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One of the most visceral struggles in losing weight is learning how to control yourself around food.
It wasn’t until Cheyenne had identified her problems with her desire for food and tackled them head-on with the help of her trainer that she realized just how consumed by her appetite she had become. It wasn’t a hyperbole to say that, even when she was skinny, Cheyenne would privately fret about when her next meal would come to an unhealthy degree.
With Riley’s help, she had learned to get that under control. But once she had stopped paying a personal trainer to be her personal sounding board about her issues with food, that only left her other friends—it should have gone without saying that Avery and (to a lesser extent) Brooke weren’t nearly as apt to help her reign in her cravings for junk food as her personal trainer had been.
“You want burgers?” Avery asked, “Where from? Five Guys?”
Cheyenne bit her bottom lip as she fought back against her baser instincts. She did want burgers. But she hadn’t been prepared to share that with someone who would just cut out the middle man and suggest that they actually go get burgers. For so long, she’d been spoiled by Riley tempering her appetite that she hadn’t put much thought it what it would have been like to have someone around who actually indulged her.
“I don’t know, I don’t… really want to put on pants.”
It had been a weak excuse, but it was the only one that she could think of that might have deterred the idea of eating out again. It had been so much lately, and she could feel her leggings starting to get tight again…
“Pssh, pants.” Avery snorted, “You act like DoorDash isn’t a thing—come on, you can Venmo me half.”
Living in an age where she didn’t even have to get up off the couch in order to get her greasy fast-food fix was dangerous for someone like Cheyenne. Riley had actually made her uninstall apps like UberEats and DoorDash because the temptation was too great—for a while, she couldn’t even open up Instagram because of the amount of food porn that people would post to their accounts. It was all too much for Cheyenne to deal with alone.
But after hanging out with Brooke and Avery more, there wasn’t anyone there to remind her of these things that she had known she ought to have been doing. There wasn’t a needling nudging slowly back across to the left to act as incentive for her to cut back.
“I… guess it’ll be okay.” Cheyenne gulped, “I…”
“Cheye, it’s okay. You’re with your friends—we’re not gonna judge you for having a fucking cheeseburger every now and then.”
“Yeah, it’s okay to like to eat food. You don’t have to feel bad about a little takeout now and again, right?” Brooke added helpfully, slapping her on the thigh, “Besides, how often do we all get to hang out like this together, huh?”
Cheyenne’s stomach couldn’t have agreed more, growling in want of yet another tasty treat as its lower crest oh-so-slightly brushed against the fibers of the couch cushions.
“I… guess so.” 
Cheyenne tucked awkwardly into herself, her thick chin crease deepening as she laid her hands on her stomach. It rolled out heavily in front of her, the outer flanks coming to rest on the meat of her thighs. They were so thick that they touched all the way down to her knees, even while she sat.
She had been avoiding the scale for months. It was her last defense against fully acknowledging that things were getting bad again. She had known, consciously that she ought to do something. That she and Avery could start going to a new gym, or even just her going back to Planet Fitness was the best way to take steps in the right direction. But when she thought about how fat she had gotten and how much she had fucked up her diet and how far she had fallen off of the fitness wagon, all it did was stress her out.
She knew that she needed to start making healthier choices, but…
“Don’t get me the double patty burger though, okay?” Cheyenne signaled Avery with a halfway-raised hand, “Just a single.”
“You want fries?” Avery turned slightly, “If you’re gonna get a drink, you might as well just make it a combo.”
“Yeah, sure.” Cheyenne nodded, “Sweet potato fries, please.”
“You got it, Cheye.”
There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?
Cheyenne leaned back into the couch with a small amount of satisfaction with herself. She hadn’t gotten the burger with two patties on it. Just the one would do her fine. That was making a healthy choice, right? Riley had always told her that the first step to managing a healthy appetite was with moderation. One was one less than two—it seemed as good of a start as any!
Of course you’d think that way, fatty.
Who was she kidding? Cheyenne knew that settling for one less patty on her burger was like choosing crack over heroin. It wasn’t nearly as healthy of an option as she was telling herself. But at the same time…
She wanted it. Was that so wrong? To want food? 
She had spent the past two years of her life giving up one of her greatest joys… and for what? For her to just wind up falling off the wagon anyway? For her to just balloon back up again, to the point where she was having to crib clothes from her roommates?
It was just a little break. Just a little, tiny break in her fitness routine. This was just a detour back through her awkward “fat years” before she circled back and turned everything around. 
She would get back to the gym. She would get back on track. She’d work herself out of this funk, and she’d slim herself down again.
But first, she was going to have a cheeseburger, sweet potato fries, and the biggest, fattest cup of Coca-Cola that anyone had ever seen…
***
“I feel… like I’m gonna… gonna pop…”
Cheyenne’s stomach domed out from underneath her shirt, her legs spread wide on the couch as she leaned back with a heavy belly and glassy eyes. Her labored breathing forced her chest up and down erratically, the pain in her stomach like a stabbing knife as she struggled to digest the enormous amount of food that she had taken on over the course of yet another day on the couch.
They hadn’t done this in a long time. At least not since college. Just sat down and had a girls’ day where they did each other’s nails, watched shitty movies from the 80’s, and ate literally everything that they wanted with no questions asked.
And with everything going on in her life, Cheyenne wanted to eat a lot.
There were, unfortunately, many times in Cheyenne’s life that she had gone on a proper binge. High School had been challenging for her with her rapidly rising weight, and college had been even more stressful with much more deliberate consequences. With her dating life in the toilet and her parents’ marriage no more miserable than it had been when she was a teenager, Cheyenne had always found plenty of reasons to pig out.
But it had never been (almost never been) just because she wanted to.
