Preggy Peggy 7
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!  
“Okay, Mike, I’m ready.  How much do I weigh?”

Peggy bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut, afraid to hear the answer but also morbidly curious.  Standing in just her bra and panties, the bloated blonde felt really exposed with her enormous, globular gut ballooning out in front of her.  Her potbelly was so large that it rolled down the waistband of her panties, pushing them down far enough that Peggy could feel a cold breeze at the top of her butt crack.  She reached behind and tried to pull her knickers up, but they just slipped down again because of the weight of her gut.  She considered trying to pull them up in front, maybe trying to pull them over the swell of her lower gut, but Peggy knew that there was no way that the material had that much stretch in it.  Not that it mattered, because she was so round around the middle that there was no way she could even reach over her belly to grab the front of her underwear.

She really had gained a shocking amount of poundage.  When Peggy had first returned from an extended stay with her cousin Cynthia, she had weighed a shocking 273 pounds, up from a merely chubby 190 pounds when she’d first left Florida.

But that was several weeks ago and Peggy hadn’t slowed her eating at all.  Yes, she no longer had her cousin’s gourmet cooking to tempt her anymore, but Peggy had found plenty of other temptations right here at home.  She ate constantly, so the house always seemed to be running low on food.  And she couldn’t leave the house on any errand without stopping at least once for a quick bite at a fast food joint.  She was certain that she must have packed on even more weight since her return, because she was finding it harder and harder to get around.  Her grandiloquent belly blocked her view of her feet when she first returned but now she could barely see anything over the enormous sphere that filled her field of vision.  She was afraid to confront the extent of her gain, but she also simply couldn’t --- she couldn’t see over her belly to read the scale readout, so she relied on Mike to tell her the big news.

She listened as the spinning dial slowly came to a stop.  

“Oh my God, Peggy, I can’t believe it!” said Mike, peering down to read the results.  “You’ve finally broken 300!  You’re 315 pounds!”

“Oh Jesus,” said Peggy, covering her mouth in surprise.  “I can’t believe… scratch that, I CAN believe I’m 300 pounds. Shit, I guess Jan was right.  There’s no denying it: I’m fat.  I’m so fucking fat that you might as well sell me to the circus, Mike.”

“No circus is getting my beautiful, sexy wife.”

“Oh Mike, you really think that, don’t you?”  Mike had been praising Peggy’s new look ever since she returned from Nebraska and Peggy was finally beginning to believe him.  A week ago, she would have been horrified to learn that she was over 300 pounds, but now she could almost accept it.  Peggy looked down at herself, thoughtfully stroking the sides of her massive gut.  To think that she had almost dropped under 100 pounds just a year ago!  Now Peggy was a jumbo fat girl, with thick rolling hips, hefty thighs, and, above all, a ponderous globe of a belly that lowered between her legs when she waddled.

She might almost be upset, except that Mike obviously absolutely loved her at this size and their sex life had never been better.  If anything, the hot sex more than made up for the added difficulties of life with a belly so huge that she looked nine months pregnant.

Peggy might have even thrown herself into active gaining with a gung ho attitude, except for that party tonight. The Vandergraffs were an older neighborhood couple who had invited Peggy and Mike over to celebrate their son’s engagement.  The whole neighborhood would be there and, other than Alice, most of them had never seen Peggy in her new, significantly heavier state.  Of course, most of them would probably just assume that she was pregnant – how else could you explain a near 200 pound gain in less than a year?  She would just have to dodge their questions and give evasive answers.

The only problem was Jan.  Peggy’s annoying fitness fanatic neighbor was also going, and Jan knew the truth: That Peggy wasn’t pregnant at all, just a fat pig!  What would she do?  Would she hold her tongue?  Or would she try to embarrass Peggy in front of everyone?  On the one hand, Peggy and Jan had been pretty close before Peggy’s gain, so maybe that friendship would still count for something?  But then again, Peggy remembered Jan’s reaction to seeing her when she saw Peggy sporting a little chub before her trip to Nebraska.  Jan had gone ballistic and told Peggy that she looked like she was turning into the Goodyear blimp.  Not even Peggy’s tearful assurances that she and Mike were happy with her new blimp status had assuaged Jan.  Peggy just hoped that Jan would be reluctant to make a scene in front of a big crowd.

