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Laurie was stuffed.  Beyond stuffed.  So far beyond stuffed that she thought she was going to die.  Her two lovers had been stuffing her for hours, for days, for weeks.  What day was it now?  Laurie had no clue.  She opened her eyes and stared blearily at the window, her mind too addled from countless hours of eating to fully comprehend what she was seeing.  Was it light out?  Was it dark?  She had no idea what time of day it was or what day of the week it was.  She was just TOO FULL to care.

She was lying in bed, barely able to gasp, the immense weight of her breasts and belly pinning her on her back, pressing on her lungs.  Her bare belly, so immensely overfilled with too many sweet treats, towered over her like a mountain, slowly rising and falling in time to her labored breathing.  Every breath was torture.  She had to fight against the indominable gravity of her gut for every straining lungful.  Every exhale was a sigh of relief as her boulder-sized belly forced the air back out of her lungs.  She was too big to move.  Idly, she wondered if that was really the case.  Had she finally reached the point of no return?  Was she actually immobile?  Was this to be her life from now on, never leaving this room, never leaving this bed, growing bigger and bigger and bigger, never knowing anything but absolute bursting fullness as her lovers kept her constantly stuffed to the brim?

Gawd.  What a thought.  Laurie couldn’t believe herself, but she was wet between her tree-trunk legs just thinking about it.

Laurie wore a pair of exercise shorts, nearly completely swallowed up by her thick chafing thighs and voluminous ass.  The sag of her paunch flopped over the front of her shorts to hide her crotch completely from view.  The soft stretchy fabric was stretching to its utmost limits, the stitches down her sides already starting to split.  Her croptop was a mere formality, barely capable of hiding her nipples let alone the bulk of her massive breasts.  More than anything, the croptop was just there to keep her breasts from simply flopping over and splaying to her sides.  But, for all intents and purposes, she might as well have been naked.  Her tight clothes did barely anything to hide her morbidly obese body.

Her tiny, inadequate exercise shorts were pushed down by her belly, just enough to be obscene, but she could still feel that the flimsy garment was soaked through with her own juices as she contemplated a life of stuffed indolence. 

Where were Frank and Abida now?  They should be here pleasuring her, feeding her more… but they must have left the room to take a brief break.  Laurie sighed and struggled to shift her weight.  It was useless.  She was too big and heavy to do anything other than kick her chubby legs uselessly.  Once she digested a little, maybe then she would be able to move again.  Maybe.  But she would probably… no… she would definitely need Frank and Abida to help her get up out of bed.  From her last weigh-in, Laurie knew that she weighed nearly 600 pounds.  600 pounds of pure fat girl blubber.  She might even weigh more than 600 after this most recent stuffing marathon.

Laurie looked down at herself, her double chin pressing against her neck.  She was used to only seeing enormous boobs when she looked down, but even now she could see her ginormous gut bulging out past them.  Maybe Frank and Abida were out buying her more food.  Gawd, she hoped not… but at the same time she kind of hoped that they were.  She was crammed so full that she was sure that she would burst if she ate a single bite more.  But her lovers were relentless, never letting her pause long enough to catch her breath, feeder her fuller and fatter until her mobility completely disappeared under pounds and pounds of new blubber.

“OOoof,” sighed Laurie, barely able to get the words out.  “So… bloated.  I can’t…”  She could barely grunt as a loud fart escaped her backside.  Thank Gawd!  That was a relief to let off a little pressure.  Her insides still felt packed to the limit and Laurie could feel a lot more gas roiling around inside her intestines after her latest feeding.  She was so full of food and gas that she must look like a helium balloon, she thought.

She heard the door open and two pairs of footsteps.  She was too dumb and bloated to turn her head, so she couldn’t see who it was… though she could guess.  Eventually, Frank’s round face appeared in her field of vision.

“Hey, babe,” he said, leaning in to kiss her forehead. “How you doing there?  Feeling okay?”

Laurie opened her mouth to complain, but only a hefty belch escaped.  Oof. Thank Gawd, a little more pressure released from her obscenely distended gut.

