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By Mollycoddles

“Next on Nikki Lake: Help! I weigh 1000 pounds!”

“Laurie, do we have to watch this?” complained Frank. “This is boring.”

“Shhh, Frank, the good part is coming up. Just watch.”

Laurie shushed her bored boyfriend before bursting into hysterics as, on TV, Nikki Lake’s stage hands wheeled out an enormous blob of a girl, a shapeless mass of blubber in a straining mumu.

“Oh my GAWD, look at that cow,” laughed Laurie, popping another cookie into her mouth. “She’s so fat and lazy they have to wheel her out there! And look at that mumu! That’s probably the only thing that will fit around that hog’s fat ass!  Can you believe that anyone would let themselves get that big?”

“So Ramona, how did this happen to you?” asked hostess Nikki Lake, patting the obese girl’s hand and looking into her eyes with practiced talk show hostess sympathy.

“I don’t know,” mumbled the girl, her jowels wobbling as she talked.  The girl was so enormous, so swaddled in blubber, that her neck disappeared amongst rolls of flab, making her looking like one giant ball of dough.  “I wasn’t always like this. But I just started eating and I couldn’t stop.  I can’t help myself.  It’s all I ever think about… I crave it sooo much.  I just want to eat and eat and never stop!”

“That’s what happens to girls with no self-control,” sputtered Laurie through a mouthful of Oreos.

Frank looked over his gaining girlfriend with an arched eyebrow. The buxom beauty was still a knock-out, but there was no denying that she was also really, really fat by this point.  Laurie was dangerously close to 400 pounds herself.  She didn’t like wearing clothes at home, preferring to lounge about in underwear when there wasn’t anyone around to judge her, but today, since they were planning to go out again later, Laurie hadn’t stripped down yet.  But Laurie’s stylish designer jeans and cute blouse top were bulging at the seams as they worked to contain too much bulging, bloated babe flesh.  She snorted again, giggling at the fatties on TV, her own swollen stomach heaving against her constraining belt.  Gawd, that was uncomfortable.  Without a thought, Laurie unbuckled her belt with a sigh.

“Oof, that’s better,” said Laurie as her pudgy tummy plopped out into her thighs.  Oblivious to the irony, her hand reached back into the box of Oreos for another helping.

“It’s a good thing that Jen’s letting me help her exercise now,” said Laurie, “or else she’d end up looking like that hog pretty fast.  Jen is like a walking eating machine these days!  I told her to come over so we could do some strippercize aerobics and she came over with   a big box of curry.  Can you believe that? It’s like she doesn’t even know she’s eating!”

Chuckling, Frank put one arm around Laurie’s shoulders and lowered the other to pat her protruding gut.

“Gee, Laurie, I just don’t know,” he said, rubbing her fat belly meaningfully. “It sounds like you might have something in common.”

Laurie scowled.  “What’s that supposed to mean? Oh shut up, Frank, I’m nowhere near as big as Jen.  Jen looks like a whale these days.”

“You’re not as big as Jen yet,” said Frank, “But I think my sexy fat kitty is getting there.  Why Laurie, you keep packing away those cookies and this tummy is going to be sticking out further than your boobs.”  He nuzzled close to his girlfriend and whispered in her ear. “You might even get to meet your hero Nikki Lake there.”

“Impossible,” scoffed Laurie, but she squeezed her legs together tightly as Frank’s words began to have their desired stimulating effect.  Laurie would throw a fit if anyone else commented on her weight, but somehow she was powerless against Frank’s playful teasing.  

“Laurie, c’mon, are you gonna spend all night watching these talk shows?”

“Why?” Laurie looked at Frank with a mischevious gleam in her eye. “What did you have in mind?  Silly baby, you better move that hand up a little higher if you think you’re gonna get anywhere with me.”  She nodded meaningfully at her vast bosom, straining the bounds of her blouse.  There were a few things that got Laurie excited: Recently, she had discovered that being stuffed full of food like a Thanksgiving turkey until she felt ready to burst made her weak in the knees.  She hated the idea that anyone might think she was fat, but she couldn’t control herself when Frank whispered sweet sexy comments bout her expanding waistline into her ear.  These were new revelations.  But for years, Laurie knew that nothing could get her stimulated like a pair of big strong hands massaging her big fat sensitive breasts.  Frank knew that too.  And the big oaf always used that to his advantage, refusing to so much as touch Laurie’s overfull boobs until the very end.

