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By Mollycoddles

“Ohmygawd, Alice, what do you think? It’s gonna be so great! Laurie is gonna totally flip!”

Jen stepped back to survey her work.  She had managed to shove a large, unwieldy mobility scooter into her basement closet, decorating the handlebars with a large pink ribbon.  She intended to give it as a gift to her friend Laurie tonight and she wanted to make sure that it made a huge splash!

Laurie, of course, needed a mobility scooter.  Anyone who saw the obese teen would have agreed that she was a prime candidate for one. Laurie, once the trim yet busty captain of the school’s cheerleading team, had gradually succumbed to sloth and gluttony over the past year, steadily ballooning in weight until she was, at last weigh-in, teetering on the brink of 500 pounds.  Jen was half-convinced that Laurie was way past 500 by now.  And, to Jen, that was just great!  Because Jen and Alice weren’t exactly slouches in the gaining department either.  A pair of ponderous plumping piggies, they each kept pace with Laurie’s expansion.  Like Laurie, they had once been fit cheerleaders. But now they were each so fat that they had trouble waddling even short distances without getting winded.  

That’s why Jen was so stoked about this scooter.  She wanted one of her own. But she knew that Laurie would read her the riot act if she caught anyone on her team buying a mobility scooter!  That was, in Jen’s eyes, totally unfair. Because she really really needed one!  Jen was a rotund brunette bimbo, carrying nearly a quarter ton of wobbling blubber in her thighs, hips, and especially butt. In fact, Jen’s famously bloated rear end was so vast that it seemed to command its own gravity, constantly threatening to pull Jen backwards to the ground or just to split the seat of her leggings if she moved too quickly. No one would have guessed that a total ditz like Jen could conceive of such a brilliant plan to trick Laurie into approving of her squad mates getting their own scooters!  It was simple: They would give a scooter to Laurie as a gift.  Even though Laurie would definitely be livid to think that her teammates would consider her fat enough to need a scooter, she wouldn’t be able to spurn a gift. That would be rude! And once Laurie had a scooter, she couldn’t begrudge her fat friends getting their own scooters as well. The perfect plan!
The three girls met every week for a big Friday night slumber party that inevitably turned into an orgy of snacking and gluttony as the three tubby teens surrendered to their expansive appetites.  Their clothing rarely survived long, as the girls stripped out of confining garments to give their engorged stomachs more room to grow – even pajamas usually split before the end of the night, leaving the gorging girls in little more than underwear or even less.  Right now, Jen was still clad in her usual street clothes – a cow-print T-shirt and overfilled black stretch leggings.

Jen’s friend Alice nodded, but her mind was elsewhere.  Like Jen, Alice was massively fat.  But whereas Jen was a very plump pear with a colossally corpulent caboose, Alice was a round little pumpkin who stored most of her gains in her massive blubbery belly.  She wore a striped polo shirt that made her enormous belly look like an overinflated beach ball and mega-waisted cargo pants that failed to button beneath the swell of her gigantic gut.  Her short blonde bangs framed a round worried face and her sparkling blue eyes were distant as her mind wandered.

“Like, c’mon, Alice! It is, like, great, right?” prompted Jen.

“Hmm? Oh.. yeah. Yeah, it’s great!”

“Is, like, something wrong?” asked Jen, suddenly noticing that her fat friend appeared to be distracted.  She couldn’t understand why Alice wasn’t as excited about finally gifting Laurie the mobility scooter as she was!

“Oh sorry, Jen. I was just thinking about… oh, it’s just stupid, never mind.”

“No, like, what’s wrong?” asked Jen, concern in her voice.  Jen might have been a huge zeppelin-sized airhead but she could tell that something was troubling her closest friend. Was Alice her closest friend? She certainly considered Alice a close friend, but, for years, Jen had always thought of Laurie as her bestie.  Now….well…. She was reluctant to say she anything bad about Laurie, but…. Well, she could at least say that Alice was AS GOOD a friend to her as Laurie was.

“It’s silly, Jen, but please don’t laugh. It’s just… I keep thinking about something your little sister Jesse said.”

