Preggy Peggy 1.5

By Mollycoddles

Cynthia bore a distinct resemblance to her cousin Peggy.  Like Peggy, she was a short woman with golden blonde hair, a ready smile, and sparkling eyes.  Like Peggy, Cynthia was a natural chubbette and her years of hearty country living – and heartier country cooking – had only accentuated that distinctive family trait.  Peggy couldn’t help but think that Cynthia looked like Peggy herself had back in college, when Peggy still had a little bit of flesh on her bones.  If Peggy hadn’t fallen under Jan’s influence and reduced down to near skeletal size, perhaps she would still look like Cynthia today.

“Peggy, I barely recognized you!” said Cynthia, leaning in to give her cousin a welcoming hug.  “When you sent me those pictures after you’d lost so much weight, I thought that was a pretty dramatic transformation.  But now you’ve…uh…uh…”

Cynthia groped unsuccessfully for words as her eyes trailed down to Peggy’s large, spherical paunch.  There was no getting around it.  Although Peggy had once been a cute little zaftig plumper with prominent breasts, thick thighs, shapely legs and a cute little bulge of a belly, her weight gain patterns had shifted radically recently.  Now Peggy gained the vast bulk of her weight in her gut, giving her an exaggerated apple shape that made it look like she was several months pregnant.  Peggy’s burgeoning belly bulged out so far that it looked like a beachball hidden under Peggy’s loose shift-style dress.  And that dress did nothing to disguise her gain; it just made her look MORE pregnant.  Cynthia wondered if Peggy had chosen to wear it because it was more comfortable around her growing tummy or because nothing else fit her anymore.

“I know I’ve gained a lot of weight lately,” said Peggy, dropping her suitcase on the floor and shuffling inside.  “I was down to 125 pounds when I sent you those pictures, but I’m up to… well, probably 186 pounds now.”  Peggy gulped, well aware that she was no doubt even heavier than she was when she’d last weighed herself, but she just couldn’t stand the thought of getting on a scale and discovering that she’d piled on even more pounds. 

“But why?  You sounded so happy when you were talking about all the weight you’d lost.”

“I thought I was happy, but you know that Mike and I have been trying to have a kid, right?  I went to the doctor last month and he told me that all my extreme exercise and weight loss was playing havoc with my hormones. So unless I put some weight back on, there wouldn’t be any way for me to conceive at all!”

“And that’s what all this is?” said Cynthia, gesturing to Peggy’s expanded middle.  Honestly, Cynthia had assumed that Peggy might actually be pregnant when her rotund cousin first walked in the door, so she was grateful that she had held her tongue about that.  She knew that Peggy was always a little sensitive about her plumper status, and she suspected that, even if Peggy was intentionally gaining to adjust her hormone imbalance, Peggy probably didn’t like having her increasing size pointed out to her.

“Yeah, I really went off the deep end, you can say.  I’ve gone whole hog, just eating as much as possible and totally cutting out exercise.  If I keep this up, I know that I’ll get my hormones back in sync and pretty soon Mike and I will really be able to have kids. But it’s all so confusing, I’ve got this bitchy neighbor…well, it’s a long story, but I just needed to get away from Florida for a little while so that I could clear my head.  It is okay if I stay here for a little while, right, Cynthia?” Peggy asked with a sudden crack in her voice.

“Of course, you know that I’ll always have room here for my favorite cousin,” said Cynthia reassuringly.  She wasn’t sure what Peggy’s plans were, but she simply couldn’t turn away family.

* * *

Over the coming weeks, Cynthia gradually pieced together Peggy’s story.  Getting Peggy to explain her problem was like pulling teeth, because Peggy was still so ashamed of her new appetite because of Jan’s constant insults.  Not to mention the fact that Peggy spent most of her time eating so there was rarely a moment when her mouth wasn’t bulging with food, making conversation impossible.

In fact, Cynthia was downright shocked by how much food Peggy could pack away now.  She used to tease her cousin about her paltry city girl appetite, but Peggy ate like a pig!  In the morning, Peggy gulped down bacon, eggs and sausage.  For lunch, she chowed down on Shepherd’s pie and collared greens.  And for dinner, creamed corn and pot roast.  Dessert was pie, pie and more pie.  And between meal snacks!  She ate so many that you could barely call them between meal at all.  In fact, Peggy didn’t actually eat distinct meals – she ate constantly, all times of day blurring into one long, continuous meal.