“Well, 300 pounds or not, we’ve got to get this fat tummy into that little dress,” huffed Peggy as she waddled away from the scale.  The dress had barely fit the other day when she tried it without a maternity girdle underneath, but Mike was insistent that the party-goers get to see real Peggy that he so adored.  

“Gonna need your help for this, Mike,” mumbled Peggy, looking at the little black dress laid out on the bed.

“Gladly,” said Mike, picking up the dress.  “Okay, Peggy, lift up your arms and I’ll pull it onto you.”

Peggy dutifully lifted her chubby arms up in the air and Mike to work the dress over her mammoth body.  It fit without too much strain over her boobs but it had to stretch substantially to accommodate her monster belly.  It was ridiculously tight and Peggy felt it squeezing the wind out of her as Mike slowly worked it down over her gut.  

“Oh Mike, this dress is way too tight! There’s no way it’s going to fit over this gigantic fatbelly!”

“Patience, Peggy, just wait.”

Mike tugged hard on the hem of the dress, gradually wriggling it down to cover more and more of Peggy’s enormous stomach.  It wasn’t easy; whenever Mike let go for even a second, the dress would slide back up.  Peggy shuddered as she listened to the seams stretching, praying to herself that the dress wouldn’t burst open.

“Mike, I don’t know what I was thinking, letting you convince me to try on this dress without a girdle.  I can barely move in this!  If I squat down or bend over, I’m going to blow out all the seams.  I look like a whale!”

“Bullshit, Peggy, you know you’re sexy as fuck. I won’t hear you talking bad about yourself.”

“But Mike!  You know I love you, but you can’t be serious.  I never thought that I’d get this big!  Can you believe how thin I was last year? And now I’m probably going to be the fattest woman at this party!”

“So what, Peggy?  If you’re the biggest girl at this party, that just means you’re going to be the sexiest.”

“No one else is going to think so!  Oh Mike, I really should have tried to find a bigger dress… I’m way too fat to dress like this!”

Mike stood before Peggy, looking down at his fat little wife.  Mike was half a foot taller than Peggy, but Peggy almost felt like she might be taller than Mike if she was lying down.  Her belly was massive beyond all belief!

“Peggy, I don’t want to hear you talking like that.  Doesn’t all that great sex we had tell you anything?”

“Oh Mike, you know it was great, but no one at that party is going to care if we’re fucking like bunnies.  All they’re going to see is one gorgeous hunk and one bloated cow.”
“Well, I’m flattered that you still think I’m a hunk after all these years,” chuckled Mike, stroking the sides of Peggy’s giant belly through the stretched fabric of her dress.  The light sensation of Mike’s fingers against her distended and sensitive tummy sent a sexual tingle through Peggy’s body.  She fluttered her eyelids, cooing softly, as she felt her pussy grow moist when Mike kneaded her soft flabby gut.
“Oh Mike, don’t do that, you’re making me so horny!  I’m going to soak right through this dress, and I can’t go to the party with a big wet spot over my crotch!”

“Hmmm,” murmured Mike, a smile spreading across his face as he continued to squeeze Peggy’s soft gut, admiring how she filled out her dress to bursting. “Maybe we should skip the party altogether and just stay home.”

“No,” said Peggy, “We committed.  We can’t just flake now.  Now stop squeezing me before my willpower crumbles!  You know I have no willpower, Mike, so stop tempting me! I can’t resist food, so don’t think I’ll be much better at refusing sex.”  She pushed away his grabby hands, but she couldn’t keep a big smile off her face.

“Oh, now we have to go? We committed, did we?”  Mike laughed.  “Weren’t you the one who was so reluctant to go just a couple minutes ago?”

“I’m still nervous,” said Peggy, watching her ample reflection in the bedroom’s full length mirror.  Gawd, she was huge!  “But I gotta face this sooner or later.  I can’t keep hiding and pretending that no one will see how big I’ve gotten.  I guess as long as I have you there at my side, it won’t be so bad.”  Peggy smiled up at her supportive husband.  
“That’s the spirit.  And remember, Alice will be there too, so you’ll also have your best friend to help you out too.  Between the two of us, I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

“I’m not so sure,” mumbled Peggy under her breath.

* * *

Peggy did not enjoy the drive to the party.  First of all, their car was way too small for a woman of Peggy’s stature.  Her gargantuan gut pressed against the dash even when she had the seat leaned back.

