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“Hello? Oh hi Laurie.  Naw, I’m busy today.  Do I really have to come to practice? Aw c’mon!”  Jen whined into her cell phone. “Like, I don’t even really do that much at practice, ya know? Besides, I’m meeting some old friends for lunch today. You know Bev and Bea and Bernice? The Chang sisters? Yeah, well, they’re back in town so we’re gonna hang. Ok sure. Yeah, I’ll say hi for ya. TTYL!”
Jen tapped the button to hang up and shoved her cell phone into her cleavage.  She was super excited!  Bernice, Bea and Bev Chang had been good friends with Jen back when the three of them were in middle school, but the Changs had moved down south before high school started. Jen smiled. There was nothing better than catching up with old friends… although deep down she was also a little worried.  The last time that she had seen the Chang sisters, Jen was still… well, maybe svelte wasn’t the right word.  Jen had always been slightly hefty even in middle school, carrying a few extra pounds in her hips, thighs and backside that would prove portentious of her present shape.  But who could have predicted that just a few extra pounds would eventually multiply to the point that Jen was now so fat that even just walking was a chore.

Jen wiped one thick arm across her forehead.  When she heard that the Chang sisters were visiting, she had immediately suggested that they meet up at their old hangout.  She vividly remembered how, years ago, the four of them had always hit up the same greasy spoon fast food joint everyday after school.  The Burger Pit was famous for big juicy burgers and giant portions of fries.  Laurie had forbidden anyone on the cheer squad from eating there for exactly that reason, but, considering how things were turning out lately, Jen couldn’t take that prohibition very seriously anymore.  Jen was wearing a simply T-shirt, visibly straining at the seams as it struggled to encircle her majorly chubby gut, and a pair of stretchy leggings pulled to its absolute limit around her massive thighs and buttocks.  Jen was over 500 pounds, a lot of weight for a girl of her age and height.  She was having trouble with the short walk from her car into the restaurant, her chest heaving with her ragged breathing, sweat drenching her shirt and plastering the fabric to her skin.

When she walked through the door, she immediately recognized the Chang sisters hanging out in the atrium.  They were a little taller, sure, but otherwise the triplets hadn’t changed at all.

The Burger Pit was a local greasy spoon that the trio had often frequented after school back in the day.  Jen, of course, remained a loyal customer to this day, so the staff didn’t bat an eye when Jen’s familiar form darkened their door.  

“Bernice! Beverly!  Beatrice!” cried Jen, beaming widely at the sight of her old friends. “Like, it’s so good to see you!”

The three girls turned to stare at this mega-sized behemoth now addressing them.  No way! It couldn’t be!  This tubby whale was so big that she could barely fit through the door, but that mousy brown hair, that round smiling face, those sparkling blue eyes… there was no way that this girl could be anyone other than Jen!  But how could Jen have grown THIS big? 

“Jen… is that you? You’re… uh… wow.”  Beverly could not believe her eyes.  She hadn’t seen Jen in several years, but the difference was just astounding.  The Jen that she remembered was a thick but fit cheerleader, a sleek brunette with an admittedly broad bottom.  But the girl that she now saw in front of her?  This girl was an absolute blimp, so absurdly swollen with fat that she could barely waddle, every plodding step made the ground shake like a thundering herd of wildeebeasts.  Jen was wider than she was tall, swaddled in so much blubber that she was sweating wheezing from just the short jiggling walk that it took her to get from the door to greet her friends.

“Oh! Em! Gee!” squealed Jen, grabbing her old friend and enveloping her in a giant squishy bear hug. “It’s been, like, so long! Like, I haven’t seen you since middle school!”

“Yeah… that’s, um, so long ago,” said Bev.  She looked over at her sisters in confusion.  Bea and Bernice just shrugged.  Neither sister could believe how much Jen had expanded in just a few short years!

Bea cleared her throat to get Jen’s attention.  “Wow, Jen, it’s good to see you,” said Bea. 
“You too! Wow! I can’t believe we’re all back together again!”

Bea scratched her head, desperately trying to think of a sensitive way to bring up the obvious elephant in the room.  “Yeah… so, um, Jen, I couldn’t help but notice… um… how do I say this? You’re…”

“You’re quite a bit wider,” finished Bernice.

