Catching Up With Old Friends
By Mollycoddles

“Wow, this old place hasn’t changed a bit,” said Glenda to herself as she pulled up in front of the old cabin.  She smiled at good memories as she slid her car into park and climbed out to survey the scenery.  The old wooden cabin held a lot of memories for the young woman.  During high school, she had come here every summer with her friends Cindy and Brittany to spend a few weeks enjoying the fresh air, hiking along mountain trails, swimming in forest streams.  It was a great excuse to get back to nature.

Glenda brushed her long dark hair out of her eyes.  It had been too long since the last time that she saw either Cindy or Brittany.  True, they’d lost contact during their college years.  But it wasn’t like they weren’t friends anymore.  But just recently, Glenda felt the need to reconnect in a meaningful way, so she had suggested that the three old friends get back to together in their old haunt for a summer getaway.

She noticed another car parked alongside the cabin’s drive-way.  Looks like she wasn’t the first one to arrive.

“Hello! Who’s here? It’s me! Glenda!” called out Glenda as she knocked against the cabin’s door.

“Hey girl!  C’mon in!”

Glenda pushed open the door and was immediately greeted by a familiar face.  Cindy hadn’t changed a bit.  Cindy was a thin Asian girl with a serious black bob haircut, dressed as usual in casual T-shirt and jeans.  She always was the sarcastic tomboy of the group, in contrast to her more feminine friends.
“Cindy! Good to see you!”

“You too Glenda!  Damn, you look exactly the same!”

Glenda smiled.  She was a shapely redhead, maybe slightly chunky in the thighs but still trim, her hair tied up in a severe bun to compliment her cats-eye glasses.  It gave her a very “librarian” look.

“You too, Cindy.  Can you believe it’s been, what, three years?  Four?”

“Probably more like five.  But wow, they’ve really kept this cabin looking exactly the same.  You would think we were still in high school.  It’s like time stood still!”

“Remember what we used to do up here?  Swimming, hiking, campfires… that one year we rented the bounce castle?”

“Oh yeah, haha,” said Cindy. “That was fun.”

“And every year we’d always make sure to visit the Mountain Pass Corral before we went home.”

“You know they’re still there?” said Cindy. “I passed the ranch on my way up.”

“No kidding? You think Biscuit is still there?”  Glenda chuckled, remembering her favorite horse.

“Oh yeah, I remember Biscuit.  Brittany and I used to ride double on Sugarpie, back in the day, remember him?  We should check it out and see before we leave.”  She paused at the sound of another car crunching up the gravel road.  “But first, it sounds like Brittany might be here. Let’s go out and meet the old airhead.”

“Cindy!” Glenda was scandalized. “That’s no way to talk about our friend!”

Cindy laughed.  “Same old Glenda! You know I kid cuz I love. Brittany is my favorite ditz… but you can’t deny she’s a ditz.”

Glenda nodded.  Their mutual friend Brittany was always a little bit oblivious as long as they’d known her.  Glenda wondered if that might have changed any over the years.

As they went outside to greet their friend, they realized all at once that something had majorly changed since their last meeting.

“Hey, girls!” cried Brittany, beaming widely as she struggled to hoist herself out of her car.  Glenda and Cindy gawked in disbelief as their mutual friend lumbered toward them.  It was Brittany, all right.  It had to be her.  This girl had the same bright smile, the same round face, the same dirty blonde hair pulled back into the same jaunty ponytail… the only difference was that this girl was HUGE.  Brittany was slightly thick back in high school, but nothing like this.  The girl wobbling toward them was morbidly obese, so vast that her enormous tree-trunk thighs rubbed together as she waddled, her whole body rocking with every plodding step like an inflatable punching doll.  Her butt stuck out behind her like two ripe round watermelons shoved into her shorts, which groaned and squeaked as she walked.  Her shirt barely pulled down over her ample breasts and swollen stomach, but her hindquarters were her most impressive feature.  Her explosively pear-shaped build made it look like she’d gained over 200 pounds just below the waist!

