Bun in the Oven
By Mollycoddles

Laurie slurped her warm, foamy latte and nibbled on her scone, watching as other customers filed in and out of the mall coffee shop.  A soft, sly smile crossed her lips as the hot beverage warmed her tummy, filling her with an unusual amount of festive cheer.  Laurie was generally not a cheerful person, but it was hard not feel good right now with everything going so well.

Life in general was going well for the tubby raven-haired diva.  She was finishing up her last year of law school at UCLH and was set to graduate at the top of her class.  Her husband Frank had recently partnered with several old college buddies to start his own contracting business, allowing him to support his ambitious wife as she completed her studies.  Even better, five months ago Laurie and Frank had learned the best news of all – Laurie was pregnant with their first child.

Laurie started slightly as the baby moved inside her, nearly causing Laurie to drop her latte on the table.  Laurie was used to her baby’s increasingly frequent movement.  She patted her belly soothingly.

“Shhh, Lauren, honey, don’t scare mommy,” she cooed.

Lauren – Laurie’s unborn daughter – was getting really active in the final months of Laurie’s pregnancy.  According to Laurie’s doctor, babies would often move around more after their moms ate something tasty, so it seemed like Lauren was a fan of this scone.  That wasn’t surprising.  Laurie couldn’t resist stuffing her face with anything the least bit sweet, so it stood to reason that her daughter would inherit the same sweet tooth.

Laurie was a buxom if pudgy knock-out in her teenage years, but years of pampering and overindulgence had caused the voluptuous vixen to slowly spread.  Now in her twenties, Laurie was a definite porky princess.  She already weighed well in excess of 300 pounds before her pregnancy, and she had only inflated since then.  The egotistical girl was always proud of her chest, thinking of her mega-mammaries as her best asset.  Certainly, she was still busty; her massive breasts were the first thing that anyone would notice when they looked at Laurie and she always dressed to accentuate them.  But as she aged, the rest of her started to catch up.  Her bottom spread until Laurie turned from top-heavy to hour-glass shaped.  Her love of good food meant that her tummy bulged more these days, too.

Of course, now that she was pregnant, her tummy REALLY bulged.  

Her round belly settled on her lap when she sat down, her popped-out belly button bulging through the fabric of her ribbed sweater.  Laurie worked hard to look good; she was only in her mid-20s, but the vain vixen couldn’t stand the thought that people might think she was – shudder! – old and frumpy like so many of the expectant mothers that she saw in her Lamaze classes.  Her plump pillowy breasts bulged out the hole of her keyhole sweater like two loaves of bread dough rising in the oven. The tops of her boobs quivered slightly with every delicate bite of her scone.
Laurie’s tight keyhole sweater hugged her ample curves, snug as a second skin over her big round pregnant belly.  The sweater was exceptionally stretched over Laurie’s chest; her tits were gasping to escape through the straining gap in her sweater.  Laurie smiled.  She had specifically chosen this sweater because she liked the way that it emphasized her enormous bosom.  She was, to put it mildly, excessively proud of her chest. Ever since puberty had gifted Laurie with her pneumatic figure, she believed her tits were absolutely spectacular.  She wasn’t always happy about the extra pounds that the years had added to her overblown physique, but at the very least many of those extra pounds had accumulated on her bustline, turning Laurie into a billowing bra-busting beauty who stretched her tops to their limits.  Now this pregnancy was something else.  Sure, she knew that her belly would grow.  Some days she felt like a beached whale, struggling under the weight of her expanding belly.  But any annoyance she felt at her inflating waistline was outweighed by her swollen breasts.  Her tits were preparing for the baby’s arrival in their own way, going into milk production overdrive and ballooning up into two sloshing milk monsters.

Laurie was anything but the maternal type, but she had ballooned up into a veritable milk cow over the course of her pregnancy.  Her already overfull tits quickly swelled up with milk, now resembling two globes on her chest, resting against the shelf created by her pregnant belly.  Her bulging boobs produced milk so fast that Laurie found she had to resort to her breast pump at least twice a day or she’d grow painfully swollen.  Even so, she had to admit to a certain masochistic pleasure in that intense feeling of fullness, knowing that her liquid cargo made her look even bustier.  Right now, Laurie could already feel a heavy payload of milk sloshing about in her over-bloated breasts, so she wasn’t ready to pump them yet.  She liked to postpone pumping as long as possible, just so that she could enjoy the envious stares of women and the lustful stares of men at her hefty heavenly hooters just a bit longer.
Besides, today Laurie was scheduled to have lunch with an old friend and she wanted to be able to show off her assets to their fullest potential.