“This is ridiculous,” said Peggy crossly.  “I can’t believe I’m outgrowing our car now.  What are we supposed to do now, buy a new car just because I’ve gotten too fat to fit into this old one?  Gawd, at this point, if I actually DO get pregnant, you’re going to have to buy a truck to haul my fat ass around!”

“Then I guess we’ll just have to get a truck then, sweetheart.”

“Oh Mike, stop it,” giggled Peggy, blushing a little as Mike pulled up the car in front of the Vandergraffs’ house.  Peggy could see that the street was already lined with cars and hear the music and laughter coming from within the house.  So much for hoping that no one else showed up for this party!  It sounded like the whole neighborhood was here!  Now there was no hiding it.  Everyone would see that Peggy had turned into a complete hog.

“Time for the moment of truth,” muttered Peggy darkly.  She unbuckled the safety belt with some difficulty; to get it to fit, she had to tuck it under her giant gut and now she had some trouble pulling it out from between her belly and lap. “Mike, you know that I’m way too fat to stand up on my own anymore, so you’re going to have to help me out of this car.”

“With pleasure.”  Mike walked around to Peggy’s side and opened the door for her.  Grunting and grumbling, Peggy slowly swiveled herself around in her seat, her enormous swollen stomach scraping along the dashboard as she moved, and swung her thick legs out of the car door.  She placed one hand on the seat behind her for support and held the other out to Mike.  
“Give me a tug, lover.”

“Absolutely.”

Mike grabbed Peggy’s hand and pulled as Peggy pushed on the seat behind her.  Slowly, slowly, she rose to her feet, laboriously and ponderously, like a blimp slowly being readied for flight.  Once Peggy was clear of the car, Mike put his arm behind her back to give her a little extra support.  Ponderous Peggy needed to lean backwards as she walked to offset the swell of her giant belly, but that only had the effect of thrusting her monster gut out further in front of her and making her look even bigger.

“Shit, Mike, I look like a whale.  How will I even fit through the front door?”
“You fit in the car, you’ll fit in the door,” said Mike.  Then he lowered his voice and whispered to Peggy: “Jesus Peggy, you make me so hot when you talk like that.  If we weren’t in public, I’d fuck you right now.”

“Mike!” Peggy was scandalized but, at the same time, rather pleased.  If anything showed just how far their relationship had progressed in the last few months, it was this.  Mike was no longer disinterested in a twiggy wife that was wasting away.  He was mad about Peggy’s new look. His constant, unwavering lust for her massive new curves was exactly the boost to her confidence that Peggy needed to keep going.  She lowered her voice too: “Oh you like that, don’t you?  You like having a wife who looks like she’s 12 months pregnant?”  She lightly rubbed one hand across the vast expanse of her bulky belly.  “This giant fat belly really gets your dick hard, does it?”
“Peggy!” Now it was Mike’s turn to be shocked.  Peggy was always a little minx in the bedroom, but she was usually so demure and coy in public.  He was surprised to hear her talk like that!  But she was right, Mike could feel his erection raging inside his pants as he watched Peggy’s bloated body wobble and sway with every step of the laborious trek up the front path of the Vandergraffs’ house.

“Just wait til afterwards,” whispered Peggy.  She was a little amused to see Mike shift uncomfortably on his feet as he tried to hide his hard-on.  Okay, she was more than a little amused – she was pretty turned on herself now.  All of Peggy’s misgivings were washed away by a new feeling of euphoria as she imagined the marathon sex session she and her husband would have when they returned home.  Oh, and there would definitely be a lot of food at this party. The Vandergraffs ALWAYS made sure to have a big spread.  Peggy had promised herself that she would eat light to preserve the integrity of her overstretched dress, but she knew how much Mike loved to watch her pig out.  The more she ate, the more he would be turned on.  All thoughts of moderation left her mind as Peggy imagined herself hovering around the buffet table, eating and eating and eating until she was so big and round that Mike was overcome with lust and fucked her right there in the middle of the party.

No, she couldn’t do that.  She had to eat light or her dress would literally burst.

But then again…

Peggy’s thoughts were interrupted by the loud buzz as Mike pressed the bell by the front door.  A stylish older woman answered the door in response, a smile on her face and a wine glass in her hand.

“Mike! Peggy! I’m so glad you could come!”  Mrs. Vandergraff gushed.

