abida as her eyes fell on Jen’s pumped-up posterior, that terminology was especially apt.)

“Do you… do you have a chair around here?” gasped Alice, her bosom heaving as she gasped and wheezed from the laborious trip across the mall.

Abida nodded and pointed to a plush upholstered divan in the corner.

“Oh, thank GAWD,” sighed Jen, plopping her bulging buttocks onto the low-slung seat.  The divan normally held up to two or three customers, but the 400 plus pound cutie’s enormous rear spread across the entire seat all by itself.  Even if the alarming creaks and groans coming from the divan’s overloaded springs weren’t already warning that the poor thing was past its weight limit, there simply wasn’t any room for a second butt.

Alice turned to Abida, renewed panic etched on her plump round face.  “Um, do you have… a second chair?”

“Yeah, just a second.”  Abida disappeared into the back of the shop to search for a second chair.
Alice leaned against a support beam, hugging it like a bear lest she simply collapse to the ground in a big sweaty heap.  The poor out-of-shape girl was completely winded!  

“Oh my gawd, Jen… I can barely breathe… I’m so… I’m so out of shape…”

The reality of her situation made Alice sick to her stomach.  Her constant binging and gluttony had led her to this.  She was so fat and round and helpless that she could barely even waddle a few hundred feet without feeling like she was going to die of a heart attack!  This was insane!  For a brief moment, Alice feared what would happen if she continued down this path.  If she didn’t get her appetite under control, she would simply eat herself into immobility… or worse!

“Ugh… totally! Me too!” whined Jen, fanning herself.  She shifted her mammoth booty on the couch, wincing slightly at the alarming creaks.  “See, this is, like, totally why we need to get those scooters! If we had those, we, like, wouldn’t have to every deal with this crap ever again!”

“Mhhmm, yeah,” agreed Alice dreamily.  All thoughts of restraint were now gone from her head as she imagined a mobility scooter as the solution to all her problems.  Jen was right! Once they had their scooters, they’d be able to cruise around in style and they’d never again suffer the discomfort or embarrassment of (shudder) a brisk walk.

“Here you go, Alice,” said Abida, reappearing with a second chair. “I hope this works, I’m afraid we don’t have anything more comfortable.”

She pushed the chair – a flimsy plastic lawnchair -- toward Alice. Alice stared at it dubiously.  A girl of her girth would make short work of that!

“Er, thanks, Abida,” stuttered Alice, too embarrassed to raise the obvious objection that she was way too fat for this chair.  Alice pulled the chair toward herself and slowly lowered her prodigious bulk down, bracing herself for the tell-tale cracking sound that would signal she’d overloaded it too far beyond its capacity.
Abida watched in horrified fascination as Alice wedged herself into the chair, its armrests burrowing deep into the soft squishy blubber of her flanks.  Miraculously, the chair did not buckle beneath her – although Abida couldn’t imagine that it would last very long under that intense pressure.

“Whoof, that’s better,” huffed Alice, “Thanks so much, Abida, we’ve been on our feet all day and we’re just sooo tired!”  She blushed slightly, a faint rosy tint spreading through the pudgy princess’ chubby cheeks.  She hoped that Abida couldn’t tell that she was fibbing, that she and Jen had barely done any exercise at all but were really just too fat and lazy to tolerate even a little bit of exertion.

“Yeah, totally, we were, like, doing soooo much walking,” echoed Jen. It wasn’t clear if Jen even knew Alice was lying.  Jen was such a ditz that she might legitimately think that their brief waddle actually counted as strenuous exercise.  She sniffed the air, suddeny perking up.  “Ummm, what’s that smell?  It smells like… like, it totally smells like cookies!”

“Oh, that? I just have some cookie pies here…”

“Ooo! Cookie pies! That sounds lovely!” squealed Alice, automatically licking her lips. “I mean, we just had lunch…but…gosh, I’ve never tried cookie pie, is it good?”
“Sure, it’s good,” said Abida, not sure she was happy with where this conversation was going.

