The Queen Deposed (1 of 2)
By Mollycoddles
“Listen, I think we need to talk about the elephant in the room. By which I mean, Laurie.”
All the cheerleaders turned to look at their captain, Laurie, who was sitting in a corner of the locker room, gnawing greedily on the nub of a decimated chocolate bar.  She looked up with a scowl on her chubby face and chocolate smeared across her glossy lips.
“What? What’s that supposed to mean!?”
Alice cleared her throat for attention, pulling herself up to her full height. Gawd, she looked good, thought Laurie. The blonde was slightly pudgy, sure, but her slight pot belly and tender flanks gave her just the right amount of girly softness to drive the lads wild. That was a real asset for her on the field when she was cheering, and her recent weight loss had made her a rising star on the team.  It was almost impossible to think that it hadn’t been that long ago that Alice had been teetering on the edge of 300 pounds, a massive little fatty who could barely stuff her pot belly into her cheer skirt. That was mostly Laurie’s doing, of course.  At the beginning of the school year, Laurie had singled Alice out for abuse for her weight, thinking that she could make an example of the blonde porkchop to make sure the rest of the team stayed in line. But then she’d gone too far.  When Laurie started to have trouble with her own weight (due to her own penchant for snacks), she’d hit on a brilliantly evil scheme:  She would fatten up Alice so that she would always look svelte in comparison.  And it almost worked!  Sure, Laurie kept gaining as well, but Alice was always bigger.  She would have gotten away with it except for one thing.
That one thing was sitting on the bench behind Alice.  Jen, the cheer squad assistant captain, had been Laurie’s best friend since middle school and a loyal lapdog for all of her schemes.  A bottom-heavy ditz with chestnut brown hair pulled back into a jaunty ponytail, Jen was too empty-headed to do anything but obey Laurie’s every command.  Until now! Somehow the fat ass bimbo had developed both a brain and a spine… and she’d spilled the whole plan to Alice!
Now Laurie was a pariah.  Alice and Jen were both furious at her, refusing to talk to her.  The rest of the cheer squad followed suit, giving the once high-and-mighty team captain a collectively frigid cold shoulder.  Laurie’s boyfriend Frank had dumped her in disgust.  Everyone in school was gossiping about her crazy scheme – what an evil bitch that Laurie is, can you believe she would do something so underhanded? The only friend she still had in the world was her cat, Pumpkin!
But worst of all? Alice had lost weight! She’d lost weight while Laurie kept gaining!
She never would have thought that Alice and Jen had the willpower, but working together they had sweated off the weight—now Alice was thick but firm 140 pounds and Jen was a bootilicious but curvy 150.  The other cheerleaders couldn’t stop talking about their transformation!
And Laurie? Laurie had hit rock bottom, nursing her broken heart with extra helpings at lunch and dinner and extra snacks in between.  She had ballooned as Jen and Alice slimmed down.  She knew what was happening to her body, she could feel the extra pounds weighing her down, she could feel the rolls of thick spongy flab at her sides slap against her thighs when she plopped her growing ass down on the bench.  She could feel her cheer uniform getting tighter and tighter every time that she pulled it on – not just over her boobs (Laurie was till extremely proud of her naturally buxom figure) but over her belly, her hips, her thighs, everywhere! 
Now she was 400 pounds, her new gut sagging between her tree-trunk legs, her long raven hair down her back like a black waterfall, her rounded cheeks jiggling as she chewed, her colossal bulk stuffed into a ratty gray sweatsuit. UGH, so unflattering! But it was all that would fit and she could already feel the cold locker room air on the lowest quarter of her belly, where the sweat top had rolled up to expose the overhang of her paunch.  Her breasts, still colossal, now sat atop a belly the size of a full grown watermelon.
“Whaddya want?” repeated Laurie, spitting crumbs of chocolate.
“Well, we’ve been talking,” said Alice, a sly smirk playing at the corner of her mouth. “And, well, we all think it’s really not reflecting well on the squad to have someone who cares so little about their appearance in charge.  We all think that it’s time for a change.”
Laurie’s jaw dropped and her eyes bulged.  What!?? No! No way! They were… they were gonna replace her as captain?

