Preggy Peggy 6

By Mollycoddles

Author’s Note: Preggy Peggy was an erotic weight gain series written and posted on the Internet by an author by the name of Dr. Fred.  It’s always been one of my favorite serials ever since I read it, and it’s one that I’ve often found myself returning to – something about Peggy’s character and her struggles just resonated with me! Unfortunately, Dr. Fred left the series on a cliffhanger.  I’ve always hoped that someday he would choose to return and finish it. I decided that I would take a crack at it and see if I could continue the story a bit.  To understand what’s happening, I recommend that you first read the first five Preggy Peggy chapters, available on Dimensions Online website. They’re pretty good!  
“Slow down, Peg,” chuckled Alice as Peggy wolfed down her ice cream. “It’s not a race.  Keep eating like that and one of these days you’re going to explode.”

“Yeah, real funny, Alice,” said Peggy, scowling.  She didn’t like to admit it, but that remark stung.  It reminded her of when her cousin Cynthia had refused to cook any more meals for Peggy, telling her that she either needed to go on a diet or leave because she had grown so fat so fast that she looked like she was going to explode.  Peggy hated to admit it, but she DID look like she was ready to explode.  She was a short blonde with golden tan skin, only 5 feet, 8 inches, and almost all of her recent gains had gone straight to a belly that now strained the bounds of her maternity sundress, so now she looked like she was swollen up to bursting.
“Lighten up, Peggy, it’s just a joke.  What’s gotten into you?”

Peggy and Alice had met for a light lunch at a local cafe, but neither of them had actually eaten light.  Both overweight women had ordered big meals: Peggy gorged herself on a giant tuna melt with fries, while Alice ate a massive Caesar salad.  Afterwards, Peggy had ordered herself an ice cream sundae to complement her meal. With these eating habits, it was little wonder that each woman was over 250 pounds.  Of course, Alice had the excuse that part of her weight gain was due to her pregnancy; Peggy’s gain, however, was pure fat. 
Peggy slammed her spoon back into her bowl, scooping the last bit of melted ice cream and bringing it to her mouth.  Why had she eaten so fast?  Peggy hissed sharply and grabbed her forehead as she felt the starting pangs of a massive ice cream headache.

“Oh Gawd, too much! Too fast!  Brain freeze!” she moaned as she clutched her head.  Alice simply waited quietly for it to pass, sitting in silence as Peggy moaned and groaned.  After a few minutes Peggy finally grew silent.  

“Better?” asked Alice.

“Yeah,” said Peggy.  Poor Peggy!  She was really in a foul mood today.  She knew that she shouldn’t be taking it out on Alice, her best friend since college, but it was hard not to.  Peggy was pissed off, and Alice’s matronly Madonna act wasn’t helping.  Alice was heavily pregnant and everything that she said or did now seemed to call attention to that fact.  It wasn’t Alice’s fault, really; it was hard not to notice her advanced pregnancy even though Alice tended to gain a little more evenly than her friend.  But Peggy and her husband Mike had been trying to get conceive for the last year without success.  

A recent visit to the doctor’s office had confirmed that Peggy’s extreme diet and fitness lifestyle was to blame for throwing her hormones into disarray.  In response, Peggy had gone of the deep end trying to realign her body through extreme binging and gluttony.  As a result, she had gained over 100 pounds on her short 5 foot 8 inch frame.  The last time that she’d weighed herself, she was very nearly 300 pounds.  She hadn’t stopped eating since so now she was sure she must have finally surpassed that weight.
Frankly, she was in crisis.

As a young woman, before falling under the influence of a fitness obsessed neighbor, Peggy had been a chubby little cutie, but she’d never been fat.  But now there was no denying that she was a real fat girl.  She wasn’t entirely comfortable in her new body, not least of all because she had gained almost all her weight in her belly, making her look heavily pregnant even though she wasn’t.  Stranger still, Mike absolutely loved her new look.  The night that Peggy had come home after an extended visit to her cousin in Nebraska, and Mike had seen her in all her obese glory for the first time, was the first time that the couple had made love in months.  And what a time it was!  Peggy couldn’t help getting just a little moist at the memory.  Mike had fucked her so hard that she felt like her pussy was on fire and her orgasms came fast and furious.

So she should be happy, right?  Her husband loved her new size, he was crazy for her big sexy tummy, and, with the way he fucked her now, she would be pregnant in no time.