“Could we, like, try some?” asked Jen, her eyes glazed with excitement.

Abida usually kept cookie pies on hand to tempt her favorite customers – customers like Laurie – but she didn’t want to waste them on these two tubbies.  But then again, she couldn’t say no to those eager, pleading faces.

She sighed. “Alright, alright, I’ll get you each a slice.”

“Oh, a slice? I guess that would be good…” mumbled Jen, the disappointment obvious in her voice.

Abida sighed again.  “Alright, I’ll bring you each a pie, okay?”

“Yay!” cheered Jen.

“Thanks, Abida! That’s so nice of you!” said Alice.

***
Abida watched as Alice and Jen made short work of the cookie pies, shoveling the sweet gooey confections into their mouths as if their lives depended on it.  Barely an hour ago, the two girls had enjoyed a generous lunch at the mall food court.  Abida figured that girls as big as Jen and Alice were probably hungry all the time, but, really, the opposite was true.  They were stuffed all the time.  Both swollen sweeties were complete slaves to their greed, compelled to eat and eat as long as food was available, even if they were already packed to the gills.  Neither girl was really hungry right now, but the sweet scent of cookie pie was enough to get them drooling again.  And, of course, if Abida offered, there was no way that they could refuse.
Abida waited patiently as Jen and Alice mowed through their pies, the only sounds in the store the muffled mumbling and chewing of the two fatties interspersed with the occasional echoing creak from their chairs.

Alice was beginning to falter by the end of her dessert, the pressure in her overstuffed tummy mounting.  Under all her blubber, Alice’s stomach was packed full.  Her gut pushed out in front of her, completely covering her lap to the knees and requiring Alice to balance her pie tin on the shelf of her belly rather than in her lap.  Ooof, she was stuffed!
“Wow…that’s some really good… cookie pie…Abida…. Oof…wow, I’m stuffed.”

“Here, I can take your plate.”

“No..no, that’s okay.  I’ll finish up!” Alice said quickly, stabbing the remaining bites of pie with her fork and popping them into her mouth.  Alice really was full beyond her limits now, but how could she possibly say no to something so sweet ad delicious?  Abida worried whether she ought to back away, because this overly round blonde blimp, spilling out of her fraying polo shirt and stretching the limits of her XXX large cargo pants, genuinely seemed fit to bust.

“Mmmm… so good,” said Alice, licking a stray bit of chocolate off her cheek after chomping down the last bite. “Thank you so much, Abida! That really hit the spot!”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” said Abida, taking Alice’s empty tin away from her.  She turned to glance at Jen, but the bootilicious beauty was still attacking her own pie with gusto.

“So you two didn’t just come here for pie, did you?”

“Oh! No, we, um, Abida… we were wondering if maybe you could help us…?”

“Sure, what do you need?”

“Well, you took home ec last semester, right?”

“Yeah,” said Abida, rolling her eyes. “I actually won the Betty Crocker homemaker award for sewing, but I only took that test because they let me out of an algebra class to take it.”

“Oh! That’s perfect, then! Because we actually need some help with sewing.”

“What kind of help?”

“Well, Jen and I are trying to save some money to buy… well, to buy something really important.  But the problem is, we have to keep spending money on clothes, right?”

“It wouldn’t take a lot of time!” said Alice quickly. “We just need some help, er, letting out some of our clothes, right? Just so that they’ll last a little longer?”

They’re not gonna last much longer at all if you two never say no to a second helping, thought Abida.  But still… As ridiculous as the idea was, maybe this could work to her advantage.  If word got back to Laurie that she was helping out the raven-haired divas two best friends, it might help Abida make progress toward her real goal: getting into Laurie’s increasingly vast-waisted pants.
“Um…well, sure, if you brought me some clothes, I could see what I could do,” said Abida. “I can’t promise anything, but I’ll try.”

Alice beamed. “Thanks so much, Abida! You’re a lifesaver!  You don’t know how much this means to us!”

