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By Mollycoddles

Peggy remembered how much trouble she had going up the stairs at home.  At her size, almost everything she did was now impeded by her colossal belly.  She needed Mike’s help to mount the stairs at home, but she was determined to do it herself this time.  She looked across the room to lock eyes with Mike, giving a subtle coy nod.  The plan was in action.  There was no going back now.
Not that Peggy was planning on going back.  She was so fucking horny now that she couldn’t think straight, and she was breathing so fast that she was afraid she might accidentally inhale too deeply and split her dress.  Stay focused, Peggy.  She laced her fingers together underneath her gut, forming a cradle to support her distended gut.  Then she raised her left leg and placed it on the first step, bumping her chubby knees into the underside of her potbelly.  Slowly, laboriously, she raised her right leg and lifted it to the first step.  So far, so good. One step down, like a million to go.

Peggy knew that the trip would be slow and laborious, but she was determined to get upstairs as fast as possible.  Not only was she eager to be alone with Mike, but she knew that if she lingered too long on the stairs some good Samaritan would take it upon themselves to give this poor pregnant woman a hand.  That was the last thing that she needed.  She didn’t want someone to follow her upstairs and wait outside the bathroom for her to finish so that they could help her downstairs again.  That would ruin everything!  Peggy sucked in her breath and moved up another step, then another, and another, her great big blubber gut wobbling back and forth wildly.  Peggy was half afraid that her massive middle would overwhelm her before she reached the top and she’d fall flat on her face.  Well, flat on her belly.  It was so big that it would easily break her fall.  Heck, she would probably bounce right back up into a standing position.  Peggy smiled at the amusing mental image.

By the time Peggy reached the landing, she was sweating and panting.  Gawd, these stairs were just too much for a fat girl like her!  She drew a thick arm across her forehead and sighed.  At least she’d finally made it!  And the one big advantage of being so massively fat is that no one would question her if she arrived back downstairs all sweaty and disheveled; people would just assume she was winded from another hard trek down the stairs.

With a grunt, Peggy began her waddle toward the upstairs bathroom.  She had to suck in her gut and turn at an angle to fit her wide hips and enormous tummy through the doorway, but she fit (Granted, she could feel the apex of her gut brushing the doorframe as she passed through).

Peggy pulled the door shut behind her and waited.  Mike would be up in just a minute.  She looked at herself in the mirror, brushing a few strands of golden blonde hair out of her eyes, then tugging on the hem of her dress to cover just a little more chunky thigh.  Peggy was actually pretty shocked at what she was doing.  She and Mike had done this a couple times at parties when they were younger – sneaking away to some secluded room for a quick romp – but those were all noisy frat parties where no one would question why you might disappear for hours at a time.  This was a high class party full of respectable community members!  Plus, it was expected for a new couple to act like rutting animals when they’re 20 – but when they’re 30 and married…?  It would a scandal if they were caught!
But somehow, the danger only made Peggy feel even wetter between her tubby thighs.  It made her think back to her encounter with Brad in the Sonic parking lot.  She had been so turned on when he approached her, but was it really anything about Brad that got her excited?  Or was it just because he wanted to make love to her in a public place and the possibility of being discovered added an illicit thrill?  The more she thought about it, the more she suspected that might be part of it.
Peggy grabbed two handfuls of flab and, with a grunt, lifted her belly to let it fall onto the marble bathroom counter with a loud SPLUT.  That was better.  Carrying around that massive gut all day was murder on her back and legs, so it felt really good to let the counter hold her weight for a few minutes.  It would give her a little time to collect herself before Mike arrived.  She squinted at herself in the mirror, smiling to inspect her teeth and smile, then fixing her hair and adjusting the neckline of her dress to show off her boobs just a little bit better.  She wanted to look perfect when Mike opened that door.

A soft rap from the door drew her attention.

“Occupied,” she called out in a sing-song voice.

“It’s me,” came Mike’s voice.

“Open it up, it’s not locked.”

The door opened and Mike came in, pulling the door closed behind him.  He locked it, then turned to Peggy.

“What took you so long?” purred Peggy. “I thought I was going to die waiting for you.”
“We have to make this fast,” said Mike, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Then come take me, lover.”