There was always some excuse that she could hide behind. A contributing factor that had helped to pus her over the edge, or so she told herself. When she’d been working out with Riley, she had learned that at the end of the day these things didn’t matter as much as how she reacted to them. The fact that she was in control of her actions was one of the ways that she had learned to cope with the fact that she was probably always going to have a fixation on food—the fact that she was ultimately responsible for whether or not she pigged out was sort of zen… in an odd way.
But the junk food wrappers surrounding her and the girls on the couch; she counted at least four different fast food chains, and at least a third of the total number counted  had to have been her fault.
The empty 2-liter that she’d emptied into her tankard stomach, along with the window-rattling belches that she’d belted out were all on her. 
The gross, greasy feeling that she felt after waking up still stuffed full of burgers and fries and burritos and milkshakes and cheap Chinese food and sub sandwiches and God knows how much other crap? 
As much as she hated to admit it, it was all on her.
Panting hoarsely and fighting back heartburn as she laid belly-up on the couch, Cheyenne had come down from her punch-drunk food coma. Her mouth was dry and sticky, fat pink tongue lolled out as she struggled to maintain her erratic breathing.
The girls were in similar straits—Brooke on the floor whereas Avery commanded the entire other side of the L-shaped couch. Snug as two chubby bedbugs, they didn’t seem to be battling nearly as much as Cheyenne was. 
Had they eaten as much as Cheyenne had?
If they had, they were probably used to it by now… and as judgmental as that may have sounded, Cheyenne could at least justify her train of thought. It had been so long since she’d made such a fucking pig out of herself.
God, I feel like I’m dying…
Cheyenne burped thick and wet as she readied to rock herself to a standing position. 
Her ass was so fucking heavy. It was like lifting an avalanche of pizza dough. And with how stuffed her gut was, leaning too hard on it just made her feel like she was going to barf. Getting onto her chubby little feet was a Herculean struggle with her wobbling knees and her porch-pillar thick thighs. She had honestly had better hangovers than this.
I’ve gotta—
URRRRAAAAP
She burped loudly, causing Avery and Brooke to stir in their slumber.
—I’ve gotta get back in control of myself…
Cheyenne waddled to her room as quietly as someone in her position was able to. The floorboards creaked beneath her heavy footfalls as she waddled belly-first into her bedroom. 
Oh my God…
That can’t be me…
Catching sight of herself in the full length mirror, Cheyenne audibly gasped as she recoiled in horror of the enormous woman on the other side. Her ample stomach sloshed lazily as she teetered on cankled feet to get a better look at herself. Her double chin creased in impunity of the thickness of her face and neck, the shock only growing as she travelled down, down the expanse of her ruined figure…
She didn’t even fit in the mirror anymore—she was practically fucking spherical!
“I can’t… fucking deal… with this right now…”
Shuffling and puttering all the way to her bed, Cheyenne threw herself down just as she had all those years ago back in high school. She wasn’t going to deal with this. She couldn’t. 
The lump in her throat and the hot tears in her eyes didn’t stop even after she’d plopped down in bed. Gripping the sheets with thick, angry fingers, it was all that she could do to keep from bawling right there in her bedroom.
How had she let this happen to her? Again?
Everything had been going so good for her for the past few years, and now… now she was right back where she started.
She’d already given up so much time and energy in getting herself fit. And she had done it with Riley! But now things with her weren’t ever going to not be awkward again, and… and…
For the first time since she hit three hundred pounds, Cheyenne had well and truly felt alone.
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God if you make me skinny again I swear to you I won’t fuck it up this time.
Both Brooke and Avery had HaHa reacted Cheyenne’s meme on Facebook, but both of them had seen the sentiment behind the reason she’d shared it. Even if she had done her best to maintain an outward pleasantness and general sense of togetherness around her roommates, both of them knew the reason that she had been so down about herself lately.
For the second time in her life, Cheyenne Marlowe had weighed more than three hundred pounds.
She had been a grumpy, angry bitch for pretty much three days straight after the revealing weigh-in. She had stomped her feet and spat and called everyone a bitch and had just acted very volatile, but neither of them really blamed her for it. Cheyenne had always been especially sensitive about her weight and hitting a big number like three hundred was bound to set her off.
She had even tried going back to the gym. She’d renewed her membership at Planet Fitness and worked in thirty minutes of cardio before promptly giving up after getting sweaty and exhausted. Then she’d driven through Cook Out, ordered two quesadilla trays and a Strawberry Cheesecake Milkshake, and managed to finish it before she walked through the door to their apartment.
In short, it wasn’t hard to tell that Cheyenne was an absolute wreck.
And without her personal trainer to rely on, it was now almost entirely up to Avery and Brooke to make sure that she managed to see herself through this thing.
“Hey, I… really hate to ask this, but…” Brooke clicked her tongue apprehensively, making sure that Cheyenne couldn’t hear them as they spoke about her from the other room, “Do you think that you could spend some time with Cheye this week? I’m really starting to get worried about her.”
“Yeah sure. It’s the least that I could do.”
Ever since Cheyenne had entered this new level of depression, Avery had felt increasingly torn for her part over her part in its creation. Though she had been happy to have Cheyenne back and the normal social hierarchy restored, it had brought her discomfort to see her like this—a lump on the couch who didn’t do much but lay around, eat, and go to work.
The least she could have done was come clean, but with things as tentative as they were right now, Cheyenne needed friends a lot more than she needed to be mad at Avery.
And besides, who else knew how to make her feel better like someone who had known her for years?
“I’ll take her downtown or something. We’ll get breakfast and get our nails done…” Avery looked over to the blobby brunette as she chugged a beer from the can, “Trust me, I know just what she needs to get back in the swing of things.”
“Thanks, Avery.” Brooke nodded, “I think that, between the two of us, we can help her get through this…”
***
Like most other millennial women, whenever Cheyenne faced times of great duress, dying her hair had always helped her feel just a little bit better.
