Jan Carlyle... has gotten so fat that she can't fit through the front door!

“Hfff… almose… almost there…”
How it had gotten this bad, Jan Carlyle might have never actually known.
Once upon a time, she would glare down her daughters as they munched and crunched themselves further into their mutual hoggish obesity. Watching her good little girls blow up like balloons before her very eyes had been so distressing for so long that she had barely had time to pay attention to her own waistline! And really, what even passed for a normal serving size in this house anymore? Certainly not anything that she’d been fishing out from Melanie’s room whenever she could find a foothold in that pigsty. And whatever they had taught Alice at that school of hers, she had come back thinking it necessary to have two breakfasts! How else was Jan supposed to keep her girls from eating themselves round?!
“Juss can’t… reaaaaach…”
Oh and everything had just tasted so good. Could anyone really blame her for believing that her daughters wouldn’t cheat on their self-imposed diets? By the time she had figured out that they were just getting fed elsewhere, it was too late! Jan had forgotten how good everything tasted, and it had been so long since she and the girls had been having fun together, and…
“ohhhhh…”
She might have gone a little off the deep end.
“Jesus mom, even my fat ass can squeeze through a doorway.”
“It’s not… funny!” The beluga blonde bellowed bluely as she tried to continue to wriggle the threshold of her front door out from between her ass, “Alice can you please—”
“Sure mom, I’m on it.” 
Jan watched as her youngest stormed quickly off to the side of the house, leading the charge belly-first to get through the back door and help from the other side. Was this really starting to become so common that Alice didn’t even need to be told what to do? How humiliating…
“So.” Mel crossed her sausage arms over her heavy chest, smiling like the cat that ate a flock of canaries before lunch, “You havin’ some trouble there?”
“Melanie Carlyle I swear to God—”
“Oh stop, I’m helping I’m helping.” Mel rolled her eyes as she uncrossed, unsheathing that mammoth gut of hers once her arms lay back at some semblance of her sides, “Al’s gonna pull, I’m gonna push.”
“Oh but… but w-won’t that hurt?”
“Shit, you’re right.” Melanie clicked her tongue, and Jan could see the evil little twinkle in her daughter’s eye before she said it, “Hey squirt! Make sure to get the butter!”
“Melanie Carlyle you will lower your voice this instant—” poor Jan snapped back, smacking her daughter in the stomach with her outside arm, “If you tell anyone—”
“Hey we’re out of butter, do you think margarine would work?”
“Oh for God’s sake Alice, just bring me the tub!” Jan snapped, “And get me out of this doorway before somebody sees!”


Avery Anderson... is finding sex to be more and more of a struggle...

“Haahhnnh… ohgawd…”
Avery hadn’t been skinny for a day in her life, and nothing had ever come to her any easier for it. She got picked on for being a fat kid, clothes were more expensive, and the whole world basically wanted her to feel bad about her size—but at least she could still pull in some big dick gymbros who knew that women looked better with curves.
Like, a lot a lotta curves.
“Juss… jus liff… lift it…” Avery’s eyes crossed as she felt the head enter her, panting hot and damp as she fought her pillow princess inclinations, “Ohhhhhhhhyeah.”
In fact, one might go as far as to say that Avery was nothing but curves at this point. After awakening the inner Fat Girl in her friend Cheyenne, Avery had followed her friend along a rediscovery of things like “mayo on everything” and “now I need something sweet” until she had ballooned to well over four hundred and fifty pounds. Her belly had exploded outwards ever since she and Cheyenne had vowed off of diets forever, rounding out in front and side to side until Avery was downright pumpkin-shaped. Her stomach hung low into her lap, completely…
Well, causing the current problem.
“Puh… put it back i—ooookayyyyyy~”
Fighting against the onslaught of Avery’s fupa and the actual avalanche of stomach that had to be pushed back or held up was not meant for mere mortal men. Coming at it from a three-pronged approach, even, was not any easier. And the length and girth of the occasional stud that she brought home to the apartment aside, Avery’s own girth and width was enough to make but all of the most gifted contenders ill-equipped now that she and Cheyenne were not just eating whatever they wanted, but whenever they wanted it.
Avery was getting so fat that she was almost quite literally too much woman for most men to handle. She’d been using a wand long since before it was necessary, but getting one-on-one time with a boy was getting to be a little more rare than she would care to admit. And it had been so long since she’d been dicked down by some strange that she just hadn’t realized…
Y’know…
“Fffffuck it. Fuck it.” Avery whimper-snapped as she held out her chubby little fingers in some crude directions, “Get the toy, get the toy… m’almost there.”
As soon as it leaves the dresser drawer she kept it in, it gets guided in gently by someone who is admittedly better at it than most of them are. Toy sliding in with his member meant that she got to experience the slide-out and the continued vibration; juuuust enough to start the first avalanche of the night.
Avery’s throaty whale song would continue to sound from the bedroom for some time as she rasped out a mating call to the North American Chubby Chaser, who was most certainly getting every penny that he paid into dinner out of his mate.