“Britney? Is that you?” asked Glenda awkwardly.  She tried not to stare but… how could she not?  

“Yeah, like, I know! I’ve, like, gained a little bit of weight,” said Brittany, twirling a strand of hair around her index finger. “But, like, it’s still the same old me!”

“Just… a lot more of you,” said Cindy.  Glenda shot her friend a disapproving look.

“I am, like, just sooooo excited to see you two again!” continued Brittany, shoving her sunglasses up her forehead before grabbing her two friends into a soft, sweaty bear hug.  Poor Cindy found her face wedged into Brittany’s ample, perfumed cleavage.  Awkward! “I can’t wait to do all the fun stuff that we used to do!  Like, did you see that the Mountain Pass Corral is still there?  Like, do you think they still have Sugarpie? He was my favorite horse!  Ooo remember the year we got a bounce house at the cabin? We should do that again!  And also I totally want to do do some campfires too!”

Brittany never stopped babbling as she unloaded her luggage from her car and wobbled her way into the cabin, her monumental rear shifting and wobbling wildly with her every movement.  Glenda and Cindy could not take their eyes off of it! The constant motion of Brittany’s expanded form was almost hypnotic!

The two girls exchanged confused glances as they followed behind in Brittany’s wake.  They had expected that maybe some things would be different since high school.  But they hadn’t expected this!  
“Soooo what have you been up to, Brittany?” asked Glenda.

“Like, not too much. Oh! I joined the Lambda Omega Mu sorority and OMG you should seee the parties they throw! Like, they have a party every night!  I drank so much beer lol. I was wasted pretty much the entire time I was at college.”

“Hmm,” said Glenda.  Alcohol did have a lot of empty calories; Brittany’s hard-partying lifestyle would go a long way to explaining her recent explosive weight gain.  It was ridiculous that Brittany didn’t seem to notice just how much she had expanded, insisting that she’d only gained a little bit of weight and still wearing the same tight, skimpy clothing that she’d favored as a high school girl.

“Yeah, it LOOKS like you’ve been partying,” sniggered Cindy.  When Brittany had her back turned, Cindy turned toward Glenda, puffed out her cheeks and held out her arms to pantomime a giant gut.  Glenda smacked her friend in the shoulder.

“Be nice,” said Glenda.  “Remember: It’s Brittany.”

“Ouch! Yeah, I know… I’m just saying. She’s… gained A LOT of weight.”

Inside the house, Brittany had already waddled her way into the cabin’s sole remaining unclaimed bedroom, turning sideways to squeeze her colossal bottom and hefty hips through the narrow doorframe, and flopped her suitcase down on the bed.  Glenda and Cindy followed, their eyes glued to Brittany’s enormous badonkadonk.

“This is gonna be soooo much fun!” squealed Brittany as she popped the latches on her suitcase and came pulling out clothes to stuff into the dresser.  When she bent over, the huge beachball-sized cheeks of her rounded booty thrust out, straining the seat of her overly snug shorts. The rear seam slipped between her chubby cheeks, giving her a noticeable wedgie and allowing the lowest quarter of each soft dimpled lobe to peek out from beneath her hem.  Her ass looked like two full moons!

“I can’t wait to catch up on what y’all have been doin’ since high school!” said Brittany, holding up a skimpy red bikini briefly before shoving it into the drawer.  Cindy and Glenda exchanged worried glances.  Brittany HAD to be joking. That was definitely the same swimsuit that she had worn back in high school when she was substantially lighter! If she planned to go swimming here in the mountains, there was no way that she was going to still be able to fit into THAT thing!

“This is definitely going to be an interesting trip,” muttered Glenda to herself.