“Red’s a good color for you!”
“Thanks…” Cheyenne huffed and puffed, “You don’t think it’s too bright?”
“Of course not—you look super cute, Cheye.” 
Avery hadn’t been lying. She really thought that the deep red looked good on her! The light olive tones of her skin worked well with the color, and it had helped her look a little slimmer in the face. Something that was needed, since it had only gotten chunkier in the time it had taken for her to go through the hair-dying stage of dealing with her problems.
Waddling through the narrow streets of downtown hadn’t been particularly fun for either of them, but even Avery agreed that the fresh air might have done Cheyenne some good. Her sidewalk-sized hips and ass swaying dramatically from side to side had meant that they had to walk butt to gut if they wanted to get to the Crepe Factory without having to look over their shoulder for the occasional car, and the fact that she was having as much trouble with her breathing as Avery suggested that she’d fallen pretty far to seed.
Jesus, she really is out of shape…
The pot called the kettle black as Avery waddled gut-first towards the Crepe Factory. Her great white stomach hung low into her lap as it wriggled and jiggled its way out from underneath her shirt and leggings. She was practically bouncing her gut against her legs these days as her own weight steadily increased from all of the effort she’d put into knocking Cheyenne off the fitness wagon—her concern was well-placed, but would have definitely come across as hypocritical if she had ever decided to voice it out loud.
The two of them were so wide that they couldn’t enter together; Avery had had to hold the door open for her friend so that they wouldn’t jam the doorway with their collective bulk.
“Good mornin’, y’all want a table for two?”
“Please.” Avery puffed, “Do you care where we sit, or—”
“Anywhere’s fine, just come up to the counter whenever you’re ready to order.”
She had thought that the crepe factory would have been a good mixture of what Cheyenne wanted. The portion sizes sucked, but they had a great breakfast menu. Plus, they were only open for a few hours a day, and Avery always went there when she got the chance. The fact that they had some pretty good food to offer meant that she and Cheyenne at least had something to look forward to, no matter how small.
Much like the doorway, she’d had to waddle behind Cheyenne’s corpulence as she wriggled her way through the narrow aisle provided by the counterspace and the tables.
But when Cheyenne had carefully wriggled her way into one of the chairs and the poor thing had groaned in metallic agony of the heft it was to endeavor, even Avery couldn’t help but feel embarrassed for her friend. No doubt that was going to eat away at her self-esteem…
“What do you even get here Avery? Like, for real, I’m starving.”
Avery’s own chair had also proven less than accommodating as far as her size went. Her belly was pinched on either side by the too-narrow armrests, and the stupid thing squeaked when she sat down across from Cheyenne. The two of them must have looked like quite the pair, waddling in behind one another and parking themselves down for a breakfast of sweet pancakes and eggs. 
“At least two plates, Cheye.” Avery scoffed, “Fair warning, the portion sizes here suck.”
The two of them had shared a good-natured laugh at that. It certainly hadn’t been the first time that they’d shared a mutual disappointment in an establishment’s inability to cater to their appetite and, with the way that Cheyenne was going, it certainly didn’t look to be the last.
They had both decided on ordering an apple-topped pancake with fruit as a side as a standard between them, with a chocolate chip with whipped cream for Avery and a hearty pecan pancake for Cheyenne. The waitress had brought the plates out (expecting to see four, but plating for two) and placed them in front of the pudgy patrons.
Between the two of them, the four plates hadn’t lasted long enough to get really into any conversation. Four pancakes had practically been hoovered down with the sides and all as Avery and Cheyenne fell immediately into the swing of things—the rhythm set by their many meals at home.
What’s worse, they were still hungry!
“That so wasn’t worth thirty bucks.”
Avery had come out scoffing at the price tag that had come with trying to feed her and her friend up full. She wasn’t surprised, having warned Cheyenne herself about how small the portion sizes were, but she had been a little miffed at the fact that she had walked away from brunch with her belly still rumbling for more.
“You want to get some coffee at Starbucks?”
“Sure thing.” Cheyenne had said as she waddled behind her, “I’ll buy—you spent way too much money at that dump…”
***
Somehow, Avery and Cheyenne spending the day together had become less about making sure that Cheyenne was okay and more about trying to make sure that they walked away from whatever table that happened to hold them as full as could be.
The two tremendous fatties had gone from building to building, across the streets of Downtown, in an attempt to satisfy the grumbling in their stomach. And it had taken hours.
Starting at the Crepe Factory and working their way down towards the Starbucks, the two of them eventually found themselves at Wild Wings. After they’d ordered what they considered a more proper lunch (actually walking away from the place feeling full) they had gone back to the Starbucks for another cup of coffee.
Cheyenne had been the one to suggest the House of Noodles. She had always wanted to try it, Avery said that she could eat, and the rest was history.
They waddled down the street to the bar after that and the rest was history.
Avery and Cheyenne didn’t come home until late at night, still drunk and giggly from their evening downtown. Collapsing onto the couch, neither of them had known that Brooke was watching them before she’d piped up and asked if they’d had a good time.
“We hadda great time.” Avery tittered, “Cheyenne… URRP… Cheye’s gonna be fiiiiine.”
“Yeah, like… it’s really sweet of you to worry about me Brookey Brooke but… you know…” Cheyenne ran a hand over her stomach, “I’m gonna… you know… m’gonna get back in shape soon. It’ll all be okay.”
“That’s… good.” Brooke answered warily, “So… did you guys get your nails done?”
The two of them exchanged confused glances before they’d finally pieced together just what exactly Brooke had meant by that question—they had spent so long going from place to place that they had forgotten the entire reason that they’d gone downtown in the first place!
“We kinda got distracted.” Avery admitted with drunken laughter
“Yeah, there were some more important matters to attend to.” 