Jen rolled her eyes. “Oh, like, Jesse? You shouldn’t listen to her! She’s, like, suuuuch a little brat!”  Jen’s sister Jesse was, in some ways, very different from her older sister.  While Jesse shared certain surface similarities – including the same mousy brown hair and the same ominously pear-shaped build – Jesse was a very different personality.  Jen was a happy-go-lucky ditz, but Jesse was a sarcastic but shrewd smartass!

“She said…well, she said that if my belly got any bigger and rounder, that I was going to burst,” said Alice, her chubby cheeks going pink. “I know what you’re gonna say, that’s silly. I know that can’t actually happen! But the way she said it… she said it like it was a big warning. And… I dunno, Jen, it kinda just keeps playing in my head, you know?”

Alice, of course, knew this was ridiculous.  So why was she so upset by it? She looked down at herself, her chubby feet hidden from view by her vast pink belly, hanging out below the hem of her overstretched polo and slowly easing in and out with her ragged, labored breathing.  She absently ran her plump hands over her soft flanks, her chubby sausage fingers easily slipping between the fleshy folds at her sides where her love handles hung over the waistband of her tight pants. She was undeniably huge.

And where would it end?  She was growing so fast that some days she did genuinely feel more like a balloon being inflated than a girl gaining fat. And what was the fate of all balloons when they finally reached their utmost limits?  Alice bit her lip.  She couldn’t help but think about where her relentless expansion would lead.
“Aw, like, don’t worry about Jesse!” said Jen, a big grin on her chubby cheeks. “She just says stuff like that to scare you! Like, she tells me the same thing, but, like, I’m still here, right? Like, Jesse is always all: Oh Jen, you better watch out, you’re gonna pop if you get any bigger. But, like, I still haven’t popped, right? And I just keep getting bigger and more bootilicious, so I don’t see the problem.”

Alice looked her bottom-heavy friend up and down. The fact that Jen hadn’t popped YET didn’t exactly give her a lot of confidence. Plus, while Jen had long since come to terms with her gain and now thought of extra pounds as little more than extra padding to make her famously juicy bottom even more juicy, Alice had a less romanticized view of her own girth.  It was hard to think of her extra weight as a good thing when so much of it settled in her tummy!  Of course, Alice’s boyfriend Tyler seemed to like it, and that brought her some real comfort. But still!
The two girls were interrupted by a large thump overhead, followed by the sounds of muffled conversation.  Alice and Jen exchanged glances.  That must be Laurie arriving!  Down in the furnished basement of Jen’s home that served as a rec room, they could hear their gargantuan friend thumping around upstairs, her heavy footfalls echoing through the house, as she made her way to the stairs.  They listened as Laurie gradually lumbered down the stairs, the sounds of heavy ragged gasping growing louder as did the constant thuds of the large cheer queen’s feet hitting each step.
And then suddenly Laurie was there, a massive giant wheezing butterball packed into a straining pink tracksuit.
“Uh…hi Laurie,” said Jen uncertainly as Laurie shuffled sideways to squeeze through the doorframe. 

Laurie grunted and flopped down onto the couch.  Alice and Jen exchanged worried glances.  It had been a little while since the last time that they say their mutual friend, but… they still couldn’t believe how big Laurie was now!  They were each pretty fat themselves, as big as a pair of baby hippos, but Laurie… she looked like she was the size of a mature hippopotomus!

The raven-haired diva sat on the couch, filling it entirely with her massive bulk, wheezing and gasping from her trip down the stairs. Always busty, Laurie’s breasts were gigantic! The two monster tits must have weighed as much as cannonballs, sagging to the sides of a gargantuan gut that spilled out in front of her, filling her lap and edging almost to her fat-swaddled knees.  Her face was so fat that her round cheeks were starting to give the overstuffed beauty queen a permanent squint, and her double chin had expanded to the point that it was becoming a cushiony frill around her neck.  Even at her massive size, Laurie always made sure to dress impeccably.  While Jen and Alice sometimes opted to dress for comfort instead of style, Laurie rarely eschewed form-fitting (if gigantic) jeans and tight sweaters that showed off her billowing bra-busters to their maximum potential.  Her long raven tresses were always perfectly coifed and her make-up was always perfectly applied. Not today, though!  Today, Laurie looked like a mess. She looked like she had rolled out of bed, stuffed herself into a pink tracksuit, and waddled straight over.  She had a cardboard box tucked under her arm.
After a while, Laurie managed to sputter out a response. “Hey…”