Mike grabbed Peggy, wrapping his arms as far around his sexy fat wife as he could.  He pulled her close, her enormous belly bumping into his, almost preventing them from kissing.  They tried to find a position in the cramped bathroom where Mike could get close to Peggy but her grandiloquent belly was always in the way.  Eventually, Mike took hold of Peggy’s hips and spun her around so that she was facing away from him.  Then he reached down to grab the hem of her dress and slowly rolled it up her thighs until her entire bottom was exposed.  
“Feel how wet I am,” said Peggy, her voice husky.  She shook her rump at Mike.  He reached between her legs, pressing his fingers against the soaked crotch of Peggy’s panties.  Peggy gasped at the sensation as Mike began to stroke her chubby pussy lightly, priming the pump.  “Oh that feels so good, Mike.”

“You hungry, Peggy?”

“Oh Mike, you didn’t--!”

“I did. I stole just a few.”  With his free hand, Mike reached around to hold a tray of chocolate ladyfingers in front of Peggy’s face.  
“Mike!  Someone will notice!”

“No one’s going to notice one missing tray of finger foods, Peggy. There are so many other trays of treats already down there.  I thought I’d get one just for you.”
“Oh Mike, that’s so sweet.  Just..oooh…just put it on the counter and please don’t stop!”

Mike placed the tray on the counter in front of Peggy.  Without a second thought, Peggy plunged her face into the tray and started eating, chorfling up the fattening treats like a pig eating from a trough.  Meanwhile, Mike quickly pulled down Peggy’s panties while also expertly unzipping his own fly.  Peggy could feel Mike’s shaft taking her from behind, filling up her fat tight snatch. Peggy would have moaned out loud if her mouth wasn’t filled with cookies, so she could only murmur and flutter her eyes.  She knew that she was crossing another line now.  Sure, she ate constantly.  Sure, she couldn’t resist any excuse to stuff herself.  And as a result, she was getting bigger and bigger everyday.  But this was the first time that she just stuck her face into her food like an animal.  This was a new height of gluttony, even for her!
“Mmm, good,” grunted Peggy through her full mouth.  With Mike pumping her from behind, Peggy was almost tempted to gasp out loud with every thrust but she struggled to keep her mouth closed so she wouldn’t spew crumbs all over the countertop.  Gawd, that felt so good!  How could it be that the sex kept getting better the fatter Peggy grew?  If the fucking was this good when she was 300 pounds, she couldn’t imagine the ecstasy of what it would be like to be fucked when she was 400 or even 500 pounds.  What was wrong with her?  How could she even think about that?  The temptation was strong, but she needed to get a hold on herself: if she let the dynamite sex be her only criteria, she would quickly blimp up to immobility.
“Oh Mike… don’t stop… keep going! Oh yeah, fill me up!”

“Shh, Peggy, not so loud.”

“Shit, Mike, I can’t help it, you feel so good inside me!  I can’t take it much more!  Hurry up and cum inside your fat little wife before I blow!”

With Peggy standing and leaning over the counter, she could feel the force of gravity tugging hard at her mammoth belly, nearly dragging her to the floor like a leaden weight.  Her gargantuan gut wobbled and shook like an enormous beachball filled with gelatin as Mike rhythmically plowed her.
“More,” grunted Peggy, her cheeks bulging.  “Don’t stop, Mike, pump me harder! Yes! Harder! Deeper! Pump my pussy til I pop!”

Mike pumped harder, pushing himself deep into his fat wife, pressing her fat gut against the counter top with increasing pressure.  Peggy was so full of food and fat that being squeezed between the counter and her man made her worry that she would burst like an overfilled balloon, but the sexual electricity shooting through her entire mammoth body was so intense that she easily ignored that fear. 

“Fill me up!  My greedy pussy wants to be filled with your cum, Mike!  I want all your cum inside me!  Make me pregnant, lover!”

Mike grunted and groaned as he thrust with all his might, his erect dick seeming to swell even bigger and longer in response to Peggy’s words.  Peggy crunched up the last mouthful of cookies, swallowing the tasty treat at the exact same moment that Mike exploded inside her, filling her up with his hot seed.

“Oh Mike! Oh Mike! I’m cumming! Ohhh!”

“Shhhh, Peg, not so loud!”

Peggy bit her lip to hold in any further noises, but she couldn’t stifle a squeak as a monumental orgasm washed over her.

“Wow,” she said, turning to face him.  Her face was flushed and sweaty. “You really filled up my greedy little pussy, Mike.  I can’t believe it, but that fuck might even be better than anything we’ve done so far.  I can’t believe we got away with this.”

