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“Okay, Tyler, now pull!” commanded Alice.  

Her boyfriend Tyler grabbed the waistband of Alice’s beige work slacks and slowly, laboriously tugged them up her thick thighs and over her bulbous rear.  This was the couple’s regular routine now.  At over 500 pounds, Alice was finding the little things in life harder and harder.  She could technically still dress herself, even if bending down to tie her shoes was a real ordeal with her spongy belly and large boobs in the way.  But, like so many things, it was just easier to let Tyler do all the hard work.  As a result, she relied on her boyfriend more and more as she steadily grew lazier and lazier.  At this point, Tyler helped Alice get dressed almost every morning and he always helped her change into her work clothes before her shifts at Pizza-By-The-Pound.

The couple both worked behind the counter of the pizza restaurant at the mall and Alice was always happy when their shifts overlapped.  It meant that she got to spend more time with her boyfriend, but it also meant that Tyler could help her… in other ways.

“Are they up?” asked Alice dubiously as Tyler stepped back.  She couldn’t see anything in front over her bulbous breasts and bloated belly, so she had to rely on Tyler’s report t know that her pants were actually on.  She craned her neck to look behind her, hoping that she could catch a glimpse of her butt to see that, indeed, her pants were on.  But she was too fat for that move, her double chin and padded shoulders making it hard to turn her head enough to get a clear view.

“Yup, they’re on,” said Tyler.  He was breathing heavily from the strain of pulling Alice’s pants up.  This was getting harder everyday as Alice grew fatter… but Tyler would never think of complaining!  There was nothing he loved more than any chance to cradle or caress his girlfriend’s ever-expanding body.

Alice smiled. “Thanks, honey! You’re a life-saver!”

She really meant it too.  Alice remembered how just the other day she had run into her asshole of an ex-boyfriend.  Chris had never treated her well, even when they were dating, always criticizing Alice’s eating habits and harping on her weight.  As a popular jock, Chris seemed to believe that he was entitled to have a picture-perfect thin trim cheerleader girlfriend… and chubby Alice had never fit his ideal.  She was sometimes angry with herself for all the time that she had wasted on that jerk!  But she was much happier now with Tyler.  That was why it was so strange when she ran into Chris and… he actually seemed to want her back!  He was definitely hitting on her, but Alice could tell he didn’t really love her.  He was just horny and wanted an easy lay, thinking that a fatso like Alice must be equally desperate.  Boy, was he shocked when Alice refused his advances! And he was even more shocked when he realized that Alice had a new boyfriend, one who loved her larger body.  And Alice thought Chris was about to have a heart attack when he realized that Alice and Tyler were intimate.  She smiled to herself.  It gave her just a little bit of satisfaction to see Chris so humbled.  Serves him right!

Alice wanted to tell Tyler about the incident, but she was, well, just a little embarrassed.  She had stayed loyal to her boyfriend, shoving Chris on his ass and waddling away when he tried to put the moves on her, but she was just a little worried that people might think that she somehow invited Chris’ attention.  Tyler wouldn’t think that… would he?  No, of course not! That was ridiculous! Tyler loved her!  Still… she felt that maybe she should keep this to herself for now.

Grunting, she reached under her belly and grabbed onto the tab of her zipper.  She tugged hard and was rewarded with clicking sound of her zipper rising a single notch.  At the exact same time, she heard another sound, a sudden soft pop from behind her, and felt a small but perceptible loosening of her pants in the seat.  She knew exactly what that meant.  She’d popped a thread in the seat of her pants.  Alice paused, her breath in her throat.  She was no stranger to wardrobe malfunctions and she was deathly afraid that her ass might have finally outgrown her pants.  But after a moment, she relaxed.  It seemed like the seam would hold.  She gave her zipper another pull and it clicked up another notch… but she heard another pop behind her.  Oh no!

Another pull, another click, another pop.  No doubt about it.  She popped a thread everytime that she managed to pull her zipper up another notch.  If she actually managed to get her fly zippered up, she was absolutely going to split her seat.