“Are you… okay?” asked Alice, a note of worry in her voice.  Of course, Laurie was huge. That was expected. All three of them were huge. But… Alice hadn’t expected Laurie to be THIS huge! The three girls had more or less managed to keep pace by virtue of them always eating together, but now Laurie looked substantially heavier.  Alice was completely shocked, but Jen… Jen could only wonder.  Could Laurie’s explosive growth in recent weeks have anything to do with the mystery girl in her life?  Jen couldn’t help but notice that Laurie’s boyfriend Frank also looked bigger the last time that she had seen him.  Could these things be related? Jen might have been a dopey ditz, but the wheels in her head were starting to turn.

“Laurie, we’re so happy you made it!” squealed Jen. “Look, we got something just for you!”  Jen motioned to the coffee table in the center of the room, already laden with bowls of potato chips, popcorn, M&Ms, and all the usual junk food that fueled the tubby trio’s weekly binge session. Of course, no sleepover was complete without pizza, and Jen had already ordered three larges. The chunky cheerleaders were each so lost to gluttony that none of them thought anything of devouring an entire large pizza all by themselves. But what made this night different was the cooler at the foot of the table; rather than just soda, tonight it was also stocked with beer.  Jen had bribed an older cousin to snag some illicit booze for the underage bingers.  She hoped that maybe if Laurie was just a little bit tipsy when Jen revealed the mobility scooter, it would make things go a little smoother.

“Nice,” said Laurie, nodding in approval. “Good job for once, Jen. Now this is how you host a party.”  She leaned forward in her seat, the couch creaking and groaning ominously as she shifted her immense bulk.  Alice watched in fascination as Laurie’s gigantic teats swung forward, spilling over her belly into her lap.  Laurie extended a chubby hand and waggled her sausage fingers, clearly indicating that someone should place a beer bottle in her palm. Jen picked up on the signal and obliged.

“Thanks, Jen,” said Laurie, placing the bottle to her lips and taking a big swig.  She winced as the carbonation tickled her nose.

“What’s in the box?” asked Alice curiously.

Laurie patted the box, a sly smile on her lips, as she took another gulp of beer.  Despite her large size, Laurie didn’t drink often so she was rather a lightweight and she could already feel the alcohol making her a little dizzy.

“That will be revealed soon, Alice, my dear fat friend! Now hand me my pizza!”

Alice blushed.  Sure, she knew she was fat… but she still didn’t see where Laurie could get off telling her that! Especially since Laurie was clearly even fatter!

All thoughts of the box quickly vanished, though, as the girls succumbed to their insatiable hunger and sat down to start gorging.  As usual, they ate through the night, gossiping, giggling, and gorging, bellies swelling with beer and pizza, stitches straining as they loaded more and more food into overloaded guts, until, after hours, the food stores were depleted and the room was filled with three very stuffed babes.
“Oooof, I ate too much,” mumbled Alice, rubbing her distended tummy. “I really shouldn’t have had the last few slices of pizza.”

“Maybe…” agreed Jen, “But, like, who can resist? It’s soooo good!”  Jen could hardly be bothered to care about her weight when she was sober, but now that her belly was sloshing with beer and her head was swimming, she didn’t care at all. 

“Ugh! No wonder you two are turning into such a pair of porkers,” sniffed Laurie. The hefty hypocritical heifer shifted on the couch, grunting as she tried to move her massively overstuffed belly to avoid cutting off circulation to her thick tree-trunk legs below.  Laurie had not moved from the couch all night, instead demanding that her two friends act as her servants and hand her pizza slice after pizza slice. 

“Of course, as your team captain, I take full responsibility for your current rotundity,” said Laurie, dramatically putting her chubby hand to her ample chest. “I should have put the kibosh on that long ago, instead of letting you both chunk up. But I just couldn’t bring myself to ever say a discouraging word. That’s just the kind of nice person I am! But I really can’t let this go on any longer! And I’m not going to lie. We’ve all gained a little, I admit it. Even me!”

“Have you gained…” Alice stopped herself before she could finish the thought. She almost forgot how angry it made Laurie when anyone questioned her weight.  Laurie glared at her chubby blonde friend, daring her to finish the sentence.