“I’m…so…fucking….full,” gasped Laurie. “I can’t…even breathe…”

Frank chuckled, patting Laurie’s chubby chipmunk cheeks. “I know you are, babe. How about we let you rest a little, huh?  What do you say to that, hmm, my fat sexy kitty?”

Laurie grunted and attempted to shift her weight, but she couldn’t move a muscle.  She was trapped under her own gargantuan body.  Maybe she’d be able to move again after she’d digested a little.  Maybe.

“You big softie,” said Abida’s voice.  The slender Indian girl moved into Laurie’s field of vision, a sly smile on her face.  “You’re too indulgent to this pig, Frank.  Let her rest indeed!”  She smacked Laurie’s overloaded gut lightly with her hand, not enough to hurt but enough to sting.  Laurie groaned.  She was so full that even the lightest touch felt way too stimulating against her grandiloquent belly. “A fat kitty!  As if!  You’re a hog, Laurie, a fat greedy hog and nothing but.  And a hog’s job is to eat, right, piggy?”
Laurie stared, bleary-eyed.  Oh Jeez.  Abida was learning too well.  Was this crazy girl actually going to force to eat even more???  Oh Jeez, oh Christ.  Laurie was so far gone that she knew, she knew more certain than anything in life, that she was going to explode if she even THOUGHT about food.

Abida seemed to sense Laurie’s trepidation.  “Aww is the poor piggy too full to eat anymore?” she snickered. “Don’t think you can fit another single itty bitty bite in that big fat full full belly of yours?  Oh my well, it certainly does seem tight, doesn’t it?”

Chuckling evilly, she pressed her finger into Laurie’s gigantic gut.  It was packed so hard and stretched so tight that there was absolutely no give.  Normally the thick layer of blubber over her middle would always provide a soft cushion no matter how much she ate but… it seemed that this time she’d gone far far FAR beyond her limits.

“Now now, Abida, we’d better be careful,” said Frank.  He stroked Laurie’s messy hair with mock sympathy. “We don’t want to push Laurie too far.  She’s had more than enough to eat.”

“She’s had more than enough to eat when I say she’s had more than enough to eat,” snapped Abida.  

Oh Gawd, thought Laurie, a cold fear crystallizing in the base of her brain.  They’d created a monster.  Abida really WAS insane.  She was going to make Laurie explode, she just knew it!

“Don’t you think that’s up to Laurie?” said Frank, his voice gentle but unable to keep a note of amusement out of it. “What do you say, babe?  Remember, all you have to do is say the safe word.”

Laurie was silent.  She…desperately needed to say the word.  She knew that she couldn’t fit anything more inside her.  She was at her absolute limits.  But… oh Gawd she still…. Wanted more….  Well, if she was destined to go out with a bang, so be it!

“Sounds like our prize hog has made her decision,” snorted Abida.

“Sure sounds like it,” agreed Frank.
“No…no…no…” moaned Laurie.  “I can’t… I can’t take it anymore… I swear to God, I’m gonna blow…”
“Sounds serious,” said Frank.

“Aw the poor baby,” said Abida. 
“I want to know how much you weigh first, Laurie.  You’re sooo fat, I can barely believe it.  I never thought that you’d let yourself grow this big, Laurie.  But all that gorging, well, it’s gonna have an affect eventually, isn’t it?”

“I can’t… I can’t move…” muttered Laurie.

“Then we’ll have to help you up.”

It was slow going. Frank and Abida tugged and pulled and pushed while Laurie did nothing, letting her obscenely overstuffed body go limp like a bulging sack of potatoes.  Let Frank and Abida do the work.  She was a fat princess who deserved to have all her needs met.  Let her servants do the hard work of helping her stand up if they wanted to know her weight.  Laurie belched loudly as she felt Frank’s hands against her gut. She felt her guts rumble and let out a cacophonous fart, barely even bothering to hold it back.  Fuck it.  She was the queen bee, who would dare to criticize her?

