Alice 65

By Mollycoddles

Jen pushed herself through the doorway to her room (Was it always this tight?) and bumped the door closed behind her with her enormous backside.  Ugh, she needed to lie down!  Ostensibly, Jen had excused herself from yet another endless dinner because she needed to make a phone call.  And, yes, that was technically true.  She just had to call her friend Laurie and tell her the good news or she was just going to burst from the excitement!

Though looking at Jen, you might be forgiven for thinking that she was just going to burst period.

The bubbly brunette bimbo was absolutely enormous, her weight now very clearly hovering just around the 500 pound mark if she hadn’t already surpassed it.  And it was all because of these massive meals that her mother prepared! And also because of all those slumber parties with her friends that turned into all-night gorging sessions! And also, truthfully, because Jen never stopped snacking in between her mother’s massive meals and those all-night gorging slumber parties.

But tonight, she was once again stuffed to the gills and ready to pop. She was naturally pear-shaped, most of her excess poundage plumping out her monumental rear into two delectably squeezable hemispheres of exquisite roundness, a perfect peach of a bottom that tested the stitching in even the heartiest of stretch pants.  For months, Jen’s globular backside had meant that she couldn’t wear anything but yoga pants, leggings, and sweats.  Nothing else had the stretch to accommodate that bodacious booty without splitting. And any jeans or slacks with enough room in the rear to comfortably fit over Jen’s ballooning butt would inevitably prove to have too much slack in the waist. 

Possibly not tonight, though, as after yet another marathon stuffing session at the hands of Jen’s overbearing mother, Jen’s bloated belly was swollen enough to match her tubby tushie.  She cradled her gut with both hands, moaning in overstuffed pain between loud shameless belches. Her chubby fingers probed beneath the arc of her overloaded belly, searching to find the straining button on her jeans. Oh Gawd, she needed release before these fucking tight-ass jeans cut her in half!  With a sigh of relief, Jen felt her fingers touch the cold metal of the bottom. Thank Gawd!  Grunting, she struggled to push the bottom through its hole to release her belly.  It wasn’t easy!  With her overloaded gut pushing against her waistband with all its force, that button was under a lot of pressure! Not to mention that Jen’s stubby sausage-like fingers was too uselessly plump to have much manual dexterity.  The fat girl could only hope for the best as she struggled fruitlessly to grasp the slippery metal button between her plump fingers.

After a few minutes of struggle, the button must have lost patience, because it suddenly burst from its mooring with a soft “Pip!,” slipping from her fingers and flying across the room to hit the floor with a clatter.  The zipper slid down and Jen’s stuffed belly popped out, pushing up the hem of her cow-print shirt and swelling to its full size. 

“Ugh, phew! Thank Gawd, now I can breathe again!” gushed Jen happily, ignoring the fact that she had already ruined the new jeans she bought today.  These were the only pants that she had been able to find in months that were specifically tailored for fat girls with big butts, so it was a real shame to bust them apart so soon.  But still, Jen knew that she could always rely on her friend Abida for clothing alterations, so she wasn’t too upset.  Beside, how could she be upset tonight? Tonight she had great news!

Jen grinned as she held up her phone to snap a selfie of herself from the classic fat girl angle designed to hide the extreme excesses of her figure.  Laurie, of course, was always riding Jen’s ass about her enormous, well, ass.  Wouldn’t Laurie just lose it if she could see that Jen could actually stuff her butt into a pair of jeans again?  Laurie didn’t need to know that these were specially designed jeans made just for girls with absolutely outsized rears; she would just be impressed that Jen could once again fit into anything other than stretch pants.  Jen carefully arranged the shot to hide the fact that she had already lost the button, letting the hand of her belly obscure the jeans’ busted crotch. There! That was perfect!  Grinning to herself, she hit send and patiently waited for Laurie’s reply.

Jen flopped onto her bed, the whole structure nearly buckling under the quarter ton cutie’s voluminous mass.  She planted her chubby feet on the mattress and raised her butt in the air as she grabbed the hem of her pants and started to wriggle them down her thighs.  She needed to get them off completely! They were waaay too constraining when her belly was this full!

As the jeans popped down over Jen’s ass, her bottom bulged out even further, the twin fleshy lobes of her badonk swallowing up the thin cotton fabric of her undies.  Groaning in relief, Jen kicked off her jeans and dropped back onto the bed.