As Cheyenne slapped her tankard of a gut and Avery shoved her playfully from side to side, Brooke couldn’t help but wonder if getting the two of them together hadn’t been a mistake. Not just because she had missed out on a good time, but because… well…
They were both looking increasingly round lately.
Not that she was one to talk, of course, but the longer that Cheyenne stayed inside and away from the gym the bigger she seemed to get. She knew for a fact that she weighed at least three hundred pounds, and that couldn’t have been great for her already rocky sense of self-esteem.
But, and maybe it was just because she was looking at her on a full stomach, Avery wasn’t exactly slimming down either. 
“Soooo… you’re not upset?” Brooke finally shut the door behind them, softly turning around to face her roommates as they retired drunkenly to the living room, “Cheye? You’re feeling a little better?”
“Maybe a little.” Cheyenne’s face curled to one side as her drunken mind puttered to ponder just how exactly she had felt sober, “I had a lot of fun.”
“Same.” Avery burped, “Nothin’ like a good old-fashioned fat girls’ day out.”
“And, like… okay… yeah I pro—UURP—probably ate too much.” Cheyenne’s face creased a little more as hints of a third chin creased beneath her second neck roll, “But like… you know, it’s all just temporary. I’m gonna get back to the gym eventually and, you know, who the fuck cares if I don’t?”
Brooke raised her eyebrows.
“Yeah? You… think you’re in a good place?” she asked hesitantly, “One night, going out and having a drink with your friend got you feeling better about yourself?”
“Definitely.” 
Cheyenne had clearly not caught the sarcasm in Brooke’s intonation. She struggled to stand herself up and waddle back towards the front of the apartment, towards her bedroom.
“I think I’m gonna be—” another loud, neighbor-waking burp traveled up from the pits of her stomach, “—I think I’m gonna be okay.”
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“I’m really starting to get worried about her, Avery.”
The two of them had been communicating about Cheyenne for a lot longer than either of them cared to remember. Brooke had been taking Avery into the other room, whispering at her in the kitchen, or chittering in hushed tones while Cheyenne was in the bathroom for weeks now and it had always started the exact same way.
“Brooke, you’re always starting to get really worried about her.” Avery scoffed, her cheek meat bunching around the folds of her neck, “For the last time, Cheye is totally fine.”
As Avery leaned forward into the fridge, Brooke couldn’t help but notice that she was struggling with the heft of her own chest, and the weight of her gut as it caught against the condiment bin and brushed against the crisper drawer. Avery’s arms were getting thicker and spread wider when they rested against her flabby torso, literally bulging out of every sleeve in her closet. Her heavy ass pulled the seat of her sweats down far, giving her roommate a good look at a solid six inches of fleshy crack before she craned one meaty arm to tug it back to a semblance of modesty. 
“Still…” Brooke made a face, “Don’t you think that she might be leaning… you know…”
Avery hefted herself up with a mighty Dad Noise, returning from the inside of their fridge with the Sara Lee pie that had been thawing since this morning. Holding it in her hands, pressing it slightly against her shelf of a stomach as she hip-checked the fridge door shut, Avery’s attention was now primarily on the latest in a long line of desserts in front of her.
“You’re not… gonna eat all of that, are you?” 
“Nah, me and Cheye were gonna carve it up together.” Avery placed it on the countertop and began rummaging through the cutlery drawer, “Why, you want a piece?”
Avery’s ass slowly began to bulge out of her sweats again as she leaned forward slightly. Her roly poly love handle eeked slowly over the top like rising bread, back fat slowly swelling out from underneath her shirt. Untucked from her sweatpants, the lower swell of Avery’s stomach hung low and exposed in a pale fleshy apron that pushed hard against the counter faces.
“…Not right now, thanks.”
Brooke had known better than to try and approach Avery’s own weight problem with her. She had thought it best to stick with one issue at a time—the most pressing one being Cheyenne. She’d been acting so differently lately, and it seemed like Brooke was the only one who was concerned by how much she’d changed.
“Don’t you think that maybe Cheyenne is… you know…” Brooke sucked through her teeth, “Don’t you think that she’s maybe leaning too far in the other direction?”
“Whatever Brooke.” Avery sniffed in dismissal of her friend’s concern, “Can’t you just be happy that things are finally back to normal between the three of us?”
***
Avery panted lightly as she kept a pace of two steps in front of her whale of a roommate. The two of them together painted quite a sight.
“Can you—URRRP—slow the fuck down, Avery?”
Thick black leggings stretched taut over the olive-colored pillows crammed into their reinforced fabric, fading around the chubbiest parts of Cheyenne’s legs. Behind her, though visible from the front, an enormous set of ass cheeks jiggled and wobbled as much as their confining lycra prison would allow—the color and outline of her tent-sized panties on display as her cheeks squished and rolled with every belabored step. Cheyenne’s fat pink tongue lolled out as she struggled along the decrepit flooring of their local mall. Her tremendous thighs jiggled from back to front as she kicked one fleshy leg in front of the other, kneeing the swell of her stomach as it drooped down low in front of her.
“We… just ate, I’m… uurp… I’m riding with a full tank here!”
Even in her biggest clothes, Cheyenne’s stomach had regressed to the point where it could no longer be tucked into her bottoms. At least, not when it was full. Her olive-colored paunch jiggled and wobbled with every heaving step that the bottom-heavy beauty managed to take, lugging that gigantic ass behind her all the while.
“Sure thing, Cheye.”
Avery slowed her already glacial pace, allowing Cheyenne to catch up in just a few steps. Her ample pounds of ass fat sloshing to and fro bumped against Avery’s overly fluffy thigh from the side, sending her into a brief unbalance. Steering at her size was something that she had yet to re-learn.
“Why is this place in the back of the mall?” Cheyenne whined, “You’d think they’d know that nobody who actually wants to shop here would want to walk this fuggin’ far.”
