The Doctor’s Revelation

By Mollycoddles

Barbara was excited.  It was rare that she had so many special patients at once.  Oh sure. She enjoyed her job.  Dr. Barbara Richards didn’t get a sterling reputation as the county’s best dietician without liking what she did.  And, in some ways, helping hefty trophy wives and over-fed career women shed a few pounds before their next high school reunion was kind of satisfying.  But Barbara hadn’t gone into this field to help people.  She got into it for the eye candy.

Barbara had a secret vice.  She loved fat women, the bigger the better.  She had become a dietician specifically so that she would always be surrounded by jiggling, wobbling flesh.  But what an irony that Barbara was the one helping these women to slim down!  It just killed her to watch all those delicious pounds melt away as bellies flattened, hips narrowed, inches disappeared.  If it weren’t for the odd “special patient,” Barbara might well have gone insane.  But luckily, there were the occasional special patients, like her lover Lucy, who didn’t come to her desiring to lose weight but to gain it.  Barbara worked extra hard to accommodate them.  But they were an extreme rarity.  The other kind of special patient was slightly more common.  Still rare but not unheard of.  Those were the kind of women who maybe really wanted to lose weight but never would.

They would say that they wanted to lose weight, but they were too lazy, too greedy or sometimes just too stupid to ever go through with it.  Barbara’s trained eye could always pick out the women who were so far gone in their own greed that they would never be able to shed the weight, the ones who were doomed to balloon bigger and bigger as they sought out ever higher gluttonous, indulgent thrills.  Alice Grobauch, a billowing blonde who had, surprisingly, once been a chubby cheerleader, was one such girl; Alice was so greedy that she couldn’t even stop eating during her visit to Barbara’s office, serruptitiously grabbing bites of chocolate bars that she’d smuggled in her purse whenever she thought Barbara wasn’t looking.  And, well, if she wasn’t going to help herself, why should Barbara help her?  Instead Barbara’s advice was certain to make Alice expand even faster.  Another woman might have figured out Barbara’s game, but Alice was only to happy to follow advice that told her to eat more and exercise less.  In fact. Alice was so pleased with her visit that she had recommended Barbara’s services to her equally fat lazy friend Jen Sarovy.  Two blimps in just a month!  It made Barbara’s head spin to think about!  She was so excited that she would be able to watch these two heifers grow and grow and grow until they burst!

And she was even more excited when her nurse Patty informed her that Alice had recommended her to another friend.

The woman sitting in the waiting room, distracted and tapping away on a smart phone, was probably even bigger than either Jen or Alice.  It was hard to tell.  Once you reach a certain threshold, numbers really just become academic.  And Laurie Belmontes had passed that threshold long ago.

Laurie Belmontes was, like her friends, massively fat.  She was the sort of fat that you could tell had once been conventionally sexy – the kind that naturally stored extra weight in her chest, giving her a zaftig, pneumatic figure. But as she grew bigger and bigger, her chest was eventually unable to accommodate it all and her body had to start storing fat elsewhere.  So now she was a fat cow.

Even at over 500 pounds, the raven-haired diva hadn’t completely abandoned her presence to sexiness.  Most women her size had resigned themselves to frumpy sweatsuits and shapeless muumuus, but Laurie wore form-fitting if enormous-waisted jeans that showed off her thick, elephantine legs tapering down to chubby ankles and a snug turtleneck sweater that helped disguise her growing double chin and accentuate colossal hooters the size of mature watermelons.  
“Mrs. Belmontes, the doctor will see you now.”