But what would that mean?  Peggy was already so big that everyone thought she was pregnant now.  If she actually got pregnant, how much bigger would she get?  And what if her nosy fitness instructor neighbor Jan actually saw her in this state?  Worst of all, Peggy was scheduled to make an appearance with her husband at a fancy dress dinner party tonight and most of the attendees hadn’t seen Peggy since she was a skinny little waif of barely 100 pounds.  What would they say about her?
No, scratch that.  That wasn’t the worst of all.  The worst of all was that she’d cheated on Mike.

“Alice, I have to tell you something.  But you have to promise not to tell a soul.”

“Of course, Peggy. You know you can trust me.”

Peggy sighed, bracing herself for the worst.

“I cheated on Mike.”

“What?” Alice screeched in surprise.  Peggy quickly hushed her before scanning the rest of the restaurant.  Luckily, none of the other patrons reacted to Alice’s outburst, all lost in their own affairs.

“Keep it down, Alice!”

“Sorry.  Peggy, are you for real? I thought you and Mike were happy. Didn’t you tell me that you’ve been having the best sex lately?”
“Yeah, well, I didn’t plan it,” snapped Peggy, “It just kind of happened!”

Peggy kept replaying the scene in her head.  “Remember the other day when we went to The Pea n’ the Pod?  After you left, I ran into my ex-boyfriend Brad in the Super Sonic Burger and Shake Drive In parking lot.”
“Oh yeah, I remember Brad.”  Alice hadn’t approved of Brad, especially not after he dumped Peggy for being too overweight when she put on a few pounds after college.

“Well, I tried to avoid him.  But when I tried to leave the lot, I dropped my keys and I couldn’t….I couldn’t reach them over my belly.”  Peggy motioned at the grand mountain of her gut, now so huge that it practically covered her entire lap.  The enormity of her belly meant that Peggy could no longer buy standard off-the-rack clothes and had been forced to start buying maternity clothes even though she wasn’t yet pregnant.  Right now Peggy was dressed in a large sundress stretched tight across her vast middle, huge thighs, and plump (but not enormous) boobs.  Peggy had to wear an XXXL maternity girdle under her clothes because that was literally the only thing that helped reduce her circumference enough to even fit in clothing.  If she kept gaining, Peggy feared that she would soon outgrow clothes altogether and be forced to stay at home, fat and naked.  Mike probably wouldn’t object, he was always desperate for just one more glimpse of Peggy’s sexy fat body, but Peggy dreaded the idea.

“Uh huh, I understand, Peggy.”

“Well, when he saw me…at first, he was the same old Brad.  Total jerk who started making all sorts of mean comments about my size.  But then something changed.  He…he accidentally touched my belly when he tried to help me pick up my car keys.  He just went completely berserk and started talking about how sexy I was!  He really got crazy aroused looking at my huge belly, I could see his erection going crazy in his pants.  I think he would have fucked me right there in the parking lot if I let him!”
“Oh my!”

“The worst part is he started talking about how beautiful and sexy I am, and I started getting really turned on!  I was ready to let him stick his dick in me, except that my belly is so heavy that I can’t move it on my own.  You know I need  Mike’s help to lift it when we fuck.”

“Oh, of course.”

“But when I thought of that, I remembered how Mike really loves me.  Not like Brad who just wanted to use me for my fat body. So I told him off and drove away.”
Peggy broke down, sobbing.  She buried her face in her hands, ashamed to look her friend in the eye after that awful confession.  But Alice just stared at her, confused.

“Wait a second, Peg, are you telling me… nothing happened?”

“No! Something happened! Weren’t you listening? I cheated on Mike!”

“It sounds like some guy wanted a hook-up and you said no.  It sounds like you were being loyal to Mike.”

“I…”

“Peggy, we all THINK about cheating sometimes.  Sometimes we even come close.  But you didn’t do anything.  You have nothing to feel bad about.”

“R-really?”

“Yes, Peggy. Jeez, I can’t believe you got this worked up over nothing.  But, boy, what I wouldn’t give to have seen Brad’s face! The nerve of him coming on to you after how he treated you when you were dating!  It sounds like he finally figured out what he was missing.”

“Haha, if you think seeing his face would have been funny, you should have seen his pants.”

“What do you mean, Peggy?”