Already, Frank was massaging Laurie’s plump little tummy with one hand, the other sliding down to squeeze her chubby thigh, his fingers perilously close to Laurie’s crotch.  The vain vixen couldn’t help but flutter her eyes a little at the sensations, but if Frank really wanted to get anywhere he was going to have to play her game.

“Fraaaank, why are you wasting time down there?  You know where your hands need to be.”  She pushed Frank over onto his back – upsetting the half-eaten box of Oreos – and climbed on top of him, nearly knocking the wind out of him with her weight.

Laurie liked being on top.  It gave her a sense of power.  And she needed that right now.  Frank always thought that he could dominate her in bed, but not this time.  She was going to take charge again.

But even pinned beneath Laurie, Frank still kept his knowing smile.  Granted, he was smiling partly because he now had Laurie’s hefty hooters dangling in his face. He couldn’t help but stare at the twin orbs as they swayed back and forth in front of him, their tops seeming to balloon slightly out of Laurie’s neckline whenever the buxom beauty inhaled.  But Frank could also see beyond them, to Laurie’s fat tummy as it rested heavily on her upper thighs.

“You better use those hands right, Frank,” she hissed, meaningfully thrust her chest out even further.  But Frank just smiled.

“Oh, of course, Laurie.  But first, don’t you think we should clean up those Oreos?”

“Huh?”  Laurie glanced to the side, noticing for the first time that she’d spilled cookies all over the couch in her haste.  “What the fuck, Frank, I’m practically begging you to grab my tits and you’re worried about crumbs in the couch? What’s wrong with you?”

“I just think we should be tidy, Laurie.  Here, you can help.”

Frank reached over and plucked one of the spilled Oreos from the mess and held it to Laurie’s lips.

Laurie’s eyes flashed and her lips pursed.  Not this time.

“Aww, what’s the matter?  I know my Laurie loves her cookies.  And she loves the feeling they give her.”  He patted Laurie’s full, hanging tummy. 

Laurie rolled her eyes.  “Okay fine.”  She opened her mouth and Frank popped the cookie inside.  But she’d no sooner started chewing than he brought another to her lips.

Damn it, it was happening again.  Laurie felt herself starting to go soft.  Frank knew her weakness for food and he wasn’t letting her off easy; he was going to make her finish the whole box.  

The worst part was, Laurie wouldn’t really mind.  She kind of…wanted to eat the rest of them anyway.  But no… she couldn’t give in that easy!  She had to show that she was still in control!  Laurie had already lost control over so many aspects of her life.  Once a dominant force in school and an iron-fisted team captain, Laurie felt like everything was slipping out of her grasp as she lost control of her appetites.  Her intermingled desires for sex and food ruled her life now, and she was rapidly turning into a fat, lustful, gluttonous hedonist.  Some days she felt like maybe she should let it all go… give up the power that she’d accumulated over the years, give up her position as team captain, and just dedicate herself entirely to her own pleasures.  Then Frank would be right: she really WOULD grow bigger than Jen!  If she wasn’t already bigger than Jen… Laurie almost shuddered at the thought.  It was possible.  She hadn’t weighed herself in weeks out of a fear that she might have finally broken the dreaded 400 pound barrier.  What would be next? 500 pounds? 600 pounds?  If she kept going, soon they really would be wheeling her out on stage on Nikki Lake!

 “My sexy fat kitty just loves her cookies, doesn’t she?”

“Mmmmm.”  Laurie was so lost in her own swirling thoughts and desires that she had barely even noticed that Frank was still feeding her – or that she was happily gobbling every morsel that he held to her glossy lips, her cheeks bulging with food, her eyes closed, a soft contented purring escaping her.  She could feel the growing food baby in her middle – she hated it but she loved it.

“My my, it looks like my kitty’s tummy is hanging lower than her boobs,” said Frank, “It looks like you’ve been eating way too much.  Has my fat sexy kitty had enough to eat?”

“No…”

“What was that? Are you still hungry, Laurie?  Still want some more?”

“Yes…please…Frank…. Don’t stop…I need…more…”

“Well, princess, your wish is my command.”  He held another cookie to her wet lips and she grabbed at it with her tongue, pulling it into her mouth with a lustful sigh.

