Fatima Gets Fat
By Mollycoddles

“I’m going to make you fat, Fatima.”

Fatima rolled over in bed to stare into her girlfriend’s eyes.  They hadn’t been dating very long, only a few weeks, but Helen had already made herself comfortable in Fatima’s apartment, spending almost every night over.  The two women were pretty different: Helen was a pale chubby nerd, with long frizzy brown hair, thick coke-bottle glasses, and a mouthful of expensive orthodontics, who had some boring job working with computers (She’d mentioned what she did in passing, but Fatima didn’t follow it) and still met with her group of nerd friends every week to play Dungeons and Dragons.  
Fatima, meanwhile, was a trim sporty yoga instructor with long wavy black hair, exotic middle eastern features and a love for the outdoors.  Fatima had no clue why she found Helen’s pale, flabby physique so alluring – something about the way her soft, hanging paunch slipped down beyond the hem of her black T-shirts when she walked, the way that extra spare tire of blubber wobbled whenever she moved – it was just so… different!  Fatima herself tried to keep in shape, but genetics had left her just a little bit thick in a few places.  She was a little sensitive about her thick, muscular legs and round, sculpted butt – she was proud that she was lean and toned, but sometimes she worried that it made her look too masculine.
“What was that?”

Helen smirked.  “I’m going to make you fat.”

“Oh are you?”

“I always make my girlfriends fat,” continued Helen. “I like my ladies big.”
“I’d like to see you try that.”

“It’s not that hard.  People always say that I’m a bad influence.”
Fatima smirked. “Why do you want to make me fat?”

Helen rolled over in bed and pushed herself into a sitting position, her chubby gut spilling out of her tight black T-shirt.  “Same reason you like this,” she said, grabbing her spare tire with one hand and giving it a quick, vigorous jiggle.  “What was it that you called this?”

“My Helen belly,” giggled Fatima.  She scooted over to her girlfriend and placed her own hands on Helen’s soft middle.  “You know how much I love my Helen belly.”

“Is that all you like?”

“No, you know that’s not true.  I love my Helen melons too!”

Laughing, Fatima hefted her girlfriend’s ample bosom.  Helen smirked.

“Maybe I’d like a little Fatima belly too,” said Helen, placing one hand against Fatima’s flat stomach.

“Ha! Good luck with that!  You may be a bad influence, but I doubt you could be THAT bad an influence.  I’ve always been fit.  I watch what I eat. I teach yoga, for goodness sake.  If you think you can put a few bags of chips in the pantry and I’ll just blow up, then I’ve got some bad news for you.  Sorry, Helen, but you’ll just have to make due with a slim, sensual Fatima instead.”

Helen grinned. “I suppose I could live with that if I had to. But we’ll just see if you’re the girlfriend who will finally break my streak.”

Fatima gave Helen a quick peck on the cheek and hugged her close.  “Sure, Helen. We’ll see.”

***

Fatima had seen photos of Helen’s ex-girlfriends, so she knew that Helen wasn’t lying.  Each one of them definitely grew thicker over the course of their time together with Helen. Fatima wondered if that was actually due to Helen’s influence or if it was just the natural progress of being together in any relationship.  After all, Fatima had managed to pick up a few extra pounds during her last relationship, and Fatima’s ex-boyfriend wasn’t even particularly indulgent of her.  It was just that, when you knew you had someone to come home to every night, you tended to relax a little about what you ate.  Fatima had worked hard to drop her extra pudge after their break-up, working out at the gym so that she regained all her lost tone. 

Most people probably wouldn’t have even thought, looking at photos from Fatima’s “plump” phase, that she was fat at all, although Fatima still felt it acutely.  When Helen pulled out old albums to look at old photos of Fatima, she noticed it too.  Just a little softness around the ribs, an extra few inches on the booty.  But it was clear that Fatima had so much potential to be a real plumper… 

And Helen was true to her word.  She WAS a bad influence. It started slowly. Helen loved eating out and her tastes were decadent; Fatima could certainly understand how Helen had acquired her own thick curves. But Fatima wasn’t dumb.  She knew how to foil Helen’s plans.  When they ate Greek, Helen got big greasy gyros, sopping with Tatziki sauce and melted feta, while Fatima ordered leafy Greek salads with balsamic vinaigrette. When they ate Mexican, Helen ordered deep-fried nachos covered in mounds of beef and melted cheese, while Fatima ordered small chicken street tacos with pickled radish garnish.  When they ate Italian, Helen wanted – no, she NEEDED – pasta carbonara smothered with thick creamy sauce and studded with bacon cubes, while Fatima ordered a simple pasta pomodoro with cherry tomatoes and just a dash of olive oil.

