Swollen with Pride

By Mollycoddles

General Victoria Montoya ran her hands down her perfectly contoured front, smiling smugly in satisfaction.  Beneath her crisp uniform, her stomach looked flat and toned, the perfect washboard tummy for a good soldier.  Victoria was intensely proud of her trim figure and the expert military discipline that it took to maintain it.  At least, that was the image that she projected to the world.  But it was a complete lie.

The full-figured redheaded general ran the tightest military operation in the whole army.  She was famous for being the strictest commanding officer in the army, quick to fly into a rage at the slightest infraction.  She demanded complete obedience and absolute perfection.  She didn’t coddle her soldiers.  Soldiers had to learn how to deal with hardship.  That’s why she made sure that her soldiers only received the barest amount of rations to stay standing.  The last thing she needed was a bunch of fat, lazy slobs!  She needed her forces lean and hungry!

But what a hypocrite she was!

Of course, things were different for a commanding officer.  A general needed to keep her mind sharp, so she needed a few extra calories to do that.  And instead of eating the same bland, tasteless MREs that the rank and file troops ate, Victoria Montoya dined on only the finest foods in her quarters – primecuts of juicy steak, dishes of delicious creamy pasta, rich desserts, washed down with fine wines and expensive licquors. It was her right as a general, after all.

So it was no wonder that years of soft living behind the scenes had given Victoria a thick layer of pudge around her middle.  A layer of pudge that she never would have tolerated in anyone else.  Luckily, no one ever suspected a thing:  After she squeezed herself into her figure-controlling uniform, she looked quite slim and fit.

Her middle only expanded bigger and bigger as Victoria found herself addicted to the perks of being an officer.  Only recently she could no longer button her jacket around her bulging tummy without a little bit of extra help – so she’d begun wearing a girdle under her uniform blouse and jacket, just to help restrain her bloated belly a little more and retain her hard-earned aura of perfection.

A sergeant appeared at the door to her office. “Sir! The new troops are ready for inspection, sir!”

Victoria wiped her lips briskly with her finger, brushing away the last remnants of this morning’s mega-sized breakfast, and raised herself to her feet.

“These are the new soldiers being recommended for disciplinary action?”

“Sir! Yes, sir! They were caught…er… commiting conduct unbecoming of a soldier in this man’s army, sir!”

Victoria smiled. “Excellent.”

If there was one thing that she liked better than showing off her own (supposed) perfection, it was berating other people for their imperfections.  Disciplining new recruits was always a highlight of the day.

She followed the sergeant through the corridor and outside, her heels clicking smartly against the linoleum.  In her tight regulation skirt, Victoria’s walk managed to look both sultry and professional – not an accident, she’s practiced it many times.  It was all part of her carefully maintained façade.

After a morning of struggle, she had finally managed to pack herself – and her bulging breakfast belly -- into her uniform.  With the aid of a heavy duty spanx girdle underneath her military blouse, no one would have guessed that the perfectionist general actually sported a generous muffintop.  With her plump tummy tightly constrained, Victoria looked voluptuous.  She looked pneumatic.  She looked buxom.  But she didn’t look fat.  As she marched over to inspect the line of soldiers, her beret perched smartly on her perfectly coifed ginger locks, her crisply-tailored uniform blouse beneath her gold-buttoned uniform jacket and tucked into her short-but-regulation-length skirt, the many medals on her ample chest clinking together as her bosom bounced with every footfall.  The nametag on her chest read simply “V. Montoya.”
She looked every inch the perfect general.

The new recruits were lined up for inspection.  But these recruits hardly looked like they were at attention.  They were slouching and weaving, most with dazed, woozy expressions on their faces – and all of them sported rounded, bloated tummies that bulged against the khaki camouflage material of their shirts.

What was going on here?  They looked pathetic! These were going to be her new soldiers? This wouldn’t do at all!

Victoria turned to her sergeant. “Sergeant! Who are these sorry louts?”

The sergeant snapped to attention. “The new recruits, sir!  Fresh from boot camp, sir!”

“Fresh from boot camp? More like fresh from booty camp! Why are they all so fat?”

The sergeant grimaced, not happy to be the bearer of bad news.  “Er.. they broke into the mess hall stores after hours, sir!  Gorged themselves on MREs, sir!”