***

The next day, Glenda rose early to watch the sun rise over the mountains.  She opened her window and inhaled deeply. Ah, that fresh mountain air!  What a day! After an evening of chatter with her two best girlfriends and a good night’s sleep, all of Glenda’s misgivings had evaporated with the morning dew.  Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad.  All night, she kept worrying about Brittany’s weight – for multiple reasons.  First of all, of course, she was worried about her friend’s health.  Was it normal for a girl to get THAT fat THAT fast?  Was something wrong with Brittany’s glands? Could Brittany’s recent blimpage really all just be the result of too much college partying? Could Brittany really be happy at that gargantuan size?  True, Brittany seemed her usual bubbly self.  There was nothing to indicate that she was unhappy with her enormous monster booty or her mega-high poundage.  There was little to indicate that Brittany was even aware of how big she was!  That was par for the course with the bubbly bimbo, though.  Finally, though, Glenda worried that Brittany’s size might put a damper on their vacation.  Glenda had lots of activities planned, but she hadn’t planned on Brittany being so… vast.  She worried that it might be a lot harder for her bloated friend to go hiking or swimming or…
Glenda sighed.  She looked out at the pristine lake, smiling as the sun played off the frothy waters.  Speaking of swimming…. An early morning dip sounded like just the way to start the day off right.  Maybe a little bit of swimming before breakfast would be the perfect way to build up an appetite and get the day off on the right foot.  Glenda pulled open the top drawer in the dresser next to her bed and rooted through her clothes until she found what she was looking for – a lime-green swimsuit.  She quickly stripped off her pajamas and wriggled into the stretchy bathing suit.  She had just enough time for a quick dip.
Cindy and Brittany were already up, hanging out on the porch and drinking black coffee.  Cindy was leaning against the fence post, Brittany was sitting on the porch swing, her wide load rump filling the entire double-wide seat all by herself.  The chains holding the swing to the veranda ceiling creaked loudly as Brittany shifted in her seat to look up as Glenda came out the door, dressed in her one piece swimsuit.

“Hey Glenda, whatcha doin’?”

“Thought I’d go for a quick swim,” said Glenda. “The air is so fresh and the water looks so inviting…”

Brittany looked over at the pristine lake.  “Like, it does look pretty nice!”

“Yeah,” said Cindy, “I just might join you.”
“Me too!” chirped Brittany.  

Glenda grimaced.  She hoped that Brittany wasn’t planning to wear that string bikini…

***

“Heeey, girls! Y’all ready for this?”

Glenda and Cindy turned and stared.  After almost half an hour in the water, they had begun to think that maybe Brittany wasn’t going to join them after all.  Maybe she’d actually thought better of it, realizing that there really wasn’t any way that she was going to force her overblown bottom into those bikini panties.  But no.  Brittany had found a way.  And now she was wobbling down the shore toward them, completely naked.  No, wait… she wasn’t naked at all!  She WAS wearing her old bikini, the old red one that she’d worn on their last visit to the cabin.  The only difference was that Brittany was several hundred pounds heavier now, so her colossal gut sagged over the crotch of her bikini panties hiding them from view.  Her breasts bounced and jiggled with her every step, so much that her friends internally braced themselves for the inevitable moment that they finally popped out of her bikini top.  Her bikini was so inadequate to cover her that she might as well have been wearing nothing at all!

“Come on in, the water’s fine,” said Cindy.

“I wanna try the tire swing too!” gushed Brittany. “It’s, like, been soooo long!  OMG I used to love doing this!”

She pointed at the old rubber tire hanging by a frayed from the overhanging branch of an old oak tree.

“Uh, how are you even going to fit in the tire?” asked Cindy. “Your butt is wider than the tire.”

“Cindy! Stop it!” said Glenda.

But Brittany just shrugged.  “Ohh, I don’t think I’m, like, THAT wide.  Like, I’m sure that I could fit!  Just give me the tire and let me show you!”