Fatima knew exactly what she was doing.

At first.

Because she was getting tired of this.  At first, she was content with her healthy choices, but watching Helen gorge without remorse was filling her with, well, envy.  How could she not be jealous?  All those big, buttery, fat-drenched dishes looked soooo good and Helen always seemed to enjoy them soooo much.

Helen didn’t even have to make the first move.  Fatima was the first to break.

Fatima had just finished her dinner – a small personal pizza Margheritta with basil – but Helen was still hard at work on her massive greasy pepperoni platter.  
“Hey Helen, that looks pretty good,” said Fatima. “Do you mind if I try just a bite?”

Helen grinned, her lips glossy with pizza grease. “Not at all, help yourself!  Have a slice.”

“I don’t need a whole slice,” said Fatima. “Just a bite.  I just want to try it to see if it’s any good.”

She didn’t notice Helen’s Cheshire grin as she reached across the table to break off a morsel.

That morsel represented the proverbial dam breaking.  After that, Fatima found it easier and easier to steal scraps from Helen’s plate.  Eventually, she was taking more than scraps.  Before she knew it, she was ordering dishes almost as fattening as the ones that Helen ordered.

 Pretty soon the results manifested on her body.  Fatima was growing.  Her toned stomach swelled outwards, growing convex, then round.  Fatima had a pert round butt like a ripe peach, but it slowly billowed outwards.  She found that it was getting harder to pull her size 2 jeans up over her butt and thighs, and a newly formed layer of chub made them pinch slightly when she went to button them.
“I told you I’d make you fat,” said Helen, smirking as she sat on the bed watching Fatima struggle with an old pair of pants.  “Look at you, Fatima, already outgrowing your pants. Oh. I’m so proud of you.”
“You’re weird,” said Fatima, “Also, it’s just a couple pounds.  The way you talk about it, you’d think I was the size of the Good Year blimp.”

Helen bit her lip, her eyes going wide.  Fatima grunted.

“Don’t get your hopes up, you doofus. There’s no way that I’m getting THAT fat.”

“Oh Fatima…”  Helen giggled, sitting up in bed, “You’re my little project now.  You can protest as much as you want.  But you’ve started down the path and I know that now there’s no turning back.”

Fatima looked at her girlfriend’s wide grin.  She had always found Helen’s sly, lopsided grin to be goofy and charming, but now… there seemed to be something oddly threatening about it…

And it kept going.  Soon other people were noticing.  Fatima was getting fat, her tummy growing round and full and refusing to be corralled into her old jeans and slacks.  Her butt spreading wider, the gap between her muscled thighs disappearing as her sinewy leg muscles were covered by a new layer of soft warm flesh.
“Hmmmm, I can’t get enough of my fat Fatima,” cooed Helen at night, fondling all that new flab.  Fatima was becoming annoyed now, but something was gnawing at her.  Helen’s attention was almost as addictive as the taste of good food. The more affection that Helen lavished on her growing figure, the more Fatima felt the urge to eat, to indulge, to grow.  It was subtle but the need was growing.  Fatima found herself looking forward to her nights at Helen’s side more and more, knowing that Helen would rub her belly, caress her thighs and whisper sweet nothings in her ear all night.

“Fatima, you’re getting soooo fat. And it’s all mine.”

No. No no no. This was starting to get ridiculous.  It was bad enough that Helen stocked the house with junk food and insisted on eating out at the fattiest, most calorie-laden restaurants… Fatima COULD have resisted that.  She certainly had resisted that in the past.  Her little indulgences around Helen might have added a new softness to her, but they weren’t enough to make her enormous.  But Helen’s new tenderness was what was doing it to her….

At lunch one day, Fatima visited her usual sandwich shop, just down the street from the gym where she worked.  That’s when the dam finally busted.  All Fatima’s willpower, all her resistance…for weeks, it had slowly been crumbling under the constant onslaught of Helen’s sweet foods and bad habits. But today, this was the day that it finally came crashing down.
Today was the day that Fatima finally embraced her inner glutton.