Roxanne Reagan… has always been fat, sending ripples through her story...

It might have just been Harper showing her age, but she had always felt that the mall food court in Daven’s Port offered her far more choices than anything else she might have found out on the streets.
Sure, she could go to the pier and eat expensive tourist food. Yes, she could go like… downtown or something and eat some pretendy, fakey Indian food made by two white guys who had never been to India trying to make a quick buck. But the Daven’s Port Mall had always managed to have a respectable amount of variety with a wide array of prices, none of which would have cost her the arm and or leg that it would have meant giving up when she was took Parker, Piper, or sweet baby Hunter out to eat.
And if you didn’t want to take her word for it, consider the figure of the average security guard that toddled around trying to look busy.
“Oh yeah, that Thai place is the best.”
Harper hadn’t recognized the topheavy rent-a-cop as anything more than a fixture of the mall that she and her family had semi-frequented over the years. When “Officer” Reagan had come up to her one day out of the blue and asked if they’d gone to school together, Harper had been inclined to just say no and move along. But when she recognized the sharp, commanding features and those big baby blue eyes, Harper knew that she couldn’t exactly say no. Didn’t she used to play on their basketball team back in the day?
“The owners are really cool—they know I love eggrolls, so they keep me loaded up.”
Now, Harper hadn’t exactly kept her figure rock-solid since she was young. There were far more than the fifteen extra pounds she claimed to be hanging on tight to her girlish figure. Having three kids would do that to you, after all. So she wasn’t in any real position to judge, but…
Paul Blart in a blonde wig did used to play basketball back in the day, right?
Watching sausage fingers unwrap the plastic utensils that had come with the comped meal that Rocky had scored for both of them (minus the cost of drinks, which she happily paid for) Harper couldn’t help but feel… conflicted about learning that this really was one of her old classmates. That this chunky porta-police had ever been anything more than a donut with all her cream filling squeezed into that uniform titties-first. 
“A-Anyway, I uh…” the sausage-cased badge cleared her throat, round cheeks going from white to pink as she doubled down on why she’d asked Harper out to lunch, “I see you and your sisters here all the time, and—”
“My sisters?” Harper made a face
“Yeah, you and the uh… y’know the other two. One’s kinda big? You all kind of look alike.”
Whether that was Officer Reagan trying to flirt or if she genuinely didn’t think that Piper and Parker were her daughters, Harper wasn’t quite sure she found more charming…
“N-Not that you’re big, I-I mean…” the unsure overeater’s double chin squished to prominence as it rolled out from between her shirt collar, “Oh gosh, get it together Roxanne…”
…but watching this heifer stress-eat her way through asking her out was definitely doing something to Harper; something that she hadn’t quite expected to feel when she agreed to a free lunch with an old classmate.
 


Lyla (Blue Ribbon Binging/Hungry Holler)... but with a much, MUCH different weight distribution.

Cousin Faith wasn’t quite sure where Lyla got some’a her genes from.
See, they both took after their daddies’ sides of their respective tree branches. And sure the women that ran between ‘em also ran kinda big, but ain’t none of them done blossomed out the way Lyla had. Ever since her little cousin had come home and started eatin’ like a country gal again she’d been puttin’ on weight. But when she’d started learnin’ to put it in the right places, Faith might never know.
“I just don’t understand why they’d say I was distractin’ anybody!”
Faith hadn’t made eye contact with her cousin in months.
How could she? With them things just plopped up on the table like that, sweatin’ buckets into two military tuff titty hammocks? No wonder parents had been complainin’ about their kids’ teacher—she looked like a damn cartoon character with them things!
“Ohhh honey, now don’t let it get to you.” Granny Barb tut-tutted the busty blonde as she sniffled into a bite of chocolate silk  pie, “You just worry about feeling better—finding a new job can wait a little while…”
“Thanks *sniff* Granny *sniff* Barb.”
Faith arched her back and pressed her thighs together as she watched her cousin struggle to even heave one arm over her chest, heavy shoulders and fleshy biceps getting in the way even before her rack got in the way. All this comfort eatin’ had been turnin’ Lyla into a county-fair kinda cow—and while Faith might have felt a little guilty about gettin’ hot and bothered by taking pleasure in that, somehow getting lost in the balcony of her cousin’s boobs felt so much worse than getting off on her getting fat.
“Aww, u-uh… c-c’mere cuz…”
Stealing hugs, getting to bury herself into Lyla’s larger than life body, it was just so hard to resist! The damn thing teared up at the drop of a hat, and she was getting so…
She was just so…
Faith wanted to squeeze her. Oh lord did she want to sq—
“You’re such a good cousin.” Lyla bawled, pressing Faith far into her squishy side, “I don’t know what I’d do without youuuuu!”
Faith slowly steered her hand to rub sympathetically across Lyla’s back. Her wide, squishy back. With plenty of upset rolls in need of caressin—er, calming….