“It would have taken us just as long to get back into the car and drive around to the rear entrance.”
“Still…” Cheyenne huffed, “It’s fucking stupid.”
“Jeez, lighten up Cheye.” Avery rolled her eyes, “You would have thought that you were running a marathon.”
“Aren’t we, though?”
When they were growing up as teens of a certain size, fat girls like Avery and Cheyenne didn’t have stores like Torrid. They had to shop carefully and, as they’d steadily gotten bigger, even having to special-order clothes online from retailors who didn’t carry their size in their brick-and-mortar stores. Cheyenne had only ever had to rely on Torrid for a few years before she’d decided to lose weight, and stepping inside of what she’d labeled as a “fat girl’s store” after such hard work slimming down was more than a little disheartening.
Up until this unfortunate point, she’d been able to mitigate her shopping with hand-me-downs from Avery and Brooke. They’d always shared clothes growing up, so it hadn’t felt too weird asking for a pair of pants or a cute top. If anything, it had helped bring them closer together. Sure, she’d had to place an order here and there as she’d steadily fallen off of the fitness wagon, but it was so much different when she was being forced to accept that she literally didn’t have any other choice but to shop at Torrid that had really helped put things into a new perspective for her. Everything else in the apartment, even Avery and Brooke’s clothes, were too small for her to squeeze into anymore. The only things that fit her what she had on and the “fat pants” that she kept in her closet for motivation.
And both of those ensembles were fucking tight.
She knew that she needed to get back into the gym.
She knew that she needed to get back on track to losing weight again.
She knew that she was getting bigger and fatter than ever.
But the fact that nothing in the whole apartment had fit her when she’d tried to get dressed had certainly helped to set the mood for the rest of the day. Thus explaining the trip to the Red Bowl in the food court, where she’d gorged herself on sushi and appetizers during Happy Hour for the better part of the afternoon…
She could find a new gym tomorrow. All Cheyenne really wanted, for the rest of the day, was to get this shopping over with and plop back down on the couch so that she could be miserable and eat frosting straight from the can.
***
“This is cute~”
Cheyenne waddled out of the changing room with all the grace and poise of a hippopotamus, hips catching the sides of the booth. Dressed in a cute patterned number that was about the size of a circus tent, Cheyenne burst belly-first from the surprisingly tiny room with about an inch and a half of olive-colored stomach chub eeking out from underneath the slight gather that had been sewn in to the hem.
All three of her chins frowned in disapproval of Avery’s platitude, her shoulders sinking as she slouched in rejection of ever feeling cute again.
The jeans were as tight as could be, stretched around the landscape that was her ass and even buttoned over the bottom swell of her tummy. They cut deep into the meat of her thighs, hugging every bulge and fold instead of her natural curves as they threatened to overwhelm the poor denim pattern. With one wrong move, Cheyenne felt like she was going to pop out of these things! 
Not to mention the fact that one of the biggest sweaters in stock couldn’t fully cover her love handles. Even with the little gather in the front, the sides of her gut were on full display as they rolled out from over the waistband of these tight-ass pants. 
With the struggle that she’d undergone in putting these damn things on, she wasn’t sure that she’d be able to get them off without Avery’s help…
“I feel like a balloon.”
You look like a balloon.
Cheyenne’s frown tightened and her brow furrowed as she turned to the side, getting a good look at just how deep she was getting. Her ass was fucking huge, and stuck out about a food behind her in shelf space. Her stomach drooped low and heavy in front of her crotch, outlined clearly in the tight canvas of the biggest jeans that they had in stock.
Three balloons, actually—one for your big fat gut, and two for your big fat ass, you fucking blimp.
“What do you think, hun?” Avery clasped her hands together, “I think you look great.”
“It’s fine, whatever.” Cheyenne puffed, “Do you think we could get something to eat after we’re done here? I’m starving.”
Avery smiled in confusion as soon as she had processed just what Cheyenne had told her. They’d just eaten, like, twenty minutes ago. In fact, they’d run up a pretty big bill even during Happy Hour, when sushi and apps were half off. How could Cheyenne have still been hungry when Avery was stuffed?!
“Sure thing Cheye, we can…” Avery shuffled awkwardly on her feet, hand on her still-distended stomach as she ignored the tightness in her own jeans, “…grab something little on the way home, I guess.”
“Great.” She rolled her eyes, “Let’s just rip the tags off and pay for them, I’ll wear it out.”
Avery’s face scrunched in concern for her friend. Cheyenne had been in a mood all day, but who wouldn’t have been after learning that they’d outgrown everything in their closet? Avery had been dealing with that kind of thing since she was in middle school. She knew better than anyone what that kind of thing could make you feel…
“Tell you what.” Avery took a big step forward and wrapped her arm around Cheyenne’s meaty shoulder, “Why don’t we stop at that ice cream place in the food court before we go?”
“Sounds fucking great.” Cheyenne’s whole body trembled as it began to move slowly, belly-first and ass-last as the two of them waddled toward the checkout counter, “I’ve been wanting to try it since it opened up.”
“Ice cream makes everything better, right?” Avery fingered one of Cheyenne’s fluffy side rolls 
“Thanks.” Cheyenne took a moment to smile at her friend, “And… you know… sorry for being kind of a bitch all day.”
“No problem, Cheye.” 
The two of them walked side by side, hips and bellies brushing against one another as they worked their collectively enormous way towards the Torrid checkout counter.
“After all, what are friends for?”
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Over the course of the next few weeks and months, Cheyenne would only continue to balloon.
With Avery remaining steadfast in keeping her friend away from the gym and back on the couch, where she felt that she belonged, it was only a matter of time before any possibility of returning to the way that things had been for the brief moment in her life where Cheyenne was thin was out of the question. The siren song of comfort and familiarity eventually came to outweigh of ever being thin again. 