She was so stuffed and bleary that she barely registered that Abida was giggling loudly at her slovenly appearance.    To think that only so recently Laurie was the ruling diva of the school with a perfect body envied by all the girls and desired by all the boys! And look at her now.  Nothing but a gas-filled blimp.
Finally, Laurie was on her feet.  But there was still so much work to do!  Groaning loudly, she shuffled forward.  She couldn’t see over the vast orbs of her twins breasts, so she had no idea where she was going.  Instead she had to rely on Frank, letting him gently guide her to where the scale must me.

“Lift your feet, babe,” said Frank.  Laurie obliged, placing one foot and then the other upon the scale.  Then she waited.  The dial spun and spun and spun.  Eventually, it glitched out.

“Wow, Laurie, I think you’re too big for even that special scale you bought,” chuckled Frank, wrapping his arms around his obese naked girlfriend as far as he could and burying his face into her long black hair.  He squeezed, his arms sinking into her soft flab and forcing a renewed fart from her billowing ass.  Abida laughed out loud but Laurie only grunted.

“Haha what a gassy pig you are, Laurie,” said Abida.  She slapped Laurie’s overhanging gut, watching in gleeful amusement as it jiggled and wobbled in response.  Gawd, that was so hot.  For years, Abida had watched Laurie obsessively from a distance; she couldn’t get enough of that perfect cheerleading beauty with her giant round breasts.  For so long, Abida thought that she was infatuated with Laurie only because of her massive bustline.  But it turned out that wasn’t the case at all.  As the rest of Laurie grew to keep pace with her chest, Abida only found that she grew more and more intrigued.  As Laurie transformed from a voluptuous vixen into a bloated beauty, Abida faced with rapt interest.  She couldn’t get enough of those dangerous curves!  But ever since Frank and Laurie had brought Abida in as their third, Laurie had literally exploded in size.  She was getting massive through too many feedings!  Laurie used to look perfect even at her larger size.  As she inflated, Laurie made sure to always keep her clothing, hair and make-up perfect so that she always looked every inch the diva.  But now she was gaining so fast that she couldn’t keep up.  Her clothes were little more than stretch fabrics or sweat suits or, like now, just threadbare exercise shorts.  Her hair was long and string and unwashed, her make-up was nonexistent.  She was an absolute mess.  Abida loved to think that was because of her.  She had finally made Laurie so fat that she couldn’t disguise her innate piggishness anymore.  Her inner hog was coming out.  And it was all because of Abida!

“Good thing we’ve got two scales,” said Abida. “Get on, you fat hog.  We want to see how big we’ve made you.”

Grunting, Laurie lifted her left foot and plopped it onto one scale.  Then she lifted her right foot and plopped it on the other.  She could hear the twin dials spinning, but she didn’t bother trying to see the results.  If she looked down, all she would see was her enormous hooters and gargantuan belly.  She was way too fat.  She stared in front of her, her eyes unfocused, her mind hazy, her thoughts on the needs of her belly.  She was still stuffed to the gills but she was annoyed that Frank and Abida weren’t still feeding her.  She wanted.. no, she needed more!  She never wanted to ever have to stop eating!  She could imagine herself standing here, Frank and Abida cramming yet more treats into her eager mouth, her belly and tits expanding in front of her, her ass bubbling out behind her, the final threads in her exercise shorts exploding apart, her body billowing bigger and bigger, the scales spinning higher and higher, until she finally just burst.  Gawd, she was soo horny.  Abida was lifting her gut to get a look at the scales beneath her and Laurie was so turned out that she was half afraid that she might drip all over Abida’s head.

“What does it say?” she asked huskily.

“299.5,” said Abida. “They both say 299.5, so if we add them up that means… holy shit, Laurie! You weigh 599 pounds!”

“Fuck,” Laurie’s knees nearly buckled beneath her at the revelation.  One pound away from 600! That was crazy.  She was way too big!  She… needed to stop.  She needed to turn back.  But… how could she?  She was so far gone, such an absolute glutton, such a hedonistic slave to pleasure that the very idea of restraining any of her self-destructive impulses was just alien to her.  But how could she live being 600 pounds?  Knowing that she was the fattest girl in school, probably the fattest in town.  Gawd, what a rush!  And knowing that she was only going to get fatter and fatter… She was well on her way to being a helpless blob and there was no stopping it!