“Yeah, totally!” agreed Jen.  The bottom-heavy girl rolled backwards to lie back on the divan but the incredible ballast of her monumental rear pulled her back up into a sitting position, like a weebl righting itself.  Both Alice and Abida had to restrain themselves from giggling at Jen’s confused expression as she found herself teetering back and forth on her big bottom.

“Are the clothes you’re wearing now pretty typical of your wardrobe?”

“What? Oh, yeah, I guess so,” said Alice.

“Okay, Alice, why don’t you come over here so I can see what I’m going to have to work with?”

“Ummmm…” Alice hemmed and hawed, not wanting to admit that she was way too full and stuffed to stand up right now.  Finally, Abida got the hint.
“Never mind, I’ll just come over to you.”

Gripping the soft blubbery avalanche of flesh with both hands, Abida lifted Alice’s belly to get a better look at her pants.  No surprise there, Alice’s cargo pants were unbuttoned and unzipped, her fly spread wide open by her fat gut.  Alice relied on her massive hanging gut to hide that she couldn’t button her extra-wide cargo pants anymore.

“Thish ish shooooo good,” bubbled Jen, jabbing her plastic fork back into her cookie pie to grab another bite. Her chubby cheeks were slathered in melted chocolate and Abida almost laughed to see that the blimpette bimbette had even got chocolate smeared on the tip of her nose in her eagerness to wolf down her pie.

“Um, Jen, you got some chocolate on your face.”

“Huh? Oh, oops, sorry!”  Jen licked at her cheeks with her tongue, but only succeeded in smearing the chocolate around.  

Abida shook her head in depair.  “Never mind, Jen. Just wait a second and I’ll get you a napkin.”

Abida let go of Alice’s belly and the sudden drop nearly pulled Alice out of her chair to the floor, but she kept her balance.  

“So what do you think?” asked Alice hopefully, “You can help us, right?” 

Abida grimaced.  Jen and Alice seemed to be under the impression that “letting out their pants” was a magical procedure that would allow their clothing to fit them indefinitely no matter how much fatter they grew.  Did they understand that Abida wasn’t a miracle worker?  There was only so much give in their clothes, and she was pretty sure that they’d already reached it.

“Maybe. I said I’d try.”

Alice smiled. “Oh you don’t know how much this means to us! But, er, could I ask you another favor?”

“What’s that?”

“Could you not tell Laurie about this?  It’s just that… she wants us to lose weight, but…well…”  Alice stammered, trying to find the right words to explain.  But ho could she?  How could she ever explain her explosive, ridiculous gain?  How could she make Abida understand her utter helplessness in the face of food?  How could Abida ever know what it was like to be completely obsessed by food, by eating, by the simple pleasures of glutting yourself to your limits?  Anything she said would just make it sound like she was a greedy pig.

“Well… well… we’re trying, but you know… until we can make some progress, this would really help us out!”

Abida pursed her lips.  She didn’t like this! Keeping a secret from Laurie was certainly not going to get her any closer to bedding that sexy siren.  But maybe she could find some sort of angle that would benefit her…

“Okay,” she sighed, “I won’t tell Laurie.”

* * * 
Laurie had a special treat for the girls tonight.  The three girls sat in a semi-circle on the floor – partly because they were grown so massively fat that they couldn’t find enough chairs to support their bulk – around a mysterious dish covered in tin foil.  
“Jen, Alice, it’s good that we’re all back together,” said Laurie, flipping her long raven hair over her shoulder.  As usual for these sleepovers, Laurie wore only her bra and panties.  Not that you could see her panties, they were covered by the hang of her growing gut.  And her giant tits mushroomed out of her inadequate bra so dramatically that they seemed to overwhelm the defeated garment.  But hopefully it would last a little longer.  “Certainly, it’s good for the both of you. I simply don’t know how you survived without me.  Especially you, Jen.”

Jen rolled her eyes and snickered. “Like, Laurie, is that your way of saying that you’re, like, totally glad we’re all friends again?”