The four privates lined up looked absolutely miserable.  Their secret midnight feast must have been massive, because each woman was cradling a bloated, swollen belly that made her look six months pregnant.  The woman closest to Victoria was moaning softly under her breath, weaving slightly on her feet, as she rubbed the curve of her overstuffed gut with one hand.  She looked a little green in the face.  In fact, they all looked pretty green.  Victoria could hear the woman at the far end of the line hiccupping, her fat gut jostling and shaking every time that a spasm wracked her chubby body.

“What!?”  Her eyes turned to take in the line of young women. Each soldier sported a queasy, sick expression on her face and a bloated, rounded tummy.  Victoria could not believe the lack of discipline on display here!  Stealing MREs and eating themselves sick?  What kind of soldier did that?
Almost in response to Victoria’s mental question, her tightly constrained tummy gurgled loudly as it struggled to digest her massive morning meal.  The sergeant pointedly ignored the sound, but the closest soldier in line, a pudgy Asian girl, stifled a quick giggle.

Oh, she thought that was funny, did she? Well, she wouldn’t find anything to laugh at when Victoria was through with her! 

Victoria marched briskly up and down the line, squinting at each individual soldier through narrowed eyes.  An angry snarl curled the plump crimson lips of the red-headed martinet.
“The sergeant tells me that you little piggies had yourself quite the feast last night, didn’t you?”  She stopped in front of the first soldier in line, looking her up and down.  A plump young Asian woman with a round face and short bobbed hair, her lips trembling nervously as she withered under the general’s furious gaze.  “What’s your name, soldier?”

“Private Cindy Hashimoto, sir! BURP!”  A look of horror fell over Private Hashimoto’s face as she realized that she had just belched in the presence of General Victoria Montoya.
“I’m sorry, private, what was that?  Did you just belch?”

“Sir! No, sir!”  A pained expression crossed Cindy’s chubby features as she strained to help in her gas. Victoria strutted up to Cindy, standing right in front of the trembling private’s face.

Victoria placed her hands on Cindy’s swollen gut and leaned forward.

“Have something to say, Private?” hissed Victoria.

“Sir! No, sir!”  Cindy’s face betrayed her misery as Victoria pushed against her gas-bloated gut with increasing force.

“Are you sure?”

“Y-y-yes….s-s-sir…I…”  She couldn’t hold it anymore!  She tried to protest but all that came out was a loud, bubbly belch. “BUUUURP!”

“Disgusting!” snapped Victoria, stepping back.  “I’d make you run 50 laps for insubordination if I thought you could do it.  I bet you’d collapse after just ONE lap trying to carry around that gut.”

“Sir! Yes, sir! BURP! I mean, Yes! Sir!”  

Victoria snarled so viciously that Cindy swallowed her next burp in fear.  She’d already made the general so mad that she couldn’t risk making her situation even worse!  Cindy was already sure that she was going to get dishonorably discharged over this incident, and wouldn’t that be embarrassing to explain to her parents back home!  It was one thing to get caught smoking or drinking or carousing, but to get kicked out for overeating?  That was humiliating!  Not to mention that her parents were sure to throw a fit if she not only came home with an embarrassing story but also with a new, fatter figure.  That was lame!
“Ordinary rations not good enough for you, Private?” barked Victoria angrily.  “You had to raid the mess hall stores?  And now look at you sorry lot.  You’ve gone and porked up like a pack of heifers. Look at your uniform! What do you call that!?”
Cindy followed the general’s finger with her eyes to see that the seam up the side of her shirt had split in two places, allowing the soft creamy flesh of her love handles to spill out.

“Absolutely unacceptable!” roared Victoria, sucking in a great lungful of air to continue her indignant tirade.  But when she did so, her soldiers couldn’t help but notice something strange.  Her chest swelled as she inhaled, but it didn’t deflate when she exhaled.  In fact, she seemed to be swelling up all over as she yelled.
Shaking her head, Victoria turned her attention to her next victim.

The next woman in line was a petite blonde woman with frightened blue eyes. Petite, that was, other than her distended stomach.  She’d obviously really enjoyed their illegal feast, because her gut was larger than Cindy’s – so large that she couldn’t even button her shirt over it.
“Can’t get those buttons together, soldier?” asked Victoria.

“Sir! No, sir!”

“What’ your name, private?”