Laurie snorted, pushing the smartphone with some effort into her jeans pocket.  Those jeans had enough material to make a denim circus tent but they were painted onto Laurie’s massive hips and thighs, so using the pockets was something of a chore.  Slowly, ponderously, Laurie pushed herself to her feet.
Her thick waddle betrayed a practiced little hip sway, obviously left over from when Laurie was svelte enough that she could wiggle her shapely hips for attention.  Now her hips were so wide that they nearly brushed opposite sides of the hallway and her ass projected several feet out behind her.  Her massive breasts bounced heavily against her ginormous gut as she moved, each thundering step causing her sweater-clad belly to bounce ever so slightly. If her sweater had been slightly looser, the movement might have been enough to cause it to ride up her gut.  But as it was, the sweater hugged her rounded middle so tightly, showing off the distinct folds and creases that separated Laurie’s lower potbelly from her upper rolls, that the bulge of her middle held it in place.
Laurie plopped her over-pumped rump onto the examination table.  She grabbed the hem of her sweater and pulled it up to give her belly some air.  Barbara watched with excited fascination as the sweater at first refused to budge; it was tightly tucked under the hang of Laurie’s gut and it took a few tugs before it snapped up over the arc of her chubby tummy.  Barbara nearly moaned out loud at the sight of Laurie’s bare middle exposed like a big white bubble of flesh, watching it bounce against her voluminous thighs as it was released.  Laurie’s belly looked like a big ripe overgrown pumpkin.  Her lower roll was criss-crossed with red stretch marks, indicating that her gain had come fast and furious, blowing her up so fast that her skin didn’t have time to stretch to accommodate all her news curves and bulges.

Barbara wondered if the candy test was even necessary.  Birds of a feather flock together, after all, and knowing that both of Laurie’s best friends were irredeemable gluttons made Barbara pretty confident that Laurie would be the same.  Even so, it was best to be sure.  It was rare that Barbara found a true glutton, someone who was so far addicted to the pleasures of the feast that there was nothing that could be done for them.  Barbara lived for such women.  They were the perfect excuse to indulge in her worst, most perverted instincts.  And the best part was that those gluttons were so eager to believe anything that they would eagerly delude themselves into thinking that Barbara’s treatments were working wonders even as they continued to balloon up bigger and bigger.  She could prescribe a diet comprised entirely of cakes and pastries and these women wouldn’t even bat an eye!

Barbara watched as Laurie popped sweet after sweet into her mouth.  Like Alice and Jen, she was unable to resist.  Put some sweets in her path and she would devour them!  But something was different this time.  Barbara noted the subtle pink flush in Laurie’s cheeks as the top-heavy cow gobbled the candies faster and faster, the gentle heave of her mammoth mammaries inside her straining sweater as her breathing quickened, the contented orgasmic expression on her face as she stuffed herself.  This was no mere glutton.  It was clear that Laurie was getting more out of her meal than just the pleasure of a full belly.

Barbara was thus only mildly surprised to see Laurie’s chubby hand stray down to her crotch – or as close as she could get with her enormous melons and fat gut in the way.  But Laurie wasn’t daunted.  She simply grabbed the waistband of her painted-on jeans, struggling to slip her plump manicured sausage fingers into the tight space between the denim and her soft heaving belly, and yanked sharply upwards.  The seams in the crotch of her jeans pressed tightly against her pussy, stimulating the indulgent queen bee enough that a soft gasp escaped her glossy pink lips.

“Clever girl,” whispered Barbara. This was impressive!  Clearly Laurie was a woman dedicated to wanton pleasure.  She wasn’t going to give up one pleasure for another, so, as she grew too round and tubby to easily reach her own vulva, she had to find work-around solutions.  That was true dedication!
Laurie’s nipples, big and firm and stiff as wine corks, tented the fabric of her sweater as her body flushed with arousal.  She dumped the last few sweets into her mouth and then brought her free hand to her chest, tweaking her fat nipples and eliciting soft moans of excitement from the buxom pleasure goddess.

Hmm, Laurie really seemed to like playing with her tits.  Barbara made a mental note.

She threw open the door dramatically.  “Good morning, Mrs Belmontes! What can I do for you?”

Laurie scrambled to hide that she’d been playing with herself. She released her grip on her jeans waistband, her hand flying behind her back, as she smoothed the material of her sweater to hide the tents created by her perky nipples.

“You’re Dr. Richards,” she said smoothly.  Barbara smirked. She had to admit a grudging respect for Laurie’s calm under pressure.  Apart from a slight flush in her chubby cheeks, Laurie was cool as a cucumber.  Even caught in an embarrassingly personal situation, the overfed beauty queen still maintained a snooty, aloof attitude that would have cowed less confident people.

Barbara wasn’t cowed. A sly smile curled her lips.

“Yes, I am.  And what can I do for you?”

“Some of my friends came to see you, and they really liked what you did for them.”

“Ah, and you’d like the same.”

“No. No, I wouldn’t.”

Barbara didn’t even look up from her clipboard.  “Whatever do you mean?”