It was lunch.  All morning, Fatima had led yoga classes through the usual poses.  Fatima couldn’t help but notice how those poses were becoming more difficult as she became less flexible.  She couldn’t bend as far, her legs and thighs were becoming too unwieldy, her pudgy tummy would scrunch up into thick jelly rolls that blocked her from leaning too far forward.  This was becoming a problem.

Yet Fatima wasn’t thinking about that as she stood at the lunch counter of Arnold’s Sandwich Shop.

“The usual for you?” asked Arnold behind the counter as Fatima studied the menu. She had been eating here for years, always automatically ordering a lean turkey sandwich, but had she ever actually looked at the menu? Some of those other items did look rather tempting now that she thought about it.  She’d never tried the Reuben here….

She had a sudden mental image of herself at home, lying in bed, her fat tummy standing up stuffed and proud, as Helen kneaded her new flesh, cooing like an expectant mother.  Helen would LOVE to see her after chowing down on a massive Reuben. Helen would just die if she saw Fatima doing something as naughty as stuffing her face such a gooey, sloppy, fatty treat. Helen wasn’t even here… but somehow the image was enough and Fatima couldn’t resist.

“You know, I think I’ll try something a little different.  Could I try the Reuben? Oh, make it a 12 inch, please”

Arnold nodded, although his eyes betrayed his surprise.  Fatima NEVER got anything so unhealthy!  Then again, even he had noticed the subtle changes coming over Fatima’s body, how this lithe olive-colored beauty was slowly growing.  How her firm pert booty filled out her yoga pants better now, the tight stretchy material cradling two round fleshy pumpkins that wobbled as she purposely walked out of the shop and back to the gym each day.  How her brown belly inched out slightly more each day, sagging slightly over the waistband of her leggings.  Her belly shirts was earning their name as they left more and more belly on display all the time.  Well, it wasn’t his place to judge. Maybe she was just more comfortable in her body, not as uptight about keeping religiously trim anymore.  Maybe she was in a relationship.  He knew his own wife had certainly softened up over their years together, so it made sense that, if Fatima had a nice new boyfriend, she was probably getting a little more relaxed about her figure.
He had no clue how close yet how far he was from the truth.

It wasn’t because of a boyfriend.  It was a girlfriend.  And Fatima was far from relaxed about her new weight.

She watched Arnold prepare the sandwich, her head reeling just a little as she watched him slather the greasy, fatty corned beef with loads of thousand island dressing.  She felt fatter just looking at the sandwich, but she couldn’t help herself!  Her tummy growled suddenly and Fatima put her hand to her gut in embarrassment, but Arnold was too intent on his work to notice.  Gawd, was she really going to eat all that? No way.  There was no way!  She doubted that she could even put a dent in that monster.  But visions of Helen, knowing how proud Helen would be of her efforts, made her determined to try.
No, no, no. This was crazy.  There was just no way.  She couldn’t handle that much grease and fat!  She was definitely going to make herself sick if she tried to eat that all.  She’d have to cancel her afternoon class and just spend the rest of the day in the bathroom!

Yet she waited quietly, impatiently, as Arnold finished putting together the cheese, meat and dressing loaded sandwich and pushed it across the counter toward her.

“Thanks, Arnold,” she said, smiling weakly, her voice cracking, her throat dry.  She hoped that he couldn’t read her sudden ambivalence when finally confronted with the completed sandwich.  
“You sure you can eat all that, Fatima?” asked Arnold. “That’s a lot of sandwich for a little thing like you.”

A moment ago, she was sure that such a comment would have made her wilt, would have convinced her to give up and not even try.  But somehow, hearing the doubt in Arnold’s voice, filled her with new resolve.  A little thing, was she?  Maybe for now!  She thought of Helen’s hands on her middle, her gentle touch exploring the new round belly that she would discover when Fatima plundered home tonight.  She wouldn’t be little thing for thing.  She would grow big for Helen.  She must grow big for Helen!

What was she thinking?? This was really getting out of hand!

But out loud Fatima just laughed and patted her newly tubby tummy for emphasis. “I think I can handle it. After all, I’ve got all this new stomach for storage.”

Arnold chuckled. “Well, good luck to you, then.  Careful not to explode.”