“Ha! We wouldn’t have ever stopped being friends if you hadn’t got that ridiculous notion in your head---“

“I think that’s exactly what Laurie is trying to say,” interrupted Alice with a disarming smile.  Laurie was shocked that the normally docile blonde would interrupt her – although, after the recent sleepover where an irritated Alice had forced an already overstuffed Laurie to guzzle a pitcher of gravy, she was beginning to think that she didn’t know Alice as well as she thought she did.  She wasn’t just some fat pushover – this girl had hidden feisty depths!

“Oh, like, Laurie! That’s totally sweet!”  Jen bounced over to her friend and hugged her, squishing against Laurie’s pillowy pontoons.

“Yeah, well, ANYWAY… in celebration of us all being together again, I’ve brought us some special treats.” 
Laurie pulled back the tin foil on the dish before her, revealing a freshly baked pie, blueberry filling oozing through the hot flaky crust.

 “First, my mom was baking some organic vegan pies for her hippie group, and she agreed to give one to us.  So dig in, girls!  Except for you, Jen, you’re getting a little chunky.”
“Um, as if! You’re almost as fat as I am, Laurie!”

Laurie shot Jen a look that made the bottom-heavy bimbo shut up.  They might have been friends again, but Laurie still didn’t like being reminded of her ballooning girth.  At least… not by anyone other than Frank when they were in the bedroom together.

“I’m so glad we’re all together again,” said Laurie, smiling a sly smile as she cut into a fresh blueberry pie. She smirked as her two friends eagerly held out their plates for Laurie to fill.  Indeed, it was nice to be back together with her two best friends.  Wow, did she really think that?  It was strange but true.  She really did consider Alice one of her best friends now… so how could she still be going through with the big plan?  How could she secretly fatten her best friend into obesity just to make herself look svelte by comparison?

Laurie dropped a massive slice onto Alice’s plate.  She gave Jen a slightly smaller sliver – not as small as Laurie would have liked (she wanted Jen to reduce, after all ) but she couldn’t risk Alice noticing and wondering why Jen was getting less.

“And since I’m so happy to have my two best best friends in the whole wide world back here with me, I think we should really celebrate tonight,” continued Laurie.

In one sense, Laurie was actually doing a terrible job at her plan.  Sure, she worked hard to make sure that Alice always stuffed herself until she was bursting at the seams every sleepover.  But, by the same token, Laurie was never far behind, having also turned into such an incorrigible glutton that she ate almost as much as Alice.  The fact that Laurie currently outweighed Alice – clocking in at 430 pounds to Alice’s 420 pounds – was a testament to how completely Laurie had failed to make her plan work.  Even her attempts to get Jen to drop a few pounds (At 433 pounds, Jen was the official heavyweight fatass of the trio) weren’t having much effect.
Laurie’s scheme – to ply Alice with full-fat snacks while she and Jen secretly gorged on low-fat alternatives – was a dismal failure as well.  First, it didn’t matter that Laurie and Jen were eating low-fat snacks when they glutted themselves in their limits.  Secondly, Laurie had almost subconsciously begun to sabotage her own plan – to the point that she made only the barest token effort to distinguish between the full-fat snacks intended for Alice and the low fat snacks intended for her and Jen.  As a result, all three girls were blowing up bigger and bigger.  It was only because Alice was such a glutton that she had consistently been the biggest of the three until recently.
“Yeah, totally!” agreed Jen, clutching at a plate of gooey blueberry pie balanced precariously in her lap.  Jen just wore her night shirt and panties, both pulled tightly around the girthy girl’s ample curves.  She shoveled a scoop of pie filling into her mouth, cooing in excitement at the hot treat.  “This is, like, sooooo good!  Pie is a totally great way to celebrate!”
“Your mom is really an amazing baker!” said Alice, her mouth and teeth stained blue. Alice, as usual, was the most modestly dressed of the three cubie cuties, packed into a brand new pair of pajamas that she was already outgrowing.  That was a problem.  Alice and Jen had both promised to cut back on their spending so that they could sooner afford to buy scooters, and that meant that Alice needed these pajamas to last. She looked down at the remaining pie on her plate, weighing her options in her head.  Certainly she shouldn’t be eating any more pie if she wanted to avoid popping any more buttons.  Then again, pie was soooo delicious!
Jen and Laurie were oblivious to the drama playing out in Alice’s head. But it didn’t matter, because it didn’t last long. In less than a minute, Alice managed to completely rationalize way any fear of excess calories.