“Well, Alice, for your information, I don’t know, but that’s exactly why I brought this!”

She held up the box. Alice and Jen looked at each other in confusion.

“It’s a scale, you two ninnies,” snapped Laurie, rolling her eyes. “And since you two hippos got too big for the regular scale, I had to special order this one! But it’s worth it, just so that we can finally get an accurate reading. Maybe this will finally convince you two to take your weights seriously!”

Alice and Jen again exchanged glances.  Laurie was acting weird. They were used to Laurie being really defensive about her size, but she was being unusually snappish today… almost as if she was trying to hide something?
And she was! Laurie was dying to know her new weight. She knew she must be big, bigger than big, but she had no clue.  For weeks, her own scale at home failed to register her weight. She was simply too big, and the numbers didn’t go high enough. She had to special order this heavy-duty medical scale off the Internet, and it was the only option that she could find that would go high enough that wasn’t specially designed for weighing livestock.

Jen clapped her hands in glee. This was perfect!  Jen didn’t care about her weight, but she knew that Laurie MUST still care about hers. Maybe if Laurie realized how fat she’d grown, she would be BEGGING for a mobility scooter!

Laurie pulled the scale out of the box and handed it to Jen. “Put that on the floor, Jen. Let’s see the damage.”

Laurie watched her fat-bottomed co-captain carefully squat down in front of her to put the scale on the floor.  Damn!  Laurie could tell from a glance that she was way fatter than Jen now, but Jen’s famously fat fanny was still a sight to behold.  The twin lobes of her bloated butt pushed up in the air as Jen bent over.  Damn! 

“Alright, gals! Who wants to go first?”

Alice sighed.  Out of the three behemoth beauties, she was the one with the most realistic sense of her own body.  

“I guess I’ll go first,” she said, a slight quiver in her voice. “It’s best to get it over with fast.”

“Aw, don’t be such a downer, Alice!” said Jen with a big encouraging grin. “Like, I’m sure it can’t be that bad!”

Alice stared forlornly as her own belly, a vast doughy blob of lard that seemed to stretch on forever, filling out her shirt and blocking all view of her chubby little feet.  She was less optimistic.

“Um, you’ll have to tell me when I’m on the scale,” said Alice as she edged forward, bracing herself for when her toes collided with the scale. At her size, she couldn’t see her feet, so she had to be careful of where she stepped.

“Okay, like, just a couple more steps, Alice, you’re almost there!” said Jen helpfully.

Laurie grunted as she lazily chomped another bite of pizza.   

After a few minutes of uncertain fumbling, Alice was finally standing on the scale.  She sucked in her breath as she heard the dial start to spin.  And spin. And spin.  How long would it go?  Alice couldn’t help but imagine the worst. Alice peered dubiously over her ballooning waistline in a pathetic but doomed attempt to see the numbers.  

“Um, I can’t see…”

“Hang on, I’ll help,” said Jen, squatting down to get a good read.  Alice winced as she heard Jen’s knees pop and crack with her movement, followed by the quieter but still audible sound of seams tensing and stretching.  Alice half-expected to next hear a loud rip when Jen’s pants inevitably split, but the stretchy leggings held for now.

“Alright, Alice, you’re, like 505 pounds.”

“Oh my!” said Alice, placing a hand to her mouth in shock.  505 pounds?? She couldn’t believe it! Sure, she knew that she was big.  She knew she was way over 400, even close to 500.  But to be over 500? That felt like crossing some line of no return.

“Okay, like, move aside, let me try!” said Jen, bumping Alice with her padded hip.  Alice obediently stepped down, her mind still reeling. Jen planted her feet on the scale and waited for the dial to stop spinning.  After a solid minute, it finally came to rest.

“Like, what’s it say? C’mon, Alice, I, like, helped you out! Now you gotta help me!”

Jen’s jelly belly was smaller than Alice’s, but between her gut and her breasts she still had enough volume up front to block her view of the scale. 

Alice struggled to crouch down, gently pushing her plump hands against Jen’s protruding paunch to shift it aside.

