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“Wide load, coming through!” sang out Frank as he wheeled his titanic girlfriend through her front door. Laurie was so enormous now, probably well over 700 pounds of pure lard by this point, although no scale existed in town that could adequately measure the billowing behemoth, that Abida had to walk in front of her to help direct Frank.

“To the left! No, not that far left! Right!” said Abida as Frank turned Laurie’s scooter just a little too much and bumped the overhanging flank of Laurie’s left-most jelly roll into the door frame. Laurie howled in sudden pain. Her belly, filled to the absolute brink, overstuffed even by Laurie’s extremely generous standards, was throbbing in exquisite agony. She could barely even touch the distended orb of her gut without sending shockwaves of pain through her skin. Gawd, it hurt so… so good!

“Careful! Gawd! My belly is so tender! You two clods better watch what you’re doing! Owww! I’m sensitive!” huffed Laurie angrily, her chubby face turning even redder.

“Oh, we’re clods, are we?” said Abida, a sly grin suddenly crossing her face. “It seem to me, Laurie, that you ought to be nice to us! After all, a gal as helpless as you… it would be a real shame if we just left you in the lurch!”

“You… you wouldn’t dare!”

“Oh no? What’s to stop us? You’re so big and bloated right now that there’s absolutely nothing you could do about it, huh, fat girl?” Abida giggled as she tweaked Laurie’s nose. The raven-haired blimp grimaced, her blubbery face suddenly darkened by rage… but also excitement. Laurie was flabbergasted that Abida would dare to speak to her in such a threatening tone. Her, Laurie Belmontes! The queen cheerleader of Los Hermanos High! No one spoke to her like that! But, at the same time, the fact that Abida was not afraid of her anymore, was so confident in the face of Laurie’s wrath that she could tease the tubby teen like that…. Gawd, it was so exhilarating! Laurie groaned, unable to hold her excitement in check. If only she wasn’t so obscenely stuffed, she would have demanded that her lovers roll her into the bedroom and ravish her right now… But she was so full that she was legitimately afraid she might explode if they handled her too roughly.

“Abida! Stop teasing Laurie and give me a hand! It’s not easy lugging this tub of lard around!” scolded Frank.

“Sorry, sorry! I guess I was just getting too excited. Okay, Frank, move her a little to the right!” Getting Laurie through the door was like trying to parallel park a semi truck!

“Hello? What’s that? Are you kids back?” called a voice from the other room and Laurie’s mother, Moonchild Belmontes, walked into the atrium – only to stop with a start at the sight before her. Moonchild’s eyes bulged in shock. Laurie was huge, far bigger than normal, her vast belly drenched in sweat and nearly sagging to the floor. Her breasts swollen with arousal and her nips bloated to the size of soup cans filled out her paper-thin top to the absolute max. Moonchild automatically took a step back, suddenly nervous that Laurie’s tube top might just explode and her nips would poke Moonchild in the eye. Laurie’s tube top barely hid her fat nipples from view, revealing an infinity of creamy cleavage between two watermelon-dwarfing breasts so huge that Laurie’s face was nearly smothered in her own boobage. Her belly, a massive alabaster orb as round as a beachball and twice as big, so preternaturally spherical that moonchild would have mistaken it for a white hot air balloon if she couldn’t see the deep depression of Laurie’s overstretched navel, hid everything below her waist so that it was an open guess whether Laurie was actually wearing anything under there. Surely though, Laurie hadn’t reached the stage of such absolute hedonistic debauchery that she would go out in public bottomless? There must at least be panties hidden somewhere under that?

“Oh wow, what’s happened, baby doll? Did she eat too much?”

“Yeah, Mrs. Belmontes, Laurie met some, uh, admirers today,” said Frank. That was an understatement. All three of the cheerleader chunkers were famous around town after their appearances on the Nikki Lake Show, and everyone was eager to help their favorite local celebrities maintain their famously full figures. Just as admirers were flocking to Pizza-by-the-Pound to pay Alice to gorge on pizza and mobbing Udders to watch Jen binge on free samples, they were also swarming around Laurie on her every public appearance to ply her with treats. And it wasn’t like Laurie would ever say no! She was as greedy for their attention as she was for their food.