Laurie’s mom made this pie, thought Alice, it would be rude not to finish it!

Jen, meanwhile, was such a ditz that she didn’t even pause to consider whether stuffing her chubby face was a good idea, plowing through her slice with reckless abandon and smearing blueberry filling all over her face.

“This is almost as good as that cookie pie at lunch!” agreed Jen, sputtering through a mouthful of pie.

Laurie raised an eyebrow.  “Cookie pie?”

“Um… yeah, we stopped by the mall and had some cookie pie at the bakery,” said Alice quickly, shooting her friend a meaningful look.

“Um…what? I mean, yeah! Yeah, we totally did!”

“Huh.” Laurie chewed thoughtfully on her fork. She wondered… But she was jolted from her thoughts by a sudden “snap!” sound.
Alice paused as she heard the same “snap!” followed by a feeling of release around her middle. She had finally busted the elastic waistband on her pajama pants. For a moment, she held her breath, afraid that her pants would simply fall off, but she soon realized she wasn’t in any danger. She was so round now that her girth still completely filled the pants even without the elastic’s help.  A less gluttonous girl would have taken that as a warning sign to stop eating, but Alice could only think of this as one less barrier to her continued consumption and she happily cut herself a second slice of pie.

Laurie smirked to herself, pleased to think of Alice snapping her elastic as evidence that her plan was working perfectly.  

“Anyway,” she continued, her voice silky smooth. “Since we’re all back together and that whole silly misunderstanding is behind us--”

“It, like, wasn’t a misunderstanding,” bubbled up Jen, “I, like, had totally real issues about the pl-“

“Since that whole silly misunderstanding is behind us,” repeated Laurie forcefully, “I really want to celebrate our friendship with something special. I propose a toast.”

“Ohh, toast? I guess toast would be good, but I’d rather eat more of this pie,” said Jen, reaching out to cut herself another slice.

“Not toast, dumbass! Gawd, Jen, focus for one second.  I’m talking about A TOAST.”

Laurie reached under her bed and pulled out a six-pack of beer.
“Look what I got from my dad’s fridge,” said Laurie.

“Beer?” gasped Alice, “Oh gosh, Laurie…I don’t know…”

“Oh please, Alice, don’t be such a goody two-shoes. It’s just a little beer.  It’s not going to kill you.  Live a little.”

Probably not enough to get you wasted, thought Laurie, but it is full of empty calories.

Laurie pressed a bottle into Alice’s hand.  “You are my best friend, Alice. You wouldn’t want to disappoint me, would you?”

“I thought, like, I was your best friend!” sputtered Jen.

“Of course, you’re my best friend too, you ditz!” snarled Laurie, rolling her eyes.

“But you said…”

“Look, I can have two best friends, okay? Jeez, Jen, use that bubble head of yours to think once in a while!”

“Okay,” said Jen, “Can I have a beer too?”

“Fine, fine.” Laurie held out a bottle. “Here you go.”  Laurie raised her bottle and motioned for the other two to clink their bottles together.
“To best friends!” said Laurie.
“To best friends!” agreed Jen and Alice.

***

The six-pack wasn’t enough to get the girls sloshed.  But the second six-pack was.

After a few beers, the girls were shrieking and giggling, completely sloshed.  Well, Jen and Laurie were. Laurie, always adventurous, and Jen, never knowing her own limits, were both three sheets to the wind.  Alice, slightly more restrained in her drinking than in her eating, was buzzed enough to giggle and titter at everything anyone said, but wasn’t yet fall-down drunk.