Laurie popped the last bite of scone between her glossy lips and washed it down with another sip of coffee.  A little snack was just what she needed before lunch with her old friend.  Well, in reality, a little snack was the last thing that Laurie needed, but the greedy girl could barely go five minutes without something to nibble on to keep her strength up.  For the past five months, her pregnancy had been the go-to excuse to rationalize her sweet tooth, but Laurie was an incorrigible glutton even before that.  Still, this little snack meant that her tummy wouldn’t be quite as growly by the time that she got to eat with Jen.

Jen was Laurie’s best friend since high school.  The two women still talked on the phone almost every day, but it had been several months since they actually met in person.  Jen had her hands full raising her young daughter Jelena, and Laurie was busy studying for her law school finals, so it was no wonder that they had fallen a little bit out of touch.  Laurie didn’t like to admit it, but she was honestly a little nervous about seeing Jen today.  Like Laurie, Jen was also a greedy glutton who loved to eat herself round and her body showed the effects of her over-indulgence.  Jen was already a round little stickybun before she’d become pregnant, but she’s gained tons of baby weight that she never lost. Laurie had given Jen quite a bit of guff for her expanding waistline, so now she expected Jen would relish the opportunity to turn the tables on her old friend.
Laurie stood up -- a bit awkwardly as she adjusted to her new center of gravity – and tugged the hem of her sweater down before she started across the food court to drop her napkin in the garbage.  Her popped-out belly button poked through the thick wool.  Laurie’s thick hips and large juicy bum strained the seams of her tight jeans and bounced slightly every time that her Ugg boots hit the floor.

This sweater really was way too small, mused Laurie to herself.  As Laurie wiggle waddled across the food court, the sweater’s hem started to slide up over her belly.  It probably would have slid all the way up to bunch into a roll just under her fat tits, but it got caught on the stub of her popped-up belly button.  Laurie snorted in annoyance.  She grabbed her sweater and stretched it back over her rotund middle.  Laurie refused to graduate to the next size until it was absolutely necessary, simply because she loved the way that tight clothes really emphasized the growth of her breasts.  This sweater was getting dangerously stretched, though, so its lifespan was really limited.  Pretty soon it might simply burst into ribbons under the continued pressure of her enormous milk jugs.
Laurie heard the sharp intake of air as she passed by a table of young teenage hooligans.  The boys’ eyes followed her as she sauntered past.
“Whoa look at them titties,” said one kid just loud enough that she could hear him. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught sight of him pantomiming a giant set of breasts.  Laurie smirked and threw back her shoulders.  She loved when people noticed her breasts and nothing made her happier than knowing that they were drawing attention away from her belly.

“Yeah, but they’re on a fat preggo,” sneered his companion.

The fuck? Laurie froze in her tracks, feeling her hot temper rising.  A fat preggo?! Her?!  No one talked about Laurie Belmontes like that!  She had half a mind to stomp right over there and tell off that little shit.  Who did he think he was?!

Laurie was startled out of her fury by another sharp kick in her belly.  She winced and rubbed her bulging middle.  This wasn’t a happy movement like earlier; this was an annoyed kick.  Lauren often started kicking violently when Laurie felt her temperature rise, almost as if the unborn baby could sense when her mother was getting angry.

“Alright, Lauren baby, for you I’ll calm down,” muttered Laurie, placing her hands to the sides of her belly and willing herself back into serenity.  Probably the hardest part of this pregnancy for Laurie was learning how to restrain her normally explosive temper.  Laurie had a well-deserved reputation as a fat mega-bitch because she was quick to fly into a rage and quick to exact justice on anyone she felt had slighted her.
Above the pounding in her own ears, Laurie heard the first kid say: “Yeah, but she’s a hot fat preggo.”

A hot fat preggo? Well… at least that kid had some taste.

Stomping away from the table full of bratty kids, Laurie whipped out her mobile phone to send an angry text to her husband Frank.

“Frank, some kids called me a hot fat preggo,” she texted.

A few minutes later, her phone buzzed as Frank responded with his own text: “You are a hot fat preggo ( “

Laurie snarled.  Frank was the only person who could get away with teasing Laurie about her size.  A fierce and uncompromising woman, Laurie liked to be in control of any situation.  At the same time, though, she secretly craved a bit of domination herself.  Frank’s playful teasing turned her into helpless putty, since he was the only person capable of dominating Laurie in the bedroom or out of it.  But right now, she wasn’t really in the mood.

She texted back: “Not funny.”

A moment later, the reply: “Who’s my fat sexy kitty? (”

Laurie paused. Typical Frank, trying to disarm her.  She hated to admit it, but it was working.  
She texted back: “Me.”

Frank’s response: “How’s Jen?”

Laurie: “Haven’t seen her yet. I’ll tell you tonight.”


Frank: “Have fun. <3”

Laurie sighed, shoving her mobile back into the hip pocket of her tight maternity jeans.