With some help, Cheyenne had become convinced that losing weight was a pipe dream. After all, she’d sacrificed almost two and a half years to the goal of losing weight, and for what? She’d only managed to blow up bigger than ever before after she’d stopped going.
Eventually, the thought had left her head entirely.
Giving up on her fabled fitness regime was ultimately for the best, she’d told herself. With her job, who could find the time to get to the gym? Moreover, who could afford it? That extra twenty bucks a month could be dinner, or go towards the water bill, or… something.
She had been skinny when she was a kid, and then for a shining brief moment she had gotten to be “thicc” in her twenties, but she didn’t think that she had it in her to try for a third time around the tiny waist track. It had taken time, and more than a little prodding from Avery but eventually Cheyenne had come around to accepting the fact that she was just meant to be fat.
And in that acceptance, Cheyenne had felt a similar freedom that had come with her decision to start working out so long ago.
At least, this way, she was in control of what her body looked like. Felt like. Weighed. Giving in (not giving up, but giving in) to what appeared to be the natural state of things was oddly relaxing. If nothing else, it was easier than having to wake up early and stay out late toiling away on the ellipticals and the treadmills and the Stairmasters that had ruled her life for what seemed like such a very long time…
Now that things were “back to normal”, Cheyenne had felt more comfortable than she had in years.
And when Cheyenne was comfortable, she ate.
***
It wouldn’t be a stretch to say that most of Avery and Cheyenne’s friendship had come to revolve around food.
Avery stroking Cheyenne by the chins and leading her back into the lifestyle of overindulgence and hedonism that had fattened her up in the first place, along with her insistence that she was better off “accepting who she was” had formed a snowball effect that had left her feeling breathless after each and every meal that she sat down and shared with her friend.
“Oh God…” 
Avery’s sausage fingers fumbled stupidly with the clasp on her biggest pair of elastic-blend jeans in her closet. As soon as the button had come undone, her stomach burst through the flaps and flooded into her lap. Relieved gasps and pathetic panting sounded as she laid a hand on her fat stomach, stuffed to the brim with cheap sushi, more than a few appetizers, and the contents of an entire bento box. On top of everything else that she had eaten today, this had just been entirely too much.
“What?” Cheyenne’s face rippled in laughter as she watched Avery struggle with her pants, “You making some room there, Avery?”
Avery could only just barely manage a laugh as she pushed back against the table as far as she could go. Cheyenne took up most of the other side of the booth in Red Bowl, and pushing the table into her belly as it laid to meet the edge wasn’t exactly feasible. With her seat-squashing bottom half and her layers of thick stomach, Avery wouldn’t have found it hard to believe that her friend had finally gotten too fat to fit into a booth.
But the fact that she was right behind her was more than a little troubling—even to an out-and-proud big girl like herself. Avery had been fat for as long as she could remember, but she’d never been so big that there wasn’t enough room for her to get comfortable in a booth…
“The portion sizes here suck.” Cheyenne wrinkled her nose pushing back another plate after having sucked down roll after roll of half-priced sushi, “What do you think would go better with the Crazy Roll—crispy cheese wontons or the pan fried pot stickers?”
“Oh gosh, Cheye I’m…uurrrrp…” Avery burped into her balled hand, her stomach squelching and burbling in pain as she fought against fullness and the tightness of their seating arrangements, “I’m feelin’ pretty full.”
“Seriously?” Cheyenne snorted, “Okay, but… you know, I’m still kind of hungry.”
Avery groaned inwardly—she’d created an absolute monster.
“Okay, just… let me sit here and digest for a bit.” Avery frowned sickly, “You get what you want.”
“Pot stickers and wontons.” Cheyenne said proudly to herself, “You sure you don’t want to split?”
“I’m sure.”
“Suit yourself, Avery~”
The poor waitress was dumbstruck when Cheyenne ordered yet another course of food. In a bustling restaurant preparing for the dinner hours, their Happy Hour prices were there only out of a technicality. They’d been in that booth for hours now just stuffing themselves, and even Avery was starting to get embarrassed on top of feeling enormous and full. They’d both been there for so long and they’d been eating until it had gotten dark outside…
“Holy fuck.” The sudden excitement to Cheyenne’s voice had taken her right out of her self-pitying, “Avery, is that who I think it is?”
“Wha—?”
“Over there, at the counter.”
Avery’s belly was way too full and her mind way too bleary to focus on anything other than putting one foot in front of the other and heading out the front door of the establishment. But slowly, she did her best to focus on the couple of women at the front of the store. Arching her neck (it was getting harder and harder to see over Cheyenne lately) as the women came into view, the couldn’t help but draw a blank.
“Doesn’t that look a lot like—”
“…Cheye?”
It had been quite a while since she’d seen (or even thought about) Cheyenne’s old trainer, Riley. In and of as far as getting Cheyenne away from her former personal trainer, she had little to no reason to think about her much anymore. After all, things were back to normal with her and Cheyenne and Brooke, right?
But seeing her walk up to the table, looking as perfect as ever, made Avery feel a deep sense of embarrassment for having put on so much weight since the last time that the two of them had seen one another. For someone like the perfect personal trainer to have not gained a single pound while she and Cheyenne had blown up like two zeppelins was embarrassing even for someone who had no illusions about her own size…
“Oh my gosh it is you!”
Cheyenne was not in any position to rise to her full height. With her full stomach and the heavy weight that helped pin her down in her seat, she looked like a blob of lightly browned cake batter stood up into the vague shape of a woman. However, her excitement at seeing Riley again for the first time after so long must have outweighed the natural sense of laziness that had grown like a weed in her trainer’s absence. Riley walking over and spreading her arms wide for a hug had Cheyenne wriggling and jiggling her way to her feet, effectively unsheathing her enormousness for all those in the restaurant to see.