“Oh. My. Gawd! I totally love you guys sooooo much!” slurred Jen, grabbing Alice in a bear hug and holding the obese blonde close to her. “Alice, you’re soooo cool! You’re, like, the best! Hic! Laurie, do you – hic! – know how cool Alice is? Do you know what Alice told me today?”

Laurie sat curled up in bed, her pet kitten Pumpkin asleep in her lap.  She looked up from the cat to face Jen.  “No, Jen, what did Alice tell you?”

“Alice told me---BURP!”  Jen cut off her own story with a massive belch that blasted alcohol fumes across the room and made Alice giggle.

“Jen! Really, show some manners!” snapped Laurie.  Despite her stern words, the busty bitch couldn’t keep a smile off her own face.  

“Sorry! Like, I can’t help it – hic! All that beer made me so bloated!”  Jen patted her swollen beer gut for emphasis, watching as her liquid-filled tummy sloshed and wobbled in response.

“Whatever! So what did Alice tell you?”

“I was, like, having trouble finding clothes that fit! Hic! But Alice, like, shops at the maternity store! Hic! Isn’t that a great idea?”

“Jen! Don’t tell Laurie that!” Alice blushed rightly, embarrassed to have her secret shame revealed.

“Hic! Why not? It’s, like, a totally great idea! Hic! I’m gonna start doing that too! And then maybe I can, like, find some real pants again!”

Jen, you bimbo!” sniggered Laurie as she took another pull from her latest bottle. “You carry all your junk in the trunk! No way would maternity clothes fit that giant caboose of yours!”

Jen frowned. “Well, I thought it was – hic! – a good idea! Alice is a genius!”

Laurie giggled.  “Yes, she’s totally smart. Maybe you should try using your head too once in a while Jen.”

Jen blew a raspberry. “Pffft, I don’t need smarts. Hic! I totally have my own talents!”

“Yeah, if you can call “having a huge ass” a talent!”

“Well, you always act like – hic! – having huge boobs is a talent!”

“That’s different,” said Laurie, straightening her back and thrusting out her colossal chest as she sniffed indignantly.  Her breasts spilled forward, nearly toppling out of her bra.  Laurie’s bazooka’s were so obscenely swollen with fat now that they would have snapped her spine like a twig if Laurie didn’t have an equally out-sized belly for them to rest upon like a display shelf.  “Boys like my big boobs.  Who likes a fat ass?”

“Craig thinks my ass is the best! Hic!”

Laurie narrowed her eyes.  Jen’s boyfriend Craig was definitely an ass man, but Laurie knew that he’d recently expressed doubts about Jen’s constantly inflating derriere.  She had hoped he would be a useful accomplice in her plan to get Jen to lose weight, but, after Jen had changed her diet to reduce her toxic flatulence, Craig seemed to lose interest in shrinking Jen’s bulbous rear.

Jen became suddenly serious. “Laurie, you have the best boobs.  Hic! Alice, like, don’t you agree?”

“Oh yes! Jen is absolutely right.  No one has bigger boobs than you, Laurie.”

“You know what, Alice? Hic! You wanna hear something funny? Hic!”

“What?”

“Laurie wants her boobs even bigger! She doesn’t think they’re big enough!”

“Jen! Shut up!” Now it was Laurie’s turn to be shocked by Jen’s loose tongue.  Laurie’s sudden movement woke Pumpkin from her nap, prompting the kitten to mew for Laurie to pet her.  Laurie obliged.
“Whaaaat?” said Alice, surprised. “No way! Laurie, you’re crazy! Your boobs are…they’re just…. You’re ginormous!”

“Well, thank you,” said Laurie, a little embarrassed but also quite pleased.  She was always happy when people noticed her titanic tits, which she considered to be her best asset.  And Jen wasn’t wrong at all.  Breast-obsessed Laurie never thought her chest was big enough, even though her sixty-pound boulders made all her bras pinch, her blouses gap, and her back and shoulders ache. “I think they’re – hic! – pretty great myself. Oh, excuse me!”