“We’re happy to be here,” said Mike.  “We wouldn’t miss the chance to congratulate Albert on his engagement.”

“Yes, it’s very exciting,” agreed Peggy, although she couldn’t help but measure the doorframe in her mind.  She could probably clear it without too much trouble.

“And Peggy!  You look radiant!  Why, you look like you’re glowing!”  Before Peggy could protest, Mrs. Vandergraff had placed a hand against Peggy’s vast tummy.  “You must be so proud!”

“We’re very happy,” said Peggy, careful not to confirm or deny the older woman’s assumption.  Let her think I’m pregnant, thought Peggy.  No one has to know the truth.

Unless Jan is here.

Peggy tried to crane her neck to see past Mrs. Vandergraff and look inside the house.  Was Jan there?  Jan and Alice were the only people in the world besides Mike who knew the truth, that Peggy wasn’t really pregnant, that she’d just become so ridiculously obese that she looked like she was pregnant with triplets when her belly was really nothing but pure pork.  She knew that Alice wouldn’t say anything; she could trust her best friend with her little – er, big – secret.  But Jan? That vindictive bitch would probably be happy to spread around the gossip that preggy Peggy wasn’t so preggy at all.

Mrs. Vandergraff stepped aside to let Mike and Peggy enter the doorway.  As their hostess took their coats, Peggy scanned the room and was relieved to see Alice in the living room, naturally standing right next to the buffet table.  Unlike Peggy, Alice was genuinely pregnant.  How ironic that a woman who actually was nine months pregnant still looked smaller than Peggy!  Like Peggy, Alice had definitely ballooned up, but she had wide hips and a big bottom to help balance out her own preggo belly.  Poor Peggy was nearly all belly – and there was still a lot more belly on her than there was on Alice.
As Mike chatted with their hostess, Peggy excused herself so that she could go talk to Alice.  Alice nodded at her spherical friend as Peggy waddled over to her.

“Peggy, I’m so glad that you decided to come!”

“Well, I couldn’t let you be the fattest girl at this party, could I?”

Alice laughed.  “I’m glad you’ve finally got a sense of humor about everything.”  Alice lowered her voice. “Peggy, I don’t mean to be rude but… have you actually gained more weight since last I saw you?”

“No, you nosy bitch, for your information, I haven’t,” said Peggy in mock anger. “You’re just seeing me without my girdle on for the first time.”

Alice sucked in her breath.  She knew that Peggy was huge – when she had glimpsed Peggy’s rotund middle bubbling out through her busted girdle when they had gone shopping together last week, she could tell that Peggy was just enormous.  But with her belly completely free, she looked even bigger than ever.  Alice had dressed in a stylish if baggy maternity dress that helped disguise her own inflated figure, but Peggy still seemed convinced that she could still wear the same clothes she wore when she was a twig now that she was a jumbo heavyweight.

“You’re really going to turn some heads in that dress,” said Alice diplomatically, hoping that Peggy would assume it was a compliment.  Peggy smiled in return, her confidence returning.  

“Thanks, Alice!  Mike certainly thinks I look great. I just hope that I don’t run into Jan tonight.”

“I don’t know what she looks like, so you’ll have to point out that skinny bitch when you see her.  I’d sure like to give her piece of my mind.”

“Oh Alice, please don’t make a scene.”

“Okay, for you, I’ll play nice.  At least, unless that bitch Jan starts something. Then the gloves come off.”

“Oh shit! Don’t look now, but there she is.”

Peggy subtly nodded her chin toward a bony woman standing in the parlor doorway, exchanging pleasantries with some other guests.  Jan was a slender brunette with sharp, defined features that would have looked quite beautiful if it wasn’t for the haughty glimmer in her eyes.  Alice couldn’t help but notice what a striking contrast she made with Peggy’s rounded form.  Jan’s gaze occasionally drifted over to Peggy, but she was studiously avoiding eye contact.

“That’s her?  Why were you ever taking advice from that bitch?  Just look at her, she has no idea what a man would want.  I wonder what she’s talking about right now…” 
***


The other guests couldn’t help but comment about Peggy’s appearance.  

“Doesn’t she look radiant,” gushed Joan. “I haven’t seen Peggy in such a long time, but I must say this pregnancy really suits her.”
“She must be carrying twins,” said Gary, “I bet they must be thrilled.  I know that Mike and Peggy were trying to conceive for months, so I’m glad it’s finally worked out for them.”