“What!? You… you can’t mean that!?” snapped Laurie, lurching to her feet so fast that her belly and boobs bounced wildly and drew snickers from the other girls. “I’ve… I’ve been captain for years! How dare you, you little—”
“Yeah, and you’ve REALLY slipped,” said Alice calmly.  She was still smiling faintly.  Ooo, that little blonde bitch! She was enjoying this!  Laurie snarled, ready to fight, but then she sagged back down onto the bench. Whatever! Isn’t this what she deserved really, after what she had done?
“We’re going to put it to a vote! Who thinks Laurie shouldn’t be captain anymore?”
The chorus of “Me!” and “Aye!” drove home the truth to Laurie. Everyone was mad as hell at her… and they weren’t going to forgive her.  Worse, they weren’t scared of her anymore! They could see her for what she was now, just a pathetic fat girl… what she’d tried to turn Alice into, what she had always feared becoming!
“And I nominate Alice to be our new captain!” cried Jen.  Laurie gritted her teeth. Ughhh, that fat ass traitor! How could she!
Again all the cheerleaders agreed, cheering and clapping. Laurie barely heard them.  She sank into herself, grumbling and tearing hunks of chocolate bar off with her teeth.  What did it matter?
That was the beginning of the end for Laurie. What little self-respect, what little restraint she still had completely vanished.  Being the captain of the cheer squad was everything to her and to lose that – worse, to lose it to Alice of all people! Alice! – that was the final straw that broke the camel’s back.  A pariah among the student body without even the power and prestige of her cheer captain accomplishments to soften the blow, Laurie turned to the one thing that always comforted her – food.
She was dimly aware that she was trapped in a self-destructive spiral, but what did she care? Laurie’s eating was out of control, she was constantly stuffing her face without regard for how it looked.  She sat alone in the cafeteria at lunch, soothing the ache in her soul by shoving hot dogs and cookies into her mouth, completely ignoring the effect it was having on her already ruined waistline.  To no one’s surprise, Laurie continued to grow.  Every day, it seemed that her fat ass spread wider on the bench.  At home, she spent her days lying in bed, depressed and eating.  At school, she snacked between classes, in the hallway, at her desk.
As a cheerleader, Laurie had maintained an impeccable hygiene and make-up routine.  She couldn’t stand to be seen in public without her hair perfectly coifed and her lipstick exactly on point, her designer clothing meticulously selected to best show off her stunning figure.  But what did she care about that now?  She slumped into school completely disheveled, her raven hair stringy and matted, her unshowered body reeking of sweat and must, her make up forgotten.  She swapped out her designer jeans and blouses for drab gray sweatsuits, the only thing that still barely fit her ballooning body, and the front of her sweat tops were always stained with spilled sauces and covered with crumbs.
Students were whispering that she must be even over 400 pounds now as Laurie tramped into the first class of the morning.  She only still came to school out of obligation; she barely heard anything that the teachers said through her haze of depression and her grades, never stellar to begin with, were slipping fast.  
Laurie waddled to her seat, panting from the exertion of even such a short trek. She scratched at her wide load ass, a sudden fart causing the soft adipose of her titanic butt cheeks to jiggle ever so slightly within the snug confines of her fraying sweatpants.  She didn’t even bother to excuse herself.  She’d lost all self-respect, so the cheer beauty-turned-butterball was becoming notorious around campus for her casual gas – she belched and farted without regard for anyone else!  Laurie paused to tug at the hem of her sweat top which had slid up over the jiggling expanse of her sagging belly as she moved, before dumping her ass into her desk seat.  The chair creaked ominously under her colossal bulk, loud enough that several students surrounding her turned to stare. Laurie didn’t even flinch.  What did she care if the chair DID buckle under her weight? She was a fat slob who deserved nothing more than complete humiliation for what she had done.  She attempted to scoot her seat forward so that she could reach her desk, but it was no good.  Her belly was too big, slopping past her knees, and bumping into the desk before she could get close enough.  Grunting, she jammed her sausage fingers under her gut and lifted it up to drop it atop the desk with a loud SPLAT.  Again, everyone turned to look at her.  Her sweatshirt had ridden up again, exposing the entirety of her soft white belly, her deep dark navel compressed into a long slit by her jelly rolls.  Whatever.  Look them stare.  She dug into her backpack and pulled out a bag of potato chips and a bag of cheez curls and a bag of snack cakes and a bag of… Laurie raided the campus vending machines every morning, so she always had a feast of junk food at her pudgy fingertips.
“Now class, if you’ll turn to Page 65 in your workbooks,” began the teacher, Mrs. Alvarez.