All day at school, fans were approaching Laurie, shyly offering her their lunch, and Laurie, always eager to bask in a fan’s adoration, would coo  “Of course, sweetie, what a sweetheart you are! You know what I like!” Now she could get used to this kind of attention! Between her appearance on the Nikki Lake Show and her model website BigBustyBabeLaurie, Laurie was finally achieving the kind of notoriety that she desired so deeply! It made her grind her teeth to see that Alice and Jen were always surrounded by hordes of fan, always plying them with free food. Sure, Laurie got a lot of free stuff too… but not enough, she thought!

Finally that was changing and it made it so happy! Even Frank and Abida were shocked at how personable the normally brusque and arrogant Laurie was being! Of course, Laurie was in an especially good mood today because she finally managed to patch things up with Alice… tentatively, at least. Sure, the two cheerleaders were still on shaky ground considering the magnitude of Laurie’s betrayal, but at least they were on speaking terms again.

Laurie probably should have thought to moderate herself, but she was feeling too good. And now she was reaping the consequences!

Poor Laurie! The fuller her belly felt, the more excited she grew. Laurie was horny as all hell, desperate to touch herself but too rotund to get her stubby fingers anywhere near her plump pussy! Instead, she simply grew hornier and hornier, her giant nipples puffing up as her mind lingered on sexy thoughts. If only she wasn’t too full for sex!

“Just… gotta… lie down…” huffed Laurie, so crammed from her latest meal that she was having trouble getting the words out.

“Oh dear. You both better get her room to let her lie down.” She put her hands against her daughter’s drum-tight belly and felt the rumbling, churning guts within. “Laurie used to get this way all the time when she was younger! She would always eat too much and give herself the worst tummyaches.”

“Ughh… Gawd, it hurts…” Laurie released a moan of absolute agony that turned into a rancid belch. She was crammed so tight that not even releasing gas was enough to dampen the pain! 

“I’m sorry, honey, but you’re in it for the long haul. The only way out is through. You kids get her to her room.” 

Frank heaved his shoulder against Laurie’s flabby back and, with Abida directing him, gradually wheeled his weighty cargo to the backroom that now served as Laurie’s bedroom. At her colossal size, stairs were too much for her these days, so her parents had graciously allowed her to move into the den. The room, formerly her father Silverwolf’s mancave, was now decorated in girly pink (Laurie’s favorite color) and contained a big pile of pillows that now substituted for a bed. Laurie had long since decided that climbing into a bed was too much trouble at her size!

"Ugh, look what you perverts have done to me!” whined Laurie, huffing so heavily that she could barely form words, the cow bell around her neck jangling loudly as it bounced against her cleavage with every wobbling step. The floor shook and the house thundered with each plodding footfall, Frank and Abida scurrying around the edge’s of Laurie’s hemispheric periphery as they struggled to keep her upright. The combined weight of her stuffed gut and inflated tits made her tip dangerously forward. “You've made me so fat I barely fucking waddle... I hope you're happy, you sickos! I bet you perverts really got off on this… taking the school’s best… cheerleader… and turning her into… your own… personal… cow…. Gawd… my tits are… so huge… I feel like… a walking dairy!" 

“Shhh, we almost got you to bed, baby,” said Frank, hushing her lips with his finger but Laurie was determined to talk. She was getting herself all hot and bothered, her plump pussy dripping with excitement over her own dirty talk, but the sudden velocity of her rapidly beating heart was only going to upset her tummy even more.  Laurie was almost burping so much that she was even more out of breath than normal!

“Look at me… Gawd… I’m a whale… you two turned me into a huge lard ass! I used to be… so hot… so svelte… now I can’t stop eating… can’t stop… and it’s all your fault!”

Abida laughed. “That’s right, Laurie. And we’re not gonna stop either! Just think about it: you’re gonna keep growing and growing and growing until you’re as big as we can make you! You’re never gonna stop getting fatter, not as long as you have us around to feed you!”

“Abida! Stop getting her excited, you’re only going to frustrate her,” said Frank.

They dumped Laurie onto her mattress. At 700 pounds, Laurie was too big for bed anymore – it was too much of a hassle to help her climb into bed every evening (and out of it every morning) and she was so heavy that her bulk threatened to smash every bedframe anyway.