She picked up her cellphone and punched in an autodial number.  She held the phone to her ear and gritted her teeth in anticipation. 

Someone answered. “Hey, girl.”

“Hey, giiiirl, hey!” said Jen breezily. “Wuzzup, Laurie? Did you see the picture I sent you?”

“What are you talking about, Jen? What picture?”  Laurie huffed.  Her voice was strained and husky and it sounded as if she was talking with her mouth full.  No surprise there. Laurie ate on a new constant basis, so Jen probably would have been more surprised if Laurie HADN’T been eating.

“Um, like, I sent you a picture of me in my new jeans! You should totally check it out! I look, like, soooo damn good!”

Laurie snorted in laughter.  “You, in jeans? (munch munch) Have you lost your pea-sized mind, Jen? I don’t believe for a second that you could fit those hippopotomus haunches into any jeans! You’d (chomp) bust those suckers open the first time you bent over!”

“Um, like, I AM wearing jeans!” said Jen.  Laurie’s words sounded rude, but Jen was by now used to playful mocking from her best friend.  At some point over the past year, Laurie had finally figured out that Jen really wasn’t at all concerned with her weight.  Even as Jen ballooned past 200, 300, and now 400 pounds, the rapidly expanding bimbo felt nothing but calm acceptance for her own swelling figure.  It didn’t hurt that so much of her extra pounds went straight to her bulbous booty, which Jen regarded as her best feature.  Jen was almost as proud of her expansive bottom as Laurie was of her overly-pneumatic bustline. The main difference was that, while Laurie constantly vascillated between excitement and dread at the prospect of her growing body, Jen was totally at peace with being a gigantic fatass.  And no amount of ribbing from her friend could change that.  Laurie still harassed Jen about her size at any opportunity in the futile hope that she could eventually provoke Jen into caring enough that she would try to lose weight, since Laurie still worried that Jen was growing too fat to remain on the cheer squad, but her words had little to no effect.  Jen for her part thought it was immensely silly that Laurie would even care about that, given that Laurie herself rivaled Jen in pure poundage.

“Okay, okay (gulp), I’ll look at the picture,” mumbled Laurie.  A pause.  “Holy shit, Jen, you ARE wearing jeans! Where the hell did you get those? How did you find jeans to cover that giant butt of yours? How many bolts of fabric did THAT take?”

“Like, I found them at the mall today,” said Jen, careful to leave out the detail that she bought them at the fat girl store. Not that there was any doubt about that, where else would a girl of Jen’s size buy clothes? “What do you, like, think, Laurie?”

Another pause. “Honestly? (chomp chomp) Yeah, you’re lookin’ good, girl. (munch munch) Now if you could just lose a couple pounds…”

“Haha, shut up, you whore,” laughed Jen playfully before changing the subject. “Like, how was your date?”

Laurie swallowed.  “Fine.”

“Oh my Gawd, you whore,” laughed Jen. “Like, you can’t just say ‘fine.’ I need to know the deets! Like, you did, like, all that prep for tonight! Was it everything you thought it would be? Like, did you two do it?”

“Jeez, Jen, you nosy bitch. I’m not gonna tell you Frank fucked me!”  Laurie’s voice was sharp, but there was a playful edge to it. This was clearly a big act; Jen knew that her best friend was, as always, dying to gossip. There was nothing that Laurie liked talking about more than herself and her own love life.

Of course, Jen also had some news for Laurie, but that could wait for now.  Jen and Alice had pooled their money to buy a present for Laurie, a mobility scooter. Both Jen and Alice were over 400 pounds and Laurie was probably even bigger, so it seemed like a super obvious and useful present!  More to the point, Jen and Alice wanted scooters for themselves, but they were afraid of how their arrogant and haughty friend would react to that idea. So they thought that they could head off any objections by buying Laurie her own scooter first! Once Laurie learned how great life with a scooter was, she couldn’t be mad when Jen and Alice got some for themselves!

The only question was: How would Laurie react to the present?  Laurie was extremely full of herself and in deep denial about her weight. There was a very real possibility that she might just get explosively angry when presented with a scooter of her own, taking it as an accusation that she was, in fact, fat.  But it was a risk that Jen was prepared to take! 

“I need to know every little detail. Like, don’t leave anything out? What are you wearing?”