“508 pounds,” announced Alice with a note of relief in her voice.  508 pounds! Thank goodness! Sure, it was only a three pound difference, but somehow it was a huge relief to think that Jen was actually heavier than she was.  Alice felt like she might just faint from joy! She didn’t, however, pause to think about how dangerous that three pound difference might be.  Knowing that she wasn’t the heaviest of the trio would almost certainly make Alice feel like she had permission to continue indulging her worst habits.  If anything, it might even give her an excuse to increase her gluttony!  Alice was already blowing up like a balloon; if she ate anymore than she already did, Jesse’s dire predictions might yet come true!

“508 pounds? Sheesh, yeah, like, I guess that’s kinda big,” said Jen as she stepped down from the scale.  She peered over her shoulder to give her backside an appreciative glance. The two beachball-sized orbs of her butt cheeks were easily visible, pushing the threads of Jen’s oversized tights to their breaking point. “But, like, at least it all goes where it’s needed, huh?”

Laurie grunted.  Leave it to Jen to think that her ass looked good at this size!

“Like, how about you, Laurie?” Jen grinned. She was barely able to contain her excitement.  She knew just from looking at Laurie that she was massive.  And once Laurie heard her own weight, she would probably be begging for a mobility scooter!

“Sure, gimmie a sec,” mumbled Laurie as she downed the rest of her beer.  The alcohol was really starting to hit her and her head was swimming.  The quarter ton cheer captain struggled to suppress a hiccup as she wobbled to her feet, and slowly staggered over to the scale.  She looked like an elephant crossing the savannah. 

Jen and Alice winced as Laurie planted one foot, then another upon the scale.  The scale creaked and crunched under the cheer queen’s massive bulk.  The dial started to spin and spin and spin… and spin.  And finally, when it seemed like it would never stop, it stopped.

Laurie didn’t even both trying to read the dial.  Even when she was thin, her pneumatic bosom blocked all view her feet. Now that she was a massive blubbery blob of lard, Laurie knew there was no way in hell she would see anything.

Jen and Alice nearly clunked their heads together in their eagerness to examine the reading. But what they saw absolutely astonished them!

“Laurie, you’re… 560 pounds!” said Alice.
“No way!” said Jen, “Is that right?”

“It must be!”

Laurie stumbled backwards as if struck by lightning. What?! How was that possible? Of course, she knew exactly how it was possible. It was because of Frank and Abida.  Ever since she had initiated a threesome with those two, Laurie’s life had become a non-stop whirlwind of food and sex.  She was already ballooning nicely on her own without their help, but now Frank and Abida kept her stuffed to her limits almost 24/7.  She couldn’t get a moment of peace without one of those two cramming something into her!  The worst part, though, was that they were only following her orders. She knew that she could make them stop at any moment just by telling them to back off, but she didn’t have the willpower.  She looooved the feeling of a full belly, stuffed rock, so grotesquely swollen that she could barely breathe without feeling like she was going to explode. Now the thing that she had so long feared had finally come to pass… she was fatter than both Alice and Jen! She was the fattest of the trio! And not just by a little…by over 50 pounds!

“Um, maybe we should have weighed before we ate tonight?” said Alice. “I bet a lot of that weight is just from tonight’s meal!”  She was grasping at straws, true, but she couldn’t help but feel sorry for Laurie.  Sure, Laurie had always been super mean to Alice back when Laurie was thin and Alice was pudgy.  But now that the tables had turned, Alice was too nice of a person to hold a grudge.  After all, how could anyone feel anything for pity for Laurie, a former cheerleading bombshell who had completely let her figure go to pieces?  Not even Laurie’s giant jugs could distract from the fact that she had ballooned into an obese, out-of-shape sow.

Jen was less subtle in her reaction. “Dang, Laurie, you’ve, like, kinda porked up lately,” said Jen.

“Jen! Don’t say that!” hissed Alice, shocked that Jen would say something so mean.

“I, like, don’t mean it like that! I mean, you still look good, Laurie! But, like, I bet it’s hard to carry all that good stuff around, right? Like, I bet you wish you could find an easier way…”

Laurie was breathing so hard that she couldn’t reply.  Alice and Jen thought that she was winded from the walk to the scale, but the truth was that Laurie was so incredibly turned on to hear about her sky-rocketing weight that she was hyperventilating.  Gawd, her pussy was on fire!  The threads in her snug satin panties were smooth but even those were too stimulating for Laurie when she was this horny!  She was gulping air so frantically that she felt like she was going to blow!
“I… need to sit down,” wheezed Laurie. Her head was spinning, she felt like she was going to faint! Her colossal chest heaved, her breasts rising so dramatically with every ragged breath that they looked like they might just burst the zipper on her track suit! 