CRUNCH CRUNCH CRUNCH
“You’ll see that the third impact was-“
CRUNCH CRUNCH CRUNCH 
“was… Miss Belmontes, would you please stop? There’s no eating in my classroom!”
Laurie opened her mouth to respond, but instead only a loud belch escaped.  The room broke out into laughter.  Her hand was already in the next bag of cookies.  Mrs. Alvarez rolled her eyes. Ugh! These students today!  Normally, she was much stricter about this sort of thing, but she really felt sorry for Laurie these days. The girl was in such a bad state and it was obvious from the way she gorged her way through the day that food was her ONLY solace.  Mrs. Alvarez felt like a real bear if she took that away!  But Laurie’s constant munching and crunching was really distracting for the class!
“Hey… hey fatty!”
Laurie grunted as she strained to crane her neck. Sitting behind her was her ex-boyfriend Josh with a big evil grin. Oh no.  They had dated long ago, back when Laurie was slender, and he had dumped her when she first started to pork up. If he thought she was too chunky at 150 pounds, imagine what he thought of her now that she was a jumbo heavyweight who tipped the scales at 400 plus!  In the few times that they’d interacted since then, Josh generally didn’t have anything but sneering fat jokes for Laurie.
He held up an oreo. “You dropped this.”
Laurie looked down at her bag of cookies, realizing suddenly that she had been eating so voraciously that she was spilling cookies and crumbs all over her lap and floor. 
“Oh. I… T-thank (BURP) you, Josh…”
This was unusual! A rare moment of kindness, perhaps? Laurie couldn’t dare but hope. No one had anything but scorn for her these days, that scorn now tinged with disgust as she blimped her way into hyper-obesity.
She reached out to accept the cookie, but Josh dropped it.  
“Oops,” he said, his evil grin never faltering.
The class broke into raucous laughter, so loud that Mrs. Alvarez had to yell for order.  The cookie had dropped right into Laurie’s exposed butt crack! Her sweat pants had slipped down, exposing the tops of her flabby cheeks, and now that oreo was jammed right there in her ass cleavage!  
“Goddamnit,” huffed Laurie, glaring daggers at Josh while she struggled to hold in another belch.  She flailed her fat arms, desperate to grab that cookie out of her rump, hoping against hope that would quiet the gales of laughter.  She couldn’t reach.  She was too rotund, her arms too fat and unwieldy!  Ugh. Whatever.  With a resigned sigh and a shrug, Laurie gave up.  Let it sit there! Let everyone laugh at her! What did she care?  She turned back to her food and shoveled more cookies into her bulging cheeks, crunching loudly, pathetically, until the bag was empty and she had to open another.  Bag after bag, Laurie ate her way through her assload of snacks while Mrs. Alvarez desperately tried to lecture above the din of Laurie’s chewing and burping and – yes, it had to be said – occasional farting.
By the end of the class, Laurie’s belly was achingly full. She never thought she could actually eat enough to feel full, but she was stuffed! Her belly was tight and bloated, pressing against the desk with enough force that Laurie was afraid it might flip over.  There was only one snack cake left in her stash.  She stared at it with bleary eyes.
Her gut gurgled frantically, as if to warn her: NO. Don’t do it. You’re WAY too full. You’re gonna explode, fatty.
“Whatever,” muttered Laurie to herself. What did she care? She was a fat girl now and fat girls ate, they ate no matter what. What did she care if she DID actually pop? It would just be one less pathetic fatso for the world to mock!

Laurie slurped down the final snack cake. She barely tasted it, she was eating just to eat – not for the pleasure or the hunger but just because she needed to punish herself more.  To her surprise, though, she did not pop.
Instead, the chair creaked again. And then—with a sickening splintering CRACK, it collapsed under her! Laurie yelped as she fell to the ground, her chair destroyed, her desk overturned as 400 plus pounds of teenage blubber hit the floor with full force. The impact knocked the wind from her lungs, which escaped in another bellowing belch as another fart blasted from her rear.  The class broke out into laughter again and this time Mrs. Alvarez couldn’t help but join in.
That might have been a wake-up call, but Laurie didn’t need a wake-up.  She knew exactly what she was, what she was doing to herself, what she was becoming. She just didn’t care.  If she had any dignity left, she would have at least quit the cheer squad rather than let herself stay on a punching bag for the other girls.  At her size, she could barely cheer, she could barely even wobble her way from the locker room to the field… but she was too desperate to cling to her past cheerleading glories to quit.  The other girls just laughed at her.