“Um, Jen, you fat-ass bimbo, you know what I’m wearing! You dressed me!”

“Yeah, like, I know what you were wearing when you went over there. I need to know what you’re wearing NOW.”

A pause.  “Nothing.”

“Haha, holy shit, really? Are you, like, totally naked?”

Jen bit her lip as she pictured Laurie lying naked in bed. Damn, that was kind of hot, actually.  Jen and Laurie had been friends for years, but Jen couldn’t help but think about Laurie in… well, a new way.  Maybe it was because of all the strange dreams that she had been having lately, weird dreams that Jen couldn’t quite remember clearly upon waking but which she was sure somehow involved Laurie and food.  Maybe it was that time, not so long ago, when a drunk Laurie had grabbed Jen, pulled her close, and full on French kissed her. Or maybe – Jen felt herself going moist at the thought – it was because of that time that she had accidentally spied on Frank and Laurie making love.

Jen knew that she wasn’t a lesbian.  She loved Craig dearly and she definitely loved dick. But she couldn’t entirely push aside these new thoughts about Laurie.  Maybe there was room in her life for some feelings like this too…

Laurie, for her part, was indeed naked.  After a full night of marathon sex and constant stuffing, she was completely immobile – a massive sticky, bloated mess sprawled out in bed, trapped beneath her own overloaded belly and behemoth boobs.  She was a blimp, a blob, an overfilled waterbed of a girl, so stuffed that she could barely even think straight.  But every time that she finally stopped eating, every time that the throbbing pain of her over-stretched beach ball of a belly became so overwhelming that she had to stop chewing, had to drop her thick, fat-swaddled arms to her sides, and just rest for a moment…. Frank or Abida or both of them would start anew.  One of them would hold a bottle of chocolate syrup to her slack lips while the other pried apart her tree-trunk legs to tease her rubbed-raw pussy.  And it would all start all over again.  Laurie never wanted anything more than to be treated like an absolute pampered queen, but she was beginning to dread the consequences of getting exactly what she wanted.  How much pleasure could she take before she got too big to move?  How much could she eat before she simply burst?  She was already so heavy that she could barely waddle and her lovers seemed determined to feed her until she was absolutely drowning in her own blubber.  Of course, she had no doubt that she could stop them at any time.  The moment that she seriously told Frank to slow down or Abida to back off, she knew they would listen to her. The problem was that she didn’t want to.  She was in control of her lovers, but she was absolutely out of control herself.  She didn’t have the willpower to make them stop.

Laurie shifted in bed as much as she could, wincing as her swollen belly bounced at her movement.  She was still eating despite herself, gorging herself on yet another small snack before her lovers returned to stuff her again.

“Laurie, are you ready for another round yet?” said Abida, opening the door and peering in at her prone lover on the bed.

“Who’s that?” asked Jen. “I hear a voice.”

“No one, it’s just the TV,” snapped Laurie, waving angrily at Abida that she should leave the room. 

“No, like, I heard it say your name! Like, is there a girl there with you? OMG, does Frank know? Who is it?”

“Shut up, Jen, Jeez! Fine, yeah, there’s a girl here too. I’m having a threesome, are you happy?”

“O! M! G!” squealed Jen, “That is, like, so hot! Wow! Like, was it good? Who’s the girl? Like, tell meeee!”

“I’m not going to tell you who the girl is!” snapped Laurie again, although she was rather enjoying this game.  It amused her to keep Jen guessing like this.

“But it’s too bad you couldn’t see me, Jen. It was pretty hot.  Man, I just ate and ate and ate…er, her pussy! Yes, that’s what I ate. That’s all I ate!”

“Is it, like, Lizzie? Or Denise? OMG it’s Kristine, isn’t it?” Jen quickly ran through all the possibilities in her head.  Who could this mystery girl be?

“I already told you that I’m not telling you,” said Laurie, grabbing a bottle of chocolate syrup off the bedstand and holding it to her lips.  She chugged greedily, her eyes rolling back as the rich creamy liquid flowed down her throat, filling her up even more than she ever dared believe possible.

“Like, send me a selfie, Laurie.”

“What? No way, you perv!”

“Like, I sent you one!”

“Yeah, but I’m naked!”

“Like, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before,” said Jen matter-of-factly.