“We haven’t gotten away with it yet, Peggy.  Here, let me get you all cleaned up.
“Ooo,” gasped Peggy as Mike slowly, gingerly pulled his dick out her.  Peggy was too fat and unwieldy to do much, so she had to rely on Mike’s help to get dressed again.  He pulled her panties back up her thighs and over the swell of her lower potbelly, then tugged her black dress down to cover everything.  
“Do I look presentable?” asked Peggy as Mike smoothed out he wrinkles in her dress.  In retrospect, she honestly couldn’t believe what they’d just done.  They were behaving like horny teenagers!  A married couple in their 30s shouldn’t be carrying on like this, but Peggy just couldn’t help herself.  It seemed like her appetite for sex was growing almost as rapidly as her appetite for food, and her husband certainly wasn’t complaining.  If anything, Mike was perfectly happy to go along with Peggy’s sexy shenanigans.  
“You look beautiful, Peggy.”

“I can’t believe you let me talk you into this,” said Peggy as she adjusted her golden blonde hair in the mirror.  Her hair was slightly mussed from all the hard work of their love-making, but it wasn’t TOO noticeable.  Certainly not noticeable enough that anyone would suspect why it was mussed.  “You’re supposed to be the responsible one and look at you! You shouldn’t be encouraging this sort of behavior!”

“I’m the responsible one? Since when?”  Mike chuckled as he put his arms around Peggy again, drawing her as close as possible with her ponderous paunch in the way.

“I have an excuse for being irrational,” giggled Peggy, “I’m pregnant, remember?”

“Yeah, according to all those people out there. But I know better, so that excuse isn’t going to work on me.  In fact, if it were up to me, I’d take you again right now.”

Mike started nibbling on Peggy’s ear, making her blush furiously.  “That’s sweet of you, Mike, but I don’t have it in me right now.  Lord knows I’d love to, but I’m just too exhausted.  This love-making really isn’t easy for a fat girl like me!  I’m so big now that we have to fuck doggy-style, because there’s no way you can reach my pussy from the front with this giant fat belly in the way.  Ugh, I better stop talking or I’m going to make myself cum again.”

Mike’s hand started to reach between Peggy’s chubby legs, but she swatted him away.  “Not now, Mike!  Jeez, how can you still have any energy after that bout?”

“Normally I’d be pretty spent, but I just can’t get over how sexy you are, Peggy. C’mon, one more round.”

“No!  Mike, get serious, it’s a miracle that we got away with this once, we can’t tempt fate anymore.  Now, I’m going to go out there, so just give me a minute to get to get downstairs and then you follow.  That way no one will suspect a thing.”

Peggy grabbed some perfume from the counter and dabbed just a little behind each ear, hoping that would help to disguise any lingering scent of their love-making.  Then she waddled out of the bathroom, carefully closing the door behind her, and back downstairs first, careful to avoid attracting attention, meeting Alice again in the living room and plopping her wide bottom into an armchair next to her.

“Hey Peggy, you missed it.  Jan kept telling people about how you weren’t really pregnant until Mr. Vandergraff took her aside.  Where were you?”

Peggy grinned.

“Oh you did not! You naughty bitch!”

“We did.”

“Get out of here!”  Alice snickered, smacking her friend playfully in the shoulder. “I remember when you and Mike pulled that stunt back in college, aren’t you a little old for that now?  Weren’t you afraid that you’d get caught?”

“Yeah, but that’s part of the thrill.  Maybe you and Jerry should try it sometime.  Maybe put that old spark make in your love life,” said Peggy with a playful giggle.

“Oh stop it, Jerry and I certainly don’t need any help,” said Alice, taking the gentle ribbing in the good humor it was intended.  Honestly, Alice was just happy to see Peggy in such good spirits.  When she was an emaciated twig, Peggy had slowly been turning into a bitter, sarcastic, self-righteous bitch just like her idol Jan.  But now that she’d returned to plumper status – and beyond – Alice was happy to see her cheerful old friend return.  “Besides, I don’t think I could even fit in that bathroom with Jerry!”  She patted her own voluminous tum. “I don’t know how you and Mike fit in there! Especially since you’re still bigger than me!”

“Oh, love will find a way,” snorted Peggy.  
“Well, I’m glad that you’re enjoying yourself so much, Peggy.  But while you’ve been gone playing games, I’ve been keeping a look-out on your behalf.  And I’ve got some bad news.”

“Oh no, what is Jan doing now?”

“It’s not Jan.  Peg, I don’t want to alarm you, but Brad is here.”