“Don’t try your psych-out shit on me, doctor,” said Laurie, snapping her pocket mirror shut. “You might have Jen and Alice conned, but you can’t fool me.”

“We’re not here to talk about Jen or Alice, Laurie. We’re here to talk about you.”

Laurie continued, unperturbed.  “Those two came to you for help losing weight, but they haven’t lost a pound between them.  In fact, it seems like they’re just getting fatter and fatter. I don’t know what kind of quack you are, but you’ve got those two ditzes convinced you’re some kind of genius.”

Barbara nodded. Laurie sure talked a lot!  But she thought she knew how to make this bulging bitch shut up.

“Mrs. Belmontes, let’s have you get back up on the examination table so we can survey the damage.”

“Sure. Whatever.” Laurie snorted in derision.  She didn’t object to Barbara performing a routine examination as long as she got to speak her piece.  Barbara couldn’t help but feel a little excited as she watched Laurie struggle to hoist her vast bulk onto the table, taking special note of how Laurie’s bulging backside wobbled as she threw herself onto the table. 

“I don’t know what kind of operation you think you’re running here, lady, but no one plays with my friends’ minds…”

“Why don’t we talk about you now, Laurie?  You look like a woman who’s gained a little around the middle.  Has your diet changed recently?”

Laurie huffed, indignant.  She was, of course, really fat – too many years of soft living had ballooned her to the size of an elephant seal, but she still acted like it was ridiculous for anyone to point that out.

Her icy glare was usually enough to stop people dead in their tracks when they commented about her weight, but Barbara steadfastly refused to engage, simply scribbling away on her clipboard as Laurie silently fumed.

“It looks like you’re storing an excessive amount of fat in your bust, Mrs. Belmontes. Is that a problem area for you?”

Laurie laughed derisively. “Sweetie, these boulders aren’t a problem.  They’re the solution.”  She rolled her shoulders back and watched with pride as her vast bosom rolled and quaked in response.

Ah. So Laurie was a breast woman.  Obviously really proud of her tits, thought that big tits could distract anyone from noticing just how fat she was.  She looked like a dairy cow that the farmer had forgotten to milk.

That’s when Barbara made her move.

She hefted Laurie’s right breast; it was so big that it required both hands.  She felt the gigantic fat-laden milkbag slosh to and fro in her grasp like an enormous water balloon.  When she dropped it, it flopped down against the shelf of her belly with a loud SLAP, sending shock waves through her entire flabby gelatinous frame.  
“Hmmm, interesting readings,” mumbled Barbara, careful to keep up the ruse that she was doing some sort of routine examination as she lifted and fondled Laurie’s left breast.  Gawd, the tits on this cow were amazing!  Laurie was a huge zeppelin of a woman, but she was still almost all boob!  This jiggling milk cow looked like her tits might have reached the floor if they didn’t have all that tummy to support them.

“Uh…um…” Laurie stuttered.

Poor Laurie!  She was just as breast-obsessed as ever, and Dr. Richards’ fondling was beginning to get her excited again.  She could feel her crotch growing moist inside her skin-tight jeans.  Shit.  She was getting really turned on!  She almost regretted wearing these tight pants now.  The material was still thick enough that she wasn’t going to soak through, right?

“Laurie, I don’t think you want to lose weight at all.  I think you like this.”
“I…what?”  Laurie stared in confusion.  How could Barbara know that?  It was true, of course.  Laurie had long ago become hopelessly addicted to stuffing herself when she found that food and sex were completely inseparable to her; the only thing that turned her on more than having her husband Frank jiggle her bloated boobs was to have him feed her tasty treats until her belly was tight and full and throbbing with pain.  Frank and Laurie had even brought in additional outside lovers, like Abida the girl who used to work in the mall lingerie store, all of whom had also stuffed Laurie like a Thanksgiving turkey.  There was something so sexy about being so full and tight and helpless.
“I think that you like being fat.  Am I right?”

“What the…”  Laurie’s face suddenly turned from confused to enraged.  Her secret revealed, the corpulent kitty retreated into anger.  “Who the hell do you think you are? You can’t talk to me like that, you freak! Do you know who I am?  I’m Laurie Belmontes!  I’m a lawyer! I could put you out of business!”

Barbara chuckled again as Laurie made a big show of whipping out her smartphone to make a note for herself.  Or rather, she tried to.  Her jeans were too tight to easily pull it out of her pocket, so she mostly just fumbled.