“Private Ellen McGillis, sir!”
“I should have you court martialed for this!” shouted Victoria, puffing out her chest in her rage and towering over the diminutive private.  She inhaled deeply, puffing herself up to seem even more intimidating.  Victoria’s girdle and uniform creaked loudly as she filled out.
Her eyes fell on the next soldier in line, a young swollen Latina with her short hair pulled back into a serious bun.  

“And what’s your name, grunt?” sneered Victoria.
The young woman snapped to attention, her swollen middle bouncing slightly as she moved. “Private Gloria Reyes, sir!”

“And what do you call that, Private Reyes?” snarled Victoria, poking the poor young girl in the stomach and flicking the nub of her protruding navel.

“Um…I don’t know, sir!”

“Is that your… is that your belly button, private? Sticking out of your uniform?  Do you think that’s acceptable, private?”

“I can’t help it!” cried Gloria, the carefully crafted façade of military stoicism cracking.  “I’m just so bloated!”

Ellen and Cindy stared at Gloria in shock and fear.  Now she was going to really get it!

“That’s no excuse!” shouted Victoria, her face flushing crimson with rage. “You’re just too bloated? What kind of talk is that for a soldier!  Maybe if you plumpers didn’t spend all your time in the mess hall then you wouldn’t all be such a gang of fat slobs!”
The soldiers eyes grew wide as Victoria’s swollen middle puffed out further with her every shout.  There was no mistaking it now.  At first they thought they were imagining it, but now it was obvious: General Victoria Montoya was blowing up like a balloon right before their eyes!  She seemed to be literally swelling with rage and indignation, blimping rounder with every furious shout.
Victoria’s rounded belly surged outwards, testing the limits of both her spanx girdle and her uniform.  Buttons creaked as she grew rounder and fuller, bloating up like a great big bullfrog.  The privates watched in confusion as the material of Victoria’s jacket grew taut, creases disappearing as her body filled it tighter and tighter.  One of the medels popped off her chest and bounced across the ground, but Victoria didn’t take any notice.
“I expect discipline among my soldiers! I expect order!  And look at what I get! I’ll have you all drummed out of the military for this!”  
Her uniform jacket pulled tighter and tighter, large gaps forming between the buttons as Victoria literally swelled with indignation. 
“Look at me! I’m the very model of military discipline!  Take a look at this flat tummy, you bloated hogs. This is what you should be striving for!”

Victoria hadn’t yet noticed that her stomach wasn’t so flat anymore.  Gloria could only stare, transfixed, as Victoria’s titanic tummy exerted more pressure on those shivering gold buttons, pressing harder and harder, until she could hear threads snapping quietly and – BANG!

The first button sprang from Victoria’s jacket, hitting Gloria square in the forehead.  Gloria winced but kept silent, still standing at attention.
That got Victoria’s attention.  She looked down, wide-eyed, at the sound and gawked as she saw her distended stomach hanging out, testing the limits of her clothing.

Shit, thought Victoria, what’s happening?  Even she couldn’t ignore what was happening to her body.  It was almost as if all those years of suppressed rage and arrogance and hypocrisy were finally coming back to haunt her, filling her up.  She couldn’t back down now, though.  She had to finish berating these soldiers, then maybe she could waddle back to her quarters and call a medic to find out what was happening to her.
Victoria turned her attention to the final soldier in line.

“And you? What’s your name?”

“P-p-p-private (hic!) Pamela Cook! (hic!)” stammered the chubby little brunette who – like all her cohorts – was also sporting a tubby tummy spilling out of her khakis.
“Oh, p-p-private Cook, is it?” snapped General Montoya, waddling over to inspect the last woman in line.  The soldiers couldn’t help but notice that Victoria was ballooning downstairs as well – her bottom was blimping into two big round hemispheres that tested the limits of her skirt and giving the general some very obvious panty lines.

“What do you call those?”  Victoria pointed to the bright pink lines on Pamela’s exposed plump tummy.

“I…I don’t know, sir?”

“Are those stretch marks? Stretch marks on a soldier?  How did you get them, Private Cook?”

“I don’t know…sir!”  Pamela struggled to maintain composure, but she was mesmerized by Victoria’s fat round belly, now so big that Victoria looked like she was pregnant with triplets.
“Too much eating, that’s your problem! Too much soft living!  Pay attention, soldier!”  Victoria snapped as she saw Pamela’s eyes drift down to stare at Victoria’s gut.

Bang! Victoria’s second jacket button hit Pamela in the face.