Cindy shrugged but she waded ashore to hand the swing over to her fat friend.  Brittany squealed with glee and immediately tried to sit in it, wedging her broad badonkadonk through the hole with all her might.  It wasn’t easy and both Glenda and Cindy were mesmerized watching Brittany struggle to push a booty clearly far too big and round through a hole clearly way too small.  From the back, Cindy had a clear view of Brittany’s enormous heart-shaped rump swallowing up the back of her bikini panties.  Despite its size, Brittany’s butt was still quite round and delicious rather than riddled with cellulite.  Cindy doubted that would last long though; if Brittany kept growing at the rate she’d obviously been growing these last few years, she would be covered in cellulite in just a few short years.

“Ugh!” Brittany gasped as finally, after quite a bit of wiggling and wriggling, her massive butt finally popped through the tire swing.  “There! I told you it would fit!”
She took several lumbering steps backward to wind up, before raising her feet in the air.  The tire swing swung forward over the water as Brittany screamed in excitement.  As Cindy watched, time seemed to slow down.  She could hear the branch above creaking, see it bending under the massive weight of their obese friend.  Suddenly, an awful thought occurred to her.  Was Brittany heavy enough to snap the branch?  Surely she couldn’t be… but the branch was bending, bending, bending, suddenly CRRRRAACK!!! It splintered and broke in two and Brittany went sailing into the water, the branch dropping into the lake behind her with a loud splash.  

Cindy suddenly realized that she had forgotten to keep breathing during the spectacle.  As she came to her sense, she waded back out into the lake.

“Brittany! Are you ok?” cried Glenda as she also waded over to her friend.  Luckily, the branch hadn’t hurt anyone as it tumbled into the lake, but Brittany was floating in the water, her fat behind still wedged into the tire, bobbling like a buoy.

“Like, I’m fine!” sputtered Brittany as she scrambled to right herself.  Her buoyant booty wanted to float to the surface behind her, so she kept losing her footing as she tried to extricate herself from the tire. “That branch musta been rotten!”
“Uh….sure, right,” said Glenda.  Cindy rolled her eyes.  She couldn’t believe that Brittany had just ruined their favorite tire swing!  She desperately wanted to chew Brittany out, but she could tell by the dark look that Glenda was giving her that she needed to stay civil.  Damn it!

The girls splashed around for a little, but Brittany’s size kept getting in the way.  Her enormous rear was so pumped with lighter-than-water blubber that it kept rising to the surface behind her, causing her feet to slip from the lake bottom so that the porky girl constantly fell face forward into the water.  Eventually, Brittany seemed to lose interest in the whole affair, announcing that she was ready for breakfast as she waddled ashore.

“Okay, can we talk about the elephant in the room?” whispered Glenda as she followed her fat friend at a respectable distance.

“You mean the LITERAL elephant?” giggled Cindy.

“Cindy! That’s mean! But yes, I’m talking about Brittany.  Can you believe her size?  She’s absolutely enormous! I can’t believe how much gain she’s gained since high school.  She’s as big as a house!”

“Yeah, did you see how she just snapped that branch when she tried to use the tire swing? She’s lucky she didn’t hurt herself!”

Glenda rubbed her forehead.  “I gotta say, if that tire swing is any indication, I’m… worried.  I’m afraid that Brittany may exceed the weight limit for… well, for a lot of things.”

Cindy paused. “Oh no… Glenda… you didn’t…!”
“Maybe it won’t be so bad,” said Glenda.

“You didn’t!”

“I… I just wanted it to be like old times!”


“You rented the bounce house!”

“I just wanted to surprise you guys!” wailed Glenda. “They’re gonna bring it around this afternoon for, you know, like an hour or two.  Maybe… maybe… how much damage could she really do?”

“She’s way too big! Glenda!  You need to call it off!”

“It’s too late now,” said Glenda glumly.  “I just hope that it’s made of stronger stuff…”

***

“OMG! Glenda! I totally can’t believe you did this!  Like, you are they best!”