Fatima laughed again. “I’ll do my best.”
She carried her sandwich to her table, using both hands to steady her plate.  Her exchange with Arnold just raised more questions in her head.  Was she okay with this?  She was horrified at her own behavior, her sudden need to glut herself, but she enjoyed that playful exchange… the new-found freedom in acknowledging her own gain and gluttony to someone who didn’t know the full story, who had no way of knowing just how dangerous and naughty Fatima’s binging really was.  Arnold had no clue that she was doing this all to please her no-account lover, that Helen’s belly rubs and pampering affection were apparently all that Fatima needed to nudge her into complete debauchery.  What did it say for her now that she was stuffing herself even when Helen wasn’t around to play the role of the devil on her shoulder?  

I’ll just eat till I’m full, thought Fatima but she already knew that was a joke.  She was going to eat the whole thing.  She was going to stuff every last bite into her mouth, until she was round and stuffed, until she was so bloated that she felt like she would puke, until she was so absolutely crammed with food that just the thought of another bite might make her burst like an overfilled balloon.  Nothing was going to stop her!  She would do it for Helen!  In fact… Fatima could see the scene now.  She wasn’t going to say anything about this lunch. She would just come home, plop into her chair, and wait to see if Helen noticed how swollen she was today.  And then she would eat dinner too.  Whatever Helen had prepared, Fatima intended to eat it all.  That would REALLY get Helen’s attention.  For weeks, Fatima had struggled futilely against Helen’s cooking, taking small portions and always refusing seconds in a small show of defiance that did little to slow the spread of Fatima’s waistline.  But now she was done.  She was embracing her new love for food and pleasure without any qualms.
She grabbed the sandwich with both hands, lifting it to her lips.  Fatima closed her eyes and opened her mouth, the scent of cheese and corned beef in her nostrils. Heavenly!  And then she took a bite.  Oh Gawd, that was it.  She felt like the flood gates were open and she couldn’t control herself.  She tore off great big hunks of bread and meat with her perfect white teeth, her cheeks bulging, swallowing it down so fast that she could barely taste it.  This wasn’t a meal; it was a feeding frenzy!  All that mattered was getting food into her belly, growing herself like a good little piggy for Helen.  She was Helen’s prize heifer, fattening herself up for the slaughter.  This was a new high for Fatima.  Previously, all her new binging and overeating had been due to temptation… she simply couldn’t resist tasty treats when Helen was around to offer them!  But today… this was new… now she was binging for the simple joy of consumption, eating not for taste, not for pleasure, just because she WANTED to be full, WANTED to be round and fat, all for Helen, all for that chunky nerd who had some sort of strange pull on her that she just couldn’t understand.
Fatima lowered the remaining sandwich for just a moment, long enough to heave a heavy sigh.  She was already getting full; she could feel her hefty paunch pressing on her thighs, full and round and rubbery and heavy like a sack of hammers.  But she wasn’t done.  Not by a long shot.  She was NOT going to be defeated by just one sandwich, no matter how big and fatty it might be!  She was going to finish it all… just so she could show off the results to Helen tonight!
She raised the sandwich again, biting it like a wolf taking down a deer.  Fatima looked positively wolfish herself, the way that her pearly teeth flashed as she attacked her food.  Oh Gawd she couldn’t… she just couldn’t take anymore…. She felt full beyond belief, beyond reckoning.  The elastic waistband of her yoga pants was strangling her, a tight line of constriction around her middle.  It looked silly, her brown belly bulging forward above the waist and her pink leggings-clad fupa bulging forward beneath.  That elastic was going to cut her in half if it didn’t snap first!  She scanned the shop briefly. No one else was in here, and Arnold was busy in the back.  Good.  She grabbed the waist of her yoga pants and pulled it down under her swollen, basketball-sized belly, to give her tummy a little more breathing room. 

What had she done?  Fatima caught sight of her reflection in the mirrored surface of the storefront window.  Oh my Gawd, she mouthed, the full realization of her situation finally dawning on her.  She looked huge.  Of course, she looked bigger in general these days.  All her overeating over recent weeks had added a new lawyer of soft pudge all over her figure, but it was more than that.  After her gluttonous lunch binge, her belly stuck out, round and proud, the size of a bowling ball, covering her lap and resting on her thighs.  How could she go back to work looking like this?

After all, Fatima worked at a gym.  She swore to herself.  How could she let herself go like this?  And the worst part was that Helen wasn’t even here!  If Helen was around, then maybe she could have convinced herself that it wasn’t her own fault, that Helen had cajoled into eating too much, that Helen’s nimble fingers kneading her swelling gut had made her lose track of herself until she was too stuffed to move.  But she was alone.  She had stuffed herself for no other reason than that she was too greedy to stop, because she wanted to grow for Helen, she wanted to be round and plump so that Helen would dote on her even more.