“I think that you’re a big fat pig,” continued Barbara, keeping her voice level. “I think that you can’t control your eating and that you just want to eat more and more and more until you’re so round and full that you’re ready to burst.  I think that you like being so round and full.”

She moved her fingers up Laurie’s thick leg, approaching her Laurie’s crotch.

Laurie’s chubby hands seemed to lose interest in her phone as she listened to Barbara talk.

“How… how…” she stuttered again.  Her sudden anger was dissipating, once again giving way to shock.  My, but Laurie was a tempestuous bitch!

“My, Mrs. Belmontes, how tight these pants are.  You feel like you’re just ready to burst…”

Barbara squeezed Laurie’s fat pussy through the straining fabric of her jeans, smiling as she felt the obese diva twitch at her touch.

“…right out of these jeans.  Would that turn you on?  What turns you on more, fatso? Do you like being teased? Do you like being told what a fat fat pig you are?  Do you like being reminded that you’re such a fat helpless bitch that you can barely do anything without help?  That you need your husband to help dress you in the morning? That you need your assistant to help you waddle down the hallway? That soon you’ll eat yourself so fat that you’re going to be nothing but a big bed-bound whale, way too fat to even stand?”

Laurie whimpered.  She couldn’t believe that Dr. Richards had sussed her out! And now her doctor was speaking to her like… like…. Nobody spoke to her like this!  Nobody but Frank.  And Maddie.  And Abida…And maybe occasionally Jen.  Laurie’s head swirled as the big-boobed beauty queen ran through the increasingly long list of people who she allowed to tease her about her weight.  Her infatuation with her own size had gone too far, gone to the point that too many people knew her secret weakness, that teasing her about her inflating figure turned this pompous queen bee into putty.
“How… how did you know?” Laurie mumbled, confused.  No one had ever figured out her secret before! Well, almost no one.  Frank had figured it out after they’d been dating for a little while.  And Abida had figured it out after Laurie had visited her shop a few times.  But this doctor had figured it out only minutes into their first meeting!

Of course, if Laurie had known that Barbara was spying on her before the doctor even entered the room, it might have made more sense.

“I’m a doctor,” said Barbara mysteriously.  “So am I right?  Remember, no secrets.  It’s vitally important, for your medical health, that you are absolutely honest with me, okay, Mrs. Belmontes?  Or should I just call you Laurie?”

“Mrs. Belmontes is fine,” muttered Laurie but her rapid breathing and flushed face was betraying how she really felt.

“I could call you that.  Or I could just call you something more appropriate…”  She leaned in close to Laurie and whispered into her ear.  “…Fatso.”

Laurie gasped in arousal and squeezed her legs together instinctively.  She couldn’t help it!  Barbara couldn’t know what an incredible turn-on it was for Laurie when Frank teased her in bed, calling his fat buxom wife his “sexy fat kitty” or his “fat little piggy.”

Barbara smiled, noting Laurie’s response.  Now she knew.

“Lean back, Fatso.”

“How… dare… you… speak to me like that!” huffed Laurie, her eyes flashing and her bosom heaving.  But it wasn’t anger so much as extreme sexual arousal that had Laurie panting like a dog.

“I saw you pulling on your jeans to touch yourself,” said Barbara, “That was pretty clever.  But I bet it feels better to have a real person touch you there.”
Laurie lay back on the table, her belly and boobs rising above her like three quivering mountains.

Smiling slyly, Barbara gently tapped the metal button on Laurie’s jeans.  It was under so much pressure!  She could feel it quiver under her touch as if it was on its final legs, just hanging on by a thread, ready to burst after having withstood the stress of holding in Laurie’s bloated tummy for so long.  That touch was enough to set it free.  With a loud crack, Laurie’s button popped off, shooting up in the air and across the room.  Laurie gasped and her whole body twitched and jiggled.  Free, her gut bounced out, quickly swelling to its true size and pushing the zipper fly of her pants all the way down.

“My my, you are a big girl,” snickered Barbara, running her hand over the vast arc of the over-inflated diva’s dome-like middle.  “You were trying to hide this belly from me?  Trying to pretend you’re not as fat as you really are?”