Laurie couldn’t believe what she was saying.  Her whole plan to cajole Frank into squeezing her titanic tits until she came had completely gone out the window.  Now all she wanted to do was to eat Oreos until she split.  And she wanted Frank to feed them all to her.

More, more, more…  Laurie loved eating, she loved the feeling of being overly full… she was addicted to the ‘full up’ feeling that only excessive gluttony could bring her.  For years, Laurie’s sex fantasies had been completely breast-focused, but now she was beginning to shift… she might actually be able to get off better from simply being stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey!

“Let’s get the rest of these cookies into that fat little tummy of yours, okay, Laurie?”

“Yesss…but..I’m…not…”  Laurie couldn’t finish the sentence.  She was fat.  She was an official fat girl as much as she hated to admit it, as much as she hoped that her arrogant attitude and massive mammaries would distract people.  But now not even her enormous, wobbling O-cup breasts were big enough to draw attention away from her colossal ass, thick thighs, growing gut and flabby love-handles.  She was blowing up like a balloon and all because she loved to eat.  She knew that she loved to glut herself like a pig. She loved to feel her stomach swell with food, gradually ballooning out until it was full and tight and bloated and painfully distended, until she felt like she might explode if someone stuck her with a pin.  But she’d always hated the idea of getting fat.  Until now…. Listening to Frank talk, whispering sexy fat talk at her as he fed her… feeling her gelatinous flesh wobble…her dripping pussy clenched between her fat tree-trunk thighs… remembering the strange excitement that she felt as she watched that enormous blob on Nikki Lake….maybe it wasn’t so bad… maybe this was her destiny: to become big and round and fat.  Not just buxom, not just voluptuous, but FAT. Fatter than Jen, fatter than Alice, fatter than the fat lady at the circus, fatter than the fattest woman who ever lived…. No, no, no, that was insane!  She couldn’t want something like that…

Or did she?

She didn’t know anything anymore.  Laurie was so confused!  But right now, all she wanted, all that she knew she wanted, more than anything else in the whole wide world, was some more Oreos!  She wanted to start here, scarfing down every cookie in that box, every cookie that Frank fed her, until she was done. Cookie after cookie, the Oreos kept coming.  Laurie was growing wetter with every bite, so much that she felt like there must be a growing damp patch on the front of her jeans because there was no way that she wasn’t soaking through by now.  Her loins felt like they were on fire!  Miraculously, her jeans were still closed despite the growing pressure from her swollen gut; the pinching waistband was just one more reminder of her growth, of her new size, adding to the masochistic pleasure of her enormously overfull middle.  She could hear the metal button creak as gobbled down another mouthful of sweet sugary bliss, but it held.  Impressive.  These were well-made jeans.  She wondered if they might last the night.

“Almost done, piggy. Do you think you can hold them all?”

“Yesss…give me…oh Gawd…I want them all…”

Laurie felt like she might pop—in more ways that one. As Frank pressed the final cookie between her lips, Laurie clenched up, squeezing Frank between her thighs, bugging out her eyes… This was it!  With a load moan, Laurie grabbed at Frank’s shirt, throwing her head back and spraying crumbs as cried out loud.  

“Oh Gawd! Oh Frank! My belly! It hurts so much! Oohhhhh!”

Laurie bucked and twisted; the overstuffed sweetie slid her bulk down to the floor, plopping her growing bottom down at Frank’s feet.  Flushed and panting, Laurie couldn’t believe what had just happened.  She had come.  She almost wouldn’t believe it if it weren’t for the electric sensations pulsing through her crotch and the enormous tell-tale wet spot on the front of her pants.  She had actually orgasmed.  Frank hadn’t even touched her boobs once during the entire ordeal.  He hadn’t even touched her between the legs!  She had come entirely from the insane sexual pleasure she felt from having her belly filled and overfilled and overfilled some more.  This was yet another milestone in hedonism and gluttony for the pompously plump primadonna.  Every step led Laurie closer and closer to becoming a complete sex-crazed, food-obsessed pig.  For once even Laurie realized that something was different.  She had crossed another border into an even more taboo country.  She didn’t know what this meant for her future, except that, helpless against the tide of her animal instincts, she was probably doomed to balloon forever.

Somehow, through it all, her pants had remained intact.  Even though she felt like her waistband was about to cut her in half with the way that it was cutting into her painfully tender and distended belly.