Still, Laurie couldn’t help but feel annoyed at the one kid who’d called her out for being a “fat preggo.”  Laurie prided herself on her good upkeep.  Other women might use a pregnancy as an excuse to go off their diets and blow up into fat, lazy slobs, but not Laurie.  Well, not quite.  In all honestly, Laurie hadn’t been ON her diet in years.  Years of over-indulgence on creamy lattes, rich desserts, and big decadent dinners made already made Laurie quite fat, with a plush spare tire around her middle that wobbled when she waddled even before she started piling on baby weight.  And Laurie was, truth be told, already lazy.  She might have been ambitious in her career, but she was lazy at home, where she was content to sit on her expanding tushie and let Frank pamper her.  But at the very least, Laurie wasn’t a slob.  She still made sure that she never left the house with her hair perfectly coifed and her make-up impeccably applied.  Even her clothes still looked stylish; her maternity jeans had a stretchy panel built into the waist to accommodate her swelling middle, but they still looked like dashing designer duds.
That made her feel all the more out of place when she finally arrived at the restaurant that Jen had suggested for their meeting.

“Welcome to Ferdie Ferret’s Family Fun Pizza Palace,” intoned the teenage hostess in a bored monotone. Her nametag identified her as “Nancy.” “Where we make anytime pizza time.  Booth or table?”
“Table,” said Laurie quickly.  Even before she was pregnant, a booth would have been a tight squeeze.  With her new belly, Laurie knew there was no way that she could cram herself into a booth.

If it was up to Laurie, they would have met at the trendy coffee shop where Laurie bought her latte.  But Jen already had a daughter in tow, four-year old Jelena, so she wanted to meet somewhere a little more…family friendly.  Laurie grimaced.  She didn’t relish the thought that she might soon be spending a lot more time here at Ferdie Ferret’s Family Fun Pizza Palace.  It was full of noisy kids, running down the aisles and screaming in the play area, and frazzled parents who looked as pale and worn-out as ghosts.  Laurie dreaded looking like any of these slobs.  She blanched slightly as an obese woman wobbled past with three screaming little sprogs in tow. All the women in this restaurant were complete heifers.  Too many meals in fast food joints and pizza parlours had made them fat, sluggish and dazed.
“Okay, uh… oh I’m sorry, we can’t have any outside beverages inside the restaurant,” said the hostess, eying the latte in Laurie’s hand.

“I always bring my coffee in here,” snapped Laurie. She was lying; she had never been here before with or without coffee.  But Laurie hated being told what to do, especially by some punk minimum wage kid. 

Nancy struggled to maintain her composure.  Already she could tell Laurie was going to be a handful.  Enormously fat – Nancy guessed Laurie must weigh over 400 pounds with her wide hips and fleshy thighs packed into those ready-to-bust jeans and her beachball-sized tits and belly tearing apart her sweater – she probably wasn’t used to being denied anything.  Nancy saw a lot of fat, pampered, rich housewives come in, all demanding special treatment because they were used to having their husbands and housekeepers baby them while they sat around on their steadily inflating asses, growing fatter and prissier and fatter and whinier and FATTER until they blimped up into big bloated mega-bitches. Laurie’s perfectly coifed hair and impeccable make-up marked her as the sort of spoiled princess who just had to look her best even when she was just going to a casual family restaurant, the sort would not hesitate to call the manager for every imagined slight.

“I’m sorry, it’s company policy,” said Nancy. Gawd, she hated this shit.  She could already see Laurie visibly swelling with anger, her porcelain, porcine face flushing crimson as her flashing eyes narrowed.

“You listen to me, you little…ow!”  Laurie yelped as she felt Lauren kick her inside her belly. “I want to speak to the..oof!”  Laurie put a hand to her swollen tummy, grimacing. “Alright, fine.”  
Normally, Laurie might have thrown a fit and tried to bully the hostess into letting her bring her latte inside, but Lauren really didn’t like when her mother got upset.  Besides, there wasn’t much more than a sip left in the Styrofoam cup anyway.  Laurie quickly gulped it down and slammed the empty cup defiantly onto the hostess’ podium.  Her eyes dared Nancy to make a comment.
“Thanks,” said Nancy wearily.  She dealt with cranky parents all day, so this fat heifer wasn’t anything new to her.  But ever professional, she didn’t say a word about Laurie’s childish defiance.
“Fuckin’ bitch,” she thought to herself as she led Laurie inside the restaurant. “These fat suburban bitches always come here with their miserable little broods, stuff themselves with greasy pizza and then whine to us when they can’t fit in their Levis anymore.  I hope this bitchy preggo eats til she pops all over the table, that would serve her right.”

That was a pleasant thought but unlikely.  But while Laurie looked all smart and stylish now, the hostess knew that wouldn’t last.  Laurie tried to hide it with her primping, but Nancy could tell that she was already massively fat.  She saw lots of oh-so-stylish preggos, all determined to stay fit and chic after they pumped out their little demon spawn.  But that never worked out, did it?  They all succumbed to the lure of loose comfy sweatpants and vast empire-waist sundresses. They all grew fat and frumpy as they popped out baby after baby.  Laurie would be the same.  The hostess looked forward to the day that she would see this busty, bloated bitch return as a busty, bloated blimp.