“Haha hic! Laurie, you hiccupped!”

“Yeah well, you should talk. Hic!”

“Yeah, like, Frank must feel pretty lucky that he gets to play with those massive melons, huh? Huh?” Jen snorted, poking her buxom friend in the chest. “Almost as lucky as Craig must feel to when he gets to play with my booty!”
“Pffft hahah!” Alice couldn’t contain herself, bursting into laughter.

Laurie took another swig from her beer.  She was really starting to feel the booze rushing to her head.  “Hey! Whassh so funny about that?”

“Noffin!” said Alice.  The alcohol was really starting to hit her harder than expected!

“Bah! I thin – hic! – Frank ish quite a bit luckier than Craig.  Sheriously, who would wanna play wit’ an ass than a great pair of titsh?”  

Despite her brave front, Laurie was feeling just a tad insecure.  Sure, Frank played with her tits a lot in bed, but, as Laurie grew fatter and fatter, Frank had also begun paying attention to her belly, thighs, and ass.  One time, he had even told her that her butt was beginning to rival Jen’s!  The very idea made Laurie furious… but also kind of horny.  She loved to think that her breasts were still growing and her obsession with growth had spread to the rest of her, until she was consumed by a confusing ambivalence.  In daily life, she wanted to be sexy, slim and busty.  But, in the bedroom, she wanted to be bigger, bigger, bigger, she wanted to grow into a monster blimp, she wanted to be the biggest girl who ever lived.

Laurie didn’t even understand her own feelings. It was all so confusing!

But right now, she was sure of one thing. That Frank really liked her tits.

“Titsh ‘re way better than ash! Ya…ya ya don’t believe me? I’ll jesht call… hic! him right now!”

“Who, Frank?” bubbled Jen, weaving back and forth in a drunken haze. “No frickin’ fair! Of coursh he’s gonna agree with you! Hic! He’s biased!”
Laurie whipped her cellphone out from her cleavage and tapped Frank’s contact.

“Yeah, we’ll jest shee about thish!” sputtered Laurie, leaping to her feet as gracefully as she could in her drunken state and making Pumpkin run under the bed.  She nearly fell over, pulled by the gravity of her vast bosom, but she managed ro steady herself against the side of the bed.

“What time is it?” came the bleary-voiced response.  “Laurie? Are you okay? What’s wrong?”

“Heyyy, hot stuff,” slurred Laurie, eliciting a storm of giggles from her two friends.

“Uh… Is that you, Laurie?” Frank wasn’t used to hearing Laurie use THAT particular term of affection.  She usually just called him “fatass,” which was ironic considering that Laurie was technically the fatter of them.

“Yesh! Frank! Whass better, titsh or ash?”

“What?”

“Tish or ash?!”

“Tisherash? What are you talking about, Laurie?”

“Ugh! Frank, shtop being such a dick!  You think I’m shexy, right?  I’m yer big shexy fat kitty, right?”

Jen and Alice exchanged glances and giggles. They’d never heard Frank use that term of endearment to Laurie before!

“Fraaaank, I’m shoooo shexy, right? Jest say it: You wanna be here, squeezin’ my tig ol’ biddies. I mean, my big ol’ titties.”

“You’re drunk, Laurie, I don’t have time for this.  Who’s there with you?”

“Ish jest me… an’ Jen an’ Alish.  Jest three girls here all alooooone. Is that what you’re asking Frank? Oh you naughty boy, are you thinking about us three togther?”

“Gross!” giggled Jen, “Like, you’re totally being nasty, Laurie!”

“Well, then talk to Jen and Alice, I don’t know.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“What!?”  Laurie stared at her phone as the screen went dim.  Had Frank just hung up on her? What the hell!?  It was bad enough that he’d just dissed her, but what kind of dunderhead hangs up in the middle of a sexy chat like that?  She was just about to… well, she didn’t know what she was about to do, but she was probably going to say something totally sexy about a lesbian threesome that any boy would kill to hear!