Riley’s eyes widened as soon as her former client had turned fully to face her, silently marveling at just how wide she’d become. With her flaring fat hips and sizeable saddlebags that poured over her thighs, from the ass-end out Cheyenne was easily as wide as three Rileys put together! Not to mention the great gut that had ballooned out into a doubly-tiered behemoth of belly that drooped low and hard in its supremely stuffed state. Her thick neck rolls bunched and her wide arms wobbled as she held them out for a hug—one where Avery noted that Riley couldn’t even wrap her arms around Cheyenne anymore!
But, if Riley had any choice words to say to her former client about the astonishing amount of weight she had put on, she’d kept them to herself.
“Hey Cheye!” Riley hugged her client as tight as she could, happy as a clam to see one of her most long-time clients after so long and parting with a big smile, “How’s it been, girl?”
“Oh, you know.” Cheyenne shrugged her massive chest and pillowy shoulders, creasing her triplicate of chins, “Same old same old—hanging out with Avery.”
Avery waved, shyly, as she slowly remembered the wedge that she had driven between client and personal trainer all that time ago. She wasn’t sure if the considerably less enthusiastic greeting that she received had been any indication, but she was almost sure that Riley remembered it too.
“Hey, I’m being rude.” Riley, thankfully, changed the subject, “I’m actually on a date with that really cute girl over there in the booth—”
She pointed over to the booth on the other side of the restaurant near the rear exit. A rather thick-set girl with brown hair and olive colored skin, squeezed into a tight little cocktail dress and done up a bit too fancy for a rather affordable chain restaurant like Red Bowl. The girl smiled, waved, and went back to ordering drinks from the waitress.
“Isn’t she sweet?” Riley exposited happily, “It’s our third date so I’d better not keep her any longer than I have to.”
“Oh my gosh she’s so cute!” Cheyenne was already just a little out of breath from hefting herself onto her feet, “You’ve got great taste.”
That, perhaps, hadn’t been the right thing to say given the way that things had parted. But Cheyenne was clearly a little flustered, if not genuinely happy to see someone that she’d known for two years on a semi-daily basis. Avery could have only imagined the kind of embarrassment that came with running into your former personal trainer at almost two hundred pounds heavier than the last time you’d seen one another, but if Cheyenne was particularly upset by it, she didn’t show it.
“Hey, I’m working at a new gym—” Riley finger-gunned awkwardly, “—If you ever want to come by and see me sometime, it’s right next to the coffee shop where I met Mona.”
“I might do that!” Cheyenne said after a brief hesitation, “Go enjoy your date, Riley. It was good to see you, hit me up on Facebook sometime!”
“Well I might do that!” Riley laughed, “See you later, Cheye.”
She turned and, with the passion of someone saying goodbye to their least favorite aunt, Riley parted with Cheyenne’s tablemate as well.
“Bye Avery.”
And with that, Riley was seated at her table across the restaurant. Cheyenne lowered herself back down into the booth, happy to be off of her feet, and laid her hands on her stomach while she caught her breath.
“Hey Cheye…” Avery piqued, in her friend’s silence, “You okay?”
“Yeah, just…” Cheyenne wriggled her way back into the booth by pushing it hard against Avery’s stomach, “Ugh… you know… seeing her reminds me of going to the gym and stuff.”
Avery felt her hair stand up on end.
“You… want to talk about it?”
“Nah, let’s get out of here.” Cheyenne finally said, reaching for her purse, “Poor waitress is probably sick of our fat asses anyway.”
Avery had never been so relieved to hear that she would be leaving a restaurant in her life.
“It was good to see Riley though…” Cheyenne paused the great process that was heaving her bulk out of the booth, “Do you think we could stop and get milkshakes on the way home? I’ve got a real craving for Cook Out all of the sudden…”
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At the risk of sounding passe, it is often true that birds of a feather will flock together.
In the grand scheme of things, the time that Cheyenne and Avery spent at one another’s throats had proven to be nothing more than a fleeting hostility, if not without a certain amount of gravitas that had forever changed their friendship.
***
Brooke had squeezed herself into a matching set of workout gear, her reward for being almost forty pounds down from when she’d started going to the gym.
It was a bold look for the mousy brunette. Even if it was still a little too small, the solid black had proven itself slimming enough for her to feel confident squeezed into it. Her jiggly parts were restrained by the tight spandex, where they hadn’t hardened as the subcutaneous fat had been trimmed away. Her tummy was more structured, if still round and soft, while her arms and legs had toned considerably since she’d started working weights into her exercise routine.
Her breasts had shrunken, and that was a bummer, but she was still nestled comfortably into her C-cup bras. Thankfully, it was only the number on the tags that were going down. The women in her family tended to keep and store weight there, and any time she’d ever brought up slimming down growing up her aunts and her mother had always joked about it. 
Watch out, don’t wanna lose your ta-tas!
It had made her laugh now, but that kind of thing had really helped to convince her that it was okay to not exercise and be healthy growing up. Something that had come to bite her in the increasingly fleshy kiester as she’d grown out into a chunky young woman.
The pink piping and accents on her workout gear, however, were something new that she was trying for. Tying back her flattened brown mane and strapping on her new FitBit, Brooke had honestly in that moment felt rather pleased with all of the progress that she’d made since she’d decided to start exercising and eating right.
Was she supermodel skinny? Absolutely not. But then, who was these days?
The point was, if she kept going at the rate she had been, Brooke would be down to two hundred pounds in just a few months. And while the snail’s pace that the needle on her scale had been crawling at was frustrating at times, she knew that she was doing the right thing by getting herself up and moving.
In this apartment, somebody had to move—at least, for longer increments than it took to get from the couch to the fridge.
“Hey guys, I’m gonna head to the gym.” 