Laurie lay on her back, doughy arms and fleshy legs spread, her head back and mouth open. The moment that her head hit the pillow, her breathing degenerated into wheezing and snorting, the weight of her enormous belly pressing on her lungs. She sounded like a buzzsaw! Laurie inhaled a sudden snort that made her top unceremoniously split open and fling out to either side of her, her gigantic tits suddenly free to jiggle in the open air. Frank and Abida exchanged glances, knowing that their prized pig needed a little extra help. Together, they combined forces to roll Laurie onto her side to relieve the pressure.

“Ugh! Get out of here! Leave me alone! I don’t want to see you two ever again after what you did to me! I’m a total blob! You’ve totally ruined my figure!”

Frank put a gentle but firm hand on Abida’s shoulder. “C’mon, Abida, give her some time to digest. Then we can get started on her dinner.”

Abida made a comical frown. “Okay, fine! But only because we need time to get ready for dinner!”

“I don’t want dinner!” howled Laurie, even as her overloaded stomach was already gurgling in anticipation. “I never want to eat ever again! Leave me the fuck alone!”

Laurie continued to yell even after her lovers had left the room and closed the door behind them, leaving Laurie alone with her thoughts. What was she doing? What had she done to herself? The reality of her situation suddenly hit her like a ton of bricks. She was literally so fat that she was drowning in her own body, barely able to move, barely able to breathe, and increasingly reliant on a pair of domineering feeders who didn’t seem to have any limits in mind! Sure, the idea of getting softer, rounder, plusher, of her boobs filling out and her thighs thickening, that was all super hot to Laurie. And she loved the feeling of deliciously tight, full belly, overstuffed to the point of pain. But this was getting ridiculous!

Laurie was over 700 pounds and she wasn’t even out of high school! Had any girl ever grown so fat so fast? The problem was that Frank and Abida were only following her orders, but she was totally out of control! Laurie had been a chubby kid and a pudgy preteen, but she had worked so incredibly hard to shed all that extra poundage and sculpt herself into a beautiful, slender, voluptuous goddess that all the boys drooled over and all the girls envied! And now, she had thrown it all away! And for what? For nothing more than a few moments of pleasure! How could she have ever believed this was worth it?

As a cheerleader beauty, Laurie lived for stylish designer clothes… but now she was so huge that they could barely stretch a muumuu over her gargantuan girth! If she didn’t slow down, she would reach the point where there simply didn’t exist clothing that could cover her! And then what? Would she just stay home, under a tarp, and just lie around, doing nothing but getting even fatter? 
Forget clothes, the very notion that she could cheerlead at all was so far behind her! She couldn’t do somersaults or cartwheels. Hell, she could barely walk anymore! Immobility was a super hot fantasy, but it was getting closer and closer everyday. Laurie broke out into a cold sweat. She had made a mistake… a terrible, awful mistake! Maybe she could call it all off, maybe she could still salvage something. If she broke up with Frank and Abida, went on a crash diet… maybe she could reduce herself down to some reasonable weight where she could at least walk without getting winded! There was still time, it wasn’t too late to save herself. If she could just muster up the willpower, then maybe she might yet be able to save herself before she ate herself into a heart attack… or worse! 

But realistically, how was she going to diet? She never stopped eating. Laurie had reached the point where not even satiety was enough to dissuade her from shoving yet more food into her mouth. She was always hungry… no, that wasn’t true! She was never “hungry,” yet she always desired more food. Even when she was busting at the seams, she still wanted more. And Laurie was ALWAYS busting at the seams! How could she possibly muster enough willpower to diet when she couldn’t even stop herself from gorging when she was so obscenely bloated that she was seriously in danger of bursting? Gawd, she was so greedy that not even the threat of explosion was enough to dissuade her from eating! In the far back of her mind, she even thought it would be a small price to pay for the pleasure of the continued feast! 

Now her breathing was quickening as panic set in, while she contemplated her inevitable future as an overfed tub of lard. She was uselessly fat, only good to be fed and fucked. Was it worth it to give up on her future just for the sake of this hedonistic pleasure? She was so obsessed with food now that she thought about little else. It was getting harder and harder to even think about anything other than her next meal, even though, technically, her entire life was now one long, unending meal. What could she do other than let Frank and Abida keep feeding her and feeding her until she was buried in her own lard, until she was so big that they had to knock down a wall to get her out of the house, until she was so big that she didn’t even look human anymore?