“Gawd, porky, I can’t believe you’re still coming to practice,” said Kristine, watching Laurie as the blubbery whale struggled to pull her ill-fitting spanky pants over her titanic ass.  News about the collapsing desk was common knowledge throughout school now, so everyone knew just how huge she was.  “You can’t even fit in your cheer uniform! You’re as big as a house!”
“She’s bigger than a house,” said Lizzie. “She looks like a hot air balloon! And the way she eats, I’m shocked she hasn’t burst yet. I hope it doesn’t happen when we’re cheering for the big game, though. That would be super embarrassing if we had to explain why our resident fat girl just exploded on the field!”
“This uniform is… too tight,” huffed Laurie, ignoring the other girls’ barbs with all her might.  She tugged at the spanky pants, barely getting them halfway up her thighs. “Alice… could you… order me a bigger size?”  Gawd, this was so embarrassing! That she needed to ask ALICE of all people to order her a bigger uniform because she’d ballooned into an absolute heifer!
“No,” said Alice. “You need to lose some serious poundage, Laurie, if you think we should even keep you around.  Maybe your tight uniform will give you that motivation, since nothing else seems to work.”
Laurie groaned. Her uniform was more than tight, it was practically obscene! It was unwearable! If she managed to cram herself into it, it would probably explode into ribbons if she even took a breath! But what could she do? Alice was captain now and her word was law here in the locker room.
“But… but… c’mon! I can’t fit…”
“And whose fault is that?” said Alice hotly. “Maybe if you could control that greedy appetite of yours, you wouldn’t be in this mess. Maybe if you hadn’t spent all your time trying to sabotage me, you could have worked on your own willpower. But you didn’t. And now look at you! You’re nothing but a fat, disgusting blob.”
“B-but…”
“Why are you talking back to me? DO you think you’re still captain? Newsflash, Laurie, you’re not! So shut up.”
Laurie whimpered pathetically.
Alice clapped her hands for attention. “Okay, girls, listen up! Football season is starting and we’ve got to be ready! We’re gonna have a whole new cheer routine and, since she’s so vocal about her needs, I’ve decided that Laurie should have a special performance. We’re gonna really give you the spotlight!”
The other cheerleaders laughed and tittered at the thought as Laurie blanched. Oh no.  Alice was determined to completely humiliate her old enemy! Laurie was too fat to do anything – too round for cartwheels, too heavy for somersaults, too slow to even prance – and now the whole school was going to watch her completely fail!
That was when Jen piped up.
“Um, like, c’mon, Alice,” said Jen. “Don’t you, like, think that’s a little too much? I mean, like, don’t you think Laurie’s, like, too fat for that? Like, you just wanna make her look like a fool!”
Jen was really started to feel bad for Laurie.  Even knowing what the former cheer captain had done, Jen couldn’t help but feel a tinge of sympathy as she watched the whole squad laugh at her. She and Laurie had been friends once, besties even! All the way since middle school, when they had first met at cheer camp and Laurie had used her natural bluster and bravado to protect Jen from bullies. And now look at her!  Jen just knew that Laurie was a good person deep down, she just needed some tough love…. But maybe this was going too far!
“No,” said Laurie suddenly. “I’ll do it.”
The other cheerleaders stared.  Laurie stuck out her lip defiantly. “I’ll do it.”
What choice did she have? If she refused, Alice was gonna kick her off the squad for sure.  If she went through with it, she would be humiliated and, well, Alice would probably still kick her off the squad.  But she wasn’t going to quit! Cheerleading was her life, no matter how fat she was, and she was determined to cling to this squad as long as she could.  
***
Alice couldn’t help but grin. The night of the game was here and the cheer squad was popping off!  Everything was going according to plan!  Far from the undisciplined chaos of Laurie’s final months as captain (Laurie had already started to focus so much of her attention on eating that no one was maintaining control of the group!), the squad under Alice functioned like a well-oiled machine.  Back flips, somersaults, even a pyramid… everyone was on point!
“Good work, girls! Awesome, Kristine! Love to see you really working it! Denise, you went above and beyond! Big ups to you, Lizzie! And Jen? You’re really pulling it together for the team!”