“Oh shit, that’s the last thing I need,” moaned Peggy, rubbing her temples.  “What the hell is he doing here?”  Peggy thought back to their recent encounter in the parking lot when Brad had become so excited about Peggy’s hot sexy body that he’d wanted to have sex with her right there in public.  As horny as Peggy had been, she’d rejected his advances knowing that her fat body was the sole property of the man that she loved.  And Peggy wasn’t willing to jeopardize that.  At their meeting, Peggy had begged Brad not to spread the word about how awful Peggy looked now that she had gained several hundred pounds, but, considering how Peggy had mocked him as they parted ways, she wasn’t sure that he would be willing to honor that request.

“Where is he now?”

“I just saw him go into the kitchen a minute ago,” said Alice, “but he’s been lurking around for a while.  He keeps looking over here, like he thinks you’re going to show up since he knows we’re friends.  I don’t know what he wants, but he did ask about you.”

“Oh shit, what did he want?”

“He didn’t say, just wanted to know if you were here tonight.  I tried to be noncommittal, but I let it slip that you were here with Mike.”

“Good, at least he knows I’m here with my man.  Gawd, I just hope he and Jan don’t start talking to each other.  That’s just what I need, those two gossiping about how I’ve turned into a big fat cow.  Gawd, I’m so embarrassed. As soon as Mike gets down here, I’m just going to have him roll me home.”

“Peggy, you can’t just leave!”

“What else am I going to do?”

“You can’t let Brad and Jan just run you out of the party!  Who are they to tell you what to do?”

Peggy sighed.  “You’re right, Alice.  I’m going to stay right here. If I see Brad, I’ll deal with him then.”

“Well, don’t look now.”

“Oh great.”

Peggy looked up and saw Brad had spotted her.  He was heading across the room toward her, a stupid grin on his face.

“Hey Peg,” he said, smiling widely, “Good to see you again.”

“Hello Brad,” said Peggy icily.  “What do you want?”

“I just wanted to say hi and tell you I really miss you.”

“Brad, don’t start this.”

“What?  Hey, I’m just saying… you know…I’m sorry about what happened.  I’ve been thinking a lot about the way I acted and I want to say that I was wrong.  It was wrong of me to put you in that position.”
Peggy was pleasantly surprised by Brad’s apology.  “Thank you, Brad, that’s very kind of you to say.  I really appreciate it.”

He turned to Alice. “Hey, Alice, could you give us a minute?  I really need to say something to Peggy.”

Alice looked to Peggy who nodded her consent.  

“Okay, I’ll go find Jerry.”  Grunting, she heaved herself out of her chair.  As she stood, she leaned over and patted Peggy’s hand. “If you need me just holler.”

As Alice lumbered out of the room, Brad watched her go.  Peggy noticed the same look in his eye as he watched Alice’s swollen rump sway to and fro as he’d had the other day in the parking lot.  Apparently Brad’s new-found appreciation for large women was really taking hold!

“Ahem,” said Peggy, clearing her throat to draw Brad’s attention back to her.  “So what did you want to say, Brad?”

“Oh right, it’s just that I was so stunned by your new look,” continued Brad, “I never thought a woman as big as you could be sexy.”

“Um…thanks.”

“I mean, you’re so soft and round, it just drives me crazy.”

Peggy’s face remained impassive.  She had thought that Brad was just going to apologize, but he was starting to make her uncomfortable.
“Too bad you lost your chance,” said Peggy. “You could have had this, but you dumped me back in college when I got a little bit chubby.  Now I’m a jumbo heavyweight and taken.  You better know that I would never cheat on my man.  Especially not with a cad like you.”

Her words didn’t seem to register as Brad leaned in close to whisper in her ear.  “C’mon, Peggy, we had a good thing. You can’t tell me you don’t remember that. You can’t tell me you don’t think about that.”

“I remember what you said when we broke up.  I think about that.  What were your words? Jeez Peggy sorry but you’re going to turn into a junior porker if you keep going like this, I can’t be seen with a chubbette like that.”

“That’s not fair, Peggy, I was young and stupid back then!”

“That’s too bad.  Now you’re just old and stupid if you think I’m going to take you back.”

“C’mon, Peggy, you don’t need to take me back. But…you know, just once.  For old times sake.”

Peggy recoiled in shock.  “Brad! How dare you!”