“Ignore me, will he? Hic! I’ll show him! Jen, get your fat ass over here” snarled Laurie, dropping her cell phone down her cavernous cleavage.  She was drunk enough to believe that Frank would realize what he was missing by sensing her boobs through the phone.  But even if that was possible – which it wasn’t – her plan was defeated almost instantly.  Her colossal chest jiggled and vibrated briefly as the phone buzzed. 
When Jen came close, Laurie slapped her hand onto her bottom-heavy friend’s rear.  Jen yelped in surprise as Laurie pulled her close, her long fingernails sinking deep into the soft, gelatinous flesh of Jen’s bloated bottom.  Laurie pulled Jen right up against her, Laurie’s balloon-like breasts bulging up against her friend’s more modest chest, her wet pink lips nearly brushing Jen’s perfect little nose.

“That –Hic!—jerk is gonna soooo regret that he didn’t see this!” slurred Laurie drunkenly, blowing whiffs of alcohol breath in Jen’s face.  Jen opened her mouth to say something but never got the chance; Laurie lunged forward and buried her tongue in Jen’s open mouth.  For a brief moment, Jen’s eyes bulged in shock but Laurie’s expert tongue and fingers, so skilled after pleasing so many men, soon drained all the protest from her spirit.  Jen’s whole body went slack, her eyes rolling back into her head and then slowly drifting closed.  Jen’s knees started to buckle and she seemed about to slip to the floor, but Laurie’s hand hefted Jen up.  Her free hand went behind Jen’s head to keep it from lolling back, while the hand against her butt squeezed harder.  Laurie ran a perfect manicured finger along the hem of Jen’s panties, subtly slipping her finger tips under the material to grab some more forbidden flesh.

Laurie’s finger fluttered against the smooth flesh of Jen’s inner thigh, causing her tense pussy to throb and pulse.  Jen was poised just on the brink of orgasm.  Laurie was completely oblivious to Jen’s response, not even noticing that the beer-bloated bimbo’s snatch was beginning to drip and seep through her knickers.
Laurie’s tongue explored the recesses of Jen’s open mouth, her plump glossy lips running over Jen’s lips, until Jen began to shudder and tremble like a leaf.  To Alice, it looked like Jen was shaking with nerves, but she had no way of knowing that Jen was actually quivering in arousal.  Laurie’s sexpert moves were so honed that she’d just managed to push Jen right to the edge without actually touching her honeypot… and without even realizing the effect she was having!  To Laurie, this was nothing more than an angry way to lash out at Frank for not giving him the attention she demanded.  But to Jen… well, it was a whole new experience!

“See?” wheezed Laurie as she pulled away and released her death grip on Jen’s ample tushie. “Hic! Can you believe Frank missed out on that?”

“Uhhhh…” Jen’s mind was completely blank.  Even blanker than usual.  The bootilicious princess dropped heavily onto the couch, the seat sagging beneath her.  She continued to blink her eyes dumbly, unable to fully process what had just happened.  She flopped down on the floor, her booze-addled brain incapable of coherent thought.  Even in that state, however, Jen luckily had the presence of mind to cross her legs to hide the wet spot on her knickers from her two friends.
“Wow…uhhhh. Hic! Wow, Laurie… that was totally… uh… that was totally weird…”

“Yeah, well, I had to show punish Frank.  Can you believe that joik…jerk hung up on me? Hic!”

Alice was also tipsy, but not so far gone as her two companions.  She was completely shocked by Laurie’s behavior!

“Laurie! Did you just kiss Jen?”
“Yeah, well, sho what?  Sherves Frank right!”

“Uh.. how was Frank supposed to see that? He was on the phone!”

Laurie goggled. “Oh. Shit. Well, that that wash a total waste! Ugh!”

Jen wasn’t sure she agreed with that assessment.

* * *
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