“I… I don’t think I can do it,” said Alice miserably.  She let go of her zipper tab and it immediately raced back down to its starting point, the flaps of her pants parting and her fat belly sagging out through the open V of her undone pants.  The time had finally come.  For weeks, she knew it was coming.  She had tried to put it off, but she couldn’t deny it anymore.  She needed new pants.  She would have to talk to Maggie.

Maggie was Tyler and Alice’s manager at Pizza-by-the-Pound.  She didn’t make any secret of the fact that she did NOT like Alice.  It had less to do with anything personal than it did with business matters.  Maggie was absolutely convinced that Alice was gobbling calzones and cannolis whenever she turned her back.  And truthfully?  Maggie wasn’t wrong.

“I have to talk to Maggie,” sighed Alice.  She looked at Tyler, her big blue eyes wet and worried.  She looked like she might cry.

Tyler squeezed her pudgy hand.  “It’s okay,” he said, “I’ll take care of it.  Do you want me to talk to Maggie?”

“That’s so sweet of you,” said Alice. “But no, I think I need to do this.  But… I’d like it if you could come with me? Ya know, for moral support?”

Tyler nodded. “Sure, thing. Of course.”

Heaving a heavy sigh, Alice lumbered out of the back room and toward the front counter, Tyler at her side. Tyler could feel Alice’s soft, warm flank brushing against him as they walked.  He loved it.  He was absolutely enamored with his bloated blonde balloon of a girlfriend, reveling in her extra poundage, ecstatic that she was always hungry, always eating and eating and eating, always growing rounder and plumper.

Alice smiled.  She could feel Tyler at her side, his hand in hers.  She was usually so shy, but… with Tyler at her side?  She honestly felt a lot more confident! She felt like she could take on the world.  She wouldn’t be afraid of Maggie’s sharp tongue when Tyler was with her!

Maggie was standing at the register, her usual grumpy expression plastered across her face.  She raised an eyebrow as she saw Alice and Tyler approaching.  Oh Gawd, what was it this time?

“Yes? What do you want?” she said.

“I’m too fat to zip up my pants,” said Alice, the words coming out in a rush.  Her chubby cheeks went pink, but deep down she was… almost proud of herself.  She knew that Tyler didn’t just like her in spite of her size; he actually liked her FOR her size! And the knowledge that her enormous body turned Tyler on was giving her a confidence that she had never known before.  There was a time that she would have tried to dance around the issue, instead saying “I can’t zip my pants” or “My pants won’t zip.” But no.  She just went out and said it.  She said the reason that she couldn’t zip up her pants was explicitly because she was too fat.

Maggie raised an eyebrow and looked down at her chubby co-worker’s overhanging gut.  As if in response, Alice grabbed the soft flab of her sagging belly and lifted it up so that Maggie could get a clearer view of Alice’s unzipped fly.  Take a good look, thought Alice.

Maggie wanted to say something, but she couldn’t.  She had promised Laurie that she wouldn’t say anything mean about Alice.  Maggie’s little sister Gloria was trying out for the cheer squad and, while Maggie thought that cheerleading was a big waste of time, Gloria was super into it.  And Maggie didn’t have the heart to ruin her little sister’s chances.  Laurie had promised that she would treat Alice kindly in exchange for Laurie making sure that Gloria got onto the cheer squad no questions asked.

“We don’t carry any sizes bigger than that,” said Maggie, “So we’re going to have to special order you a larger size.  It’s gonna take at least two weeks if I put in the order today, so you’re just gonna have to pull your shirt down to hide the gap in the meantime. Can you do that?”

“Uhhhh…” Alice tugged on the hem of her red work shirt, struggling to pull it over her beachball-sized tummy.  It didn’t fit.  And when she let go, it popped right up again.

“Good enough,” said Maggie. “And look, next time you outgrow your uniform, just tell me BEFORE it’s a crisis, okay?”

“Next time?” said Alice, “I…I’m not planning on this happening again…”

“Sure,” said Maggie, barely bothering to hide the skepticism in her voice.  She knew full well that Alice was not going to stop inflating anytime soon.  She was resigned to that future. “Just… look, we have to be professional here, so just try to warn me ahead of time, okay?”