Laurie paused. That was true.  The two friends had often changed clothes right in front of each other in the locker room over the years. Still, this was different.  Laurie always strove to look presentable and elegant, even when undressed, and right now she was nothing but a huge mess, her chubby cheeks and double chin slathered with chocolate syrup, her hair unruly, her body bloated beyond belief.  Still… Laurie was also super excited about her size and an excuse to show off her size to Jen…. That was just making her all wet between the thighs all over again…

“Fine,” she huffed. She held the phone at arm’s length and snapped a photo, capturing as much of her body as possible in the shot.  She hit send.

She held the phone back to her ear. “Okay, I sent it.”

“Damn, Laurie, you are… big! Wow, like, how much did you eat tonight? You, like, said I had hippopotomus haunches, but, like, look at the size of your tits! You’re massive!”

Laurie grinned. Jen knew that Laurie liked hearing praise about her giant teats.  But… Laurie wanted to hear more…

“I already know I’ve got big tits, Jen,” said Laurie. “But… you don’t think the rest of me is too big, do you?”

“Um, like, no, Laurie, you look good!”

“You don’t have to lie for me, dumbass, I’m not stupid,” said Laurie.  Laurie was immensely turned on by her own size, and listening to Frank and Abida tease her about what a colossal hog she was had been a huge turn-on.  Laurie wondered if she could goad Jen into saying something similar.  She was getting super horny at the thought! And poor dumb Jen wouldn’t be any the wiser!  Laurie chuckled.  She could probably trick Jen into making sex talk right now over the phone and Jen would never figure it out!  She would just think they were having a nice little heart-to-heart about Laurie’s weight problem, never suspecting that Laurie was purposely driving the conversation to that topic just so that she could finger herself to Jen’s words.

“But…I am kinda fat, right? Be honest, Jen.”

“Um….well… like, yeah, just a little. Like, I didn’t wanna say anything, but you’ve, like, really been packing on the pounds lately, Laurie. You’re kinda turning into a porker.”

“Ooo, I know,” said Laurie, her breathing starting to quicken, her bosom heaving. “I have been making such a pig of myself lately. But you know I can’t help it, Jen. I do just love to eat so.”

“Oh, yeah, like, I totally hear that!” chirped Jen happily. “Like, eating is the best! But like, Laurie, you’re getting waaaaay big.  Like, I think you might be as big as Alice, almost. Or me. Like, it must be getting sooo hard to get around at your size, right?”

“Oh yessss, absolutely,” moaned Laurie, rubbing her legs together and sighing as she felt her moistness growing between them.

“Like, I bet it would totally make life so much easier if you didn’t have to walk around, right? Like, I bet you’d really love a way to avoid that, right?” said Jen.  This was perfect! Laurie had given her the perfect opening to discuss the present that she and Alice had purchased.  What was even better was that Laurie really seemed to be into the idea!

“Shit, I’m getting horny again,” muttered Laurie.  She struggle to reach her pussy, sliding her free arm between her belly and thigh, but it was no use.  She was too full and fat to reach.  She could barely even move, so all she could do was grunt and whine like a pathetic heap. “Ugh, I can’t reach!” Laurie groaned and gasped as she struggled to push herself forward, but she was so full that she couldn’t compress her belly enough to sit up.  The bloated balloon of her belly put up too much resistance and in moments Laurie was again flat on her back, her billowing breasts splayed to her sides.  

Laurie lay on her back, panting, a helpless and hopeless mess.  She held her breath as she heard the door creak open and craned her neck to see over her enormous bust who had entered the room.  It was her pet kitten Pumpkin.  The small cat looked up at her gigantic, obese master with big kitten eyes, confused about what she was seeing.  Laurie’s breath caught in her throat.  What was Pumpkin thinking?  Laurie knew that Pumpkin loved to curl up in a ball and fall asleep on top of Laurie’s belly after she ate.  But she was so full that she was half afraid that she might just explode if Pumpkin jumped onto her overstuffed gut.   Pumpkin stared for a moment, curiously taking in Laurie’s blimpitude. Then she bounded over, leapt up onto the bed, and curled up next to Laurie’s head.

“Phew,” sighed Laurie.  That was a close one! But she was still horny as fuck and had no way to relieve herself. But…. There was a solution…

“Hold that thought, Jen,” said Laurie.

