“Oof!”
“Oh no, tell me this isn’t happeni—”
“Are you stuck Becky?”
“Suck it in a little bit, hun we ain’t—”
“Jeez Becks, think you had enough dessert?”
Thick pancakes of stomach slab squished on either side as Rebecca Cooper’s flabby flanks swelled to fill the constraints of her grandmother’s doorway. She held onto either side, her fat arms swelling round and drooping low as her fleshy face broke into a cold sweat. The tryptophan wore off almost as quickly as she sucked down her third helping of Christmas Dinner; her beady blue eyes shot open at the less-than-mild inconvenience presented to her.
“Don’t worry ‘bout that, hun—these old country doors just simply weren’t built with big gals in mind.”
Aunt Sheryl touched her niece comfortingly on the shoulder while she anxiously filled the door frame. There was no denying that plenty of the Coopers were on the bigger side, but not a one of them had managed to wedge themselves in tight like that. Not even when her sister-in-law Trina got herself knocked up and started craving sheet cake in her second trimester.
Was she that much bigger than Trina had gotten?
“Becca how the hell you managed this—”
“She fit when we drove up here, didn’t she?”
“Well yeah but… you know how Gramma Shirley is…”
“Shoot, y’all know how Becca is.”
“Austin!”
“What? I didn’t mean nothin’ by it…”
The feeling of hands pushing against her hardened stomach and the slow scraping feeling of her rolls being pulled out of the doorway was enough to make Rebecca cry out in a sharp nasal whine. It wasn’t enough that she was big enough to meet resistance with the wood, but she’d gone and managed to get herself wedged somehow! All she wanted to do was to get back into her dad’s truck or her brother and sister’s SUV and pass out in the back seat for the long drive home!
URRRAP!
“Gross, Becky.”
“Did that make any room?”
“…doesn’t look like it.”
“Jesus Christ, Beck.”
“Sheryl do you think you could—”
“Yeah, I’m on it!”
Rebecca felt her aunt adopt a three-point push, both hands on her shoulder and inevitably her gut spreading along her niece’s table of an ass. The door frame cut deep into the overhang on either side that made up her handfuls of lovehandle. Again, Rebecca cried out in pain between hot, panting breaths. 
“You’re hurting her, guys!”
“Well fuck we’ve gotta get her out of there—”
“Maybe we could push her back inside?”
“She needs to come outside though!”
“Look it’s clear as day she ain’t comin’ out that door, guys.”
It wasn’t long before they had to switch tactics. Aunt Sheryl went from pushing against Rebecca’s shoulders to pulling on them; her brother pushing against the great slope of gut that bulged a big girl step out the door with the help of their father. Eventually, they managed to get her through—back into Grandma’s kitchen, sweating up a storm as she whimpered and clutched at her offended anatomy.
“Jesus…” her brother panted, “You alright, Becks?”
“Yeah, I’m… fine…” she whimpered, idly palming the acres of fat that had been so abused throughout this ordeal, "Oof… owie…”
Thankfully the thresholds inside were more manageable. Almost all of them were doorless, which meant in conjunction with them being a good four inches wider on average, poor Becky didn’t have to worry about getting stuck anywhere else. This allowed her to toddle back into the den and recuperate after such a humiliating ordeal—
“Well, we can’t just leave her here.”
“Why not? I don’t mind the company.”
“Mom, she’s…” Rebecca’s father lowered his voice to a raspy whisper, trying to keep his daughter from hearing from the next room over, “She’s too big to get through the door, okay? The last thing she needs is—”
“Oh Steven, I can drive her back after New Years. Just humor an old woman? Please? You all never come to see me anyways, it’ll be nice to get some extra time with my only granddaughter. We have so much in common!”
“Meredith, do you think she’s going to be okay with us just leaving her here for another few days?” Rebecca’s mom offered gently, “Rebecca’s… very sensitive about her weight.”