One morning, while Peggy chomped down a heaping plateful of scrambled eggs and hash browns, Cynthia got her to tell the story of how she had succumbed to a fanatical exercise routine under the influence of her pushy neighbor Jan and how she had more recently undertaken a mission to gain back all her lost weight once she’d learned that her rapid weight loss was responsible for her conception problems with Mike.

“I’m sure that I’m doing the right thing,” said Peggy between bites. “But I’m still worried.  Jan said I looked like a pig last time she saw me and I was only 186 pounds then.  What would she think of me now?”

“Why the hell do you care what this Jan thinks at all?” asked Cynthia.  “It sounds like everyone knows she’s full of shit.  Alice is right, you should drop that nosy bitch if she throws a conniption whenever you gain a pound.”

“I’ve gained quite a bit more than a pound,” admitted Peggy, shifting her weight in he chair and listening to the wooden frame creak beneath her bulk.  She plucked a slab of bacon from her plate and gnawed on it thoughtfully.  Cynthia made the best fried crispy bacon!  Peggy knew that she’d easily gain weight around her expert cook of a cousin, but she was not prepared for just how fast she would be gaining.  Sometimes Peggy worried that she needed to slow down and get her eating under control before she simply burst.

“And what about Mike? What does he think about your new look?”

“I guess he must be okay with it,” said Peggy, “He did get kind of distant when I lost a lot of weight, but I figured it must be because, you know, we’ve been married for a few years.  But his interest has really come back once I started putting on the poundage again.”

“In that case, I think you’ve got your answer, Peggy. Do you think you’re ready to head back to Florida soon?”

“Not just yet,” said Peggy, digging her fork into some mashed potatoes.

Cynthia enjoyed having her cousin around, but she was not prepared for Peggy’s ravenous new appetite.  Peggy spent most of her time lounging around the house, but there were some days that she never left the dining room table, chowing down on Cynthia’s gourmet cooking from sunrise to sundown.  And Peggy’s waistline was showing the effects.  Cynthia felt like she could see her gluttonous, overindulgent cousin literally inflating like a balloon hooked up to an air pump before her eyes as she ate and ate and ate like a woman possessed.  

Peggy found herself suddenly surrounded by delicious food, more so than she ever had been before in her life.  Cynthia’s cooking was to die for!  From buttered corn on the cob to fresh hot apple pies to roast turkey and juicy ham and seasoned pot roast, Cynthia could make anything taste good.  Even if Peggy hadn’t planned her visit specifically so that she could eat and gain in peace, she probably would have rounded out a bit.  But as it was, Peggy blimped.  Her face became chubbier, her cute chipmunk cheeks growing round and rosy, her chin adding a little thickness.  Her boobs plumped back to their previously hefty C-cup status.  But those gains were dwarfed by her belly; her greedy gut was determined to hog as many calories as possible and Peggy found her tubby tummy blowing up bigger and bigger and bigger. The more she ate, the bigger she got.  The bigger she got, the hungrier she became. The hungier she became, the more she ate.  Peggy was trapped in a vicious cycle of gorging and gaining and there was nothing she could do to escape it now.

When Peggy’s tummy grew too round and full to comfortably fit into the baggy shift dresses that she wore when she first arrived in Nebraska, Cynthia suggested that they go shopping for some new outfits.  

“You think I need some bigger clothes?” asked Peggy.  Peggy was sitting at the dining room table – no surprise there – a giant plate of pancakes laid out in front of her.  Her rounded face was slathered with syrup.  Her belly was big enough now that it covered her lap, pressing tightly enough against the fabric of her once loose dress that there were no creases in the material and you could see the slight indent of Peggy’s cavernous belly button.

“Well, you’re starting to put a strain on your old threads,” said Cynthia delicately. “Just remember, you’re going to be buying plenty of new clothes when you’re pregnant, right? Just think of this as avoiding the rush.”

“Oh, Cynthia, that’s right! That’s a great idea!”

Heaving herself out of her chair, Peggy grunted: “Oof, I just wish this belly didn’t make it so hard to stand up!  I really don’t understand why I seem to gain so much in my gut.  Remember when I was younger and all my calories went to the right places?  Now everything goes right to this greedy gut!”  Peggy hefted her potbelly.  “And my boobs barely get an ounce!”