Brittany squealed in glee, once again grabbing her friend in a tight bear hug and pulling her face into her deep, sweaty cleavage.  The inflated bounce castle towered over them, wobbling softly in the wind.  The workmen had brought it over and quickly inflated it.  It looked… sturdy.  What could possibly go wrong? It’s not like Brittany was so huge that her weight would pop the castle, right?  No, that was just ridiculous.  It was going to be fine.

“C’mon, you guys!” cried Cindy, already jumping inside the bounce castle.  She squealed in excitement as she launched into the air. “It’s fun!”

“Yeah, I’m sure it’s fine,” said Glenda, more to reassure herself than anything.  She clamored onto the wobbling air mattress and jumped.  The mattress compressed under her, propelling Cindy higher into the air.
“Wait a second…”  Suddenly Glenda broke out in a cold sweat.  Maybe Brittany wasn’t so fat that she would bust the bounce castle but…. Glenda’s jaw dropped as she suddenly realized how physics would react to Brittany’s colossal body bouncing on the air pad.
“Brittany! No! Please!” cried Glenda, suddenly realizing the danger.

“This is going to be so much fun!” cried Brittany as she hoisted herself into the bounce house.  Immediately, Brittany’s immense weight caused her to sink deeply into the inflated floor of the bounce house, pushing the air away from her with such force that both Cindy and Glenda were propelled into the air like a pair of rockets.
Glenda saw her whole life flash before her eyes as she rose above the walls of the bounce castle, briefly catching a glimpse of the nearby lake and the surrounding woods.  Huh.  She could see their house from up here!

“Aiiiiieeee!” cried Cindy as she flew past, her arms and legs spinning wildly.  Both girls experienced a simultaneous moment of panic.  Where were they going to land? Were they going to fly over the walls of the castle and smash into the dirt? Would they fall into the lake? At least the water would break their fall… But no, luckily, they fell right back where the way that they’d come, colliding back down on the air mattress with a couple of loud WHUMPS.

Neither girl was heavy enough to cause Brittany to rise even an inch above the mattress, though.

“Um, sorry about that,” said Brittany sheepishly. “I, like, guess I don’t know my own strength.”

“That’s one way to put it,” muttered Cindy, her face planted squarely against the rubber air mattress.

***
“What’s on the plan for tomorrow?” asked Brittany.  After the debacle with the bounce house, she was eager for a distraction.  After a day that included both a bounce house disaster and a broken tire swing, they were all eager to sit quietly and relax.  The three girls had arranged some logs around a fire pit; Glenda marshaled her limited girl scout experience to get a campfire started and now the three of them were roasting marshmallows around a roaring blaze.  At least this was one thing that Brittany couldn’t ruin with her fat ass, thought Glenda darkly. 
“Um… I thought that maybe we would go down to the Mountain Pass Corral,” said Cindy. “Remember how we always used to ride horses up the mountain back in high school?”

To call what they did riding horses was a little bit of an exaggeration.  The Mountain Pass Corral was a local dude ranch that catered exclusively to tourists and city slickers, so the horses were all gentle and tame and never moved faster than a slow trot. It was the perfect way to enjoy the mountain trails!  Glenda, though, was a little concerned.  She watched Brittany shift her weight on her log, the fat girl’s massive bottom sloshing like two overfilled waterballoons pumped up with gelatin.

“Maybe we should do something a little less strenuous tomorrow,” she offered. “Ya know, just hang out a bit?”

“No, no!” cried Brittany, “I wanna go riding! I, like, haven’t done that in forever!  It’ll totally be fun!”

“Yeah, don’t be a spoilsport, Glenda!” said Cindy.

“I’m not being a spoilsport,” said Glenda. “I’m just being… logical.”  She caught Cindy’s eye and pointed across the fire to Brittany.  Brittany was obliviously gobbling her molten marshmallow, liquid white puff smearing her chubby cheeks and dribbling down her double chin.

“Oh, come on, Glenda, you’re being paranoid,” hissed Cindy, covering her mouth so that Brittany couldn’t hear her aside to Glenda. “These are HORSES we’re talking about. They’re strong.  It’s not like Brittany is THAT fat… I mean, she is but… well, there’s no way that she’s too fat to ride a horse, okay?”