“Oh? Oh, yeah,” said Jen.  The enormously fat brunette released her grip on Beverly to get a better look at herself, turning to look over her shoulder at her gigantic rear as if she was just seeing it for the first time. “Like, I guess I’ve gained, like, a little weight lately. But it’s no big deal.  It, like, looks good on me!”

“Um…”  The three Chang sisters exchanged confused looks.  Even back in middle school, Jen had been famously curvy.  Her exaggerated butt was the talk of the class back then!  And it wasn’t surprising that Jen’s youthfully zaftig figure would turn to fat when she got a little older.  But Bea and Bev and Bernice hadn’t expected Jen to turn fat quite so fast! And not nearly to this extent!  The Chang sisters were all slightly chubby, and like most teenage girls they tended to fret about their waistlines. But seeing the absolute bloated blimp that was Jen put all that fretting into real perspective!  How could they possibly worry that their own butts were too big when Jen’s rear end was wider than a big rig tire!
“Like, I’m still the most bootilicious girl in school,” said Jen proudly. “It’s just that, well, like, now the rest of me matches my booty, too!  That’s what Craig always says!”

“You’re dating Craig now?” said Bev.  She was honestly shocked to hear that Jen was dating anyone at all.  How could a quarter ton blimp like Jen snag a man of her own?

“Oh yeah, of course! Like, we’ve been dating for a couple years now.  He always was a butt man, of course, so, like, you can guess he’s really in heaven now!”

The three sisters exchanged glances again.  If Craig was a butt man, then he must be getting more than his fill… because Jen was more butt than woman at her size!

“By the way, Laurie says hi!” continued Jen.
Bea and Bernice both grimaced.

“Laurie? Are you still hanging out with that bitch?” said Bev.

“Um, like, that’s not nice!” said Jen defensively. “Laurie is my bff! Well, one of them… I mean she’s, like, my best bestie who’s not here right now. You two are my other BFFs, of course. Like, you know what I mean, right?”

“Sure Jen, it’s fine.  But really, Laurie Belmontes? She was such a little snot back in middle school.  I still can’t understand why you started hanging out with her.”

“You know who I saw the other day?” interjected Bea. “I ran into Maggie Espinosa and she told me that Laurie got totally fat.”

Bev shot her sister a warning glance. It wasn’t cool to gossip about Laurie’s weight in front of Jen, considering that Jen herself had ballooned into a total cow. True, Jen didn’t seem to mind her size, but still…

Bea didn’t pick up on the hint.  “I just thought that was so funny, cuz remember what a twig she was back in middle school? When you guys met at cheer camp for the first time, Laurie was this nasty little beanpole. Such an attitude for such a little girl!  She was flat as a board back then.”

“Yeah, but, like, when she started developing… she, like, really went into overdrive,” said Jen, pantomiming a giant set of breasts with her pudgy hands.

“Oh yeah, I heard that she was crazy stacked now.”

“Can we just order and get to our table?” whined Bernice.  She was tired of all this talk and just wanted to eat!

“Sounds good to me!” chirped Jen.

None of the girls even had to study the menu to know what they wanted.  It was, after all, the exact same menu as always.  Each of the three Chang sisters ordered herself a hamburger and a soda, nothing fancy or unusual there.  But each sister independently decided to dally by the register just so that they could hear what Jen was going to order.

“Could I get, like, the double cheeseburger with bacon and….uh…. could I add double cheese to that?”

“Sure,” said the counter girl, “We can do that for you.”

“Okay, and, like, could I get some sautéed mushrooms on that too? And, like, add guacamole? And French fried onions? Actually, like, you know what? That’s, like, too complicated.  Could I just get a second burger with the French fried onions?”

“So a double cheeseburger and a hamburger?”

“No, like, two double cheeseburgers.  Actually, like, better make that three.  Cuz I’d like one with extra pickles too.  Oh, and let me get an order of extra large fries too.  And an order of onion rings.  And could I get a large chocolate shake too?”

The girls were aghast.  How could Jen eat THAT much? That was enough food to feed an army!  No wonder she was as big as a cow!
“Come on, guys, you remember our regular table, right?” said Jen.
The Burger Bar was a casual student hang-out, so the tables all resembled wooden picnic table seating.  The tables didn’t have chairs so much as benches.  Bev frowned as she noticed that the benches didn’t have a whole lot of support.  There were legs at one end of each bench with the other bolted to the wall.
She elbowed Bea in the ribs and pointed.  Bea immediately understood the situation. In fact, Bea could tell that Jen still frequented the restaurant and undoubtedly still always sat at their regular table: The wood of the bench was warped, dipping down as though it had been forced to accommodate a gradually increasing load over the course of years.