“After a few days, Becky will have lost enough weight to get through the door. Trust me—it’s no bother at all.”
***
No sooner than the next morning, Rebecca Cooper was engaging in the same sorts of behavior that had gotten her into this mess in the first place.
Her one-week stay in Lewisburg had been bookended by these lazy days, lounging around the old country house while “taste-testing” old family recipes. The big comfy couch in her Grandma Cooper’s den hadn’t been more overworked since the 80’s, and certainly not by just one occupant. With her growling gut rolling and folding over the lip of the cushion, Rebecca’s shallow breathing was only broken by heavy holiday indulgence—just as it had been in the week leading up to her getting caught in the doorway.
“How you feelin’, baby?” Grandma Cooper asked with a little kiss on the top of her granddaughter’s head, “Better?”
“A little…” Rebecca’s voice was surprisingly soft and quiet for a woman of her substantial size, “I’m still kind of upset though…”
How could she not have been? She’d always been a big girl—ever since she was a kid, she’d been picked on about her weight. But as she got older and substantially wider, there was no denying that this sort of thing was going to happen eventually. It was just embarrassing that it had to happen over the holidays. And she’d been having such a fun time too, getting to eat whatever she wanted…
“Oh hush up, honey. Don’t let that bother you none.” Her grandmother pat her on the shoulder, causing little ripples of impact to slosh across her upper chest, “You want some more pie?”
“I don’t think I should…”
“Oh come on—I tell you what, I’ll split it, and then that’ll finish it off. Sound like a deal?”
“…well… okay.” 
Rebecca’s round cheeks dimpled as Grandma Cooper hobbled out of the den and back into the kitchen. The sound of the fridge door opening and a pie tin crinkling was enough to make her smack her lip as they grew moist in anticipation. She knew that she shouldn’t be pigging out like this, but Grandma Cooper was really the only one in the family who didn’t try to make her feel like crap about her weight lately.
And it wasn’t like there was anyone else to help her grandmother with all the leftovers.
Although, between her and her sister-in-law Trina and her Aunt Sheryl, Rebecca was kind of surprised that there was anything left to fill up her grandmother’s fridge. Just how much food had she made over the course of their week-long visit?
“There you go baby.” Grandma Cooper’s voice came back in, “One more li’l piece ain’t gonna hurt nobody. I won’t tell a soul.”
One more li’l piece looked like it could have easily been two, just cut into one big slice. Placing the plate on the surface of her stomach, propped up by it’s own sheer size and the support of her buried lap, Rebecca didn’t really need a table. With her little sausage fingers gripping another knife and fork pair, the granddaughter gourmand was already sawing off a pretty sizeable bite before she knew it. 
“Mmm… thish ish good.”
“Well, it oughtta be—it’s been in the family for years!” Grandma Cooper said with a little laugh, “Your Aunt Sheryl used to gobble this stuff up all day back when she was a little girl.”
“That explains a lot.” Rebecca let out a short, husky laugh at her ample aunt’s expense, “We have a lot in common.”
“You do take after her. But that ain’t so bad.” Grandma Cooper cut into her own piece and took a bite, “I’m gonna clean up the kitchen. You let me know if you need anything, okay?”
“Okay.”
“You got enough to drink?”
“Yes ma’am.”
“You got the clicker? I know you like to watch TV while you eat.”
“Right here.”
“Good girl.” She pinched an ample inch of her granddaughter’s chunky cheek with her free hand, “Just holler if you need anything.”
Rebecca Cooper knew that, if she wanted to fit through the front door, she shouldn’t have been eating like this. She should have gotten a handle on her weight long before it had gotten this bad—something that was in the making for literally years. With her bad habits, huge appetite, and inability to say no to her grandmother’s cooking, was it any wonder that she had eaten her way into this mess?
But it was only the second day—she’d be here until at least New Year’s. 
And the last few days of the year were the perfect time for her to enjoy herself before making a resolution to lose weight… 