Oblivious to Nancy’s thoughts, Laurie wiggle waddled after her as the younger girl led them across the dining room floor to a table in the corner.  She couldn’t help but smirk as she saw several heads turn as she walked past. Her ego felt partially deflated after hearing the comments from those teenage punks this morning, so she was pleased to see that a number of the dads couldn’t keep their eyes off the stretched gap in her keyhole sweater where her milk-bloated hooters ballooned out.  In fact, it was a safe bet that they didn’t even notice her pregnant belly hidden below her ponderous breasts.  
“How’s this?” Nancy’s bored tone almost dissipated when she turned and nearly got a faceful of boob.  Laurie stopped short, just avoiding getting pulled forward by the three enormous spheres of her front.

“It’s fine,” snapped Laurie, pulling out a chair to seat her plush rear. “Listen, I’m meeting a friend here, so just send her in when she arrives, will you, sweetie?  She’ll be…” Laurie paused as she tried to think of a delicate way to describe Jen before giving up “…She’ll be a woman with a really big ass.  And a kid.”

Nancy nodded, but her expression betrayed her surprise.  She probably didn’t hear that kind of description very often.  But Laurie wasn’t worried; she knew that as soon as Jen showed up, the hostess would know EXACTLY who Laurie was talking about.

“Okay, so your server should be with you soon,” said Nancy. “I’ll keep watch for your…friend.”

Laurie nodded.

Laurie settled into her seat and peered at the menu as the hostess returned to the front again.  The poor, overworked teenager saw plenty of fatties tugging around kids, so she didn’t expect that she’s notice if one or another had a particularly fat ass – at least, she didn’t until Jen arrived.

The second she saw Jen, she knew.  This must be the one.  Massively fat but so pear shaped that you could see her bottom sticking out to either side of her as she toddled along.

“Like, hi! I’m looking for---“

“Your friend is right inside, ma’am.”

“Oh my Gawd, thank you!”

She watched as Jen wobbled inside. Nancy couldn’t take her eyes off that badonkadonk. Gawd, it was unreal. Jen’s butt was as big as Laurie’s boobs.
“Oh my Gawd! Laurie!”

Laurie looked up.  A hefty brunette with a round smiling face and thick, rolling hips was slowly shuffling toward her, dragging a little girl behind her.  Unlike Laurie, who always walked with a highly practiced wiggle waddle that added an extra sultry swing to her rounded hips and a naughty bounce to her overinflated bosom, Jen just waddled.  The marshmellowy Milf looked like an upside-down ice cream cone, her wide pillowy hips shaking and jiggling with every plodding step.
Laurie arched a perfectly trimmed eyebrow as Jen turned to drop her daughter into a chair.  Unlike Laurie, Jen had succumbed to the lure of comfort, swapping out her former chic outfits for comfortable high-waisted “mom jeans.”  Even at Jen’s prodigious size, her ass still commanded attention, sticking out behind her like two cannonballs perfectly separated by the rear seam of her jeans.  

Laurie tapped her manicured nails impatiently against the table as she waited for her bottom-heavy friend to settle her ponderously porked-up posterior across two plastic bucket seats.

“Ugh, did you have to get a table?” whined Jen.  “These seats are waaay too small!”

“No, your seat is just way too big,” said Laurie matter-of-factly.  Jen was too intent on finding a comfortable perch where the sides of the chair didn’t dig into her soft round rear too much and completely missed the barb.

Finally, she found a position she liked and turned to face Laurie. “Like, hey Laurie,” she said brightly.  

“Hello, Jen.”

“Mommy, I want pizza,” said Jelena suddenly. “Pleeeeease, mommy?”
“What kind of pizza, honey?” asked Jen.

Jelena didn’t hesitate. “Pepperoni.”

“Ooo, pepperoni does sound sooooo good. What do you think, Laurie?  Is pepperoni okay?”

“Fine.”

“Oh like, what a ditz I am! Laurie, you remember Jelena, right?”

“Hello Jelena,” said Laurie coldly, staring down at the small child.  Jelena stared back with wide, blue eyes.  Laurie did not approve of Jen’s parenting style.  No surprise that impulsive, no-willpower Jen spoiled that child rotten.  Jelena wasn’t a brat; she had inherited her mother’s sunny disposition and short attention span, so Jen’s indulgence didn’t cause too much damage.  But still, Laurie felt like a mother should lay down some rules to keep her kids on their toes.  Jen reminded Laurie a lot of her own mother, a former flower child whose carefree attitude toward discipline had always grated on perfectionist Laurie’s nerves.  She made a mental note that Lauren would not be allowed to run roughshod over her parents like SOME kids were allowed to.