“One more pound,” said Frank, patting Laurie’s gut.  “Babe, you’re so close.  Think about that last pound.”

“Oh Gawd, Frank, I want it… I need that…” She opened her mouth, her tongue lolling. “Feed me until the dials say 300.  Feed me until I’m 600 pounds.”

“Should we do it here?” asked Abida. “I have an idea.  Maybe we should let Mrs. Sarovy have some fun too?”

“Let’s get you downstairs,” said Frank, “I think you’ve been cooped up here too long. We need to air out this room, okay, piggy?”

“Stop calling me piggy,” gasped Laurie, but the dreamy look on her face showed just how much she loved it despite her pretensions to complain.

Laurie gasped and panted as her lovers helped maneuver her colossal body toward the door. Every step was an agony of wheezing.  She was soooo out of shape!  How could she possibly call herself a cheerleader?  Gawd, wouldn’t the team be aghast to see her now?  Who would believe that the queen bee diva of the cheer team would blow up to become a fatted hog?  Laurie felt like a cow being fattened up for slaughter. But she was doing it to herself.  Frank and Abida were just following her orders.  And she didn’t have the willpower to tell them to stop.

Laurie suddenly lurched as she felt her hips hit the doorframe.  Her eyes bugged out of her head.  Oh shit.  Had she outgrown the door?  Was she really THAT fat?  How long had it been since she’d last left the room? Could it be possible that she was now so fat that she would be stuck in her bedroom forever?  

“I’m stuck,” whined Laurie. “My… my ass is too fat.”

“Never thought I’d hear you say that, Laurie,” laughed Frank. “Man, remember when you used to think that Jen had a fat ass? I don’t think even Jen has anything on you these days, Laurie.”

“A fatter ass than Jen, a bigger belly than Alice… wow, Laurie, you’re just breaking allll the records…” said Abida.  

“Why don’t you two morons shut up and get me unstuck?” said Laurie. “I don’t need to hear any smart remarks now!  Get me out of here so I can go downstairs and eat!”

“Push harder, Frank,” huffed Laurie, “I’m fuckin’ stuck.  My fat ass won’t fit through the door.”

Together, Frank and Abida had conspired to plump the former queen bee hottie into a mammoth-sized butterball, but the biggest culprit in Laurie’s gradual blimpage was her own greed.  Always a voracious sexual hedonist, Laurie had long since succumbed to the siren call of pleasure and abandoned all restraint in satisfying her most base, carnal desires.  Her lust and gluttony were intertwined to the point that they were inseparable.  The rising numbers on her scale bore silent witness to her ever-expanding waistline.

Abida looked to Frank for guidance.  Although she eagerly embraced her new role as Laurie’s feeder, she was sometimes still a little unsure how to act in situations like this.  For so long, she had known Laurie as a domineering bitch who bossed everyone else around and gave orders that she expected to be obeyed.  Abida was just a tad surprised to find out that things were reversed in the bedroom, where Laurie seemed to positively melt when her boyfriend dommed her.  Laurie’s feelings toward Abida seemed to be mixed right now – sometimes she cooed and gurgled with pleasure when Abida ordered her to gobble down another cupcake, but other times she would snap out orders to the Indian girl as if she was a servant.

“Pound my ass,” said Laurie, a sly smile playing across her face.  She knew exactly what it sounded like. “Pound my fat ass hard and pop me through the door, you slackers.”

Every shove sent wild ripples through Laurie’s wobbling blubber, drawing sharp gasps from the obese teen.  Pop! Pop! Pop!  The force of Abida and Frank throwing themselves against Laurie’s billowing backside was causing more threads in her shorts to pop, but Laurie was too taken with the feeling of her fat jiggling to care.

“Oh shiiiiiiiit,” moaned Laurie as Frank’s final volley caused her to finally pop free of the doorway and stumble, sloshing and jiggling, into the hallway beyond.  The weight of her tremendous tits and enormous gut was too much, though, and Laurie felt herself succumbing to gravity.  The front-loaded diva fell forward onto the floor, yelping loudly even as her fall was cushioned by her pillowy pontoons.