She shook her head.  No, no, no!  No wonder Helen’s previous girlfriends had all blown up like zeppelins!

And she worked in a gym!  Literally one of the only jobs where her escalating weight would soon be a real problem.  Grunting, Fatima grabbed the waistband of her yoga pants and hoisted it back up over her belly as she heard Arnold come back out from the back room.  She gave him a weak smile as he nodded to her.  

“How was the sandwich, Fatima?”

“Great, it was delicious!” Fatima gave him a thumbs up, hoping that he wasn’t looking at the swollen pink balloon of her belly, flopped in her lap. “I think I definitely found a new favorite!”

Arnold beamed, pleased at her praise, but Fatima couldn’t believe the words out of her mouth.  No way could she keep ordering Reubens! Once was bad enough, but if she kept eating like this, she wouldn’t fit through the door.

Speaking of which, she needed to get out of here… and get back to work.

She checked her wristwatch.  Shit!  She had to rush or she’d be late!

Fatima grabbed the waistband of her yoga pants and yanked upward as she stood, using the stretchy material as a cradle to help lift her bloated gut.  As she jogged her way back to the gym down the street, she just knew that her weight was starting to jeopardize her work.  Maybe people could ignore her new chub, but there’s no way that they wouldn’t notice this giant, overstuffed belly!
As she pushed her way through the double doors, she could already feel the judging stares.  The receptionist behind the front desk raised an eyebrow as the bloated middle eastern beauty leaned against the counter, huffing and puffing from the short job to the front door.

“I’m here… to lead the 1:00 p.m. yoga class,” puffed Fatima. “Am I late?”

“Your class is waiting for you,” said the receptionist simply.  The young receptionist’s eyes seemed locked on Fatima’s bronzed belly, coated in a thin sheen of sweat from her exertion.  Fatima already felt a stitch in her side.  She wondered how she would be able to make it through the entire class without dying!

Gym goers whispered behind her back as Fatima walked briskly – as briskly as possible considering how stuffed and sick she felt! – to the yoga room.  How could a chunky cow like that be a yoga instructor?  
Fatima burst through the doors, gasping and panting.  All heads turned to look at her, then instantly eyes moved down to look at her new gut.  Fatima heard a few scattered snickers.  Her students hadn’t missed her new weight, but even they hadn’t expected to see their oh-so-trim and proper yoga teacher in a state like this!

“Hey, everyone! Sorry I’m late.. I just…lost track of time!”  All that running jostled her full belly enough to force a small burp from her mouth.  Fatima managed to cover her mouth with her hand, though she couldn’t help turning a little red at the thought that the class might have noticed!

“Let’s.. start with some stretches!” she said desperately, hoping the routine would distract her students from her obvious fullness.  She stood at the front of the room, her back to the class and her face to the mirrored back wall, ready to assume the position.

Grunting, Fatima bent down to try and reach her toes.  What a joke!  She was too plump and unwieldy to do that kind of stretch anymore, her pudgy fingers barely reaching to her ankles.  No way.  Could she actually have become that inflexible?  Gritting her teeth, Fatima tried again but this time she strained too hard.  Her fingers still didn’t reach her toes, but something else did happen.  Apparently she’d stuck her growing booty out too far, because she heard the alarming tell-tale RIPPPPP that alerted her that the unthinkable had happened: She had split her yoga pants! 

Indeed, there was no way to hide it.  Fatima’s plush tush billowed out through the destroyed rear seam, putting nearly her entire ass – both skin and panties – on display for the entire class to see.  

Fatima froze in terror.  Behind her, the class was stunned silent for a moment before the first few cheeky students broke out into snickers.  The snickers turned to guffaws and pretty soon a wave of laughter rippled through the class.  Fatima felt her face going red. There was no way to escape this with any dignity intact.  She awkwardly straightened up and turned to face her class.

“Class dismissed,” she stuttered.

The rest of the day was even worse.  She hid in the bathroom until she was sure that every student who had seen her humiliation was gone for the day.  But when she emerged, the receptionist at the front desk told her that Gretta the gym director wanted to see her in her office.  That wasn’t a good sign.

***

“Fatima, thanks for coming to see me. I’m afraid I have some bad news. We’re going to have to let you go.”