“Maybe it’s a portent of things to come,” said Cynthia, “Just think, when you finally do get pregnant, it’ll probably be pretty easy on you because you’ll already be used to carrying around all that weight in front.”

“Oh yeah!” Peggy smiled.  That idea seemed to assuage her, so she was in good spirits as Cynthia led her down to the car so that they could drive down to the nearest mall.

“Jeez, Cynthia, you really need to get bigger car!” mumble Peggy as she squeezed herself into the passenger side seat, her gut scraping against the glove compartment. “These tiny foreign cars are hell to squeeze into! Oh shit, I can’t believe I said that!”

“It’s okay, no offense taken.”

“No, I mean… that’s exactly the thing that Alice said to me two months ago, when I first saw her after her gain!  I thought she was as big as a house and here I am having the exact same problem!  I can’t believe I’ve let myself get into this state!”

“Calm down, Peggy, don’t act so dramatic.  It’s all part of preparing for motherhood.”  Cynthia patted Peggy’s middle reassuringly.  Peggy grinned.

“I guess you’re right.  If I’m complaining now, imagine how I’ll sound when I really get pregnant! I need to keep things in perspective.”

“That’s the spirit!”

Once they arrived at the mall, Peggy’s mood dimmed a little.  Omaha was a typical Midwestern city full of overweight people, but very few of the other mall visitors were as big as Peggy.  Cynthia pulled her car into the parking lot and hopped out, walking around to the passenger side to help her bloated blonde cousin get out.  

“Oof, thanks Cynthia, I don’t know what I’d do without you,” said Peggy.  She stretched, leaning backward with her hands against the small of her back, a move that only served to accentuate Peggy’s gargantuan gut – which looked ready to burst out of her clothes.

“Let’s get you inside and get some new outfits,” said Cynthia quickly.  The last thing she wanted was for Peggy to split her seams out here in public!

Cynthia helped her cousin waddle toward the door.  Due to her immense size, Peggy tended to roll from side to side as she walked, rather like a ship being tossed in a stormy sea.  Cynthia stayed at her side, gently supporting her fat cousin with an arm around her waist, half afraid that Peggy might topple over, pulled to the ground by the gravity of her enormous gut, and, like a turtle on its back, be unable to get back up.

Stepping inside the mall, the two women were greeted by the sweet, sugary scent of the mall food court’s Cinnabons.  Peggy’s tummy rumbled, and Cynthia could see Peggy lick her lips eagerly as she stared at the snack stand across the way. 

“Come on, Peg, let’s stay focused,” said Cynthia, tugging on Peggy’s arm and carefully maneuvering her toward the closest clothing store. “Let’s get you some new clothes before you eat too much and finally bust your britches.”

“Right, right,” agreed Peggy, although she continued to gaze longingly at the Cinnabons as they walked past.  The walk wasn’t far but Peggy was soon huffing and puffing, pausing every few feet to catch her breath.  “Thanks for being so patient with me, Cynthia.”

“I don’t mind, Peggy,” said Cynthia, although secretly she couldn’t help but worry about Peggy’s physical health if even a walk through a level, air-conditioned mall was knocking the wind out of her. “Look, there’s the Lane Bryant. Maybe they have something nice in your size?”

Cynthia hoped that the excitement might help Peggy find her second wind and it worked.  Bolstered by the promise of new clothes, Peggy waddled after Cynthia into the store. 

“Welcome to Lane Bryant, how can I help you?” asked the store clerk, a chubby girl in her early 20s.  

“We’re looking for some new clothes for my cousin here,” said Cynthia. “She’s a…Peggy, what size are you?”

“Ummmm…I don’t know….”

“Oh come on, Peggy, now’s not the time to be shy.”

“Well, I’m wearing a size 20.”

“Okay, so we’re going to need some clothes in size 22.”

“Absolutely,” said the clerk. “We’ve got plenty of clothes in that size!”

With Cynthia’s help, Peggy grabbed a few trendy pants and cute dresses off the rack and then wobbled her way to the dressing room to try them on.  Cynthia personally thought that the dresses all looked as big as circus tents and the pants could fit two people, but she didn’t say anything. She just nodded politely as an excited Peggy gabbed on about how much better she would look as soon as she had some clothes in her proper size.