“Oh my Gawd, I turned myself into a fat freak! I can’t believe I did this! I’m a cow! A blimp! And I’m just getting fatter… and fatter… and fatter…” Laurie blubbered, hot tears dribbling down her puffy cheeks. She felt terrible, lower than low, and yet… Gawd, she couldn’t stop thinking about how HOT it was. Gawd, the idea of giving up EVERYTHING, her figure, her mobility, her humanity, just because she loved food SO much… it made her tingle between her thunderous thighs so hard that she cursed her thick, doughy arms too turgid with flesh to reach her voluptuous vulva. “Gawd, why did I send Frank and Abida away? Ugh, I need them now more than ever!”

But of course, she knew that both her lovers were busy preparing dinner, far on the other side of the house, and she probably wouldn’t see them for hours. And what could she do in the meantime? She was completely and utterly helpless! How could it be that Laurie, the domineering bitch who was always in control of every situation, had turned into a soft helpless ball of quivering dough too pathetic to even get out of bed by herself? It was laughable, it was pitiful… it was incredibly erotic! Laurie’s breathing quickened even more, her lust overpowering her worries and short circuiting her brain. Of course it was worth it! Gawd, what an idiot I am! Laurie chastised herself. How could she have doubted it for even a second? Nothing else mattered to her in this world other than her own enjoyment and every pound of flesh, every inch of girth, brought her more joy than anyone could fathom!

She had always prided herself on having the biggest boobs in school. That was still true, her heaving breasts having grown so massive and unwieldy that she could no longer tether them in off-the-rack brassieres and was often forced to let them hang loose, wobbling wildly inside the confines of her ginorous muumuus and sundresses. She wondered if she now had the biggest belly in school too – surely she must at least rival Alice for that title by now! And she wondered if her ass had finally surpassed Jen. Was it possible that she was simply the absolute biggest of all? The very idea nearly made her cum without even touching herself! She gasped, her fat pussy clenching in pleasure and soaking through the pillows below. She batted her eyes and flexed her stubby fingers, moaning with excitement, until finally a wave of pleasure crashed over her and then subsided. It took long minutes before she was able to calm her heart and lungs enough to resume rational thought.

Well, thought Laurie, grinning devilishly, at least I know one way to cum when Frank and Abida aren’t here!