Glenda wasn’t so sure about that.

***

Hank lowered the brim of his hat.  He recognized two of these girls arriving at the gate of the Mountain Pass Corral, but the third… well, he could guess who she was! But he was utterly shocked by how big she was now!  Brittany had tried her best to dress for a day of riding, but there was no disguising that she had ballooned into an absolute monstrous zeppelin of a girl.  The bandana around her neck helped to hide her double chin, but the plaid button-down shirt was straining around her ample chest and protruding belly, slight but visible gaps appearing between the buttons when this feminine fatso gasped for breath.  Her waist was cinched by a black leather belt, clearly past its last life – Hank could see that Brittany had long ago outgrown the last notch, so she was obliged to cut extra holes into the belt just to get it to fit around her vast middle.  Her jeans looked painted on, clinging to the obscene curves of her hefty hips, thunder thighs, and bodacious rear.  The stitches running up her fat legs looked ready to split!  He could hear the overstretched denim creaking with every thick, waddling step.
“OMG is that you, Hank?  Like, it’s been sooo long!” cried Brittany as she recognized the ranch hand.  She threw her arms around him and hugged him tightly; Hank was startled to find himself sinking into the chubby bunny’s marshmallowy soft blubber, her pillowy breasts pressing against his chest.  He gulped nervously. This was awkward!

“Er…yeah… it’s uh… good to see you gals again.  It’s been a couple years.”

“It sure has!” yelped Brittany as she released her grip. “We didn’t get a chance to meet up while we were in college, but now we’re finally making up for lost time!  Like, it’s so good to see you here! Do you still have Sugarpie?  He’s my favorite horse!”

Hank nodded.  “Sure do.  And I’ll bet he’s as happy to see you as you are to see him.”

Hank led the three girls into the barn, where all the horses were lined up in their stalls.  Glenda immediately recognized her favorite brown horse, Biscuit, while Brittany waddled up to Sugarpie with an excited, piggy squeal of excitement.

“Hey, Sugarpie, remember me?” giggled Brittany as she nuzzled the horse’s muzzle.  Sugarpie whinnied in recognition, easily picking up the familiar scent of the young girl who had so often fed her carrots and sugar cubes in years past.  Although…? There was something different about Brittany’s scent this time.  Definitely sweatier, slightly sweeter… as if she’d been living off of a diet of pure sugar herself?
“You gals figuring on a ride?” asked Hank.

“Yeah…” said Glenda, “if that’s okay. I mean… if you think the horses can handle…”

“We’ll find a way to make it work,” said Hank, immediately picking up on Glenda’s qualms.  He was plenty nervous himself.  Brittany was so big that she looked like she might just break a horse’s back if she wasn’t careful.

“Okay, let’s get you gals up on Biscuit there,” said Hank.  “Brittany, why don’t you take Nightstorm? He’s our strongest horse.”

“But I wanna ride Sugarpie!” cried Brittany. “I always ride Sugarpie!”  She hugged the horse’s head close to her bosom.

Hank grimaced.  He was a gentleman, after all, and he couldn’t just outright TELL this girl that she was way too fat to ride Sugarpie anymore.  But then again, maybe he was being overly cautious.  These horses were strong animals.  Surely, this girl might look big, but she couldn’t ACTUALLY be THAT big, could she?  She couldn’t actually be so overweight as to injure a horse, right?
Hank didn’t have time to say anything else, because Brittany was already heaving herself up onto Sugarpie.