“Frank! Frank, get in here!” she yelled.

“What’s up, babe?” said Frank, popping his head into the room.  Laurie didn’t say a word. She just opened her legs and pointed.  Frank knew what he had to do.

“Okay, Jen, you were saying?”

“I was just thinking, like, you know, you’re getting pretty big, so it might be good if you had some help getting around.  Like, you know how hard it is to talk when you’re, like, our size, right?”

“Hmmm….yes… you know, Jen, we all know that I’ve got the…the biggest boobs in school… but… I’m getting pretty….fat… everywhere else… don’t you think?”

“Um, like, yeah,” said Jen, oblivious to the fact that Laurie’s halting speech was due to the fact that Frank was between her legs again and the bloated beauty was struggling to think straight when she was being stimulated.  “Like, Laurie, you’re, like, getting kinda big in the belly these days, too, ya know.”

“Ohhhh… yess… I know, Jen! I’m just getting soooo fat. I can’t help it, I’m just always getting bigger and bigger.”

“I could tell from looking at your photo.  You’re, like, huge!”

“Ohhh, I can’t stop myself,” gasped Laurie, desperately struggling to suppress a moan as the sensations between her legs got the better of her.  A shiver ran through her corpulent body and goose bumps popped out along her thick arms and unwieldy legs.  Gawd, she was sooo horny! And this felt sooo good.  “I just… can’t control… my urges…”

“Like, you really need to get some self-control,” said Jen sternly.  She was pleased to, for once, be able to lecture Laurie. This was unusual. “Otherwise, you’re gonna be as big as a house, Laurie. Like, I don’t wanna be mean, but I’m just sayin.’”

“And my butt is getting huge, too.  Gawd, Jen, my butt is almost as big as yours! Maybe bigger!” Laurie arched her back, shoving her sopping crotch into Frank’s face as he continued to work.  Laurie’s massive melons splayed to either side and she grabbed the sheets below her with her one free hand. 

Jen paused. “Laurie, like, be reasonable.  No way is your butt as big as mine.  You’re, like, big, but let’s not forget who the real big booty babe is.”

“Of course, Jen, we wouldn’t want to forget which one of us is the one who gets her butt stuck in doorways. Hmm, when was the last time that happened, huh, Jen?”

Jen bit her lip.  Oh shit.  Now she was starting to get excited!  Laurie was edging dangerously close to Jen’s own kink.  While Laurie was turning into a sex fiend who was obsessed with stuffing and growing, Jen’s constant struggles to wedge her monster rear into tight spaces were developing into a minor kink for the bottom-heavy bimbo.  Jen loved having her vast rear cuddled and squeezed. Nothing was better than when Craig snuck up behind her and grabbed her big soft cheeks in his strong hands, cupping her ginormous melon-sized lobes and kneading them with his fingers.  Heavenly!  But when Craig wasn’t around to fondle her sensitive booty, Jen found that she could get stimulation from almost anything.  Tight doorways would caress the sides of her butt as she wriggled through, sending delightfully naught sensations through her butter soft flesh.  And her biggest disappointment on outgrowing regular pants was that she could no longer enjoy the sensation of tight denim pressing in on her expanding tushie.  Stretch pants didn’t provide enough support to replicate that feel!  That was part of why she was so excited to find these new Just My Size jeans!

“Ooo, Laurie, you do know I have the biggest booty in school. Gawd, I know you want me to lose weight, but, like, it’s just soooo hard! Like, how am I supposed to do anything to make this big ass smaller?”  Jen said breathily.  Her fingers crept down, over the arc of her softening gut, sliding under her fupa, struggling to connect with her vagina.  She grunted.  Jen was over 400 pounds, nearly 500 pounds, and every pound of billowing, bulging, buttery blubber made it harder and harder to maneuver her pudgy fingers to where they needed to go.  Gawd, she was so horny, but the terrible truth was that she was way too fat to touch herself.  She could barely get her thick, fat-swaddled arm over her gut, her uselessly fat sausage fingers barely reaching even the waistband of her over-strained panties hiding in the folds of her blubber-pumped thighs and haunches.