“Thanks, Alice!” beamed Kristine. “We couldn’t do it without our captain!”
No one ever said that to me, thought Laurie miserably. Maybe if she had treated her squad more kindly, instead of constantly yelling at and belittling them, maybe then they would have warmer feelings toward her. But that wasn’t the case.  Alice was really growing into her position as leader, coming out of her shell. It was hard to believe that only a few months ago she had been a chubby little wallflower completely under Laurie’s thumb! And now? Now Alice was calling the shots.
Alice’s friendly tone completely changed when she addressed Laurie.  “Okay, blubber butt, it’s your turn. Get out there and let’s see if you can keep up with the team!”
“O-okay…”
Laurie waddled onto the field by herself, her thick legs rubbing together.  She was a ridiculous sight!  She weighed over 400 pounds, a big wobbling blob of flesh, stuffed into the same undersized cheer uniform that Alice had refused to alter.  Her sweater didn’t cover her gargantuan belly, bunching right under her boobs so that it barely even fit as a crop top – and her enormous tits, normally Laurie’s pride and joy, were so huge now that they looked like they were tearing the stitching of the varsity letters on the front of her sweater.  They bounced wildly with her every plodding step, slapping heavily against her beachball-sized belly, which, in turn, slapped against her thighs.  In the silence of the evening, Laurie made a steady fleshy SLAP SLAP SLAP sound as she wobbled into position.  Her cheer skirt didn’t fasten around her vast waistline; she had to hold it closed with a clothespin and even then she had to fasten it under the swell of her gut, allowing her belly to flop over her crotch and nearly obscure her skirt from view.  It was supposed to be flowy and flouncy, so that a proper cheerleader could show off a flash of spanky pants for the horny crowd when she twirled… but Laurie’s skirt was pulled completely taut against her hefty haunches, rising up to reveal the lowest quarter of her ass.  She was too fat to wear her spanky pants anymore, she’d overstretched the spandex material on her last try and now they were useless.  She only hoped that the skirt could hold out long enough that she wouldn’t flash the whole school.
Why was she doing this?   She should have refused.  She should have just quit. If she’d had any pride left, that’s what she would have done! But… Laurie was so desperate for approval, any approval, that she couldn’t help but hold out a tiny shred of hope… maybe this would go okay? Maybe Alice would let her stay on the team!
You could hear a pin drop as Laurie began her routine.  It was awful.  A tumble.  She knew she needed to do a tumble.  She grunted as she leaned forward, her flabby arms outstretched to plant her palms against the ground. But she was too tubby, her belly compressing into three thick, wobbling jelly rolls that acted as a cushion to block her from moving.  She grunted and snorted, the noise echoing through the stadium – it sounded like there was a family of hogs out on the field!  Suddenly, Laurie felt herself falling! The weight of her breasts and belly was too much and she lurched forward, falling flat on her face!  Her thick legs kicked up in the air behind her, her skirt splitting up the back with a loud RIIIIIP as she collapsed into a messy heap!
Students in the bleachers were howling with laughter, pulling out their cellphones to document this pathetic sight.  Who would ever have believed that the former queen bee of Los Hermanos High would let herself fall so low?  Laurie wallowed around in the grass like a pig in slop, desperate to right herself… but she was as helpless as n overturned turtle!  Everyone was losing their shit now, gales of laughter erupting from the spectators as Laurie’s enormous rear and oversized granny panties shone through the tear in her skirt.
“Pathetic.  Jeez! That fatty pants can’t even get up!” sighed Alice. “Jen, Kristine, go give her a hand. Get her off the field before she embarrasses us all even more!”
Kristine and Jen trotted out onto the field.  The spectators howled even louder as they watched the two girls struggle to lift Laurie’s bloated ass to her pudgy feet and then march her off the field as fast as she could waddle.
“Hey! Nice show, fat ass!” called Mallory from across the field.  Mallory was the cheer captain of Los Hermanos’ cross-town rival; for years, she had maintained a rivalry with Laurie. “You call that cheering? The only cheering you do is cheering for more snacks! Ha ha ha! I can’t believe I used to think of you as a rival… you’re just a fat pig, aren’t you?”
“S-shut up!” cried Laurie, tears welling up in her eyes and dribbling down her plump cheeks. She wiped her face with one thick arm but only succeeded in smearing her snot. 
“Oink oink! That’s all I hear when you talk!” laughed Mallory.