“It’s…a little tough,” whined Brittany, as she struggled to swing one thick leg over the horse.  Glenda watched in stunned silence as Brittany hoisted her enormous bulk onto the back of the poor beast.  Maybe it was just the power of suggestion, but the poor beast already looked concerned as Brittany heaved her enormous bulk up onto its back.  Brittany heaved a heavy sigh and tried again, lifting her tree-trunk sized leg as far as it would go.  The other girls recoiled instinctively as Brittany aimed her gigantic ass at them, the rear seam of her jeans perfectly running up the crack of her ass and bisecting her ponderously plump posterior into two billowing globes of quivering lard.  Her stitches groaned and squeaked, and the girls braced themselves for the inevitable moment that Brittany finally blew out the seat of her pants.  Somehow, though, it didn’t happen!  The jeans held.  A miracle!
“C’mon, girls, give me a boost, please?” pleaded Brittany.  Cindy and Glenda exchanged exasperated glances.  What else could they do?  The two girls approached their pear-shaped friend and, placing their hands against the vast expanse of her colossal caboose, shoved with all their might.  Glenda was shocked at how deeply her fingers sank into Brittany’s buttersoft blubber; even encased in unforgiving denim, Brittany’s porky backside was ridiculously soft and supple.

“And up!” gasped Brittany as the combined might of her two friends finally propelled her up and into the saddle.  The wideload porker plopped into the saddle with such force that her belly popped open the metal snap holding her jeans closed, but luckily her creaking belt prevented anyone from seeing.  Brittany herself was completely unaware, not realizing why her pants were suddenly slightly more comfortable without her waistband cutting into her gargantuan gut quite so badly.  Sugarpie visibly quivered under the heavy load, whinnying loudly.

“Brittany, I really don’t think that you should ride that horse…” said Glenda, biting her lip.

“I always ride Sugarpie,” said Brittany brightly.  She was completely oblivious to how her monumental weight was already making the horse antsy.

“Maybe we should just do a short ride,” said Glenda.  Cindy nodded.

“Why don’t you gals take the Pinecreek trail?” said Hank. “Plenty of beautiful scenery down there.”  He didn’t say the real reason he wanted the girls to take that trail: It was the shortest trail and would put the least strain on their horses.

The girls nodded.  That sounded like a good idea.  But even the Pinecreek Trail soon proved to be too much for any horse forced to carry Brittany’s monumentally porky posterior.

Biscuit easily bore the twin loads of Cindy and Glenda, trotting along at a brisk pace.  But Sugarpie was barely crawling along under Brittany’s weight.
“C’mon, Sugarpie, what’s the matter?” mumbled Brittany, concern furrowing her normally placid features. “I don’t understand it… you used to be able to carry two of us! In fact, is that why they had me ride alone? I guess you are getting older… I should have thought of that.  Oh, I’m so sorry, Sugarpie!”

Sugarpie staggered along, Brittany’s thick voluminous blubber bouncing in time to the horse’s steps.

“Whoa, girl!” Hank pulled the reigns on his mount to get the horse to stop.  He swung his leg off of his horse, dismounted with expert speed, and quickly jogged over to where Brittany and Sugarpie were lingering way behind the other horses.

“Oh no,” said Glenda.  She knew what was coming.

“Oh jeez,” said Cindy, “I can’t believe it.  Is he really going to make her get down because she’s too fat to ride a horse?”

“Alright, missy, get down,” said Hank curtly. “I shoulda gone with my gut and made you ride Nightstorm.  Ain’t right to do this to a horse.”

“Yeah, I think Sugarpie is sick,” said Brittany glumly as she slid herself off the gasping horse’s back.  She hit the ground with a thump, her entire gelatinous body wobbling and quivering with the force of her impact.  “I, like, shouldn’t have made him come out here. That’s, like, my bad!”

“It’s not that Sugarpie is sick, ma’am… it’s just…”  He paused, suddenly realizing that Brittany had given him the perfect out to avoid confronting her with the embarrassing truth: That she was simply too obese to ride. “Yeah, you’re right, ma’am, guess poor Sugarpie is a tad under the weather.  Why don’t we get you gals back to the ranch? I know it’s a short ride, but we’ll make sure you gals get a refund.”