Jen picked up her daughter and plonked her onto her lap.  “Jelena, what do you say to Auntie Laurie?”

Jelena looked Laurie over, her eyes falling on the bulge under Laurie’s ribbed sweater. “You have a fat tummy, Auntie Laurie.”

“Yeah, like, she has a baby in her tummy,” said Jen quickly before Laurie could retort.

Jelena looked at her mother skeptically. “Like, no way! How could she have a baby in there!”

“It’s true.  Do you want to feel?  Laurie, let Jelena feel your belly.”

Laurie scowled.  She didn’t like people touching her belly, but she relented and kept quiet as Jelena pressed her palms against the sweater-clad bulge in her middle.  Jelena looked up with wide, unbelieving eyes.

“I felt it! I felt the baby!”

“Yeah, Auntie Laurie has a new friend for you in her tummy,” said Jen.

“How did the baby get in her tummy? Did she eat the baby?”

“Noooo,” said Jen, pulling Jelena back onto her lap. “Um, like, uhhh, Uncle Frank put it there.”

“Jen!” Laurie was shocked. Unconsciously, her hands shot to her front and began smoothing down the fabric of her overfilled sweater.  “Don’t tell her that!”

Jen blinked quizzically.  “Why not?  It’s the truth!”
“She’s gonna start asking questions,” growled Laurie through gritted teeth.

On cue, Jelena said it.  “How did Uncle Frank put a baby in your tummy?”

“Jelena honey, do you want to go play in the ball pit?” said Jen quickly.

Luckily, Jelena showed the early warning signs of growing up to become every bit the bubblehead as her mother.  At the mention of the ballpit, she lost all interest in this line of inquiry.  “Yeah!  Ballpit!”

“Alright, honey, go play! But stay where mommy can see you.”  Jen placed her daughter on the ground and gave her quick, affectionate swat on the backside that sent the little girl tottering off toward the ballpit.

Laurie sighed, looking around the restaurant.  “Do we really have to meet here? This place is soooo low class.”

“Jelena loves it,” said Jen, “And, like, I bet you’re gonna be spending a lot more time here once you’re a mommy toooo!”  Jen giggled at the idea, but Laurie only winced.

“Besides, the pizza is, like, actually pretty good.  Do you want to get one? Oooo, I totally love the pepperoni surprise.”

“Order whatever you want,” said Laurie, folding her arms across her chest.  

“Pepperoni,” said Jen as the waiter approached. “Extra large, please.”
Laurie wondered briefly whether they actually needed an extra large pizza for just the two of them plus Jelena, but she didn’t say anything.  Jen was an incorrigible glutton and a mindless eater who would stuff her face til she busted if you put food in front of her. No wonder she’d grown so fat since high school! Of course, Laurie was just as fat as her friend, but that was different, right?  She at least wore her weight well, instead of looking like a complete blubber butt.  Laurie’s plump tummy grumbled slightly in anticipation of the pizza meal, despite her earlier snack.
“And garlic bread,” added Laurie.

“Ooo!” squealed Jen.  “I love garlic bread! That’s, like, such a good idea, Laurie!  Oh, and could you bring us a pitcher of beer, too?”

“I can’t drink beer,” snapped Laurie, motioning at her gravid gut. “Remember?”

“Oh duh, right,” said the ditzy dumpling, smacking her forehead. “I totally forgot!  Umm, how about a pitcher of Coke, then?”

“Sure.”  Laurie shouldn’t have been guzzling high fructose corn syrup any more than she should have been guzzling alcohol, but she didn’t think about that.  
After the waiter left, Jen leaned forward with a big grin on her face. Laurie could hear the button on Jen’s overtaxed mom jeans creak. “Well, like, look at you, Laurie!”

Laurie scowled. “Go ahead and say it, Jen. I know you’re thinking it.”

Jen looked confused. “Huh? Like, what?”

“That I’m a big fat preggo.”

“Um, like, no way, Laurie!  You’re still totally hot! I mean, whoa, look at your boobs! I never would have thought they’d get, like, THIS big!  You look like you’re smuggling torpedoes in your sweater!  You look like you’re gonna explode outta that top!  How do you even get them into that sweater?”

Laurie smiled, mollified by Jen’s praise.  “Well, Jen, it seems you haven’t changed a bit. I never could understand how a bimbo like you always knew the right thing to say.”  She reached over and squeezed Jen’s chubby hand, letting her plumped up friend know that, despite the cutting words, she still appreciated her.
“Like, how does it feel now that you’re gonna be a mommy?  How’re you and Frank?  Oh my Gawd, I haven’t seen you guys in months!  Wow, I totally can’t believe you’ve got this big, Laurie!”
“I’m just carrying low,” said Laurie. “But Lauren is really getting active.  I’ll be glad to finally have her out, she really kicks! Like, she gets all agitated every time I lose my temper, so I have to keep things in check.”