“You’re firing me?” said Fatima.  She thought that she’d feel more upset about this, but, honestly, how could she have expected anything less?  Fatima felt numb.  She wasn’t angry.  She wasn’t upset.  The only thing that she felt was… satisfaction.  Yes, she still felt satiated and euphoric from her massive lunch, her enormous meal sitting heavy in her chubby gut.  She felt like her fat belly was radiating warmth, almost glowing with pleasure.  It was a ridiculous notion, but Fatima almost wondered if Gretta could sense it.  Did Gretta see Fatima’s bloated gut glowing like a beacon of pleasure in the gloom of the office?  No, of course now.  But Fatima felt like no one could miss it.
“That’s such a harsh word,” said the director, “We prefer to think that we’re letting you go. We just think you might not project the right image for our gym.”

“I’ve taught yoga here for three years,” said Fatima, but there wasn’t much conviction in her words.  Unconsciously, her hands strayed down to rub her tummy.  She wished that Helen was here to massage it…
“Yeah, but that was before you became so… round.  Face it, Fatima, no one is going to take you seriously if you try to teach yoga while looking like that.  Maybe you’re going through a hard-time.  We’re not unsympathetic.  Look, just come back to us when you’ve slimmed down a little, back to your old weight.”

“I’m not going to slim down,” said Fatima.

“Uh…okay.  Why not?”

Fatima opened her mouth and then closed it again.  What could she say?  She couldn’t just say that her girlfriend was making her fat and that she WANTED to be fat for her girlfriend.  That sounded ridiculous!
“I…I just can’t,” she mumbled under her breath, feeling her face go red.  This was so embarrassing!  How could she have let this happen?  How could she let Helen do this to her?  She needed to put a stop to this right now! But… but she couldn’t!  She couldn’t bear the idea that she would have to give up this life of pleasure.  She loved the way that Helen touched her, how Helen stroked her belly, how Helen loved to feed her in bed… she just couldn’t give all that up!
Fatima lumbered back to her locker, feeling as if every eye in the entire gym was on her, watching her flabby gut shake and her wide rear roll from side to side.  She was imagining things, right?  Were people snickering?  Had her students been gossiping about her wardrobe malfunction? Gawd, she was so embarrassed… maybe it was good that she’d been canned, because she certainly felt like she could never show her face around her again anyway.
In the locker room, Fatima threw her towels into her duffelbag, pausing briefly when her hand fell upon the ruined yoga pants.  They were the same size as the pair she was wearing now.  So what was she supposed to do with her life?  Keep buying bigger pants? Never bend over?  Gritting her teeth, she slammed the torn pants into the garbage. Fuck it! She was pissed!  She was going to give Helen a piece of her mind as soon as she got back home!  No! Right now!  She was going to send her a furious text right now and really let it all out!
As she walked toward the exit, Fatima’s eye caught the scale in the corner.  She froze.  How much did she weigh?  Did she dare check?  Did she dare see what kind of damage Helen had done to her physique?

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.  Tentatively, Fatima stood on the scale.  She was almost terrified to know the truth.  Was she fat?  She opened one eye and looked down.  180 pounds. Oh my goodness!  Fatima’s eyes bulged.  That wasn’t so bad… At least she was under 200.  But had it really come to this? To be happy just not to be over 200 pounds?  And she knew very well that it wasn’t going to end there.  If she didn’t put a stop to this, she was going to just keep growing and growing and growing, getting bigger and bigger and bigger…

Fatima’s eyes glazed over.  Somehow her previous anger at Helen seemed to be disappating.  She couldn’t be angry at Helen.  Not when Helen loved her so much, not when Helen treated her growing body so well!  Again, Fatima imagined her girlfriend’s hands massaging her tummy.  If only Helen was here right now!

She checked her cellphone.  She still hadn’t sent that text.  She sighed.  She couldn’t do it now!  She quicklt deleted the cross words that she’d written and replaced them with a new message:  You made me fat.

Send.

Then she sent a heart emoji.  Just to show that she wasn’t angry.

Helen’s text came back:  I warned you (
Fatima sighed.  She was lost to indulgence now.  She knew that there was no hope for her.  Her weight was climbing higher and higher, her entire body swelling rounder.  And what could she do about it? Nothing, she was powerless in the way of Helen’s constant temptations.  She couldn’t help herself.

No wonder all Helen’s old girlfriends got fat.  Fatima just wondered how much fatter she was going to get before she was through.
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