But right now she wasn’t done yet.

“I’m still hungry,” said Laurie thickly, her brain still clouded with extreme lust and her stuffed gut radiating pain. With her face at crotch level, she didn’t waste any time.  Quickly, she grabbed at his pants, undoing Frank’s fly and pulling at his underwear to expose his erect cock.  Yes.  That was what she wanted.  Honestly, after a whole box of Oreos, Laurie felt sick and stuffed and oh so horny.  Her round belly was achingly full, warm and tight to the touch, but she couldn’t stop herself. The pain of being so very very overfull only made her hornier.  What was wrong with her?  She had no clue how this had happened – how she had come to be such a pervert.  But she loved it.  The pleasure she got from her unbridled feasting more than outweighed any guilt or shame that she might have felt about her strange new kink.

Laurie attacked Frank’s dick like it was more food, stuffing it between her plump lips and deep throating him like an experienced cocksucker.

Smiling, Laurie straightened up, her mouth still full of cum. With a devilish smile, she swallowed.  That was enough.  That last swallow puffed out her overloaded tummy just enough to pop the button from Laurie’s jeans, bouncing across the room to hit Frank in the chest.

“Ouch!” said Frank instinctively before laughing out loud.  “Looks like you’ve finally had enough.”

Laurie looked down at herself.  The usually fastidiously up-kept teen beauty queen looked a mess – hair all disheveled, jeans split open, enormous beachball sized belly.  What was happening to her?

She didn’t have time to worry about that, though, as, now that the euphoria of sex was wearing off, the pain of her overloaded stomach was resserting itself with  vengeance.

Wincing, she clutched at her swollen middle.  “Ooooow! Oh Gawd, Frank, I ate too much! I think…oh Gawd, I think I’m gonna die!”

“You’re not gonna die, Laurie.  Come here, let me help you.”  

“I didn’t think…it was possible,” moaned Laurie, “But I think I ate…too much… Oh Gawd, I need to lie down.  Frank..please…I need you to rub my tummy… oh gawd it hurttts.”

Supporting his stuffed girlfriend as best he could, Frank helped Laurie back on the couch and gingerly laid her down.  Laurie couldn’t do anything but moan and belch, but she gradually quieted down as Frank rubbed her belly.

“You want some pepto bismol, baby?”

“Nooo…Gawd, I couldn’t even swallow another swallow if I wanted! I’d pop! Owww… Just rub it for me, will you, Frank?”

After a few minutes, Laurie’s dwindling moans were replaced by soft purring as Frank’s hands helped soothe her aching paunch.

And eventually Laurie was snoring…

And dreaming.

In her dream, Laurie wasn’t just fat.  She was huge.  

Laurie was over 15 feet tall by this point.  She had to stoop down to get through the double doors that led into the school and crawl down the hallway.  Laurie could feel her fat ass scraping the ceiling as she crawled; she was vaguely aware that, given her position, other students could easily see up her cheer skirt to watch her monumental panty-clad ass wobbling as she crawled. Whatever, she didn’t give a fuck. It didn’t matter what they saw, because no other student would dare to say anything to piss off this queen bee. Laurie had been the indisputable ruler of this school when she was merely a busty bitch, but now that she was constantly growing bigger and bigger, becoming taller even as she grew wider, no one had the guts to stand up to her at all.  She liked that. No, she loved it.  In fact, nothing filled her with more joy than the knowledge that her size was making her even more formidable.  Soon she would be unstoppable!

The buxom giantess squeezed herself through the doorway of Mrs. Hamilton’s science classroom. By now, Laurie had grown so tall and wide that she couldn’t buy her clothing off the rack anymore; everything had to be special ordered. That wasn’t a problem. Abida had become even more enamored with Laurie as she’d grown; Laurie’s giant boobs were now each the size of a Volkswagon Beetle and, if she wanted, she could simply pluck Abida up off the ground and drop her into her cavernous cleavage to give her a real thrill. Not that she would.  She liked to keep Abida on her toes and this didn’t want to give her too much.  If Abida thought she could get her hands on Laurie’s megalithic knockers that easily, she might not be so quick to jump whenever Laurie called.  Today, even Abida’s tailoring skills were inadequate to cover all of Laurie’s enormous bulk.