“Ooo, sounds like she’s totally feisty! Just like her mom!”

Laurie smirked. 

“Well, how about you, Jen? How are you and Jelena doing?”

“Oh, good, good.  It’s totally going good.”

Laurie could hear a slight quaver in her friend’s voice.  “Jen, what’s wrong?  Tell me the truth.”

“Like, nothing!”

Laurie narrowed her eyes.  “Don’t you lie to me, Jen Sarovy.  Don’t think I can’t tell!”  It was true.  Even if Laurie wasn’t so finely attuned to reading her friend’s emotions, Jen was too much of a dimwit ditz to effectively lie.

“Um, it’s just…I kinda…got, like, fired…”

Laurie rolled her eyes.  “Oh Jen! No! Where was it this time?”

“I was waitressing at Shenanigan’s sports Bar and Grill.”

Laurie rolled her eyes again.  No wonder Jen had lost that job!  Shenanigans was one of those bars that purposely hired sexy young co-eds and dressed them in revealing booty shorts and tight tank tops to encourage customers to buy more beer and buffalo wings.  The hiring manager was a notorious butt man who doubtless hired Jen after one look at Jen’s quivering caboose packed into the bar’s snug little uniform shorts.  But Jen was terrible as a waitress.  She’d already lost several previous waitressing jobs due to her bad memory for taking orders and her bad habit of snacking on customers’ food before it left the kitchen.  Even if that wasn’t enough to end her career, Laurie doubted that Shenanigans customers could have appreciated Jen’s outrageous proportions as much as the manager.

This was only the latest in a string of dead-end jobs that Jen had been working since she dropped out of college when she was pregnant with Jelena.  Laurie reached over and took Jen’s hand in hers again.

“Jen sweetie, what happened?”

“Um, like nothing… they just said, like, I was eating too much of the profits. Like, what does that even mean?  I totally wasn’t even eating that much.  I think they were just being cheap cuz they didn’t want to buy me a new uniform! Those uniforms they make you wear are totally not made well at all, you know.  Like, the in-seam was always tearing!”
“Oh Jen, I think…yeah, well, they sure don’t make them like they used to,” said Laurie, diplomatically restraining herself from pointing out that the shorts probably just couldn’t stand up to Jen’s pumped-up rumbleseat. 

“Like, what am I gonna do?” moaned Jen, a crack of anguish in her voice.  She rubbed her eyes, breaking into hiccupping sobs.  The plush pear was literally in tears!
“Jen, you know Frank just started his own firm?  He’s got an office and everything, but I know he’s been looking for someone who can answer the phones.  If you want, I can put a word in for you.  I know he’d be happy to take you on.”
Jen brightened up, sniffling. “O M G, you’d do that for me?”

“Of course,” said Laurie. Honestly, she had grave misgivings that Jen was up to the job, but she knew that Frank would hire Jen if she told him to.
“Laurie, you’re the best!” She leaned in to give her friend a big bear hug, prompting the normally stand-offish Laurie to grimace.  She wasn’t comfortable with big gaudy public displays of affection like that. “And oh my Gawd! Here’s our pizza!”
Jen clapped her hands, giddy as a little child, as the waiter deposited their order on the table: One large pepperoni pizza, an order of buttery garlic bread, and a large pitcher of cola.  

Jen snatched three slices of pizza immediately, dropping them onto her paper plate with a loud grease-soaked splat.  She quickly gobbled down the first slice, slick oil and melted cheese dribbling from her plump lips.  Laurie gazed in horror at the enormous greasy meal, but whatever misgivings she had were quickly overwhelmed by her own appetite.  Despite her pretentions, Laurie was every bit the glutton that Jen was.

“Jelena, pitha’s ‘ere,” called Jen through cheeks bulging with dough and cheese, but the chubby yummy mummy didn’t make any other move to retrieve her daughter from the ballpit almost as if she was afraid that Jelena might snatch away some of the pizza slices destined for Jen’s own belly.

All conversation ground to a halt as the two overweight women mowed through the meal, shoving slice after slice into their greedy mouth, pausing only to wash down their food with liters of sweet, syrupy cola.  From across the room, the hostess watched the two greedy cows devour their jumbo meal like ravenous animals.  She was actually a little shocked. She saw fat hogs shovel food into their faces on a regular basis here, but she had never seen any do it with that much gusto! Plus, they looked like they’d ordered enough food for a party of six and there were only two of them!
Both women only snapped out of their stupor when they heard Jelena wailing.

“Mommmmy! You ate all the pizza!”

“What?” Jen looked, bleary-eyed, at her furious daughter.  There was no point in denying it. The little girl had caught them red-handed.  The two culprits, too bloated to move, grease stains on their chubby cheeks, exchanged guilty looks.