“Okay,” said Alice, nodding. 

She turned to Tyler, beaming, as they left the room.  

“I can’t believe that went so well!” she whispered. “I was totally afraid that Maggie was going to really chew me out, but she really didn’t seem to be that upset!”

She grabbed her boyfriend in her meaty arms and gave him a squeeze, pulling him close so that he pressed into her ample boobs and belly.  Tyler couldn’t help but react as he felt his fat girlfriend’s soft flesh all around him.

“Thanks for being there for me, Tyler! I don’t think I would have been able to face Maggie alone.”

Tyler leaned over and gave his girlfriend a quick peck on the cheek. “Hey, no problem!” he said. “That’s what I’m here for!”

***

Laurie perched on the seat of her scooter, shoving cookies into her mouth from an open box of Oreos while her friend Jen attempted to help her get dressed after an exhausting hour of cheer practice.  Well, exhausting for everyone other than Laurie. Laurie had spent the hour sitting on her scooter, yelling at the other girls and eating cookies.

Afterwards, while the other girls were wheezing on the field, Laurie simply gripped the handle of her scooter to power it on.  The cheerleaders had watched in stunned disbelief as their obese captain puttered away to the locker room, leaving them in the dust.

All day long, Laurie had turned heads where ever she went.  It was to be expected that people would stare. The arrogant cheer captain had doubtless crested 600 pounds by now, so it was a wonder that Laurie could still fit her gargantuan body through the double doors that led into the school.  But it was even more startling to see Laurie Belmontes, once the bombshell queen bee of the entire school who refused to ever hear any criticisms of her weight, now so massively fat that she was willing to use a mobility scooter to roll between classes.  Could it be that Laurie no longer cared about her weight? Students whispered behind her back, but no one dared to snicker as Laurie’s creaking scooter moved past.  Her dark scowl and flashing eyes still commanded respect, even if she no longer had the knock-out figure that once turned heads.

“Ugh, c’mon, Jen, Jesus! It’s not that hard!” Laurie snapped.  She was super annoyed that Jen wasn’t able to fasten the necklace around her neck.  It was one of Laurie’s favorite accessories! “Maybe if your fingers weren’t so darn fat you wouldn’t have this trouble!”

“Like, it’s not my fingers that are the problem,” whined Jen.  Truthfully, that wasn’t actually accurate.  Jen’s stubby sausage fingers were indeed far too plump for a delicate operation like connecting the chain on Laurie’s necklace.  But the real problem was that Laurie’s neck was too fat.  Or rather, what used to be Laurie’s neck was too fat.  At over 600 pounds of billowing, buttery blubber, Laurie was so massively obese that her neck had long since disappeared beneath excessive folds of pillowy fat.  Her double chin puffed out from her face enough that older necklaces could no longer fasten around without cutting into her flesh.

“Like, your neck is too fat for this necklace,” said Jen.  She swore under her breath as her pudgy fingers again lost their grip on the metal chain.  “There’s, like, no way that I’m gonna be able to get this to fit.”

Laurie’s brow furrowed and her eyes flashed.  The morbidly obese cheer captain was a study in contrasts.  On the one hand, she had finally come to the point where she didn’t just accept her size – she reveled in it.  She secretly loved everything about her growing body – from her titanic tits to her gargantuan gut to her tree-trunk legs to her bloated face – and she loved everything about growing bigger.  She was addicted to eating, addicting to the pleasure of being stuffed to her absolute limit, addicted to having her two lovers Frank and Abida cram food into her until she was ready to explode.  And it made her sooo wet between the thighs when Frank or Abida teased her about her growing helplessness.  But she was still an arrogant queen bee at heart and she still felt a momentary flash of anger when someone outside her small circle of lovers and worshippers criticized her size.  Sometimes Jen’s oblivious comments only served to get Laurie hot and bothered, but other times they annoyed her when she sensed that Jen might be complaining.

“Shut up, Jen,” snapped Laurie, pulling away. “I don’t even like that necklace all that much anyway.  It’s so gauche.”