Peggy squirmed in her seat, trying to get comfortable. It wasn’t easy due to her mammoth paunch that covered her entire lap and blocked her from getting too close to the table.  “He actually came in his pants while he was looking at me,” she whispered.
“No way!” laughed Alice. “Wow, sounds like someone’s developed a little problem with premature ejaculation.  Serves him right!  But are you going to tell Mike about this?  He’d probably go beat Brad up!”
“I feel like I should tell Mike even if nothing happened.  I’ve been agonizing about it for days, but whenever I try to bring it up, Mike just brushes it off.”

“Mike knows that you’d never cheat on him.  I think he knows what you’re trying to say and he doesn’t want you to have to say it.”

“I need to say it,” said Peggy resolutely as she stared at her empty ice cream bowl.  “I’m going to tell him when he gets home from work today, no more stalling! I’ve got to get home.  Alice, give me a hand getting up, okay?”

“Sure thing, Peggy.”  Alice kept her mouth closed because she knew that Peggy was still a little sensitive about her recent gains, but she still couldn’t believe how big Peggy had grown.  Once a tiny twig, Peggy had absolutely blimped into a fat cow who couldn’t get up out of a chair without help.  Alice was so large that she had to lean backwards and place her hand against her back for support as she rose to her feet, but at least she could still get up by herself.  Once up, she offered her hand to Peggy to help pull her to her feet.

“By the way, did you decide whether you’re going to the Vandergraff party this weekend?  Last time we talked you were nervous about everyone seeing how large you’ve gotten.”

Peggy looked down at herself.  Her belly bulged out so far ahead of her that she couldn’t see anything below her waist; she looked like a human bowling ball.  The Vandergraffs were a neighborhood family who had invited them to celebrate their son’s engagement, but they hadn’t seen Peggy since before she blew up.
“We’ll see.”  
* * *    

Peggy really intended to tell Mike the whole story, but she didn’t get a chance.  She hadn’t mentioned it to Alice but a big part of the reason that Peggy hadn’t been able to tell Mike about the parking lot incident was that Mike was crazy in lust with Peggy’s hot, round body and he barely got home every night before he was all over her like an octopus. 

Peggy couldn’t object.  The sex was the best that they’d had in years and, besides, the more they fucked the more likely they were to finally conceive.  Peggy really hoped that she would soon be pregnant for real, rather than just a fat woman who looked like she was pregnant.

When Mike got home that night, he hugged Peggy close.  He wasn’t able to get his arms all the way around his short blimp of a wife anymore, but that just got him more excited. He immediately started kissing her and Peggy found it hard to think straight and remember what she wanted to talk about.
“Peggy honey, I’m so glad to be home,” he said, nibbling at her ear.  His hands were already at her sides, squeezing her love handles and working around to fondle her enormous, swollen belly.  The sensation was wonderful, and Peggy felt herself melting.  Her pussy tensed and throbbed in response to Mike’s touch, becoming wet and swollen as Peggy felt her temperature rise.  “I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

“Oh Mike, I’ve been thinking about you too. I need to tell you something…”

“What is it, Peggy?”  Mike was listening but he didn’t stop touching her, his hands kneading her flab like it was dough.  Gawd, it was making Peggy so horny that she felt like her pussy was going to explode!  Oh she couldn’t ruin this moment, she needed Mike inside her so bad.

“I need to tell you that…that…that…”

Ohhhh fuck it, thought Peggy. This is making me so horny, I can’t wait anymore!

“I need to tell you that you’re going to have to help me upstairs, Mike.  If you thought it was hard for me before, it’s going to be murder now. I just keep getting fatter and fatter, and it makes things so difficult!”

“Bullshit, I can’t wait for that!” said Mike. “I need you right now!”

Kissing and fondling his bloated wife, Mike pushed Peggy toward the living room couch.  Peggy waddled along obediently, horny as hell and helpless to resist even if she wanted to. Mike lay her down on the couch, marveling at how the massive mound of her inflated stomach rose above her when she was flat on her back. He lifted her sundress up and reached underneath to pull her panties down, exposing her plump pussy.

“Oh Gawd Mike I want you inside me right now,” panted Peggy, arching her back to present her sex to her eager husband.  The move made her gut seem even bigger, which only made Mike more wild with desire.  His dick felt ready to burst out of his pants.