As a dejected Laurie returned to the sidelines, Alice was there to greet her.
“Well, Laurie. That was quite a display. I think you know what this means.”
“I-I…”
“Sorry, Laurie, but that was an embarrassment. I’m going to have to cut you off the team. Face it, you’re just too fat to cheer.”
“I…I…”
“Too fat to cheer and too greedy to lose weight, that’s you. Sorry, Laurie. I want you to go clean out your locker. You’re done here.”
Laurie dropped to the floor again, blubbering loudly.  This was it! She thought that she was a rock bottom before, but THIS was absolute rock bottom. Not just demoted, but completely kicked off the team! Cheerleading was her life!! What else could she do now? Now she wasn’t even a fat cheerleader, she was just… a fat nobody!
***
“Hello, Mrs. Belmontes, is Laurie home?”
“Why, yes, Jen, she’s upstairs in her room. I’m glad you came to see her. She’s been inconsolable all night. Something about her cheer routine…?”
“Oh, yeah, like, THAT.” Jen scratched her neck nervously. “I’ll, like, talk to her about that.”
The truth was, Jen had been kind of feeling sorry for Laurie for a little while. Sure, she was a bitch and, sure, she kind of deserved it. But still, to be humiliated in front of the entire school? That was a little much. Jen still remembered back when she and Laurie had been best friends. She couldn’t just throw that all away.  Maybe she could do something. Maybe she could salvage something.
She knocked at the door to Laurie’s bedroom.  In response, an enormous belch thundered from within, the walls shaking ever so slightly at its force.  And, after that, a strained “Who’s there?”
“It’s, like, me, Jen. Can I come in?”
“Why are you here? To make fun of me?”
“No, like, I’m sorry… I just wanna, like, make amends? Like, could I come in?”
“…okay, fine…”
Jen pushed open the door, knocking over a pile of empty take-out cartons.  Laurie’s room was a mess, filled with the garbage of candy wrappers, pizza boxes, ice cream containers, and more… all evidence of Laurie’s descent into unbridled gluttony.  She lay in bed, wearing only her bra and panties – she was so huge these days that nothing fit her properly, so Laurie spent most of the day in just her underwear if she didn’t need to go outside.  She was numbly shoving the last scoops of rocky road ice cream into her face from the bottom of a big cardboard tub.  Ice cream slathered her cheeks and chin and her big bloated belly towered so high above her that it looked like she would only need to gobble down a few more fattening meals before it would bump into the ceiling fan overhead.
Laurie burped again and groaned.  A loud fart escaped her backside, the release reducing the circumference of her gas-bloated belly by maybe half a centimeter.  “Whadyou want?”
“Like, I’m really sorry about what happened to you today,” said Jen. “Like, I really think maybe Alice shouldn’t have done that to you.”
“Well, she did! And you let her!”
“I told you not to do it!” said Jen. “Like, I’m sorry, but… I dunno… you kinda had it coming! You were a real bitch, Laurie, and, like, what you did? That was totally fucked up! Like, you were friends with Alice and you totally betrayed her! I don’t know if, like, she’ll ever forgive you.”
Laurie dropped the empty ice cream tub and glared at her friend. “Is that why you came over? To lecture me?”
“No, like, you didn’t let me finish! I wanted to say: I don’t know if Alice will ever forgive you… but I want to. I miss being, like, your friend, Laurie. We used to be besties! And, like, I wish we could be like that again. It’s, like, lonely without you.”  Jen gulped, a sudden crack in her voice.
“Oh sweetie.” Laurie’s voice softened and she reached out to take Jen’s hand in hers. “Honey, that’s so sweet of you.  I… I’ve miss you too, ya know? It’s been lonely. I would… like it if we could be friends again.”
Jen smiled. She knew that Laurie didn’t like to get mushy; she always had to be in total control of the situation, so getting her to admit that she missed Jen… well, that meant a lot! Maybe they COULD be besties again!
“Remember when we used to have sleepovers all the time? Those were, like, the days, weren’t they?”
“Who says we can’t do that again, sweetie? Okay, no Alice this time… just you and me. The original cheer squad OGs!"
Jen laughed. “Yeah, but, like, to be a proper sleepover, we’d have to get pizza delivered and, like, you’ve already eaten…”
“Oh honey. You silly goose. This was just an appetizer. You KNOW I could always eat…”
To be continued…
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