“I…I…ohhhh…”
Laurie could barely stutter out a response as Barbara peeled back the open flaps of Laurie’s split jeans to reveal her soaked snatch, so hot and wet that Laurie felt like her pussy might just eat her panties in its eagerness to be touched.  

“Wow, you’re such a horny fat bitch,” said Barbara, marveling at Laurie’s eagerness.  “Who touches you down here?  You’re too fat to do it yourself, I can see that plainly. Your husband gives you proper attention down here, right?”

“Yes… Frank… Frank and Abida…”

“Oh Abida, huh?  So you have some extra help.  How interesting.”  That was telling!  Of course, Barbara had guessed from Laurie’s behavior that this porker swung bother ways, but this confirmed her suspicions.  How nice to know!
She pressed a finger into Laurie’s crotch, sinking between the spongy lips of the obese beauty queen’s bloated vulva and making Laurie gasp out loud.

“Oh Gawd… yes!”

“So Frank and Abida keep you satisfied.  You realize that I’m only interested as a doctor, of course.  This is strictly for medical purposes.”

“Yes…they keep me satisfied…mostly…”

“Mostly?”

Laurie moaned out loud.  “Don’t stop…”

Barbara smirked.  She wondered how Lucy back home would react to knowing what she was doing right now.  Well, Lucy didn’t need to know.  It’s not like Barbara ever neglected Lucy’s needs, no matter how many times she saw to her own needs during the day.  Oh yes.  Barbara smiled to herself as she hooked her finger under the waistband of Laurie’s empire-waisted panties and pulled them down to reveal her naked pussy, her pubic hair perfectly trimmed and maintained.
“My my my, you keep yourself so neat for a big girl,” said Barbara, clicking her tongue. “That’s so impressive.  How does a big fat piggy like you even reach down here to trim yourself?  Do Frank and Abida help with that too?  I guess when you’re so very very fat, you need help with a lot of things.  That must be pretty embarrassing for a strong, independent woman like you to be so reliant on others for help, hmm?”

Laurie was gasping and panting, her bosom and belly shaking like three mountains of Jello as Barbara continued to stroke her rotund patient’s exposed pussy.

“Oh Gawd, keep going,” moaned Laurie, now writhing on the table, her whole body shaking.

Laurie’s eyes rolled back in her head.  She couldn’t believe this was happening!  Sure, Frank and Abida always teased her when they made love, rolling her over in bed and giggling about how very very fat Laurie had grown over the years, feeding her chocolates and bon bons before eating her out, so Laurie was no stranger to sex games.  But to succumb to the advances of a stranger, a stranger who seemed to know all her secrets!  Oh Gawd!  Laurie couldn’t help but imagine what this might spell for her future.  Would she bring Dr. Richards into her stable of partners?  Did she really need a third person to pamper and indulge her?  She was already massive, over 500 pounds of bloated pork.  Two feeders made her balloon, three would make her absolutely blimp! She would literally be bigger than a house – a massive fat cow with breasts bigger than Volkswagons, growing fatter and rounder by the day.

The thought was enough to send her over the edge and Laurie cried out, bucking her hips as much as a woman of her size could, as she came.  

“Oh Gawd! Oh Gawd! I’m coming!”

“Shh, the nurse will hear you.”

“Hmmmmph!” Laurie bit her lip to hold back another shout as a jolt of sexual energy coursed through her blubbery body.

She lay silently gasping for a minute as Barbara stroked softly, bringing the obese sow back down after her climax.
“Feeling better?” asked Barbara as Laurie slowly came down after her orgasm.  She stepped back to admire her handiwork, pleased to see that Laurie was still heaving and wobbling after her “workout.”
Laurie snorted.

“Yeah. That was pretty good,” said the hefty haughty hottie.  She pulled out her phone and tried to set her disheveled hair right, using the shiny case as a mirror. “I’ve had better.  But you’re not bad.”

Barbara smiled.  She could tell Laurie was the sort of person who could never give a compliment, but she suspected that the bloated babe had enjoyed their session more than she was letting on.

“I’m afraid your pants are ruined there, Laurie,” said the doctor, eyeing the burst crotch of Laurie’s jeans.  Laurie grunted and tried to pull her sweater down over the gap, but it just immediately popped up again over the apex of her gut.

“Whatever, I’ll just hold my purse in front of me til I get home,” mumbled Laurie, preening in the mirror.  She turned to the doctor.  “Okay, let me tell you something.  This was a one time thing.  Don’t get any ideas in your head. I don’t cheat on my husband.”