“Laurie Belmontes, you’re…er…on time,” said Mrs. Hamilton, blanching as the enormous fat giantess wobbled to her seat.  Not that she was really on time, but no one dared to tell Laurie when she was late. She was just too big.  Laurie waved dismissively, her eyes on the tiny mobile phone in her hand.  It was almost comical watching the huge girl, whose head nearly brushed the ceiling, attempting to tap out text messages on a phone that was, by now, smaller than her finger.  Without thinking, Laurie swept aside the other students’ desks, knocking several protesting classmates against the wall, and plopped herself down on the floor with a crash. There was no desk big enough for her by now, so she simply sat on the floor, her knees up at her chin, hunched over so that she didn’t graze the ceiling.

Not paying attention to what she was doing, the busty girl didn’t even notice that she hadn’t completely swept everyone aside; Laurie’s classmate and cheer squad teammate Lizzie had fallen out of her seat during the carnage and managed to avoid the enormous sweep of Laurie’s arm.  Now the poor girl looked up to see two monolithic ass cheeks, bigger than boulders, looming above her as Laurie prepared to sit down.

“No! Laurie, stop! I’m still down here!” shouted Lizzie, but Laurie either didn’t hear or, more likely, didn’t care.  Her fat, blubbery buttocks plopped down on the floor, her inadequate skirt too short to cover all of her growing, swelling hindquarters, so her bare skin touched the floor.  By sheer good luck, Lizzie rolled aside fast enough to avoid being smothered under the swell of Laurie’s pink butt cheek, but now she was trapped in the wedge of the fat girl’s crack, helplessly pinned between the floor below her, Laurie left buttock to her left and Laurie’s right buttock to her right.

“Let me out! Let me out! I’m stuck!” came the muffled cries, but Laurie didn’t bat an eye, too intent on playing Bejeweled on her mobile phone.  No other student had the guts to say anything and even Mrs. Hamilton was cowed into submission.

By the time the bell rang to let class out, Lizzie was nearly suffocated.  But Laurie didn’t even notice, much less care.  The cafeteria was calling her.  Even in her dream, even as an enormous giant, Laurie still cared about one thing more than anything else: Filling her stomach.

And this giantess needed A LOT to satisfy her.

The other students no longer even bothered going to the cafeteria at lunch, knowing that the entirety of the school’s lunch program was now dedicated to satisfying Laurie’s ravenous appetite.  The overgrown bitch burst through the double doors of the cafeteria, ducking down to avoid bumping her head, and waddled to the start of the non-existent line.

“Feed me,” she said simply.  The terrified cafeteria workers knew the drill.  They didn’t bother to put food on a plate, instead lugging out drums of creamed corn and lentils and mashed potatoes, so that Laurie could gorge herself to her heart’s desire.

More, more, more… Laurie lifted the first drum to her lips as if it was just a cup and threw back an entire week’s worth of mashed potatoes.  Next she tossed back a drum of gravy.  She followed it with tubs of ice cream, oodles of noodles, palettes of sponge bread pizza, anything she could.  It was never enough.  After an hour, Laurie’s blubbery belly had puffed up to the size of a helium balloon – enough to quiet its rumbling but not nearly enough to please its master.

“Oh my Gawd? Is that all you have?  That’s pathetic! I’m a growing girl, I need more than that!”

“The truck with the next shipment is just unloading out back; we’ll have some more food for you in just a second,” stammered the lunchlady, but Laurie wasn’t waiting for that.

“Ugh, forget that, I’ll just get it myself.”  The monstrously gigantic bitch staggered to her feet and thundered back out through the double doors.

After school, the cheer squad gathered to practice.  Lizzie ran up, out of breath, to warn them.

“Guys! You better watch out! Laurie’s on the warpath! She’s totally pissed cuz the cafeteria ran out of food!”

“Oh dear,” said Alice, “That’s terrible!  Poor Laurie.”

“Um, like, poor us more like!” said Jen, “That means that she’s going to be an even bigger bitch than usual! And I mean that, like, literally.”

The girls fell silent as they felt the familiar crashing sounds that signaled that their giant captain was on the approach.