“Damn, Jen, you fatass bimbo, you’re never going to lose weight with that attitude.  Listen to me, it’s absolutely fucking ridiculous for a girl like you to have an ass that big.  If your butt gets any bigger, you’re not even going to be able to lug those giant buns around.  Jesus, you’d just topple over backwards.  Is that what you want, Jen? Do you want an ass so fat that you can’t even carry it? How do you even squeeze that monster backside through doors?”

Gawwwwd, this was so totally unfair! How was she going to do anything to relive herself when she was too fat to reach her own pussy?  She was getting so horny listening to Laurie berate her for her fat ass!

Of course, there was a solution!  Jen flopped over in bed, her excessive blubber hampering her turn and making her resemble a full-grown elephant seal struggling on the beach.  She pulled open the drawer of her bedside table and reached in to pull out exactly what she needed: a vibrating wand!  Jen grabbed at the hem of her ginormous panties and wriggled them down her thighs, exposing the soft pale flesh of her monster thunder thighs and out-sized rear.  Gawd, this was an ordeal! At her size, Jen could barely dress herself let alone undress herself!  But she was desperate for some relief, so she blundered on until her panties were bunched around her ankles and she was sprawled, naked, in bed like a beached whale.  Her fat arms couldn’t properly reach around her bloated belly and chunky thighs to properly pleasure herself, but using the wand she could still juuuuuuust do it.  It was still a struggle, but Jen sighed out loud as she felt the tip of the buzzing wand make contact with her engorged and sensitive clit. Oh shit. Oh shit.  Jen lay in bed, her butter-soft lard quaking as she stimulated herself.

“What…were you saying, Laurie? You think my butt is getting… too big?”

“Yes… your ass… is way too huge…. You look like… your butt is going… to explode…”

“Ooo…but Laurie… you’re not so… not so thin either… your tits are…the size of watermelons… no, like, even bigger…”

“I do have the biggest tits… but it’s not just.. tits…”

“No, you’re getting, like, super fat… all over…”

“I’m turning into… a big fat cow…”

“Ooo, but I’m…like… turning into a big fat pig….” 

“We’re both… way… too fat… and we can’t stop… getting fatter…”

“We’re gonna be… the fattest girls in school…”

“We already ARE the fattest girls in school,” said Laurie, her eyes rolling back in her head at the thought. “We’re gonna be the… fattest girls in town.”

“No, like, fattest in the state…”

“Fattest in the world!” yelped Laurie. The image flashed through her head of herself as a massive ball of blubber, 1000 pounds… no 2000 pounds…. Nothing but pure lard, her body buried beneath piles of useless, helpless fat.  She would be an absolute blimp, totally devoted to hedonism, incapable of doing anything but eating and fucking, relying entirely on Frank and Abida to take care of her.  She would be the ultimate pampered princess, never lifting a finger to do anything. The idea was way more tantalizing than she could have ever imagined, and Laurie screamed out loud as she climaxed.  

On the other end of the line, Jen moaned out loud as orgasm exploded between her fat thighs at the same time.  Oh shit!  She bit her lip.  Had Laurie heard? Had Laurie guessed what she was doing?

Luckily, Laurie was too busy worrying about the exact same thing to notice the strange noises her friend was making.

“Um, I have to go,” said Laurie brusquely. “I’ll see you at school later. Bye.”

“What? But like—“ Jen’s protests were cut off as Laurie cut the connection.  The bottom-heavy brunette stared at the silent phone in confusion, no sure at all why Laurie had ended the call so abruptly.  She honestly had no idea that Laurie had also been pleasuring herself even as Jen masturbated herself to completion.  

Jen laid in bed, her chest heaving and her breathing shallow.  Her nude plump body was covered in a sheen of sweat, perspiration dripping off her skin and soaking the sheets beneath.  She was exhausted!  Even the small amount of physical stamina needed to masturbate was enough to drain this out-of-shape fattypants to the point that she could only lie helplessly in bed.  The vibrator continued to buzz between her thighs. After a few minutes of recovering her strength, Jen finally reached down with a grunt and flicked it off, pulling it from her vulva with a wet pop.

As she examined the toy, one thought kept coming back to her.  Who was the mysterious girl in Laurie’s threesome?  Jen ran through the list of names in her head.  Lizzie? Kristine? Denise? Mallory?  It could be anyone.  Jen would have to do some real detective work if she wanted to get to the bottom of this case.

And Jen was nothing if not nosy.  She intended to find out the truth as soon as possible.
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