***


Meanwhile, back at Udders, Jen was in the middle of another successful shift, much to the delight of her boss Mr. Morrison.
“Jen, you’re doing great. Top notch work, top notch.”
“Gosh, like, thanks – BELLLCH— Mr. Morrison – I mean, Gary!”
Jen couldn’t hold back a loud, juicy belch, burping right in her boss’s face. “Umm, like, sorry about that? Gawd, I’ve just been getting so gassy lately. It’s probably cuz I’ve been eating sooo many burgers!”
“Don’t think a thing of it, Jen. You’re a great advertisement for our product! Sales are way up since you started working here!”
“Like, wow! I’m so glad to be part of the team!” Jen sighed as she tugged at the hem of her official UDDERS tank top, futilely trying to hide her enormous, swollen gut. The shirt was designed to bare the midriff of even the chain’s slimmest waitresses, so of course Jen didn’t have a chance in hell of succeeding. 
Day after day, Jen gorged herself to her limits on greasy burgers and fries, filling her belly for the delight of her fans, and the results had inevitably manifested as yet more pounds. Jen’s oblivious eating made her all too susceptible to eating on the job even if half of the customers weren’t encouraging her to do just that!
“Um, excuse me! Like, hot babe comin’ through!” announced Jen as she waddled her way through the restaurant, her orange booty shorts wedging deeper between the globes of her rotund rear with every plodding step. She was oblivious to the stares of her many admirers who were practically taking bets to see how long it would take before Jen noticed that her rear was on display. That was another reason that the thicc bimbo was so popular with the clientele! She was such a ditz that they were almost sure to get a free show at every visit and Jen would be none the wiser!
“Miss? Miss? Could I get a refill?”
“Um, I’ll be right with you, sir!” puffed Jen, pausing as another customer tapped her broad backside to get her attention. “Like, it’s kinda hard to carry all this caboose around all day, ya know?”
“Damn girl, look at all that cake!” hooted a young man from a table of rowdy frat bros. His brothers pounded the table in agreement. “And me without a fork!”
“Cake?” Jen giggled. For once, the ditzy pear knew exactly what this guy was talking about. Jen was so proud of her fat ass that euphemisms for big booty was the one topic on which she was a Jeopardy-level genius. “Like, I don’t just have cake! I’ve got a whole bakery here!”
The brothers hollered even louder. Jen’s laissez faire attitude toward her size only made her more popular with customers, who found it a refreshing change from the way that so many girls just bitched and moaned about their weight.
“Jen! Jen! Come try some of my hot wings!” cried another young man, a high school classmate desperate to get Jen’s attention. He offered his plate up and nearly swooned when Jen plucked one of his wings and popped it into her mouth.
“Oo!” She fanned her open mouth, tongue hanging out. “Wow! That’s totally hot! But, like, that’s totally the kind of quality that you’d expect here at Udders Restaurant!”
From the corner, Mr. Morrison gave her a thumbs up. He was impressed to see that Jen wasn’t just easy on the eyes. She was a natural saleswoman! People were buying extra appetizers and entrees just for the opportunity to get a couple minutes face-time with a local celebrity! Some were even buying extra food and offering it to Jen. That was an interesting development. Mr. Morrison couldn’t say that he was in any way eager to discourage that! It was good for business and – his eyes trailed down to Jen’s voluminous dump truck ass, her flexing cheeks gradually eating up the material in her snug spandex shorts and putting more and more of her plump full moon on display – certainly didn’t diminish the good view.
“It’s too hot? Here, have some of our drinks!” yelled the frat guy, waving a brewski around. Jen grabbed it with a smile and took a deep gulp. Mr. Morrison frowned. He didn’t approve of Jen drinking on the job, but one sip wouldn’t hurt. And besides, he didn’t want her to break her stride…
“Damn, you guys are relentless! All this for me?” She stifled a burp, her tummy quivering with the release of gas. “I’m gonna need a new uniform soon if you guys keep feeding me like this!”
Little did she know that “Jen needs a new Udders uniform” was another betting category on Cheerleader Chunker Watch and several of her fans were now regular visitors to Udders for the sole purpose of winning that pot. And every inch of new blubber added to Jen’s wide load booty, testing the seat of her shorts and watching it wedge tighter between her chubby buns, was one step closer to that goal. The perverts at Cheerleader Chunker Watch had discovered an incredible infinite food glitch – that they could pay to watch Alice get stuffed with pizza at her job and that they could pay to watch Jen stuff herself with burgers and fries at her job. Sure, it might cost them a little money, but wasn’t it worth it to see those two hefty honeys blossom into even bigger beauties?
The participants in the forum were already hard at work trying to imagine how they might find a similar glitch to apply to Laurie.
>I can’t believe you can pay to make Alice eat now! Holy shit she’s gonna get huge
> we’re gonna make her ENORMOUS guys!!! Everyone open your wallets
> Guys, this is kind of messed up… it’s not cool to mess with alice like that
>SHUT UP LOSER!!! WE WANT MORE ALICE. BLOW THAT BITCH UP!!!!
> more alice mmm
>MORE MORE MORE
>guys you know you can go to Udders and pay jen to eat too???
>NO WAY
> hot
> that’s way hot
> LET’S MAKE JEN POP
>OMG YES
>I bet she would
>I wish we could pay laurie to eat too
> yess
>she has a website you know? BIGBUSTYBABELAURIE.com