The dressing room was a tight fit for a woman in Peggy’s condition, but she somehow managed to squeeze into the tight space.  Once inside, it was hard to move around without her belly bumping into the walls.  She was immediately annoyed when she tried to get close enough to inspect her reflection in the full length mirror on the door only to bump her gut into the wall.

“Serves me right,” sighed Peggy, “Oh well, let’s see what we’ve got here.”

Peggy held up a pair of size 22 slacks.  That should be her size, but she was immediately stumped when she tried to pull them on.  While the clothes might have been the right size, they were designed for women who gained weight more evenly – so Peggy’s giant belly constantly got in the way.  She could just manage to pull them up her thighs and over her bottom, but not a single pair of size 22 pants would button around Peggy’s vast waist.  The dresses went over her head and boobs just fine but always bunched up around her middle.

“Oh no,” whispered Peggy.

“What’s the matter, Peg?” came Cynthia’s voice.

“These don’t fit me at all!” whined Peggy. 

“Do we need to get you some size 24s?”

Peggy turned to the side so that she could see her profile in the mirror.  Her giant stomach was so big that she had to step back to see its entirety reflected.

“I guess we could try…”

**

The two women left Lane Bryant disappointed, Peggy almost in tears. 

“I can’t believe I’m too fat for fat girl clothes,” wailed Peggy, “What have I done?”

“Oh grow up, you big baby,” said Cynthia.  She was honestly starting to become a little exasperated with Peggy after all this time. “It’s not that you’re too fat, it’s that you store everything in your tummy.”  Cynthia rubbed her chin in thought.  “You don’t need fat girl clothes.  You need maternity clothes!”

“Oh Cynthia!”  Peggy cried with a crack of anguish in her voice.  “You can’t mean that!  Oh Gawd, I can’t believe that I’m so fat that I can only wear maternity clothes!”

“Hush up, Peggy, you’re not that fat, you just need some special accommodations for that jumbo preggo-looking tummy of yours. Let’s go over to the Mommy ‘n’ Me store and see if they have anything that can help you.”

**

It worked.  Peggy tried on a size 22 maternity dress and it fit her like a glove.

Peggy beamed with joy when she came home with a pile of new clothes.  Confident that she would soon be pregnant, she bought lots of new maternity clothes – big baggy shift dresses, jeans with elastic panels, and, of course, a brand spanking new maternity girdle.  Just because, despite herself, Peggy did have a little bit of sensitivity about her size.  There was no disguising that she’d gained, but maybe she could restrain her belly just enough so that people didn’t think she was a complete heifer.

And so it continued, the cycle of binging and gluttony went on and on.  Cynthia cooked anything that Peggy asked for, and Peggy ate anything that Cynthia cooked.  Peggy barely moved, instead glutting herself constantly. She ate so voraciously that she ended each day feeling sick and full.  After one particularly filling dinner, Peggy could barely even talk she was so stuffed and bloated, her balloon-like belly pressing hard against the waistband of her maternity pants.

“Please….help me…up,” huffed Peggy, “I’m so full…”

Cynthia sighed. This was becoming a regular occurrence. And while an esteemed country cook like Cynthia appreciated a good hearty appetite, she didn’t appreciate that Peggy was stuffing herself to such insane heights of gluttony that she literally could not get up from the table under her own power almost every night.  It was up to Cynthia to help her overstuffed cousin lurch to her feet and waddle the few feet to her bedroom, where Peggy would invariably immediately collapse into bed and pass out without another word.  

“C’mon, Peg, let me give you a hand,” said Cynthia, taking hold of Peggy’s arm and gently leading her to her feet.  Peggy burped and hiccupped, but slowly rose.  Gawd, she was heavy!  Cynthia was amazed at the extent of Peggy’s gain.  

“You gotta pace yourself, Peggy.  You don’t wanna bust a gut now, do ya?”

“Oh Gawd..Cynthia… I never thought…I could eat THAT much…. Oh Gawd I’m so stuffed…. I couldn’t eat…another bite….”

With Cynthia’s support, Peggy was able to stumble her way to her bedroom, where she flopped into bed and rolled over onto her side.  Her pants were killing her they were so tight!  She could feel the waistband pressing tightly against her distended stomach.  Whimpering, she reached under her stuffed tight belly to grab at the straining button on her maternity jeans.  With a slight poke, the button sprang out of its buttonhole, allowing Peggy’s giant gut to swell outwards another inch or two.  Peggy sighed.  