“Don’t sit on the couch, Laurie!” said Jen suddenly, coming up behind her obese friend to help support her.  Gawd, Laurie was super heavy! “I’ve got someplace better for you to sit! Like, I don’t think that couch can hold 560 pounds. But I bet I know something that can!”

“Oh, Jen, I don’t know if this is the right time—“ said Alice.

“What…are you babbling about?” snapped Laurie, sucking in another mouthful of air.

“Well, Alice and I… we got you a little present. We thought ‘Gosh, what would be a good thing for our pal Laurie?’ And then it hit us! We bet Laurie would love it if she didn’t have to always walk everywhere! Like, walking sucks, right? So we got you this!”

With a flourish, Jen threw open the closet door to reveal the mobility scooter.  Laurie’s eyes bugged out of her head.

“What…what is that!?”

“It’s, like, a scooter to help you get around!” said Jen, beaming. “It’s sooooo great, want me to show you how it works?”

Jen was too much of a fat bimbette to notice Laurie’s expression, but Alice gulped nervously as Laurie’s plump face went red.  Laurie was….full of conflicted emotions!  She was, of course, way too proud and haughty to actually admit out loud that she was fat, much less obese, so she was absolutely furious that Jen would even imply such a thing.  But at the same time, Laurie was absolutely in love with her growing body, finding every new curve and pound so undeniably erotic that she wanted to explore herself all day.  So the fact that her friends had noticed her size and thought she was so enormous that she’d need a special mobility device to get around…. Gawd, it was making her even hornier!  Her pussy was sopping wet, so much that Laurie felt like she must surely be soaking through the tight fabric of her track pants! It was all she could do to keep from moaning out loud in ecstasy!

“You guys…. Got me a mobility scooter?”

“Yeah, like, isn’t it awesome?! Like, we thought we might get some too… then we could all go rolling together, huh? Like, don’t you think that would be great?”

Laurie sucked in her breath.  Somehow that was a relief… If Alice and Jen were thinking of getting them too, then she wouldn’t feel so out of place with her fat ass plopped into the driver’s seat. And… maybe it was the alcohol talking, but Laurie was so horny and happy that she couldn’t be mad.

“I think… I think you two are the best friends a girl could have!” cried Laurie, sloppy tears welling up in her eyes. “I love you both so much!”  

“Um, like, are you okay, Laurie?”

“This is suuuuch a great present,” blubbered Laurie, wiping her eyes with one thick arm. “No wonder we’re all besties! We’re all on the same wave-length!”

She lurched to her feet and threw her arms around her two friends, pulling them in close, her blubbering sobs wracking her corpulent body.  Alice and Jen exchanged glances again.  Yup, this was definitely the alcohol talking. But still, Laurie wouldn’t be able to take these words back when she was sober.

“Sit on it, Laurie! See how it feels!”

“You two are the best friends ever,” gushed Laurie, her enormous frame teetering drunkenly.  Blubbering and sobbing, the drunk blimpette staggered over to the scooter, struggled to squeeze her bloated gut behind the handle bars, and plopped her massive ass into the bucket seat.  Her 560 pounds worth of blubber bore down on the scooter with intense pressure, making the whole vehicle creak loudly.  Laurie’s massive behind overflowed the seat, two handfuls of butt blubber oozing over each side of the chair.  Her gut pushed into the handlebars and Laurie could barely reach them over her own hemispherical hooters.  In short, the scooter actually seemed to be too small for her!  Jen bit her lip nervously.  What was the weight limit on this scooter again? Jen struggled to remember.  She hoped that it could carry at least 560 pounds! She would feel awful if Laurie immediately busted her new scooter!
For now, though, it seemed to be holding.  And Laurie seemed to be enjoying it. And that meant one thing…

She wouldn’t be able to block Jen or Alice from getting scooters of their own!  Their dream was finally coming true!
* * *
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