“Um, like, you just said it was your favorite-“

“Jen! I said shut up!”  Laurie huffed, again shifting her weight.  

Jen rolled her eyes. It didn’t matter to her whether Laurie wore the necklace or not.  Either way, the massively overweight teen looked ridiculous.  Laurie’s reckless eating had caused her to balloon to over a quarter ton, so big that she looked more like an elephant seal than a girl.  The raven-haired beauty queen was busting out of a cheer uniform clearly designed for a much slimmer girl, the sweater barely holding in her beach ball-sized tits and leaving most her sloping belly exposed.  Laurie’s paunch filled her lap, pushing apart her thick, tree-trunk sized legs and bumping into the scooter’s front stem that held the handlebars.  Her skirt was stretched tightly around her waist, covered completely in front by the apron of her flabby gut and pulled snug in back across the cheeks of her monstrously wide ass.

Jen couldn’t keep a sour expression off her face as she watched Laurie roll her weight back and forth in the inadequate seat.  The seat was barely wide enough to comfortably accommodate one of Laurie’s bloated butt cheeks, so the poor girl had to constantly squirm back and forth in an effort to find a position where the edges of the seat didn’t cut into her butter soft blubber.  It’s not fair, thought Jen.  Laurie already has the biggest tits, why should she get the biggest ass too?  Jen had always been the school’s booty queen, ever since she first hit puberty and started developing her womanly figure.  Everyone in school knew Jen’s famously pear-shaped silhouette by sight.  And now Laurie was just going to totally porn out and steal her thunder? Ugh, this suuuuucked! 

Laurie snarled as she again shifted her colossal ass in the scooter seat.  She just couldn’t get comfortable!  Okay, so she had finally come to accept the gift that Jen and Alice gave her.  When they first presented her with a mobility scooter, Laurie was too shocked to react.  She felt that she SHOULD be furious.  How dare those two hogs imply that she, Laurie Belmontes, was so fat and lazy that she would need a mobility scooter to get around?  At the same time, it gave her a sick thrill in the pit of her ever-expanding stomach to know that her inflation was being recognized.  And, well, to be honest… it sure was easier to get around when you didn’t need to walk anywhere!

The only problem was that clearly the scooter was not designed for someone of Laurie’s extra generous proportions.  Her colossal ass slopped over the sides of the seat, so that she always had one chubby cheek unsupported no matter how she moved her weight.  Not to mention that the scooter moved SOOOO slowly, almost as if it wasn’t built to ferry THIS much fat girl around. That was annoying! Still, it did beat the alternative.

“Look, let’s just finish getting changed. Get me out of this sweaty top, okay, sweetie?”  Laurie raised her thick arms as high as she could, so that Jen could pull the fat cheer captain’s sweater off.    The green sweater barely contained her monstrous melons, which stretched the garment to the point that Laurie’s fat nipples were easily visible through both the taut, tearing fabric of her sweater and the bulging cups of her bra.  Laurie’s tits were so big that, when she went without a bra, her nipples would graze the floor.  Jen yanked the sweater over Laurie’s head and Laurie’s boobs popped out, jiggling wildly.  Unconstrained by her top, Laurie’s breasts looked even bigger than ever.  Laurie had to special order her bras these days and this gargantuan undergarment squished her bulging boobs together to create a tantalizing swell of bulging cleavage. 

“Get my skirt off,” snapped Laurie, leaning her full weight against the handle bars of the scooter to help lever herself to her feet.  Jen watched as Laurie grunted and groaned and huffed and puffed to slowly rise to her feet.  It was like watching an elephant awaken from a long sleep.  When she stood, the skirt barely covered Laurie’s backside.  There was a lot of under-butt on display.

“Chop chop,” said Laurie, snapping her sausage-like fingers. “We don’t have all day!”

Jen crouched down, her own fat knees creaking as she moved, grabbed hold of Laurie’s cheer skirt and tugged it down.  With Laurie’s panty-clad ass in her face, Jen could only stare.  Goddamnit.  Why was it so big??

Once she was free of her clothes, Laurie collapsed again onto the scooter.  The entire vehicle creaked and groaned under her immense weight.  Jen silently collected Laurie’s clothes and dumped them into the hamper.