**

Peggy’s tummy swelled bigger and bigger as Peggy loaded herself with more food everyday, her gut rounding out until the stretch panels on her maternity jeans were stretched to their limits.  The day that she woke up and rolled out of bed to find that she could no longer button her enormous-waisted maternity jeans around her vast middle should have been a wake-up call.

Peggy spent twenty minutes futilely trying to hook the snap together.  It was no use.  No matter what she did, no matter how hard she sucked in her enormous fat belly, no matter what angle she took – whether she was lying on her back on the bed or doing a little fasten-her-pants dance – the button was still separated from the buttonhole by a good several inches.

Peggy released the flaps of her jeans and watched them spring back, drawn by the retracting elastic paneling, leaving her huge, bloated belly free.  Peggy stared at herself.  She was getting so massive!  How could this have happened to her?

Peggy gave up on pants entirely, instead relying on formless shift dresses.  The more Peggy gained, the more those shapeless dresses made her look like a big round balloon.  Peggy herself could barely believe what was happening to her.  She felt like a living blimp being inflated bigger and bigger everyday by food.  The days turned into a blur of eating; Peggy could think of nothing except filling her growing gut to capacity, beyond capacity, never stopping her constant eating until she was so overfull that she was certain that she must either burst at the seams or vomit.  Days turned to weeks, weeks t months, but Peggy was barely aware of anything other than her own hunger.  She was only vaguely concerned that her belly stuck out further in front of her everyday, gradually dominating more of her field of vision and making it harder and harder to reach across the table to grab whatever new treat Cynthia had concocted in her kitchen.  Peggy felt like soon Cynthia wouldn’t be able to help her walk to bed anymore and instead her cousin would be forced to roll Peggy across the floor.

On the rare occasions that Peggy left the dinner table, she always had to wear a heavy-duty maternity girdle – not for vanity’s sake, but because her belly was so big and bloated now that it was difficult for Peggy to lug it around.  A girdle helped to hold in and restrain her wobbling blubber just enough to make it easier to waddle.  Otherwise, Peggy’s belly would be just too overwhelming.

Of course, when she ate, Peggy didn’t bother with her girdle.  All it did was get in the way and make it harder to fill her stomach to capacity.

This might have gone on forever.  Peggy certainly didn’t seem to have any intention of stopping.  Besides occasionally fretting about Mike’s feelings or Jan’s insults, eating was the only thing she showed any interest in.  But eventually Cynthia had to put her foot down.  Peggy was eating her out of house and home, but, more importantly, she was really getting worried about just how big Peggy was getting.  If she kept it up, she would soon be bigger than a circus fat lady!

It came to a head one night at dinner when Peggy had, once again, eaten so much that she could barely talk, could barely breathe, could barely do anything except lean back in her chair and moan.

“Peggy, don’t you think you’ve had enough?”

“What do you mean?”  Peggy gasped.  Of course, she had enough.  More than enough.  After yet another giant feast, Peggy was so achingly, burstingly full that she could barely breathe.  She had to lean back in her chair, gasping for breath, and even then the pressure of her gigantic, blubbery paunch and overfilled stomach on her lungs made it a chore to catch her breath.

“I mean…how much do you weigh now, Peggy?”

“I…I don’t know….”  Peggy looked at her cousin sheepishly.  She’d been dreading this moment for weeks now.  Cynthia was finally at her rope’s end.  

“Right. But you do know that you’re gaining weight, right? You’re bigger than ever now.  I was sure that you were reaching the end of this quest of yours when you first split out of your size 20 clothes.  But what do you wear now?”

“I’m wearing size 26,” admitted Peggy, patting her enormous, globular belly that rested on her legs and covered her lap.  Her maternity sundress was pulled so tightly around her mid-section that the side seams had begun to fray and it was only a matter of mouthfuls before Peggy completely busted them apart.

“And you look like you’re ready to explode,” said Cynthia.

“I know this outfit is a little stretched now,” mumbled Peggy, self-consciously rubbing her fat, round gut through the straining fabric of her dress, “but I think that’s a little extreme. There’s a lot of give in this material.”

