Josie and Diane hadn’t had the house to themselves in almost eighteen years.
Heather had always been one of the popular girls growing up, which meant that their house always seemed to be crammed full of kids having sleepovers and staring at their phones and playing the occasional video game. Their house had been the one that was the epicenter for all of their daughter’s social life in the years that they had spent prepping her for college, and it was an odd week indeed when there wasn’t something going on at some point.
But now that Heather had gone to college, the house that her mothers had raised her in was finally quiet.
 “I have been waiting to do this for years.” Josie’s fat brown stomach lapped over the waistband to the sweats that hugged her wide birthing hips, “Literally years, Di.”
Josie had never been able to start the day as late as she would have liked. Being a stay-at-home mom meant that her mornings had been entirely dictated by the needs of her daughter. Even the weekends had been at Heather’s beck and call—she certainly couldn’t have rolled out of bed with nothing but a bra and some sweatpants on, and getting up at eight because she wanted to instead of eight because Heather had soccer practice was an entirely different sort of luxury.
Naturally, Diane had better ideas as to how they could spend their newfound freedom.
“The years have been kinder to that booty than they’ve been to those sweatpants.”
Diane pressed her lithe runner’s body against her wife’s ample behind open palm first, wrapping herself around and planting a kiss on her cheek.
“Jeez, it’s every morning with you—ever since Heather left, you’ve been handsy.”
“You know damn well that I was handsy before Heather left.”
Josie turned to press her ass against the counter and wrapped her arms around the smaller woman. She pulled her close and dove headlong into the latest in a recently renewed line of deep tongue kisses to start the morning right. 
It took a while for them to feel like they’d gotten it right.
“I love having you all to myself.”
“Really, I couldn’t tell.”
Diane smacked her wife across the right cheek and watched it jiggle twice. Josie was getting thick. She’d never been particularly slender, but this past year had seen probably fifty pounds crawl onto her already milfy mom-bod—something that Diane certainly wasn’t complaining about. 
“You makin’ some for me, hon?” Diane asked Jodie’s back
“Nah, I figured I’d let you starve.” Josie rolled her deep brown eyes, “Of course I made you some, you goober.”
Josie’s thick brown cheeks sloshed as she switched the weight on her hips, plating up enough eggs, bacon, and grits to feed the two of them and their absent daughter. As she turned to face the dining room table, Diane got another angle at her wife’s once-pert posterior plumping out behind her…
“Still getting used to not having to cook for Heather though.” Josie visibly paused from putting a plate in their daughter’s usual spot, “It’s not—”
Josie paused mid-sentence as she felt her wife’s hand palm one of her big round buttcheeks, running down her curves and inching towards her sensitive undercarriage and taint.
“It’s not what?” Diane purred in a low, sultry voice as she snaked an arm around her still inclined wife’s sagging pot belly, “Huh? What isn’t it, Jo?”
“You’re worse than I gave you credit for.” Josie smiled as she panted, hot and bothered, “What’s gotten into you?”
“Why don’t we discuss it over breakfast?”
Diane grabbed the plates that her wife had already set up, and palmed two biscuits with her free hand.
“In bed?”
***
Ever since Heather had left, morning sex had been an increasingly common occurrence in their now empty nest. Thankfully, for as long as Josie and Diane had known each other, the sex had been pretty great.
A lot of times in long-term relationships, that aspect suffered the most. Especially when there was a child in the mix. But luckily, the walls in the Nesbitt-Crawley house had always been especially thick. Heather had grown up having some idea that her two moms had some kind of sex life, but she had no idea.
And one of their favorite things to do in the bedroom was sensual, erotic eating.
Now granted, it wasn’t always done with breakfast. In fact, this was something of a first. For the longest time, it had been limited to fruits, veggies, and sweets. You know, bananas, strawberries, watermelons, cupcakes. But it was something that stretched as far back as when they first started dating—Josie for sure wasn’t going to complain about her wife straddling her and lowering bacon into her mouth.
“Oh goddd I should have eaten before this…”
“You getting tired?”
“It’s so heavy, honey…”
“Almost done, baby.”
Josie panted in bliss, her fat pink tongue lolled out and her eyes crossed to focus on the bacon being lowered into her mouth. With the proper amount of pillow support (which was about a pillow less than it used to be!) Diane was able to get the dildo in deep enough to satisfy her wife’s need for penetration, but use her free hand to tickle her clit. Using the other hand to steady herself on Josie’s round brown belly, Diane only briefly ever ventured away to continue feeding her wife breakfast the fun way.
The sheets were soaked, and there were more than a few flecks of food that had gotten scattered about. They were for sure going to have to change them after this. 
“Say ahhh…”
“Ahhh…ahhh…”
Josie mewled a little deeper as Diane lowered the last piece of bacon just out of her reach, slowly dipping it into her awaiting mouth before switching hands—stretching her clean middle finger back to Josie’s clit while thrusting forward with the hard plastic cock.