“Yeah, that’s probably for the best,” agreed Glenda.  Behind her, Cindy was fuming.

“Are we really gonna miss out on our annual tradition because of Brittany’s fat ass?” hissed Cindy. “This is getting ridiculous!  That fat cow is ruining everything!”
“Hush up,” said Glenda. “Be nice.  Remember, she’s still our friend.”

Cindy grumbled but she was quiet.

The ride back to the corral was mostly uneventful, other than Cindy muttering darkly to herself the whole time and the loud, wheezing sounds of Brittany’s panting.  The poor tubby girl was phenomenally out of shape, so the trek back to the corral was murder on her overworked lungs and tender feet.  She was dripping with sweat by the time they completed the journey.

Brittany collapsed onto a bench with a groan.  The bench creaked and sagged beneath her, her wide rear spreading out to fill nearly the entire seat.

Cindy was finally exasperated.  She could not take it anymore!

“Brittany, are you blind? You’re huge!  How did you get this fat?” cried Cindy.  The exasperated girl grabbed at Brittany’s overhanging belly, lifting the thick slab of flesh with both hands before letting it drop and watching it gradually jiggle to a stop. “Have you just been straight up guzzling lard?”

“Um, I’m not THAT fat,” said Brittany.  She grabbed the hem of her T-shirt and pulled it down in a futile attempt to cover her exposed gut.  All that she accomplished was to pop a few threads along her side seams.

“Cindy, don’t be mean,” snapped Glenda.  Cindy was in no mood to mince words, though.  After a whole weekend of ignoring the issues presented by Brittany’s colossal size, the poor girl had just about had enough!

“I’m not being mean, I’m being real!” said Cindy. “Brittany, how much do you weigh? 500 pounds?  You look like a whale!  Didn’t it clue you in when your fat ass wrecked the bounce house? Or how about when you sunk that canoe? Or, I don’t know, when you nearly killed that poor horse?”
“Stop it! It’s, like, not true! I’m not that fat!”

“Did all that booze you drank while partying affect your brain too? You’re as big as a house, Brittany! I’m sorry to say it, but… well, YOU ARE!”

“Okay… I mean, maaaybe I put on a couple pounds!  But, like, it’s not like a big problem! No one’s ever said anything before!  Like, everyone thinks I look good!”

Cindy was speechless.  Was this even possible?  Could it be that no one had the guts to ever tell Brittany the truth about her ever-widening rump and ever-escalating poundage?  No wonder she was so fat!  Everyone was just like Glenda, too afraid of hurting her feelings to tell her the truth that she was a giant fat sow!
“Everyone thinks you… are you kidding?”

“Cindy! Stop it!”  Glenda smacked Cindy in the shoulder. She turned to Brittany. “Just ignore Cindy, Brittany. She’s cranky cuz we had to cut the horse-ride short.”

“I didn’t mean to ruin anything,” said Brittany, her lower lip quivering. “Are you guys mad at me?”

“We’re not mad,” said Glenda. “Right, Cindy?”

Cindy grimaced but Glenda shot her a poisonous look.  “Yeah, yeah, you’re right, we’re not mad.”

“Eeee! I’m so glad!” cried Brittany, bouncing to her feet and throwing her thick flabby arms around her two friends. “Like, y’all are my best friends ever! I wouldn’t ever want anything to ruin our time together!”

“Nothing could ruin our time together,” said Glenda. “C’mon, Brittany, we don’t care about your… well, your size. The important thing is that we’re all friends here, right?”

“Yeah!” crowed Brittany, grinning widely. “We should never have fallen out of touch for so long! Like, we should make sure that we get together here every year!”

“Yeah, that sounds like a great idea,” said Glenda. “Right, Cindy?”

Cindy smiled weakly. “Yeah, sure… I… well, I always like spending time with you two.  We’ll just have to… be careful about stuff next time, ya know?”

She smiled but she couldn’t help but worry: How big would Brittany be in another year? The sky was the limit.

 * * *
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