Peggy watched, licking her lips, as Mike pulled off his pants and underwear.

“Get in me,” she said in a husky voice, “I want you to fill me up.”

“Fill me up with your dick,” said Peggy, “Oh Mike I can’t…I can’t move with this big belly, please help me!”

Peggy tried to lift herself to better ride Mike’s dick, but she was too round and heavy to do it easily.  Luckily, Mike was there to help. He grabbed hold of Peggy’s sides and gently helped raise her up and down, straddling his rod with her wet, warm slit.  Faster and faster, the two lovers gaining momentum with every thrust.

“Oh Mike…this is sooo good…oh Gawd….Mike…I never thought I’d say that…being fat…makes fucking so much better!”

“Then let’s make you fatter,” whispered Mike, grabbing a bonbon from the candy bowl on the end table and pushing it into Peggy’s eager mouth.

“More,” sighed Peggy, her face flushing red both from the excitement of their love-making and the exertion of moving.  “More! I need you to keep feeding me, Mike!  Feed me until I’m huge! I need you to keep pumping me until I’m full of babies!”

Peggy imagined herself pregnant, glowing with motherhood.  Mike was pumping her so full of seed that there would be NO way that she couldn’t be pregnant after this sex marathon.  Peggy was already massively obese without being pregnant, she could barely imagine what she’d look like once she was heavy with child.  She’d be enormous!  In her mind’s eye, she watched herself being fed candy and cum until she was bigger than she ever imagined.  She imagined herself so gravid and bountiful that she outgrew all her clothes, until she was forced to stay home, lying in bed naked and plush like a decadent Roman empress, doing nothing but eating delicious candies and bon bons all day and getting fucked by her stud of a husband, growing bigger and bigger like a radiant fertility goddess.
“Peggy, you’re my beautiful goddess, you know I love every inch of you.”

“Keep feeding me, Mike! (Gulp) Don’t stop! (Gulp) I want you… to make me huge!  (Gulp)  Feed me…till… till…”

Peggy arched her back again, feeling her overloaded belly strain against the bounds of her too-tight girdle.

“I want you to feed me until I bust this girdle!”

Mike nearly came inside her when she said that, but he held back, grunting, and continued to plow his big-bellied wife.

“Peggy, you sexy goddess, I’ve never seen a woman as beautiful, as sexy as you!”

“Oh Gawd Mike, (Gulp) make me fatter!”  Peggy couldn’t help but be slightly shocked at her own words.  The last time that she and Mike had made love, she couldn’t stop apologizing for her size, afraid that Mike couldn’t possibly love a woman so incredibly fat and bloated that her wobbling, overblown gut got in the way when they tried to have sex.  But Mike kept assuring her that he really did like her at this size.  And even if Peggy had trouble entirely believing it, his actions certainly spoke louder than words!  They hadn’t fucked like this since they were newlyweds!
“More candy! (Gulp)  Feed me (Gulp) !  Please, don’t stop!  I need to get fatter!  I need to be huge!” Now Peggy was not only feeling naughty and sexy at her new giant size, but she was eager to grow even bigger.

Peggy could feel her girdle stretching and straining, groaning as her stuffed firm belly bounced up and down in time to Mike’s rhythmic thrusting. It was creaking like a wooden galleon being tossed on stormy waves, groaning and quivering until --
Pop!

Peggy didn’t miss a beat as she heard the first stitch give way.  She was too lost in the ecstacy of the moment, her vagina spasming as Mike slammed his penis into her.  She kept moaning as Mike fucked her harder and harder, her massive belly bouncing faster and faster.

“Ohhhh Mike! (Gulp) It’s happening!  (Gulp) My girdle!  It’s gonna explode!”

Pop!  Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop!
The stitches tore apart and Peggy’s belly ballooned out through the gap between the upper and lower support panels, destroying the girdle even more thoroughly than she had destroyed her previous 2 XL girdle.  With her belly released, Peggy looked like a balloon being inflated.  She was so full and fat now that she felt ready to burst apart at the seams.
“Mike!  It’s too much! I’m gonna blow!”

Peggy screamed in orgasm, her pussy clenching on Mike’s cock as she flailed her fat arms.  She wanted to grab Mike and pull him close but her giant paunch was in the way, so she had to content herself with just moaning loudly.  At the same time, Mike came hard, filling Peggy with semen until she felt filled up like a big bloated water balloon.