“No, Jelena honey, we saved some for you!” said Jen, stifling a burp as she pointed to the remnants of the once massive pizza – there were still two lonely little slices sitting on the tray.

“You just wanted to eat it all,” said Jelena sulkily, but she accepted the final slices when Jen put them on her plate.  The small girl gulped them down almost as fast as her mother had.  Yeah, thought Laurie as she watched this spectacle, Jelena was definitely her mother’s daughter.  She was doomed to balloon as she aged.

“I want some coke,” said Jelena, her mouth full.  She had the same bad habit as her mother.

“Okay, honey, here you go.”  Jen shifted in her seat, grunting as she jostled her own full gut, to reach the pitcher of coke.

She froze suddenly as a soft “pop” sound echoed across the table to reach Laurie’s ears.

A surprised expression flashed across Jen’s face as her tubby pizza-filled tummy finally blew the button off her mega-sized mom jeans.

“Jen, did you just pop your jeans?”  said Laurie, barely able to keep a devilish grin off her face.  She was happy to see that Jen’s weight was still giving the pudgy piggy some trouble.  She hated to feel like she was the only one who had to constantly be on the watch for wardrobe malfunctions.

“Uhhh maybe,” said Jen, “But Laurie, I think we have, like, a bigger problem. You’re leaking!”

Laurie looked down.  Wet streaks marred the front of her pullover, beginning at the cork-sized nipples that tented the wool and leading down over the arc of her bosom and out of her line of sight.  She had delayed pumping her breasts for too long and now her twin milk blimps had sprung a leak!
“Oh fuck,” swore Laurie, grabbing a napkin and ineffectively wiping at her massive chest.  It didn’t do any good.  “I gotta get to a bathroom. Give me a hand, Jen!”
“Auntie Laurie said a bad word,” said Jelena, her eyes wide.

Laurie grunted.  “Sorry honey, that’s a grown-up word that grown-ups can say when… grown-up things happen.”

“Your boobies are dripping, Auntie Laurie,” said Jelena, shoving a pizza crust into her mouth.

“Yeah thanks, I know,” snarled Laurie.

Both mega-milfs were too fat and wide to early rise up from their chairs without assistance.  Laurie usually had Frank around to help her, but Jen would have to do.  Unfortunately, Jen was also having some trouble as she struggled to rock herself out of her seat. The two colossal cheeks of her giant rear end weighed her down, giving her additional ballast to overcome.
Laurie placed her hands on the table and pushed herself to her feet, inadvertently squishing her ample tits between her arms as she did.  Her breasts were so full by now that even that light amount of pressure was enough to increase the flow. The trickle was turning to a river, soaking her sweater and dripping down to the floor.  Worse, the sudden movement was overtaxing the dying stitches of the overburdened sweater and Laurie could feel threads in the side seams popping as she moved.  Oh Gawd, no.  People were noticing.  Around the restaurant, kids were starting to point and adults were starting to stare, enthralled by the spectacle of these two enormously rotund bunnies struggling to get up out of their seats as Laurie’s sweater unraveled under the pressure of her explosive knockers.
“Jelena, honey, we need to go now,” said Jen as she finally struggled to her feet.  

Jelena squawked in disagreement, angry that she hadn’t yet finished her pizza. “Mommmy! I’m not done! I want pizza!”
“Okay, sweetie, just hurry up, okay?”

“Jen!  We don’t have time for that! Stop being so indulgent! Help me!”

 A murmur of concern was rippling through the restaurant; men were craning to get a better view of this monstrously pneumatic preggo busting out of her clothes, women were smacking husbands in annoyance, kids were fascinated.  
“Jen, my sweater is ripping,” snarled Laurie through gritted teeth.  She could feel the lustful stares of almost every man in the room, all hoping that Laurie was about to pop out of her top.

They almost groaned out loud when Jen raised up her purse to block Laurie’s bosom from view.

Even at the front of the restaurant, Nancy could hear the commotion.  She turned to look, only to see Jen and Laurie waddling toward her.  Oh great, these two.  What was going on?
Nancy squinted, trying to make out what was happening. The fat-bottomed cow was wobbling along with her arm around the back of the top-heavy bitch, almost as if supporting her, and holding her purse up in front of her friend’s ample chest.
“Um, do you have, like a bathroom?”

“Uh, yeah, in the foyer,” said Nancy, pointing.

“Okay, we’re going into the bathroom now, Jelena.  No!”

Jen reached out to grab the little girl’s arm as the child shot out in front of them, dropping her purse shield as she did so.  At the same time, Laurie flinched in surprise.  The sudden jolt was just enough to finally snap the keystone threads holding the dying sweater together, and the poor garment split in a zipper tear running from the keyhole gap over Laurie’s bosom down the side.  The sweater fell away, allowing her enormous jugs to bounce out with such force that Nancy was nearly knocked backwards in a spray of milk.  