“She’s not pregnant,” said Jan.

“Excuse me?”

“She’s not pregnant,” repeated Jan.  “She’s just fat.  I met Peggy last year and she was this pudgy little chubbette, so I was helping her slim down.  But then she went crazy and just started eating everything in sight.  I don’t know what happened, but just look at her! She blew up like a balloon. And that is NOT from pregnancy! It’s pure fat.  If you don’t believe me, go touch her belly.  There’s no baby in there.”

“I’m not going to go up and just touch her belly,” said Gary. “That’s really inappropriate!”
“I tell you, it’s just pure lard!  It’s really sad, Peggy’s just completely lost control of her appetite and now she eats everything in sight.  I don’t know how much longer she can expect this marriage to last when she’s all bloated up like that.  If she keeps growing, she’ll need Mike to roll her to the next party.”

“Ummm, won’t you excuse me,” mumbled Joan, clearly embarrassed to be speaking to someone with so little tact. “I have to go powder my nose.”  She quickly scurried away.

“Yeah, I’ll be right back,” said Gary as he too moved on.

Jan was steamed.  Maybe these other people didn’t think it was a big idea, but Jan did.  And she wouldn’t rest until everyone knew.

***

Peggy spent most of the night hanging around the buffet.  There was just so much delicious food – the Vandergraffs had spared no expense.  Crackers and cheese, creampuffs, fruit platters, caviar, canapés… the list of finger foods was endless!  Despite her best efforts, Peggy couldn’t resist loading up her plate.  She and Alice took ample helpings of everything before settling down in some armchairs in the living room to gorge.

“The good thing about being pregnant is that it gives you license to really indulge,” said Alice through a mouthful of chicken wings.  She smacked her fingers and dropped a bone onto the plate precariously balanced on her prodigious tummy.

“That’s a good thing about just looking pregnant too,” agreed Peggy, munching her way through a spring roll.  

“Everyone thinks you’re pregnant.”
Peggy turned to see Jan standing over her, a sour look on her face.  Sigh.  Peggy knew that Jan would eventually confront her, so there was no use avoiding it.

“Hi, Jan.  Jan, I’d like you to meet someone very special to me. This is my best friend Alice.”  Peggy was careful to emphasize “best friend.”  Unlike Jan, who only saw Peggy as a project to be molded, Alice treated Peggy like a genuine friend.

“I’ve heard a lot about you, Jan,” said Alice levelly. “It’s good to finally meet you.”

“I see where Peggy gets her new eating habits from,” said Jan, pointedly staring at the empty plate on Alice’s jutting stomach.

“Jan, what’s your problem?” said Peggy angrily.  “You don’t have to do this.  We’re in public, are you really going to do this when people are around?”

“They all think you’re pregnant,” repeated Jan, “I don’t know how you did it, but you’ve become so fat that no one can believe that you’re NOT carrying a baby around in that giant belly.  I must have talked to everyone at this party and NO ONE believes it.”

Alice chuckled, but Jan shot her a withering look.

 “Well, Peggy, you really did it,” said Jan, folding her arms across her non-existent chest. “I warned you that you were on the path to obesity if you kept eating like a pig and now look at you.  You’ve become a blimp, just like I predicted.”

“Why don’t you mind your own business, Jan?” huffed Peggy. “Everything was fine before you started butting in!  Mike and I had a great marriage and a wonderful sex life until your bony butt convinced me to give it all up for your crazy fitness regime!  Sure, I lost weight, but, wow, it nearly ruined everything!  Now that I’m getting my curves back, Mike and I are doing great!  Mike thinks my fat sexy body is perfect; he can’t keep his hands off me!”
“Get your curves back?  You’ve got way more than your curves back!  You look like a pig being fattened for market!  You pack away too much at this buffet and you won’t even be able to squeeze out the door to go home tonight!”

“What are you, the food police?  You can’t tell me what I can and can’t eat!  Why don’t you go fuck yourself, Jan?  Because Lord knows no man ever will with your bad attitude and your shapeless, androgynous ass!”

Jan’s jaw dropped at Peggy’s anger-fueled insults.  She was barely able to believe what she was hearing!  A year ago, Peggy had been putty in her hands, eager to do anything that Jan told her to just for a shot at a slender, slim body.  And now Peggy was rebelling against her, rejecting everything that Jan had ever taught her!