“Of course not.”

“It doesn’t really count since you’re a woman,” said Laurie, falling back on the age-old excuse articulated by every girl who experimented in college. “But that doesn’t matter.  Sure, Frank and I might bring in some extra hands, but I don’t fuck around behind his back.”

“Of course.”

Laurie cleared her throat. 

“So… do you do house calls? Because… well, you ARE the best diet doctor around, after all.  And I gotta say, my Frank, he’s been getting kind of chunky lately. If you know what I mean?”

“Oh, of course.”

“I just think we might both…. benefit from a little… couple’s therapy in that regard.”

“Of course.  I think that can he arranged, Laurie, since you are an extreme case.  I think I might need to clear my schedule to see more of you. I can set up a visit to help you and your husband as soon as possible.”

“Good.  You’re not going to tell Jena and Alice, are you?” asked Laurie, a note of panic creeping into her voice.  Barbara chuckled.  How cute!  This fat cow liked to pretend that nothing scared her, but here she was, afraid that her friends might find out her little secret: that she was dirty piggy who loved being stuffed, loved the feeling of fat fat body filling up with food and ballooning with blubber.

“No, of course not.  Not if you can keep a secret, Laurie.  I don’t think Alice and Jen need to know about your… desires, Laurie.  Just like they don’t need to know about mine.”

Laurie’s eyes bulged. She couldn’t believe that she was being blackmailed by a diet doctor!  But she had to admit, Barbara was right.  Each woman knew the others’ darkest secrets now.  The prospect of mutually assured destruction would keep them both silent.

“Yes, doctor.”

“Good.  Now here, fatty, let me help you up.”

Laurie groaned as Barbara hefted the bloated heifer back into a sitting position, her belly flopping onto her thick thighs and covering her lap, her monster titties slapping against the shelf of her enormous paunch.

“Look at all those rolls,” giggled Barbara, unable to resist fondling the gelatinous inner tube of adipose that ringed Laurie’s middle.  “I might even be tempted to say that you’ve got more down here than in your chest.”

“Fuck… off,” said Laurie automatically.  She was still just as proud of her breasts as ever, but lately she had felt a strange new pride in the fact that she was growing so large and vast that the rest of her body was beginning to match her oversized pontoons.  

“These whoppers are still pretty impressive, but I think your gut might actually stick out even further than your boobs, Laurie.”

“No…fucking… way.  Bullshit.”  Laurie tried to glower but she was still reeling from the afterglow of her finger bang, so she couldn’t make it stick. 

Barbara helped hoist Laurie to her feet and watched, still smirking, as Laurie grabbed her purse from the counter and held it over the open-V of her busted fly.

“Stealthy.  No one will notice, I’m sure.”

“Fuck you, this is your fault.  You were the one who busted my pants! I should sue you for that.”

“I think, Laurie, you’ll find that you’re the one responsible for busting your own pants.  That’s what comes of being such a fat fat hog.”
Laurie flushed again.  “Stop it, you’re just trying to get me turned on again,” she growled. 

“Am I? But as a doctor, it’s my duty to tell you that your weight is dangerously high, Laurie.  You’re just so very very fat.”

Laurie paused at the doorway, obviously enjoying the attention.

“Shut up, you’re trying to make me cream in my jeans again.”

“Just a fat, bloated porker.  With a pair of giant, overinflated tits like a dairy cow.”

Laurie gasped, her already weak knees nearly buckling beneath her.

“Save it,” she snapped, “Save it for when you make your house call.” 

She popped open her purse and pulled out a business card, handing it to the doctor.

“That’s my address,” she said, “Frank and I will be home Friday night. Let’s make our appointment then.”

“I might already have an appointment Friday night,” said Barbara, thinking of Lucy back home.  Lucy didn’t care if Barbara fooled around with patients on the side.  Lucy didn’t care about much other than sticking to her feeding schedule.  But she might be upset if her usual Friday night binge was cancelled so that she could go feed this new lardass couple.

“Cancel it,” said Laurie simply, “We’ll be expecting you.”

And with that, she swept out of the office.  

Barbara looked down at the business card in her fingers.  

“Oh boy,” she sighed, “This is gonna cause some trouble.”

* * *
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