“Ow!” Pamela broke composure, her hands flying to her forehead where the exploding button had left a dark pink welt.

“I didn’t give you permission to speak, soldier!” howled Victoria, her entire body visibly inflating as she shouted.  Her face was started to flush as red as her fiery red hair, but the soldiers couldn’t tell whether it was from rage or from the strain of holding in all that air as she blew up bigger and bigger.

“P-p-permission to speak freely, sir?” Pamela stuttered, sweat pouring down her chubby cheeks.  Maybe Victoria didn’t realize what was happening. Pamela felt like she really ought to warn the general and advise her to find a medic who might be able to explain what was happening or how to stop it.
“Oh, you want permission to speak freely?” snarled Victoria. “Permission denied, Private Porky!”

Bang! The third and final button blasted away, and Victoria’s jacket flew open – revealing her now overpacked uniform blouse.  The struggling girdle was visible through the growing gaps between her blouse buttons as her tummy and tits continues to balloon.

“You’re all disgraceful!  I’ll have you all kicked out of the army!  How do you like that?  No one can measure up to my standards!  I’m the most disciplined woman in the whole army!”

Victoria didn’t stop.  She was so lost in her own anger that all she could do was continue shouting even as her body puffed up around her.

“I’ve got the perfect figure, the perfect flat stomach, because I have self-control! I have will power! I have discipline!”

Victoria felt an enormous pressure behind her belly button, an ache in her gut that grew and grew and grew the more she yelled.  The pain only made her angrier, which in turn made her yell louder – which only seemed to make her balloon faster.
In the back of her mind, the pneumatic redhead couldn’t help but worry.  What was happening to her?  She was blowing up like a balloon, filling up with more air the angrier she got!  She had to get herself under control or she was going to simply burst!  But at the same time, she was just so furious that she couldn’t stop herself.

“I’m the most perfect general in the whole army!  And you come before me looking like that?!  You fatties should be ashamed of yourselves!”

Her chest puffed out an extra few inches as her boobs swelled to the size of firm ripe mature watermelons, popping a button off her blouse and sending it flying.  The remaining buttons on her uniform strained to hold together, as if they knew that they were the only things keeping the General from exploding outwards at an even faster rate.

“If I wasn’t so restrained and self-composed, I’ve got a good mind to just shoot you all right here!”

Bang!  Instinctively, the soldiers dove for the ground at the sound of what could only be a gunshot.  But the noise was actually Victoria’s navel finally succumbing to the intense pressure of her expanding tummy and popping out into an outie. 

By now, Victoria’s belly had swollen out bigger than a fully inflated beachball, pushing her uniform blouse up and stretching the limits of her spanx girdle. With a loud jagged tearing sound, a huge tear opened up on the front of Victoria’s spandex girdle, her enormous belly bubbling out the new hole. At the same time, her hips doubled in width, expanding out to her sides until the stitches in her skirt began to die one by one with high-pitched snaps.
“Did I say at ease?!” screamed Victoria, “You bloated maggots stay at attention til I… say you can relax!”  The hook on Victoria’s skirt finally gave up the ghost, breaking open as the zipper slid down to reveal her growing white thighs as well as the lacy frills of her black thong underwear.
By now, Victoria was so full of gas that her body groaned and creaked with her every breath.

“Sir! We… thought there was a gunshot…” said Gloria, as she struggled to her feet.

“Don’t you… talk back to me!” shouted Victoria, her face now as bright red as a tomato.

Now even the sergeant couldn’t ignore what was happening.  “Sir! With all due respect…” she began.

“Shut up!  What are… you implying?  That I’m… out of… order??” Victoria was starting to have trouble speaking.

“Sir! No, sir!”

“And…how…dare…you…imply that…I’m…out of…order!” gasped Victoria.  She could barely take a breath now, she was packed so absurdly tight.

Bigger…bigger… bigger…  The remnants of her skirt burst into ribbons, leaving her in nothing but her ruined blouse and her overstuffed thong underwear.  The back of her thong disappeared between the enormous, balloon-like cheeks of her inflating rear as her expanding belly pushed in the opposite direction, bright red stretch marks popping into existence in a spider web network radiating outward from her everted navel.
Cold sweat poured down the pretty face of Private Gloria Reyes as she watched her commander inflate like a runaway blimp before her eyes.  How big could Victoria get before she couldn’t hold anymore gas?  The arrogant windbag was blowing up bigger than Reyes ever would have thought possible; the angry shouting woman looked like an overstuffed turkey.  She wanted desperately to get away from here, to get a safe distance between her and the ballooning general before the latter finally detonated like a megaton bomb.
The other soldiers could only exchange confused and panicked looks, too afraid to defy the general’s orders but also terrified of the inevitable end to the general’s rage.