“C’mon, Peggy, you know you’re too much woman for just Mike to handle.”  He reached down and took her belly in his hands, squeezing two great handfuls of soft blubber.

“Get your hands off me!” snapped Peggy.  For a brief moment she hesitated – his hands felt soooo good massaging her flab – but only for a moment.  She pushed him away angrily.  “You had your chance and you blew it!”

“C’mon, let’s go somewhere private.  Remember what we did in college?  I bet you don’t get any excitement like that with Mike.”

“I do,” said Peggy, “And I don’t need you for that.  I have Mike for that, and, for your information, we just did.”

Peggy laughed at Brad’s shocked expression.

“That’s right, Brad, Mike and I have all the excitement that we need together.  Maybe if you change your attitude, you’ll find the sexy fat woman of your dreams.  But this large, luscious body is entirely the property of my husband Mike and don’t you ever try to touch me again!  You try that again and you’ll find yourself in a situation even more embarrassing than just creaming in your pants!”

Peggy’s anger was so intense that Brad took a step backward.  He was lucky that Peggy didn’t feel like standing up under the weight of her enormous bulk or else she might have stood up to slap him.

Fuck it, Peggy wasn’t done.  She was livid now!

With a loud grunt, Peggy slowly lifted herself out of her chair and stumbled to her feet. At her size, she looked like a blimp preparing for take-off.  She stepped forward so that the apex of her vast gut pressed against Brad’s front; since Peggy was considerably shorter than her ex-boyfriend, Brad felt her soft, warm tummy pressing hard against his crotch.  Immediately, his dick sprang to attention.
“Oh, you like my big fat tummy, do you Brad? I can feel you cock getting excited.”

“Oh God, Peggy, you know I do!”

“I bet you’d love a big fat whale of a woman to cuddle at night, to hold, to fuck hard, wouldn’t you?  I bet you’d love to have seen me blow up from a slender little waif of 100 pounds to a big fat 300 pound tub of lard.  And I bet you’d love to see how I’m growing bigger and bigger everyday, because I’ve totally lost control of my diet and now I just eat everything in sight.  Look at me, Brad, I’m a big fat pig, a walking…er waddling eating machine.”

His dick was as hard as diamonds.  If he had any brains, Brad would have backed away so that Peggy’s stomach wasn’t touching him at all. But he wasn’t thinking with the brain in his head and that meant that Peggy was in control of him.  Peggy started subtly bouncing up and down in place, just enough that no observer would have probably noticed, but Brad could feel her grinding against his dick.

“Brad, look at how fat I am.  Don’t touch. I don’t want you to touch, But I bet you can feel every pound pressing down on that little cock of yours.  Every soft, luscious pound of your plump, pudgy ex-girlfriend.  Do you like it?”

“Oh Peggy, I’m going crazy!”

“Well, too bad! Cuz it’s not for you!”

Peggy stepped away, breaking contact, just as Brad, once again, lost control.  Yelping loud enough to draw some confused stares from other party goers, Brad once again came in his pants.

“Oh shit! Not again!”

“Everything all right here?” Mike appeared behind Peggy.  He was smiling but Peggy could see the steel in his eyes – he was ready to throw down if Brad made a scene.

“Everything’s fine now, sweetheart,” said Peggy.
“Yeah, everything’s cool,” mumbled Brad, his eyes shifting from Peggy to Mike and back again.  Cowed, he hunched his shoulders, his hands in front of his soaked crotch, and slunk off.

“Was he bothering you, honey?”

“Not anymore. I don’t think we’ll see him again.  But I really think this whole thing has taken too much out of me.  A fat girl like me only has limited energy after all, don’t you know? Really, someone in my condition shouldn’t overexert herself, don’t you think?”  Both of the lovers laughed, sharing this private joke about how everyone else at this party totally believed that Peggy was really pregnant.
After making a couple rounds through the party to say goodbye, Mike and Peggy found themselves by the front door with Mr. Vandergraff.

“I’m so glad that you could come tonight,” said Mr. Vandergraff. “I know that it must be difficult for you to get out much in your condition now.”

“Oh it was lovely,” said Peggy, “I must admit that I was a little afraid of coming at first, but I’m so glad that I did. We both had a wonderful time. I know I’ve gotten so big that I was afraid people would talk.”

“Perfectly understandable, my dear.  But no person of good form would criticize a lovely thing like you for glowing with your pregnancy.” His face darkened.  “And we certainly won’t be having any people with poor form back to our parties.”