Peggy’s barb really hit home for Jan because, as Peggy had guessed, Jan hadn’t had a man in her life for quite some time.  Her one relationship had ended badly when he could no longer tolerate Jan’s extreme devotion to exercise.
“You go, girl!” said Alice, beaming.  She turned to Jan as best she could considering her size. “Jan, I’m glad that I finally met you, because now I can finally tell you to fuck off.  Your meddling isn’t welcome.  You can keep telling people that Peggy’s not pregnant, but all you’re doing is revealing your own bittnerness.  I’d suggest that you just keep you mouth shut if you don’t want people to think you’re some sort of weird obsessed lunatic.”

“Well said, Alice.  Now, if you’ll excuse me, I think I hear the buffet calling my name.  Alice, could you be a sweet sister fat girl and help me up?”

“With pleasure!”

Alice placed her plate on the end table next to her and struggled to her feet before helping Peggy struggle to hers.  Jan could only stare with her mouth open.

“I can’t believe what I’m seeing!  Did you actually get so fat that you need help getting up out of a chair?”
“Maybe I did, Jan. But if I really need to, I can only burn a few calories with a good fucking from my man.”

Jan was left speechless as the two bloated preggos waddled past her without a second glance.

Peggy wobbled toward the buffet with Alice right behind her.  Peggy’s thick rolling waddle caused the hem of her black cocktail dress to slide up her thick thighs, exposing more and more of her for the gawking guests.  Peggy was completely unaware that the lower quarter of her butt cheeks were now on display as she leaned over the buffet table.

“Peggy, watch yourself,” whispered Alice next to her.

“And why should I do that?” replied Peggy hotly.  She really didn’t like Alice’s superior attitude.  Her old friend had ballooned up almost as much as she had, so where did Alice get off telling her to watch what she ate?

“Because unless you want to moon the whole room, you better cool it,” said Alice. “Your dress is hitching up.”

“Oh shit.”  Peggy reached behind herself.  She felt the hem of her dress, risen just enough due to the distention of her belly to show the lower quarter of her wide bum.  She pulled it back down and quickly scanned the room to see if anyone had noticed.  Miraculously, it looked like no one was paying any attention.  Except for Mike.  He was in conversation with the Vandergraffs’ son Albert across the room, but Peggy could see how his eyes kept straying over to check her out.
The more Peggy ate, the more she thought about how much Mike loved her big, sexy belly.  She loved being fucked hard as Mike’s sexy fat girl and she was really looking forward to getting home so that she could really get hammered.  Gawd, why did they have to spend so long at this stupid party?  She was especially pissed that Jan was here spreading rumors – well, truths – about her.  Luckily, the idea that Peggy wasn’t pregnant was simply so outrageous that no one seemed to believe her.
Serves you right, you stupid bitch, thought Peggy smugly.  Most of the party goers seemed to think that Jan was either crazy or nursing some secret vendetta against Peggy.  They weren’t so far off.  Man, if only Jan could see how hard Mike’s dick got when he saw Peggy in all her globular glory!

In fact, Peggy was half tempted to show her…

“Alice, I really need to talk to Mike, could you be a dear and hang out here?” 

Alice nodded, her mouth already full of appetizers from the buffet line.  That should keep this mammoth Madonna occupied for a while, thought Peggy.  She plodded across the room to saunter up beside her husband.

“Hello there, could you excuse us for just a second?” said Peggy, interrupting Mike’s conversation with Albert.  Mike looked only too happy to get away and Albert didn’t protest.

“What’s going on, sweetheart?”  

Peggy lowered her voice. “Mike, I’m so horny right now I feel like my pussy could pop! I need a big dick inside me right this instant.”

Mike was surprised, but his dick immediately sprang to attention.  “Peggy, honey, are you sure of what you’re saying?  You want to go home?”

“No, that’s gonna take too long!  My pussy is going to eat a hole in this dress before we even get off this block. Mike, do you remember what we did at that one party back in college?”

Mike’s eyes lit up and he nodded.  “Okay.  Ask Mrs. Vandergraff over there if you can use her upstairs bathroom.  Tell her that the one down here is too small.  I’ll meet you up there in five minutes.”

Peggy smiled.  This party was just about to get interesting…