“No, Peggy, I don’t mean that your dress looks ready to explode. I mean YOU look ready to explode.  You’re huge! If I hadn’t seen your binging and gluttony over the last three months, I wouldn’t even recognize you! You can’t keep eating like this, Peggy. You’re going to be as big as a house if you keep this up.  You need to get your eating under control.  So, you can join Weight Watchers or you can go home, but you can’t keep going like this.”

Peggy scowled.  “Thanks a heap, Cynthia! You’re the one who’s been feeding me gourmet food around the clock, so I don’t know where you get off telling me that I’ve gotten entirely too fat!”

Deep down, Peggy was honestly a little upset that Cynthia had chosen those words, telling her that she looked ready to explode, because they so closely mirrored Peggy’s own fears.  For weeks, Peggy was so in awe of her own expansion that she couldn’t suppress a tiny, irrational fear that she might indeed eat too much one day and pop like an overinflated balloon.

“I only serve you food cuz you’re demanding it!” continued Cynthia.  “Look, Peggy, you know I love you and you know family means everything to me. But you’re eating me out of house and home.  I don’t know what you’re looking for here, but, if you haven’t found it by now, you’re not going to find it no matter how much fatter you get.  Whatever you’re avoiding back in Florida, it’s time to go back and confront it.  If you ever want to get anywhere, you’re going to have to deal with it eventually. You’d better leave soon, cuz if you get any bigger, you’re going to need to buy two airplane seats just to get your big butt home.”

Peggy sighed.  “Oh Cynthia, you’re right.  I can’t put this off any longer.  I’m so sorry about how I’ve been acting. I feel like I’ve been taking advantage of your hospitality while I’ve been avoiding dealing with Mike and all my problems back home in Flroida.”

“Oh Peggy, you know that I love having you here and there’s no way that you could take advantage of my hospitality. Nothing makes me happier than seeing my favorite cousin.  And I understand why you’ve been eating like a madwoman, but…it’s just….well, you must have gained more than enough to get your hormones back into sync.  And I’m afraid that if you keep gaining too much more, it’s just going to make things difficult for you.  You know that pregnancy can be murder on women who’re already fat, and you can expect to put on even more pounds once you’re carrying.  So you need to start being careful, Peggy.”

“I know, but…oh Cynthia, I’m just so afraid of what Mike will think.”

Cynthia out a chair and plopped down next to Peggy at the table.  “Peggy, you told me yourself that Mike was crazy about your new body before you left.  You were already pretty big then, so I don’t know why you were so worried.”

“I’m a lot bigger now,” said Peggy, looking down at her vast front with an expression on her face as if she’d never seen it before.  The way Peggy had been eating, Cynthia could almost believe that Peggy had been so intent on stuffing herself that she hadn’t even noticed the extent of her growth.

“And you know that Mike loves you,” said Cynthia. “So big or little, you’re going to have to face him eventually.”

Peggy sighed again, an audible quaver in her voice.  Cynthia reached out and squeezed Peggy’s chubby hand.  Peggy smiled.

“Thanks, Cynthia.”

“What are cousins for?”

That was that.  The next day, Peggy booked a flight home to Florida.  Peggy technically could probably still fit her bulk into just one airline seat, but she didn’t want to risk it.  I’d better get two just to be safe, she told herself.  At the very least, that means I’ll be a little extra elbow room.

At the airport gate, Peggy turned to look at her cousin one last time.  Cynthia looked Peggy up and down.  Peggy was fatter than ever – Cynthia had no idea how much Peggy weighed, but her enormous belly was bigger than a beachball, stretching the seams of her

 Sundress to their limits even when her tummy was restrained by a heavy duty girdle beneath.

“Thanks for all your help, Cynthia,” said Peggy, struggling to hug her cousin goodbye but only succeeding in bumping Cynthia with the mammoth mound of her middle.

“Anytime, Peggy.  Please give my best to Mike.  Next time you visit bring him along, why don’t ya?  In fact, next time ya visit, maybe you two will have a third visitor come along.  A little bundle of joy, perhaps?”

Peggy laughed. “I hope so, Cynthia, I hope so.”

The cousins waved goodbye as Peggy walked through the gate. Cynthia watched at Peggy’s plane taxied down the runway and eventually took off into the air.  She sighed and shook her head.

“Mike is sure going to be in for a shock when he sees how Peggy’s changed,” she said.

  
 * * *
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