Laurie stripped the remaining Oreos from the sleeve and popped them, all at once, into her eager mouth.  She surveyed Jen’s retreating form as she chewed vigorously.

“Jen,” she said suddenly, spitting chewed cookie all over her double chin. “What’s the matter with you?”

Jen froze. “What’s the matter with me? Like, nothing is the matter with me? Like, everything is fine.”

“Bullshit.”  Laurie swallowed hard and fixed Jen with a steely gaze. “How long have we been friends? Since middle school, right? I can tell when something’s bothering you.  You’re never quiet unless you’re upset.  So what’s your problem?”

Jen slowly turned to face her friend.  In only her underwear, Laurie looked even bigger.  So many acres of naked pink sweaty skin made her look like a fattened pig on a farm.

“Um…. Well, like… okay…I’ll tell you.  It’s like… like, this is gonna sound dumb…”

Laurie rolled her eyes. Everything that came out of Jen’s bimbo mouth sounded dumb. Why should this be any different?

“It’s just that, like, your butt is… bigger than mine…”

Laurie laughed harshly.  “That’s what’s got your jumbo-sized panties in a twist? So my butt’s bigger.  Big deal!”

Jen couldn’t believe her ears!  Laurie didn’t care that she had a bigger ass than Jen? Only a year ago, Laurie would have absolutely flipped out at the very implication that she was wider than her bottom-heavy bestie.  And now she was just casually accepting it!?

“Well, like, maybe it’s not a big deal to you!” snapped Jen hotly.  “But, like, that’s, like, what if you found out that someone in school had bigger tits than you?”

“That’ll never happen,” said Laurie defensively. “But, okay, I see your point.  You’ve always been our squad’s ass girl and now you’re jealous that you’re second best?”

“I’m, like, not second best!” cried Jen.

“That’s right, so stop worrying,” said Laurie. She smirked.  She was secretly delighted to hear these words coming out of Jen’s mouth.  Laurie absolutely loooooved hearing anyone talk about how massively fat she was growing, so Jen’s jealousy was simply more fuel for Laurie’s own arrogance.  But still…she didn’t want her bestie to feel bad about herself!

Laurie leaned forward in her seat, her giant boobs dangling in front of her as she rested her fat arm against the scooter’s handlebars.  

“Let me ask you this, Jen: Have you talked to Craig?”

“Ummmm… yeah?”

“Yeah, I bet you have. He’s the biggest ass man in school. And what did he tell you?  Whose ass does he prefer?”

“Um….he said mine.”

“Right. So shut up.”

“But, like, he’s my boyfriend! He, like, has to say that!”

Laurie lowered her head skeptically, her double chin squishing against her chest. “Oh really? You really think that Craig would be able to lie about something like that?”

Jen thought it over.  Booty was definitely the one thing about which Craig could never hide his feelings.

“Um, like, I guess you’re right?”

“Of course I’m right, you dumb slut,” said Laurie affectionately. “When have I ever been wrong?”

Jen did have to admit that, while Laurie’s ass was far bigger than hers now, it still didn’t have the same… well, the same certain something as Jen’s did?  Jen put a lot of effort into maintaining her fabulous booty – doing daily squats, slathering her deliciously round lobes with anti-cellulite cream every night – so that her rotund rump stayed full, plump, and delectably squeezable.  Laurie had clearly gone to sloppy fat and her wide ass didn’t have the same heft and firmness as Jen’s did. Jen couldn’t help but feel proud that, even now, no one could compete with her ass.

“Aww… like, thanks, Laurie.”

The two girls were interrupted by a sudden knock at the door.  They both turned in time to see an underclassman pop her face through the door.

“Hello? Is anyone in here? I’m supposed to meet with Laurie Belmontes…”

Laurie raised an eyebrow in annoyance.  Ugh!  She could already guess what this new kid wanted.  As captain, Laurie had to deal with a steady stream of freshman and sophomore girls who all wanted to join the cheer squad.  It was Laurie’s job to determine who had what it took to make it as one of her underlings.  And Laurie was extremely picky about who she let wear the cheerleading uniform.  It was kind of ironic considering that Laurie herself was now far too chunky to wear the uniform herself.