How big would she grow?  When would she pop?  When would she explode?

“Look at me!” shouted Victoria, “I’m the…only…real…soldier here!”

Her skin creaked and groaned as it stretched tighter and tighter, thinner and thinner.  How much give did it have?

Stop.  Calm down.  For God’s sake, stop.  She was going to blow.
The zeppelin-sized windbag simply couldn’t hold anymore.  But somehow, she kept inflating. Kept growing.  Kept filling up.  Beyond all reason, Victoria was blimping up to the size of a small moon.  If she’d been filling with helium, she would have floated up into the sky by now.
“Look at…me!  I’m the very…model of a good… soldier!  My immaculate uniform… my impeccable…flat tummy…”
The last remaining button on her shredded blouse creaked. Her black thong panties groaned.  Her very skin squeaked and scraped like rubber pulled way beyond its capacity.
The privates exchanged worried glances.  Was she winding down? They could only hope.

Victoria gasped and wheezed.  Her skin was SO tight she was ready to pass out.

All the privates waited eagerly for the general to dismiss them.  They could only hope that Victoria was done yelling, that she’d finally realized what they all had long ago – that the louder and angrier the general got, the more she inflated.  Maybe she’d finally realized that she needed to cut short her tirade or she was going to burst like an overinflated air mattress.

Victoria saw something glinting on the ground.  It was one of her medals, one that she’d received for Conduct Most Becoming an Officer in the Realm of Uniform Crispness and Orderly Protocol.  It had popped off her chest as she expanded and now lay underfoot.

“Soldier!  Pick up… that medal!”

Pamela dutifully picked up the medal.

“Pin it back… on my… uniform!”

“S-sir?”  Pamela was afraid to get too close to Victoria’s voluminous bulk – she was so burstingly full of hot air that her bright pink flushed flanks were warm to the touch, throbbing and pulsating with fullness.  She looked like she might explode into a million pieces if someone so much as touched her – so much as looked at her.  And Victoria wanted her to bring that sharp pin over to her?  That was a terrible idea!

“Are you questioning…your…orders…soldier?” gasped Victoria.  The pressure inside her was so high that she felt like she was being crushed to death by her own fullness.  She was about to pass out simply from lack of oxygen, but she was determined to power through, not to show any weakness in front of these pathetic privates.

Pamela saluted again. “S-s-sir! No, sir!”

Gloria, Cindy and Ellen stared in horror as Pamela took a few faltering steps toward the trembling, quivering blimp.  This was such a delicate operation!  Victoria’s inflated tummy was pulsating with fullness, shivering so hard that it was nearly impossible for Pamela to hook the medal into Victoria’s tattered uniform without pricking her with the pin.

Oh please oh please don’t pop, thought Pamela desperately as she willed her fingers to obey her.  Careful now.  Don’t panic.  You can do this.  Remember your army training.

Creeeeeeaaaaak.  Pamela could barely maintain her grip on the slippery gold medal with her sweaty, trembling fingers.  Creeeeeeaaaak.  The creaking, squeaking sounds coming from Victoria’s over-filled body filled her with absolute terror.  How could one woman hold so much gas?  Even worse, the billowing windbag kept shouting as Pamela approached her – and every shout only made Victoria grow even more!  How could she possibly put that medal on Victoria’s chest without pricking her when she kept expanding every time that Pamela got close to her?
Well, she had to try.  Pamela screwed her eyes closed and muttered a quick prayer under her breath.

Gingerly, slowly, she slipped the pin on the back of the medal through the threads of Victoria’s blouse, stopping just short of shoving the pin into the tightly-packed balloon woman beyond.

For a split second, Pamela imagined shoving that pin into Victoria.  It would serve this arrogant, bloated bitch right!  There was some justice in Victoria, the meanest loudest bitchiest general in the army, being defeated by a lowly private with just a tiny little pinprick.  But Victoria was under so much pressure, that Pamela knew the explosion would probably kill all of them in the blast.

The other soldiers heaved a collective sigh of relief as Pamela stepped back from the quivering blimp, to reveal the medal successfully back on vast globes of her massive bosom.