>does she do customs
>I wish she would let you pay to feed her
>I would pay for a laurie eating video
>I would love that!!!
>someone should get laurie to offer to film herself eating for money. She’s such a greedy bitch it bet she would do it
>then we could pay to make laurie EVEN FATTER 
***
“Look! Isn’t this great!” Jen crowed, twirling in her bedroom to show off her fantastic new outfit for her boyfriend. The little black dress accomplished the impossible. Not only did it fit Jen, but it looked good on her! The plunging neckline emphasized her full, hefty breasts and the white belt cinched around her waist helped to give her a little extra shape – showing off the over-filled hourglass of her massive melons and extra wide hips while hiding her gut. The dress was so short that it barely came down to mid-thigh, showcasing Jen’s huge blubbery legs in tight nylon mesh stockings. “Like, Gary got it for me! Cuz I’m doing such a good job! He even gave me a card with it – ‘for the best cow girl.’ Isn’t that sweet?”
“Gary? You call your boss by his first name?”
“Yeah, like, he said I shouldn’t call him Mr. Morrison cuz it makes him feel old. Like, what’s wrong, Craig? OMG, are you jelly?” She laughed. “Like, don’t be silly, Craig, it’s not like that… I mean, Gary’s super old! He must be, like, 40? There’s no way I’d do anything with him! He’s just, like, my sugar daddy!”
“Your sugar daddy?!”
“Yeah, like, don’t say it so weirded out! That just means that he buys me stuff and I, like, you know, hang out at his restaurant. He was saying he’s gonna install a new thing for me.. Like, people love to watch me eat, so he’s gonna put in a new ‘Feed the Cow’ stall and I’ll just sit there and people can give me food. Cool, huh?”
Craig could only imagine how that would work. He pictured a torture device, like the mechanical chair from that old ‘Pigs is Pigs’ cartoon, where they would strap Jen down and pump hamburgers into her mouth all day until she blew out the stitches on her snug new dress. No, she wouldn’t be wearing that dress at work. They always had her wearing daisy dukes and a cow-print crop top and that silly little head band with cow horns. The whole ensemble looked ridiculous to Craig, but the general public couldn’t get enough of Jen – dudes were always slipping extra tips into her cleavage, families were demanding that she pose for pictures with their kids, she was a certified sensation! Craig didn’t think that Jen could get any more famous after her appearance on Nikki Lake, but her new job was really making her big! Literally.
“Jen, you’re gonna be huge!” Craig moaned, rubbing his forehead in exasperation. Worse than the fact that this new development would only push Jen’s weight into the stratosphere was that this heavy grease and beef diet was wreaking havoc with her digestion! She was once again having near daily gas attacks!
“Jen… what’s that in your nose?”
Jen grinned. “Like, what do you think? Gary, like, bought it for me!” Jen pointed at her nose, where a ring pierced her septum. The fat bottomed ditz made a face as she crossed her eyes in a futile attempt to see her own nose. “And check this out too!” She grabbed the hem of her dress and yanked it up over her pudgy tummy to reveal a stud in her deep navel; it made her look like an especially blubbery jungle goddess.  She struck a pose, the piercings in her nose and in her deep navel both gleaming. “And this one too!”
Craig scowled. Was Jen such a bimbo that she didn't get it? Craig understood perfectly, that Gary was marking Jen as his property as surely as if he pulled aside the little daisy dukes wedged into her crack to burn his mark onto her big round ass cheek with a branding iron. He could even imagine the scene: Cowboy Gary stabbing that branding iron into Jen’s big bootilious rump roast, causing the bimbo cow to moo loudly in surprise. 
In fact, knowing Jen, this Morrison guy could probably convince her to get a tattoo on her butt!
Already, Craig was picturing that nightmare scenario in his head: He could imagine Jen in her over-stretched leggings, waddling around.... And he would see the faint outline of a new tattoo through the translucent fabric... and as Jen waddled, her jiggling fat would slowly pushes down her leggings to reveal more and more of this tramp stamp, this ostentatious mark of his rival, right there... right across his girlfriend's ass!! The audacity!!... Gary probably thinks that would be the most hilarious way to show me up, thought Craig. I can’t believe this asshole thinks he can lay claim to my woman!
Craig had half a mind to march right down to Udders and give this creep a piece of his mind!
“You’re spending an awful lot of time with this Morrison guy! I don’t know if I like this!”
“Oh, Craig, like, you worry too much!” cooed Jen, cradling her boyfriend’s face between her hands. “Like, you know you’re the only man for – UUUUUURP!!!!”
Jen went in to kiss her man full on the lips, when a sudden bubbling feeling in her gut forced its way out – and she let lose the loudest, longest, ranked belch yet right in Craig’s face.
“Oops! Ha ha, sorry about that, Craig!”
“Goddamnit, Jen! You need to cut back on the burgers! They’re really making you gassy!”
“Like, but it’s my job!” whined Jen. “I can’t, like, slack on the job! You should see all the money I’m making!”
Craig paused. “How much money?”
“Like, SO much!”
Craig stroked his chin as Jen fished a stack of bills out of her purse. His eyes widened to see so much green! Well! This certainly changed things. That was A LOT Of cash!
But still… he didn’t like where this was going! And he had a sneaking suspicion that he was headed for a major confrontation with this Mr. Morrison sooner or later…

***
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