“Oh Mike! It’s too much cum! I can’t hold it all! Oh I’m going to burst! This fat girl can’t take anymore!”

“Just think about how pregnant this will make you,” said Mike as he slowly wriggled out of her.

Peggy lay on the couch, her belly heaving as she gasped and panted.  She was completely disheveled, her clothing in disarray, her blond hair mussed, her golden tan skin beaded with perspiration.  

“Mike, that was amazing.  I think that was the best fuck yet.  Oh God, you filled me up so tight I’m probably REALLY going to have triplets after this!”

“Good,” said Mike.

Peggy hesitated. She didn’t want to ruin this moment, but it was now or never.

“Mike, I have to tell you. I ran into Brad at the Sonic the other day.”
“Brad? Your ex-boyfriend?”

“Yes.  You know that he dumped me before I met you because he thought I was getting too pudgy.  I always thought he liked willowy, leggy blondes after that, but when he saw me in the parking lot, he went crazy for my obese belly.  He wanted to have sex with me right there!”

“Did he hurt you?” asked Mike, his voice grave.

“No, no, nothing like that.  He was like a horny teenager, it was kind of hilarious, actually.  And I was so upset, I don’t know what I was thinking.  I almost wanted to, but then I thought about you, Mike, and I knew that I could never do anything to betray you.”

“I know that you wouldn’t,” said Mike. “I’m glad you told me, but it sounds like this was all Brad being a jerk.  You didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Alice told me that too, but…I still feel awful.”

Mike stroked Peggy’s hair.  “Maybe there’s a way I could make you feel better…”
Peggy giggled and pushed him away. “Mike! Not now, I’m already completely worn out.”  She patted her pubic mound in sympathy.  “You fucked me so hard I think my pussy is going to be raw for a week!”
“That’s too bad, cuz I’d like to do it again tomorrow…”

“MMmm,” Peggy smiled.  Gawd, she and Mike had been fucking like bunnies! It was insane!  She felt like she was turning into a sex maniac and her husband wasn’t much better!  Peggy found it difficult to think about anything other than food or sex these days, and both of those topics made her wet and excited.

Peggy shifted on the sofa, grabbing the hem of her sundress and struggling to pull it back down over her distended tummy.  That’s when she remembered that she’d just ripped open the XXXL maternity girdle she had bought only a few days prior. 
“Shit, I can’t believe I busted a XXXL maternity girdle,” said Peggy, cradling her ginormous, pregnant-looking fat belly with both hands.   She could barely see over it; she couldn’t even see her navel anymore it was so far away. “What am I going to do now? Now I’ll need a Quad XL! Those stuck-up bitches at The Pea ‘n The Pod said they don’t make any bigger sizes than Quad XL!”
“You didn’t outgrow your girdle,” said Mike, “You just gave it too much of a workout.  If you want, I’ll buy you a new 3 XL tomorrow after work so you don’t have to deal with those snooty bitches.  But why even wear a girdle anymore?  All you’re doing is hiding your sexy body.  You should be proud to show it off.”

“I’m happy that you like it,” said Peggy, “The way you talk about me, I almost don’t mind being such a huge fatty.  You almost make me want to try it.  But what about the Vandergraff party? I don’t think I could even show my face without my girdle. I can barely imagine showing up WITH my girdle – I know Jan will be there and she will read me the riot act.  She blew her top when she saw me at 175 pounds, but she hasn’t seen me since I got back from Nebraska.  She’ll blow her top when she sees that I’ve topped 300 pounds!  She’ll tell everyone that I’ve become a huge fat pig who can’t control her appetite!” 
“Fuck Jan! Who cares what she thinks?  All she does is criticize you and make you feel terrible.  All she cares about is her insane fitness regiment. If she really cared about you at all, she’d realize that she was preventing you from getting pregnant by forcing you to live by her crazy rules!”
Peggy considered that.  Before she fell under Jan’s spell last year, life was so different.  Sure, she’d always been a little plump, but Mike never seemed to mind.  But from the first time that they met, Jan had only criticized Peggy, telling her that there was no way that Mike could love a woman with an ounce of extra fat on her frame, that she had to reduce down to nothing if she wanted to stay attractive.  Once she started exercising fanatically with Jan, the pounds had melted off until Peggy had lost all her curves.  Jan thought that the new slim Peggy looked great and, for a while, Peggy had agreed.  But looking back now, Peggy could see the truth: She wasn’t just slim, she was downright skeletal.  Peggy was enjoying her new bulges more every time that Mike touched her, but Jan was sure to berate and mock her mercilessly.  