“Ugh, I wish these seats weren’t so small,” groused Jen as she slid herself into the booth, her gut settling upon the table top as she adjusted her butt on the bench.  The entire bench creaked ominously and the Chang sisters braced themselves as they waited for the sudden splintering SNAP that they were sure was to follow.  But it never came!  Apparently, today was not the day that the bench would break.  At least not yet.

Jen settled her plump rear down on the bench, wiggling her haunches to get comfortable.  The entire bench creaked in response, slowly sagging beneath Jen’s immense weight.  Jen didn’t notice. She was too busy chattering with her friends to even think about how much damage her 500 plus pounds of pure teenage lard could do to a bench that barely had enough support to hold up an average sized girl.  Jen’s bottom spread out along the bench like a marshmallow expanding in the microwave; her cheeks were so large that they also spilled over the end of the bench.  Sitting down caused her leggings to pull down slightly, just enough to reveal the top quarter of Jen’s bare bottom, along with a good inch of butt crack.
Bev and Bea took their seats on the bench opposite Jen, leaving poor Bernice to try to squeeze in next to the prodigiously pear-shaped porker.  It wasn’t easy.  There was barely enough room on the bench for Bernice, so she had to sit with half of her own scrawny (compared to Jen) ass hanging over the edge.

It took two waitresses to bring all the food for the quartet, mostly on account of Jen’s enormous order.  The four old friends gossiped and talked like it was old times as they ate, soon forgetting themselves as they rehashed pleasant memories.  It wasn’t easy to forget that Jen was the size of a Volkswagon bus, but soon it didn’t matter to them at all.

It did, however, matter to the bench.  The bench sagged more and more with every bite that Jen shoved into her mouth. Her blubbery buns spilled over the seat, nearly sagging all the way to the floor, putting more and more pressure on to the stitches of Jen’s overloaded stretch pants.
Jen mowed her way through her burger, chomping off great big greasy mouthfuls with vigor and quietly murmuring to herself in gluttonous ecstacy.  Gawd, this was soooo good!  Jen absolutely relished any excuse to stuff her fat face!  All the while, the bench creaked and groaned.  The dangerous sound of cracking wood slowly grew louder and louder as Jen munched away obliviously.  Crack!  Something gave way deep inside the wooden plank and the whole bench suddenly sagged lower.  Jen dipped down slightly, her bountiful buns shaking, but the greedy glutton just kept eating.
“Jen, uh… you look shorter,” said Bev, noticing that Jen had sunk several inches as the seat began to buckle under her excessive and growing poundage.

“Huh? Like, you’re not making any sense,” said Jen.  Juice dribbled down her double chin as she re-attacked her burger with undimished gusto.  The creaking grew louder and louder, building to a frightening crescendo as other patrons in the restaurant started to take notice.  All eyes were on Jen and her monstrous booty spilling out of her inadequate stretch pants.  Jen didn’t notice.  She was too intent on eating!

“I think you need to calm down,” said Bernice, poking her friend in her voluminous gut and noticing with dismay that her finger disappeared into Jen’s soft flab all the way up to the knuckle. “I don’t think this bench can take much more…”

And then…

CRACK!

Sure, Jen should have seen it coming.  All that creaking and groaning and grinding from the bench should have been ample warning.  But Jen was never the quickest on the up-take and, when she was distracted by food, she was even slower than usual.  So it completely took her by surprise when the bench finally broke beneath her and sent her tumbling to the ground in a big, jiggling heap.

“OMG!” cried Jen as she hit the ground, kicking her stubby legs uselessly.  Luckily, Jen’s colossal caboose broke her fall. Her enormous buns, pumped with so much soft yielding blubber that they were basically like two cushions shoved into the back of her fraying stretch pants, acted like her own built-in airbags.  Bernice too tumbled to the floor with a yelp.  But lacking the same built-in cushion, the poor girl slammed her tailbone right into the floor!
“Jen! Bernice! Are you ok?” cried Bev, jumping to her feet.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m, like, fine,” said Jen. She shoved the remnants of her third burger into her mouth and chewed vigorously, hardly phased by her accident. 
“Speak for yourself!” groaned Bernice as she picked herself up off the ground.