“None… of you can… match me! You’re all… a disgrace!”

Victoria’s body shivered and shook as it expanded again.

That last shout did it.  Victoria should have quit while she was ahead.  Her giant spherical gut puffed out just the tiniest fraction of an inch.  But was that extra tiny little square millileter of gas just the tiniest little square millileter too much?  Was that the final straw that broke the camel’s back?  Afterwards, army doctors feverishly argued whether it was that last bit of air that finally made the overblown blimp burst into shreds.  But others believed that her body could have taken it, that she still had enough stretch in her overstretched bulk to fill out a little more.  But that last little puff had caused Victoria’s body to expand INTO the pin in her medal, puncturing her like a bicycle tire.
Either way, the outcome was clear.

“Ohhhhhhhhh Gawd…..what’s….what’s….what’s happening….” Victoria’s expression turned, for the first time, to one of fear. “I can’t hold it anymore!  I’m gonna….I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”
CREEEEEAAAAAAK

Bigger and bigger….

GROOOOOANNNNNN

Rounder and rounder…

There wasn’t much give left in her skin.  From the looks of her, there wasn’t ANY give left in her skin.

The rubbery stretching sounds coming from her billowing, trembling bulk turned to long, drawn-out moans as her body reached its absolute limits – and surpassed them.
“No! This… can’t happen to me… my immaculate tummy…. My trim figure… I’m…the perfect soldier…. I have discipline… I have too much self control to let… this...happen… I won’t let… this… happen…”
She grimaced, her eyes squeezed tight shut, sweat rolling down her bright red cheeks as veins popped out in relief on her forehead.  At her sides, her hands balled up into tight fists, her perfectly manicured nails digging into her palms.  It looked like she was trying to hold herself together through sheer force of will.  Could she do it?

GROOOOOOOOANN

Someone who actually had willpower might have been able to hold herself together.  Unfortunately, Victoria had been faking it for too long.  Too many years of secretly indulging all her worst vices had left her weak and flabby, so she didn’t have the strength to keep her monstrously gas-bloated blimp of a body together any longer.  Her vast over-extended belly pulsed and throbbed, stretch marks nearly glowing as they grew wider and wider, now nearly touching and turning her belly into one big bright red flush.

Forgetting any vestiges of military discipline, the privates were edging away from Victoria’s over-filled form.

“How dare you…don’t you run… these soldiers…not worth…their salt…Ohhhhh... I’ll have your…hides for this!”

Maybe, even now, she could have still saved herself from the almost surely inevitable detonation, if she had just stopped herself from continuously insulting her troops.  Maybe if she’d just calmed down, she would have stopped blowing up.  But now she was so far beyond her limits that she was certain to blow apart at the seams no matter what happened.
And she could feel it.  Her eyes went wide as she felt something pop inside her, some final limit passed and surpassed.
“Ohhh…I’m…I’m gonna…I’m gonna…”

She never finished that thought.

KABOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOM!!!!!
General Victoria Montoya had finally met her match.  The blimp-sized redhead exploded into shreds with a noise like a thousand grenades going off.  The privates were tossed across the field like ragdolls, but luckily were able to land safely without any major injuries due to their army survival training (except for poor Gloria, who bruised her chubby tushie slightly on landing!).  All across the base, car alarms went off, windows shattered, and confused technicians went on high alert, convinced that they must be under attack by some new enemy. 

Victoria had been so swollen with pride that the explosion was nearly complete, obliterating almost every shred of what had once been an overly arrogant, overly critical general.  They did find her medals, which were sent to her next of kin.

Of course, it was quite embarrassing for the army to admit that one of its top generals had exploded, so they had to cover things up.  A press statement announced that General Victoria Montoya was away on indefinite leave for “medical reasons.”  Privates Cindy Hashimoto, Gloria Reyes, Pamela Cook and Ellen McGillis all received honorable discharges in exchange for their silence. That worked out just fine for them, since it meant they didn’t have to suffer through any more bland army cooking.  It wasn’t long before all four of them had grown quite round and plump themselves from overindulging in delicious, zesty civilian cooking.  But, of course, they were always careful not to indulge too much.  After all, they’d had a very convincing first-hand lesson about the dangers of going too far.
After all, you don’t want to be too undisciplined.  You never know when you might need to exert a little discipline to keep things together.
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