Brooke’s announcement had been met with absolutely zero fanfare. But then, she had been extending the same offer for months now, and neither of them had exactly jumped at the call before then. Why she had expected something different now, well…
Even if she knew better than to try and interrupt another Classic Simpsons marathon courtesy of the Disney+ subscription that she’d paid for… she liked to think of herself as something of an optimist.
“Kay, have fun.”
Avery had said it flatly from the comfort of the couch as it bowed underneath her bulk. Armwings pooling on the headboard of her cushioned throne, she extended one improbably meaty arm in hopes of getting a better reception from the cheap Roku remote without having to actually move. With her awkward grunting motions, the unfortunate thing beneath her would squeak ominously—hinting at future collapse.
“Think you could stop and pick up some Chipotle on the way back?”
Cheyenne’s answer wasn’t much more enthusiastic. Her jowls rippled and bounced with her buried jawline as she muttered her response through mouthfuls of salt and vinegar potato chips. She brushed her sausage-thick fingers off on what bit of shirt that hadn’t ridden up over the great glob of her stomach. She looked over expectantly, waiting for Brooke to respond.
In the long (long, long) time that she had known Avery and Cheyenne, Brooke had always thought herself to be more passive between the two more hot-headed personalities. Even back when they were kids, she had always played mediator between them. When Cheyenne was going through her own fitness phase, hadn’t Brooke been supportive? Hadn’t she done her level best to keep Avery from killing their friend and roommate every time that they had a fight?
“Would it kill you guys to be a little more supportive? You know I’m on a diet.” Brooke rolled her eyes, “If you’re both so intent on not moving today, can’t you just DoorDash it?”
Avery and Cheyenne exchanged knowing, lazy glances.
That was the problem with having these two as roommates—nobody supported her in anything that wasn’t laying around on the couch and eating junk food. Or watching movies. Or breaking her diet.
Yeah, Brooke liked to do those things, but it seemed like all Avery and Cheyenne existed for was to take up space!
“Avery, Cheye, would you mind locking the door behind me?” Brooke said in a huff, “I just want to make sure that you can both still get up.”
Brooke had slammed the door a little harder than she’d initially meant to, leaving something of a sour punctuation to her already rather dramatic exit. But she felt that her point had been made, and she wasn’t about to apologize for how those two lazy lumps had been making her feel lately.
Walking down the hall and hitting the elevator button, Brooke waited patiently for the doors to open and stepped inside…
“Jesus, what was that about?”
Avery shrugged her shoulders and struggled to bring herself to stand. The enormous weight of her stomach sagged down low, just over her knees as she began her wide-gaited lumbering waddle. Her stomach leading the way by a full foot and a half, the fat blonde heaved and ho’d herself to the front door of their apartment and turned the deadbolt to one side.
“I don’t know, she’s been a real pill lately.” Avery scratched the lowermost section of her stomach as it rolled out from underneath her biggest tank top, “You want a beer while I’m up?”
Cheyenne belched loudly, URRRAAAAAAP, and shifted in her seat.
“That’d be great.” She panted, “We got any more of those little key lime pies?”
“Sure thing.” Avery took the necessary three steps that were required to turn her spherical shape to one side, “Lemme just…”
Getting herself into the fridge seemed to be getting harder and harder. The sheer width of her stomach was quickly becoming an insurmountable obstacle in squeezing herself in far enough to reach whatever wasn’t within arm’s reach. While it wasn’t exactly likely that she was up on her feet, and an equally unlikely event that this house had any leftovers, until they could afford a minifridge that had been built into the side of the couch (or perhaps some kind of personal bartender, they’d often joked) heaving her fat ass up off of the couch to get her own beers and soda was a necessary evil. When Brooke wasn’t around, or when she couldn’t convince Cheyenne to grab her some, anyway.
Though, Cheyenne took plenty of convincing to get up off of her seat these days—and with the amount of strain it took to get her standing, Avery could have definitely gotten to the beer first.
“Here ya go, ThunderBuns.” 
Avery gently tossed a can of Bud Light to her roommate. The silver cylinder landed on her airbag of a stomach, making the meaty mass wobble with impact as the can rolled down onto the open space of her thigh and getting caught in the deep crevice between the two. Reaching for it with chubby fingers, Cheyenne popped the tab off of the top before giving Avery the pink of her tongue.
“Very funny, Wide Load.”
“Hey, Brooke said it best when she said she just wanted to see if you could still move.” Avery’s voice was thick and heavy as she waddled through the living room before plopping back down in her usual spot, “Without taking the whole ass couch with you, anyway.”
“Ugh, she’s been such a bitch lately.” Cheyenne chugged about half of her can and let out a deep belch, “I mean… like for real, it’s not like she’s that much skinnier than us.”
“I know—she’s been going to the gym lately.” Avery’s chins creased tersely as she cracked her own beer open, “God, can you imagine your ego being so fragile that losing a couple of pounds manages to put you over the moon?”
“I’ve been skinny.” Cheyenne said with another mouthful of chips, “It’s not that great.”
If Avery hadn’t been there, she never would have believed it. The girl was enormous and bottom-heavy, with barely a muscle to be seen on her big blubbery body. With how wide Cheyenne sat on the couch alone, she had made it so that the three of them had to squeeze uncomfortably on its giant L-shaped bend. That had probably helped to explain why Brooke had ditched them—she was tired of squeezing in the corner so that Cheyenne and Avery could have all the long parts…
Well, that and being the designated snack gopher. 
“Ugh…” Cheyenne grunted, her neck rolling thickly as she turned her head to the side, “Can I tell you something?”
“Of course, Cheye.”
“It makes me sound like a total bitch.”
“What doesn’t?”
Cheyenne laughed, a wicked little smile lingering on her lips.
“I liked Brooke way better when she was fat.”