Jen rolled over, rubbing her tender tushie. “Like, my butt broke my fall.  But, like, could you give me a hand up?”

The Chang sisters couldn’t say no, although lugging Jen to her feet was a hard job.  
“You guys, I think maaaybe we should, like, get out of here?” said Jen.  She scanned the restaurant, noticing – perhaps for the first time – that every pair of eyes was on them. She could hear desperate whispers from the kitchen as the kitchen staff debated who would have to go out and yell at Jen for smashing one of their benches.  In reality, she probably wasn’t going to get in trouble.  Jen was such a good customer that they wouldn’t want to risk losing her business.  But Jen didn’t know that and was still eager to get out of here before someone read her the riot act. “We could, like, head back to my place? Ya know, and just hang out?”

“Um, I dunno, Jen, is your mom home?” asked Bea.

“Yeah! Like, of course!”

“Ummmm… then I think maybe we would rather, uh, go someplace else.  I mean, your mom is nice but, uh, we just ate.  And I don’t want to go someplace where someone is going to make me eat more!”

Bev and Bernice nodded emphatically.  If anything was going to put them off of food, seeing Jen eat until she broke a bench would definitely be it!

“Where are you guys staying while you’re in town?”

“We’re all at our grandmother’s house.  Look, Jen, you should just come over and hang out.  You remember Grandma’s pool? We’ll go for a swim.”

Jen nodded.  That did sound like a lark!

Honestly, Bea, Bev, and Bernice just wanted to get Jen somewhere where the behemoth teen wouldn’t be quite so conspicuous.  They were well aware of all the stares that Jen’s obscenely bloated badonkadonk attracted wherever she went, so they thought that a nice dip in their grandmother’s secluded backyard pool would be a good excuse to get Jen out of the public eye.  Not to mention Jen would probably be a lot more comfortable in water. Like a manatee, Jen was awkward on land but graceful when she could allow water to lift her weight for her.

The sisters sat along the edge of the pool, each wearing a one piece swimsuit – Bev in blue, Bea in red and Bernice in yellow – and waiting for Jen to finish changing in the backyard shed that doubled as a changing room.

“Hey, girls,” said Bev, clearing her throat, “While we’re alone, I just have to say it… can you believe how big Jen is now?”

Bea sighed in relief. “I’m glad someone finally said it.  I’ve been thinking about it all day!  Do you think she has some sort of gland disorder? I mean, Jen was always a little thick but… not like that!”

“I don’t think it’s a gland disorder at all,” said Bernice. “I know exactly how she got so big.  Did you see the way she packed away burgers at lunch today? Three double bacon burgers and she didn’t even break a sweat! In fact, it seems like that’s the ONLY thing that doesn’t make her break a sweat.  She just stuffed her face until she busted the bench! That’s some real commitment to gluttony.”

“I guess we shouldn’t be surprised,” said Bea. “You remember her mom, right? She was relentless in packing food in Jen’s mouth… and us, too, everytime that we came over!”
Bev nodded.  “I guess after four years away it’s not surprising to return to see that Jen’s grown so big.”

“Heeeeey, girls!”

The sisters turned to see Jen squeezing her bulk out of the changing shed.  They stared as Jen waddled out from the changing room.  Clad only in a string bikini, Jen looked even bigger than before.  She was wider than she was tall, a billowing bulging roly poly ball of flesh, the front of her bikini bottoms hidden under the bulge of her flabby gut, the back of her bikini bottoms swallowed up between her bloated buns, her ample breasts barely restrained by her overmatched bikini top and resting on the shelf of her fat belly as she wobbled.  Everything shook as she lumbered toward the pool.
“Oooh, this is gonna feel sooo good!” burbled Jen as she waded into the pool, displacing enough mass that the water slopped over the edges of the pool and swamped the three Chang sisters.  Bernice and Bea jumped back with high-pitched squeals, but Bev couldn’t contain her mirth at the scene.  Jen yelped as her butt, swollen with lighter-than-water fat, floated up to the surface of the pool, causing Jen to lose her footing and flop forward onto her belly.  The Chang sisters giggled as Jen fell face first into the water, flailing her arms and blowing bubbles as her giant bum bobbed up and down like two big pink icebergs.