Laurie had, rather unwisely, opted for style over comfort and not worn a bra under her sweater today, believing that the straps of any over-the-shoulder boulder holder would have ruined the effect by being visible through the keyhole gap in her sweater.  Her hands shot to her front, but her whoppers were way too big to cover. Unfettered, those tits looked even bigger!  She was able to cover her deep burgundy areaolea, but no one could hide those mammoth melons completely.

Grimacing, Nancy wiped some milk from her face. “Ma’am, I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” she said, “This is a family establishment. And, um, those—“  She pointed at Laurie’s engorged gazongas – “are not family friendly.”

“Why you little – ouch!”  Laurie’s protest was cut short by another kick from Lauren.

“Um, like thanks!” yelped Jen quickly, grabbing hold of her friend’s arm and yanking her toward the bathroom.  Behind them, the restaurant erupted into both laughter and applause.

Nancy couldn’t help but smirk as she watched the two plumpers squeeze themselves into the bathroom.  While she had been fantasizing about some horrible fate befalling that bitch Laurie, this was way better than expected.  Nothing made her happier than seeing some arrogant bitch can her just desserts and watching Laurie’s humiliation almost made everything else about this crappy job worth it.

Inside the bathroom, Laurie was furiously texting Frank as Jen pawed at her fat, naked chest with a wad off paper towels, dabbing up the sticky milk as best she could. Jelena watched in fascination.

“I cannot fucking believe this,” snarled Laurie as she stabbed the buttons on her mobile phone.  “Frank says he’s in a meeting! A meeting! He won’t be able to get here with a new top for the next hour!”
Jen wiped a splotch of milk off of Laurie’s left boob.  Laurie was still leaking, although her breasts had released enough liquid by now that they didn’t quite so much resemble overfilled, spherical water balloons anymore.

“Um, like, why do you need to wait for Frank? We’re, like, in a mall, Laurie.  I could totally just go out and buy you a new shirt.”

“Ugh!” Laurie made a face, thinking about the mall’s many discount shops. “I am not just going to wear any shirt, Jen! I have standards!”

“Um, like, maybe you shouldn’t wear your tops so tight, Laurie?  You were totally asking for your boobs to pop out like that!”

“Thanks a load, Jen,” said Laurie darkly, “That’s just what I wanted to hear.”

“Isn’t it? Like, isn’t that the point of wearing a sweater like that?  Everyone was totally checking out your tits.  Nobody’s ever gonna forget that show!  Like, if you were worried that they would just think you were some fat preggo, you don’t need to worry anymore.  Everyone’s gonna think of you as the girl with the huge boobs!”

Laurie narrowed her eyes.  As much as she loathed to admit it, the idea did have a certain fascination for her.  She did love when people noticed or commented on her milky mountains so she wasn’t entirely upset – even if she felt like she could never show her face in that stupid pizza place again.  Then again, was that such a bad thing?  She never wanted to go back there anyway, and now she had the perfect excuse to veto Jen if she ever wanted to use that place for future meetings.
Laurie smiled.  “Jen, you always know the right thing to say.”  She was definitely going to make sure that Frank hired Jen now.

Jen grinned.  “Totally! Frank did say that I was a genius once.”

“No way! When did he say that? Why did he say that?”

“It was back in high school, when I told him to get you Pumpkin.”

Laurie tapped her fingers against her mobile phone.  “That was pretty smart…”

“See? You should totally listen to me more.  Like, right now, when I say that I could just buy you a new shirt.  You won’t have to wear it long. Just like, til you get home.”

“Okay, okay, I guess I should listen to a smart girl like you!”

Jen grinned again.  “Jelena? What do you think of Auntie Laurie?”

“Auntie Laurie has big boobs,” said Jelena simply.

Laurie chuckled.  She was starting to like this kid more.  “Well, I guess brains run in your family.”
***

Molly Coddles is a longtime writer of weight gain, inflation, stuffing, and expansion erotica who loves big girls and everything about them!  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Amazon to tell other readers’ what you thought!  You can also find more of my work at the following addresses:

Mollycoddles’ Amazon Store: http://www.amazon.com/Molly-Coddles/e/B00NCQSXAI/ref=sr_ntt_srch_lnk_6?qid=1438678183&sr=8-6
Mollycoddles’ Twitter: https://twitter.com/mcoddles
Mollycoddles’ Tumblr: http://mollycoddleswg.tumblr.com/
Mollycoddles’ DeviantArt:  http://mcoddles.deviantart.com/
Mollycoddles’ Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/mollycoddles
Thanks for reading!  You can also tell me what you thought of my writing (or send me suggestions for future stories) at mcoddles@hotmail.com . I always love hearing what people have to say!

Best wishes,

Molly Coddles