“Ahhh~♡”
The piece of bacon hung limply out of Josie’s mouth as she climaxed for about the fourth time that morning. She slowly reeled it in, almost choking on it, as Diane continued to bounce up and down with sexual energy.
“You having a good time, baby?”
“God yes~♡”
Eventually, Diane rolled off from on top of her wife—who was left sweaty, exhausted, and a little logy from breakfast sex. She had stared up at the ceiling with an already upset tummy (and, to be honest, a sore snatch) wishing that she hadn’t made the bacon so fatty or put cheese in the eggs. Everything else, however, had been amazing.
“We… should have kicked Heather out… years ago…” she wheezed out, her large poof of curly brown hair limp with sweat as it spread on the pillow beneath her
“That good, huh?” Diane purred, “You think I’m getting better with age?”
“So much better…” Josie stifled a burp, “I’m gonna… phew… I’m gonna come down for a minute… and go clean up.”
“You rest up. I’m gonna use the bathroom.”
Diane planted a big, wet kiss on her huffy wife’s cheek as she threw one leg over the bed and started down the hall…
“Bring—urrp—some Tums, please?”
“You got it!”
Diane closed the door behind her, locked it, and turned on the shower. Her hand immediately going south to touch her own neglected womanhood.
God that was hot.
She pressed her back against the cold wooden door as she fingered herself to a mental replay of everything that had just occurred. It had been so long since they’d been able to do something like that—it was incredible that she’d managed to hold out this long. Seeing Josie like that always got her so worked up. 
She’d always been a foodie, of course. But watching her face get all stupid and horny and listening to her little pants and whimpers as Josie covertly played with her thick little pot-belly… there was nothing like it!
Diane had always had a thing for larger women. It was one of the reasons why she and Josie were together in the first place—she was about a head taller than Di was, and she had wide, womanly curves to complement her own sleek and skinny build. For a while that had been enough, but this past year watching her slowly fill out from behind the table or at the oven… it had been driving her wild!
And the bigger Josie got, the more that Diane seemed to want her.
“Oh godddddddd…”
Diane’s hand ran sticky and wet as she pleasured herself to the idea of a fatter wife to come home to every day. Watching her belly get bigger and her ass get fatter day had been something she’d been doing for about a year now, but it wasn’t until her wife’s weight had plateaued that she’d realized how much she missed the mystery of the continued gain.
How big is she gonna get?
Is this the end, or is she gonna have seconds?
How much longer will those jeans hold out?
Diane had always liked her women big. But it wasn’t until recently that she had discovered that she had liked them the fat kind of big.
As Diane continued her slow post-orgasm slide down to the now dewy bathroom tile, the post-cum clarity hadn’t quite hit yet. Most of the time, her dirty little daydreams about Josie being as big around the ass as she was tall wore off as soon as she got in a quickie. But after a big one like that, getting to feel every inch of her wife’s fattening figure and watch her face get all stupid as she dangled that bacon over her nose…
“Fuck…” 
She didn’t think she was done.
Hopping into the shower was surely the right way to get rid of any lingering sex drive though. One way or the other. But she hadn’t stopped biting her bottom lip since she’d stepped past the curtain, and her loins still ached for more of her wife’s pudgy body…
If she tried, she could picture Josie on the bed right now. Probably laying out, still panting while she checked her Facebook feed. Her little brown belly bulging over her pussy as her thick hips swelled high on her side. Her curly brown hair still sticky with sweat and with a little bit of egg in it.
What she wouldn’t have done to just run out there and grab that belly again.
Diane was a woman obsessed with her wife’s weight lately, and the fact that it had resumed its slow rise up ever since Heather had left hadn’t gone unnoticed. With Josie cooking like there was still another mouth to feed and not shuttling their daughter around to every after-school activity under the sun, it was no wonder that the weight was starting to pile on again. Diane didn’t like to say it out loud, but she knew that her wife was lazy. If given the opportunity, she’d for sure spend the day on the couch before she went out for a run or anything…
Running her hands through her short teal hair, almost as if in a last attempt to wash away any lingering dirty thoughts, Diane made an attempt to clean herself up a little. She didn’t have to go in until one today, which bought her a little time. But she knew that she’d be thinking about this all day…
Maybe I can order a pizza? 
Diane thought to herself wickedly…
Have a little repeat of this morning after work?
Surely Josie would like that. Josie liked food, she liked sex, and she had always seemed like a fan of mixing the two of them together. If she was up for it, maybe they could take it into the bedroom when she came home…
But even if she didn’t, there’d still be pizza.
“I’m going to make my wife so fat.”
Saying it out loud, even underneath the hiss of the shower, made her feel dirty. Good dirty. Naughty dirty.
Diane’s looked to both ends of the closed shower before grabbing the detachable head from its harness on the wall.
“I’m going to make my wife so… so fa—aaaaaa~♡!”