Laurie swallowed a mouthful of cookie and quickly brushed the crumbs from her cleavage.

“Oh I’m sorry, I didn’t realize you were getting changed,” said the girl, turning away as soon as she saw Laurie clad only in her bra and undies.

“Pfft whatever, just tell me what you want, kid,” said Laurie.

“Um, my sister said that Laurie Belmontes could get me on the cheer squad? My name is Gloria Espinosa.”

“Oh, you’re Maggie’s little sister, eh?” snorted Laurie.  She stifled a soft burp with the back of her hand.  “Come on in and let me get a look at you.”

Laurie brushed her long raven hair away from her face, so that Gloria had a full view of the head cheerleader’s chubby cheeks and plump double chin.  Laurie struggled to her feet with a loud, wheezing gasp and stood in front of Gloria, her bulging chest heaving with the effort.  Laurie Belmontes was absolutely enormous, so big that her cheer uniform was a joke.  Her bare belly sloshed over the waistband of her cheer skirt, hanging so low that it obscured nearly everything below the waist.  Her legs looked like they belonged to an elephant, so swaddled with adipose that they met all the way down to the knee.

Gloria looked a little like her older sister, a Latina girl with dark caramel skin and long black wavy hair.  But whereas Maggie was a slender girl with classic Latin beauty, Gloria was…well… there was no nice way to put it: She was a nerd.  Her long black hair was frizzy and unmanageable, her eyes were hidden behind big round glasses, her buck-toothed smile was marred by big metal braces, and her chubby face was studded with acne.  Not to mention that, while Maggie was svelte, Gloria was definitely chubby.  She had a slightly pear-shaped build with a noticeably heavy ass.  Still, she looked like she might be a natural athlete, which would be helpful in this business.  But still... training a newbie? What a bother!

Laurie remembered her promise to Maggie.  Maggie worked at a restaurant at the food court in the mall, Pizza-By-the-Pound, where she also happened to be the manager for Laurie’s teammate Alice.  Maggie used to bully poor Alice because of Alice’s weight, but Laurie had made a deal with Maggie.  Maggie promised to lay off of Alice in exchange for Laurie allowing Maggie’s little sister Gloria to join the cheer squad.

Laurie rolled her eyes.  This girl did NOT look at all like cheerleading material.  But then, it wasn’t like Laurie had any choice in the matter.  Gloria was going to be a cheerleader like it or not.

“Right, right,” she muttered, “I did promise Maggie that you could… join the squad.”

Laurie plopped down again, grunted, and shifted her weight in her scooter seat.  This was such a hassle! The last thing that she wanted to do was waste her time playing nursemaid for some dorky underclassman!  Luckily, that’s why she had an assistant captain.

“Jen, I don’t have time to train some new kid,” said Laurie, “I want you to take Gloria under your wing.  Show her the ropes.”

Jen’s eyes bulged.  “Like, me? What am I going to do?”

“Jesus, Jen, I don’t know.  Show her how to do a cartwheel or a jump or something.  Whatever you can still do with that fat ass of yours.  Just get her out of my hair!”

Jen looked at Gloria, who was already blushing deep red at Laurie’s dismissive words.  Aw, the poor kid!  Jen had to feel a little sorry for her.  It wasn’t easy to deal with Laurie when you weren’t used to her brusque attitude.  Also… Jen couldn’t help but think it would be good to have some new blood on the team, someone with a little more… flexibility and stamina.  It was no secret that certain members of the cheer squad were doing a lot less cheering these days, so maybe she could get Gloria to make up for that.

“Alright… So, like, Gloria, why don’t you, like, come with me?  Let’s, like, talk. And we can let Laurie, like, finish her cookies.”

Laurie grunted, acknowledging Jen’s plan.  Jen motioned for Gloria to follow her into the next room and Gloria followed Jen’s retreating ass at a respectable distance.