That wasn’t the only reason that Peggy was nervous about the Vandergraff party.

“But I don’t think I could even fit into my new black dress without a girdle on!”

“Have you tried?  I bet you could totally fit into that dress without a girdle. I wish you wouldn’t wear those damn things anymore.  I want to be able to show off my hot sexy wife when we go to this party and the bigger you are, the sexier you are, I say!”

“Mike, that’s so sweet, but…I don’t want to risk it.  That dress was expensive and I’m not about to risk splitting it apart right before the party.”

“If it splits, I’ll buy you a new one.  A new one in your proper size.  C’mon, Peg, at least try it on for me.”  Mike’s dick was already getting hard again thinking about his sexy fat girl wearing a skintight black cocktail dress that would showcase every bulging curve on her bloated body. 

“Alright, for you, Mike. But you’ll have to give me a hand getting up!”

Peggy held up her hands so that Mike could grab hold and help heave her to her feet.  Holding onto Mike for support, she waddled over to the shopping bag that still held the black dress (She still hadn’t bothered to unpack it) and pulled it out for Mike to see.

The short black strapless dress sparkled, the glamorous sequined material reflecting the light beautifully.  Peggy stared at it in despair.  She didn’t know what Mike was thinking, there was absolutely no way that it would stretch enough to hold her!

“I’m not going to fit at all,” she predicted.

“Don’t be so hasty.  We’ll see.”

“You’re going to have to help me again, Mike.  You know I’m too fat now to do this by myself.”

“It would be my pleasure.”

“First, I need you to help me out of this ruined girdle.”
Peggy raised her arms in the air, so that Mike could pull off her sundress, slip and girdle.  Without the girdle to restrain her mammoth gut, Peggy filled out her sundress to its limits, so Mike had so slowly wriggle it up her torso to get it free.  He marveled at how soft and warm Peggy’s flesh felt through her tight slip every time that his hands brushed against her as he worked the dress over her middle.
“That’s one down,” said Peggy. “Now if you can get this slip off too.”

The slip was so tight that Mike was half-tempted to ask Peggy to bend over just to see if it might burst at the seams and save him the trouble of actually removing it.  But he did his best to help Peggy pull it off, leaving her in nothing but her strapless bra and broken girdle.
The ripped girdle was easy to remove; all Mike had to was to tug it down Peggy’s legs and let her step out of it.
“Now comes the hard part,” said Peggy.  “Or should I say, the impossible dream.”

With considerable effort (and a little help from Mike), Peggy was able to pull the black dress down over her considerable paunch.  It fit, but barely.  The dress was stretched so tight that it didn’t look black anymore – now it just looked dark gray, making Peggy resemble a giant elephant or fat hippopotamus.  But the important thing was that it fit.  Peggy gazed at herself in the mirror, and, perhaps for the first time, saw herself as Mike saw her:  She was a round, plush, voluptuous diva with a huge sexy tummy.  She looked like she was bursting with child.  Even though Peggy knew the truth, she still really liked the idea and the look.

“Wow Mike, I think I can see what you mean.”  She ran her pudgy hands over the arc of her belly, touching as much of herself as she could reach.  “I… look amazing!  Maybe I can actually wear this to the Vandergraff party!”

“I told you that you look stunning.  You’re just glowing with life, Peggy!”

“Mike, you rascal, I’m not pregnant yet!”

“No, but I bet it won’t be long.  Look at yourself, Peggy, can’t you see what a knock-out you are?”

Peggy struck a pose.  She half-expected the dress to explode off her but it held fast.  The low-cut strapless dress showed off Peggy’s well-rounded boobs and thick arms, and was cut high enough to also display her shapely legs.  But it clung like a second skin to her wide hips, rear and belly.  This was the first time since the first night that she’d returned from Nebraska that Peggy had taken a hard look at herself when her belly was unrestrained by a girdle.  Far from being embarrassed, Peggy was actually surprised to find that she looked hot!
“So it’s settled then?”

“Yes,” said Peggy, smiling. “I’m going to the party. And I’m going to knock ‘em dead.”
* * *
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