Bev sighed. “C’mon, gals, let’s give Jen a hand.”  She led her sisters down into the pool, where the three of them helped to right their sputtering friend.
“Thanks,” said Jen, coughing up water from her lungs. “Like, I don’t know why that happened! It’s, like, so weird. I’m having all sorts of trouble standing up in water lately.”

“Yeah, really strange,” said Bea sarcastically, eying Jen’s bulging booty.  The fat girl’s bikini bottoms were little more than a whisper of fabric between her cheeks.

“You need some more weight up top to help you stabilize,” said Bernice.  Bea shot her sister a withering look, but Jen didn’t pick up on the barb.

“Hey,” said Bev mischievously, “Speaking of, you remember that game we used to play as kids in the pool? Chicken fight?”

“Haha, of course!” said Bea, laughing.  She remembered it well.  It was a simple game, where one girl would climb atop another girl’s shoulders.  Then two pairs of fighters would rush at each other until one pair managed to knock the rider off the other team’s shoulders.

“Like, we could play it now, ya know?” said Jen, bobbing up and down in the water.  Her giant butt looked like two big pink icebergs bobbing on the waves.  “C’mon, Bea, get on my shoulders! I, like, bet we could totally beat Bev and Bernice!”

“Haha, yeah, why not!” cried Bea.  Without a second thought, she wrapped her arms around Jen’s shoulders and hoisted herself up to ride atop her obese friend.  It wasn’t that hard to get up.  Jen’s preposterous posterior was a natural shelf that Bea could use as a foothold to help her clamor up onto Jen’s shoulders.  As she was getting settled, Bernice did the same to Bev.

“Alright! Team Jen and Bea is ready to fight!” crowd Jen, slowly wobbling her way toward her opponents.  The four friends laughed and giggled at the silly game, but it didn’t take long for Bernice to knock Bea right into the water.
“Now it’s my turn on top!” cried Jen with childish enthusiasm.

“Jen, no!” cried Bea, but it was too late.  Jen was already clamoring up onto her shoulders.  Not even chlorine water could buoy up all 500 pounds of Jen’s mega-fat body.  Bea felt Jen’s tree-trunk legs wrap around her neck and the next thing she knew she was forced underwater, weighed down by the porky princess and her ponderous posterior.  The slimmer girl could only flail and sputter.

“Oh shit! I’m so sorry,” cried Jen as she lifted Bea back out of the water.  

“It’s… fine…” Bea coughed and wheezed for several minutes. “It’s just… you’re… a little heavy…”

“Yeah, I guess so,” admitted Jen. “I guess that’s one game we just can’t play anymore.  I’m really sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt you like that!”
Suddenly crestfallen, Jen dragged herself out of the pool and dropped heavily onto a lawn chair, the supple flesh of her bare bottom squishing between the soft plastic strips that made up the chair’s seat.  “I guess I should have known better.  Like, it’s hard to do a lot of stuff at my size!”

“Aw, don’t be sad, Jen,” said Bev.  She didn’t want to make Jen feel self-conscious about her weight, although it was really hard to believe that Jen didn’t care at all that she was massively obese.  Then again, Jen always had been kind of a bubble head. “Let’s dry off and head inside. I’m sure we can find something else to do that, uh, won’t be so hard on you at your…um… size.”
“Hey, like, Bea, I’ve had a really good time with you guys today.  It’s, like, so good to see you all again!  I hope you’re, like, not mad about that thing in the pool.”

Bea put down her book.  After rough-housing in the pool, the four girls had spent the rest of the evening chatting and watching old movies together.  It was almost like one of the sleepovers that Jen frequently had with Alice and Laurie except that there weren’t massive amounts of fattening snacks on hand.  Jen didn’t like that part.  Eventually, worn out after a long day of good times, Bernice and Bev had fallen asleep in their grandmother’s basement rec room.  Jen had conked out on the floor, but when she awoke she noticed that Bea wasn’t around.  It wasn’t hard to find her.  She was outside, on the front porch, sitting in her grandmother’s porch swing and reading a book while enjoying the evening air.  That made sense.  Bea always was the most bookish of the three, enjoying her quiet time alone.
“Aw, don’t worry about it, Jen. No harm done.” Bea smiled. “I mean, what’s a little drowning between friends? Hey hey, I’m just kidding!”  Bea said quickly as Jen’s expression fell. “You know we’re still pals. We’ll just… uh… be more careful in the future.”
“Yeah,” said Jen, “I…uh… guess so.”