Gloria was mesmerized by Jen.  The older cheerleader was over 500 pounds of butter-soft blubber, a whale of a girl packed into a fraying cheer uniform that was barely modest a few hundred pounds ago and now was so tight that it was obscene.  Her skirt was little more than a frill around her elephantine waist at this point, doing nothing to hide Jen’s enormously round derriere.  Even as her legs, gut, and chest had grown, Jen’s butt was still her most prominent feature: two pumpkin-sized lobes that stuck out proudly behind her, shifting and swaying with the fat girl’s every movement.  Jen’s black spandex spanky pants were stretched so tightly over her apple-round ass cheeks that they were a light gray and looked ready to burst.  The outline of Jen’s skimpy thong panties could be seen clearly though the thin material.

Alone in another section of the lockerroom, Jen plopped her enormous ass onto a bench and motioned for Gloria to take a seat.

“So, like, do you have any experience, like, cheerleading before?” asked Jen.

Gloria wasn’t listening.  Laurie just looked like a blob to Gloria, a gigantic bloated butterball.  But Jen… Jen looked sexy! Her weight went to all the right places, giving her a plush, inflated look with deliciously rounded curves.  Gloria couldn’t help but, well, feel just a tiny bit jealous.  No one ever told Gloria that her pudge looked good on her, yet here was a girl FAR pudgier than she was who was also undeniably gorgeous.

“Hey! Hey Gloria! Earth to Gloria!” Jen snapped her fingers in front of Gloria’s face. “You there?”

“What? Oh sorry, I was, uh, distracted…”  Gloria’s eyes again went to Jen’s enormous bottom, so wide that you could see it splaying to her sides even from the front.

Jen grinned.  It wasn’t hard to guess what Gloria was looking at.  “Haha oh my Gawd, Gloria, are you looking at my butt? You little perv!”

“What?! No! I wasn’t looking at it like that! I just meant… it’s… uh… I…”

Jen laughed. “Like, I’m just teasing you! I know my butt is, like, huge. I mean, like, take a look at all this! You ever seen a phat ass white girl like this?”

Jen turned around and thrust out her voluminous ass, her spanky pants creaking at the outrageous load they were forced to contain.

“You’ve got the biggest butt I’ve ever seen” said Gloria without thinking. She quickly clapped her hand over her mouth when she realized what she had said. “Oh no! I didn’t mean—“

Jen giggled. “Like, what are you so upset about? You, like, think I don’t know I’ve got a big butt? Of course I know! I’m, like, not some dumb bimbo or something!  Everyone knows I’ve got the best booty in school.”

“Certainly the biggest,” said Gloria.

“Yeah, well, biggest, best, that’s like the same thing, right? Like, every cheer squad’s gotta have the booty, right? That’s how we roll here.  Laurie’s got the tits, I’ve got the ass.”

Jen was beaming.  Gloria thought that SHE, Jen Sarovy, had the biggest butt?  She must not have noticed how wide in the seat Laurie had become… or maybe she had but she genuinely thought Jen was still wider?  Either way, Jen was in seventh heaven!

Gloria nodded, too awed to speak.

“Jen, you’re… a senior, right?”

“Yup!”

“So… when you graduate… uh… how do I say this… who’s going to bring the booty when you’re not here anymore?”

Jen paused.  She’d never thought about that before.  Who could possibly measure up to her impossible curves?  Kristine, Lizzie, and Denise were definitely not up to her standards.  When Jen left, the squad would definitely lose a lot of its appeal.

“Like, I don’t know… Jeez, I never thought about that.”

Gloria tapped her teeth.  She couldn’t stop staring at that ass!  She knew, logically, that Jen was way too fat.  Of course, Jen was way too fat.  There was no way to deny that! The girl was over 500 pounds! But still… there was something about the way that Jen carried all that excess weight, all concentrated in that ripe round rump that swayed so seductively when Jen made the slightest movement, that Gloria couldn’t help but envy.  Without thinking, she slid her hands over her own backside, testing its curves and softness with her fingers.  If she could grow an ass like Jen’s… well!  People wouldn’t just look at her as some asexual nerd anymore.  They would have to see her as a real woman.

It was… something to think about, at least.
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