Laurie had to weigh at least 2000 pounds. Even at her enormous height, she was still growing far too wide.  Her vast bosom and belly, her enormous thighs, her gargantuan ass all put so much pressure on her giant cheer outfit that it looked ready to burst into ribbons everytime that Laurie inhaled.  Laurie had grown at least a foot in every direction since breakfast and now her breasts were so big and bloated that the cheer sweater could barely contain them. This morning, it had fit as tight as a belly shirt, rising up to reveal the thick slab of blubber around Laurie’s middle. But now it was little more than a glorified sports bra, straining around her bloated tits and leaving her entire midriff bare.  Likewise, her skirt was so short and stretched now that it was little more than a belt, ripping and tearing as she moved and leaving her panties completely exposed.  At the very least, Laurie had thought to have her panties altered; from the haphazard stitching, it looked like Abida had been reduced to sewing multiple pairs together to create one giant pair of underwear capable of cradling Laurie’s ever-inflating rear.  But even these were clearly on their last legs, creaking as Laurie grew.  That underwear was the last thing between Laurie and complete public indecency, so the Jen hoped that they would last the session.

“Shut up,” snapped Laurie, “I’m in charge here. Don’t act like you can tell me what to do. Maybe you haven’t noticed, but I rule the roost around here.”

Laurie reached down and grabbed Jen by the collar of her jacket, lifting her into the air.

“You better believe I’m the biggest, baddest bitch you ever saw,” snarled the haughty cheerleader. “And you better believe I’m just going to keep getting bigger and bigger until you can’t even conceive of anything bigger than Laurie Belmontes.”

“Totally, Laurie! I, like, didn’t mean to question you!”

“Good,” snarled Laurie, replacing Jen on the ground and letting the girl fall on her wide bottom.  “Don’t ever forget that! I’m the biggest!”

Almost on cue, Laurie’s gargantuan body began to grow, spreading in all directions.  Her latest enormous meal seemed to be catching up to her as the massive fat behemoth slowly inflated like a massive water balloon.

“If Laurie keeps growing like this, she’s going to be bigger than the planet!” whispered Jen.

“Are you kidding? If Laurie keeps growing, she WILL be the planet! Look at how round she’s getting! If she doesn’t stop, she’s going to be as wide as she is tall! Not to mention, her boobs keep getting bigger and bigger. I know that she’s always been proud of her chest, but if she keeps this up, each one of those knockers is going to be bigger than she is! She’ll just be a giant round ball with two giant round boobs!”

“Bigger!” crowed Laurie and, in response, her body swelled even more, her already ginormous bosom bloating out further, her thighs thickening, her belly puffing out.  She was blowing up like a parade float, so big and swollen that she looked ready to explode.  Laurie’s gargantuan top finally reached its limits, her top shredding with a sharp snap and her mountainous throbbing melons bouncing free.   Below her, the cheerleaders watched as Laurie’s newly released tits celebrated their freedom by slapping thunderously against the top of her growing gut.  The impact of her monster mammaries sent a ripple through her fat belly that finally put her beyond the limits of her skirt.  With a mighty rip, her skirt finally gave up the ghost and exploded into shreds.  Her panties continued to stretch, sliding up into her ass crack in back and between her pussy lips in front, stretching tighter and tighter as Laurie continued to expand until finally it too could take no more.  Abida had worked hard to sew a pair of knickers that could stand up to the enormous pressure of Laurie’s ever inflating booty, but there was only so much that she could do.  The underwear burst apart and now Laurie’s gigantic, obese body was completely naked.  The raven-haired blimp smirked as she grew larger and larger.  Soon she really would be the biggest thing ever! No one would ever dare to stand up to her!  She would be the biggest, most powerful, most dangerous cheerleader in the entire world! In the entire universe!

Laurie grew and grew and grew….

Bigger…

Bigger….

BIGGER…

Back in reality, Laurie was still on the couch, fast asleep, leaning her head against her boyfriend’s strong shoulder.  Her hands rested on her gargantuan gut, filled with far too many snacks, subconsciously rubbing it even as her mind was far away in dreamland.  Frank smiled as he noticed his slumbering girlfriend’s lips just barely moving, as if she was straining to talk in her sleep.  He couldn’t make out what the words she was mouthing, but it was still cute.  He brushed a strand of long raven hair from Laurie’s mouth and put his arm around the snoozing babe, prompting Laurie to snuggle into his side just a little deeper.  She must be having a good dream, thought Frank, since she looks like she’s smiling for once.

Frank, meanwhile, was just glad to have control of the remote.  

“Let’s see what else is on besides these daytime talk shows,” he said.
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