“Listen, Jen, I didn’t want to say anything to make you feel bad, but since it’s just the two of us now, I kind of have to ask…”

Jen stared at her feet.  Or rather, she tried to.  She couldn’t see her feet over the magnificent arc of her flabby gut and ample breasts.  But even though Jen was generally okay with her weight, she was kind of embarrassed knowing what question was coming.

“How did you… uh… get so big? I mean, if I can ask.  You don’t seem to mind it, which is surprising.  But you weren’t that much bigger than we were when we left.  But you’ve just… ballooned!  You’re huge!”

“Um, I’m, like, not THAT big,” said Jen, looking over her shoulder to spy her pumped-up patoot.  Back in her stretch pants, it was kind of hard to ignore that she really WAS that big.  She was bursting at the seams, blubber bubbling out through splits in her failing stitches. “Like, I know I’m a little chunky these days. But like I said, it just makes me more bootilicious, right?”

“Uh huh. Right. So how did this happen?”

Jen shrugged. “Like, I dunno… I just kinda started gaining, you know?”

“It can’t just be because of your mom,” said Bea, rubbing her chin. “You lived with her for 18 years without blimping this much.  But all of sudden in the last four you just explode? There’s got to be something else…”

“Huh, I guess, I dunno,” said Jen, awkwardly twirling her hair around her pudgy finger. She really didn’t like the direction this conversation was taking.  There was, in fact, something else happening.  It was all those sleepovers with Alice and Laurie.  They were all part of Laurie’s plot to fatten up Alice, in hopes that if Alice looked fatter then Laurie and Jen would look slimmer in comparison.  But that plan had backfired in a major way.  Both Jen and Laurie were growing fatter along with their teammate, blowing up like out-of-control balloons as they stuffed themselves with the same fattening, high-calorie treats which they intended for Alice to eat.  They were victims of their own success.  Especially Laurie, who was now nearly a full hundred pounds heavier than either Jen or Alice! What an irony!  Jen was almost on the verge of a revelation, thinking about how Laurie’s plan seemed to be having this effect on her own waistline.  Hmmm.  After Jen had confronted Laurie about how she no longer wanted any part in fattening Alice, Laurie had promised to abandon the plan.  But all three girls continued to gain.  That was very strange…  But Jen just couldn’t wrap her empty head around why.

“Hey, mind if I sit down with you?” asked Jen.

“No, Jen, don’t—“ began Bea.  But she never got any further.  Her breath caught in her throat as Jen plopped her gargantuan ass onto the porch swing, shoving Bev to the side.  The swing sank nearly a foot as Jen leaned back.  Bev braced herself as she was sure that the hook was about to tear out of the ceiling, sending both girls crashing to the ground.  Deep inside the ceiling, the hook holding the porch swing in place crunched and groaned.  Plaster and paint rained down upon the two girls below.  Bev raised her arms to shelter herself from the deluge, but Jen didn’t even notice.  
But the porch swing held.  Just barely.  Bev didn’t trust that ominous crunching and creaking from above, though.

“I’m just gonna get up, okay?” said Bev as she quickly sprang to her feet.  Now that she had the whole swing to herself, Jen shifted to get into a more comfortable position.  Her butt looked like an ocean of gelatin washing over the bench.

Jen squinted at the heavy-duty hook screwed into the verandah ceiling.  A large crack bisected the ceiling, spiraling outwards from the hook.  Jen frowned and pushed the swing.  It wobbled slightly, dislodging some paint and plaster from the ceiling.  Was that crack there last night?  Jen couldn’t remember.  She couldn’t help but wonder if her weight hadn’t caused it.  Maybe it was true.  Maybe she really was just too heavy for real life?  Jen was gradually finding that she was too big, too heavy, too fat for more and more things.  She was slowly outgrowing everything – from her wardrobe to her car to her house.  This was just more evidence of that.  But, at the same time, she couldn’t bring herself to care too much.  She shrugged.  What could she do?  She definitely wasn’t going to stop eating.  She loved that too much.  And she certainly wasn’t going to start exercising.  She hated that too much.
And as long as she kept hanging out with Laurie and eating the food that Laurie provided at their sleepovers, she was definitely going to keep gaining.
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