Peggy immediately guessed whom he was talking about; she had noticed that Jan was conspicuously absent from the festivities after she and Mike had returned downstairs.  But she feigned ignorance, putting on her best innocent expression as she responded.  
“Oh? Did something happen?”

“Nothing for you to worry about, my dear.  Please have a pleasant night.  And we’ll see you both again soon.”

Peggy couldn’t help but laugh hysterically as they drove home.

“I can’t believe that Jan tried to ruin me like that! That bitch sure got hers tonight!  After that stunt, I’ll bet that no one in the whole neighborhood will even talk to her again! And, wow, I can’t believe that we got away with a quickie in the bathroom like that!  We could have gotten in so much trouble!”

“Yeah, but wasn’t it worth it?” said Mike.  “I have to say, Peggy, I think that was a great idea.”  He reached over and squeezed Peggy’s knee with one hand.

Peggy giggled.  “It was pretty amazing. And did you see Jan’s face?  I seriously thought she was going to have a stroke she was so pissed! Can’t say that I’m very sorry to see her so upset.  The nerve of her, trying to tell me that I’m too fat!  Who does she think she is to know what’s too fat?  All she does is talk about how I’m so fat that my husband won’t be attracted to me.  She doesn’t know the first thing about my husband.  Because, boy, am I lucky to have him!”

“Not as lucky as I am to have you,” said Mike.

“Oh Mike!”

Mike pulled their car up to the curb and stopped the engine.  After getting out of the car and helping his bloated wife squeeze out her side, he supported Peggy as best he could as she waddled up the driveway to their front door.  Still excited from their secret rendezvous, he had to restrain himself from groping her bottom and belly as she wobbled to and fro in front of him.

When they were finally inside, Peggy breathed a heavy sigh of relief.  Peggy had subconsciously been holding in her gut slightly all night, so when she finally relaxed and allowed her paunch to swell out to its full glory the effect was immediate.  Her gut billowed outwards, just enough to split Peggy’s overtaxed black cocktail dress completely down the side.  The soft, pale flesh of her flank bubbled out.
“Oh fuck, Mike, I ruined this dress,” snapped Peggy.  She turned to survey the damage in the hallway mirror.  “Yeah, this dress is fucked. There’s no way to repair this much damage.”

“Don’t worry about that, Peg. It lasted as long as it needed to.”

“I guess. But I liked this dress!  I thought I might wear it again to our next party.”

Mike wrapped his arms around Peggy and squeezed as much of her gargantuan gut as he could.  “There’s no way that you’ll be wearing anything like this at the next party.  But the next party, you’ll be wearing maternity dresses and nothing but.”

“Oh Mike, I wish that was true.  But do you really think I’ll be pregnant? I mean, for real pregnant and not just so fat that I look like I’m pregnant.”

“I know it.”

“You sure sound confident,” said Peggy, smiling. She wondered if Mike’s confidence was misplaced?  They certainly had been fucking a lot lately, and, after the hard pounding that he’d given her in the Vandergraffs’ bathroom, it was hard to believe there was any way that she wasn’t pregnant.  That is, if all their previous marathon sex sessions hadn’t already done the trick.
Well, there was only one way to find out.

“I need to get out of this tight-ass dress,” said Peggy, kicking off her heels and padding her way toward the bathroom.  “Even with this split, it’s still way too snug.  And, boy, I just need to get off my feet before I collapse.”

“Sure, Peggy.”

Peggy wobbled into the bathroom and closed the door. Her eyes fell on the home pregnancy kit no the counter.  She had tried it so many times, only to be disappointed every time with a negative result.  But Peggy hadn’t tested herself once since coming back from Nebraska.  She hardly dared hope that things might actually be different now, but, considering that her excess weight was pushing her hormones back into sync and the fact that she and Mike had been fucking like bunnies lately, maybe her luck was changing.  Peggy bit her lip.  She might as well try.
After all that she’d been through, she didn’t know if she could face the disappointment.

But she had to know.

***

“Mike! Mike, come quick!”

“What is it?!”

Mike jumped up and ran to the bathroom, where Peggy stood, sobbing, in the doorway.

“Peggy, honey, what’s wrong? Are you okay?”

Mike went quiet as he saw Peggy clutching the home pregnancy test in her hand.  But when she looked up at him, she was smiling even as tears streamed down her face.

She held up the wand.  A little plus sign had appeared.

“I just wanted you to know that you’re going to be a daddy,” she said.

* * *
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