“Ow! Damnit, you dumbasses made me fall down!  Now get me up!” yelled Laurie.  She was pissed off, but very well aware that she was also helpless.  She was way too fat to get up from the floor without help!

Laurie felt absolutely sick.  She was so full that falling on her belly sent waves of pain through her body.  Her thick arms could barely reach the floor, propped up as she was upon her massive mammories and bloated belly.  She felt two pairs of hands pressing against her soft flank, slowly rolling her over onto her back.

“Ooof… you dumbasses!... Don’t leave me like this… I can’t breathe!” Laurie gasped sharply as she felt the full weight of her alphabet-defying tits suddenly fall upon her chest.

“We’re not gonna leave you, babe, don’t worry,” said Frank as he reached out and grabbed Laurie’s pudgy arm with both hands.  Grunting, he pulled hard until he managed to raise Laurie to an approximation of a sitting position.  At the same time, Abida was behind her, pushing against the rolls of flab on Laurie’s back.  It seemed impossible that they would have enough strength to get this absolute bloated butterball to her feet!  But finally they did.
“Now are you ready to eat, Laurie?” asked Frank.

“Yes…oh Gawd….yess…”

“Good.  You’re going to go downstairs and you’re going to say yes to everything that Mrs. Sarovy offers you,” said Frank.  He was still breathing heavily from the exertion of lifting his titanic girlfriend.
The color drained out of Laurie’s pillowy cheeks.  “You’re fucking insane,” she said, “There’s no way that I could eat that much.  The woman is relentless.”

Frank chuckled as he patted the arc of Laurie’s ginormous gut.  “I think you’ve got plenty of room in this big fat tummy of yours, don’t you, Laurie?”

“I…oh Gawd, Frank, I’ll explode.”

“I’m going to add something as well,” said Abida. “A good piggy doesn’t question her orders.  So I think you need a little added incentive.  Everything that Mrs. Sarovy offers you, you’re going to ask for a second helping.”

Laurie’s fat-padded knees nearly buckled under her bulk at the thought. “Abida… Frank… no.. have mercy…. I can’t do it…”

Frank and Abida exchanged amused glances. “Well, you don’t have to,” said Frank, “We’re not going to force you,”

“But you have your orders,” said Abida, “You’re the one who has to choose whether you’re going to follow them.  Are you going to be a good piggy? Or not?”

Laurie looked to Frank, hoping that he would relent.  But he just smiled back at her.  “Huh, Laurie? Are you my good fat kitty?”

“I…I am…”

“Then waddle your fat ass downstairs and go to dinner,” laughed Frank, spanking his fat girlfriend across her wide load ass and chuckling as her blubber wobbled wildly in response.  A few more threads popped in her shorts, more of Laurie’s soft lard bubbling through the torn seams.  It wouldn’t be long until those inadequate shorts were complete tatters.  

Huffing, Laurie placed one padded foot in front of the other and took her first wobbling step toward the stairs.  She could smell Mrs. Sarovy cooking dinner downstairs and, despite herself, she was drooling.  

“I’m going to burst,” huffed Laurie again. “You two need to stop.  I can’t… I can’t take anymore.  I’m too full.”

“Oh? Then just stay up here in bed, if you don’t want dinner,” laughed Frank.

Laurie placed her other foot forward, her fleshy knee bumping the underside of her sagging gut.  It had been a few minutes since her last feeding, just enough that her inflated belly had started to droop again.  Feeding.  Laurie was such a heavy hog that she didn’t have meals like a human, she had feeding times like a big fat sow.

And feeding time was just starting…

Her whole body bounced heavily with every plodding step as she slowly, laboriously worked her way downstairs to the kitchen where Mrs. Sarovy was already hard at work preparing dinner.

“Oh hello, Laurie!” said Mrs. Sarovy, beaming as the obese teenager loomed in her doorway.  “Are you joining us for dinner tonight? I sure hope so, I made extra and I don’t think Jen and Jesse will be able to finish it by themselves. Oh of course, your friends back there are welcome to join us as well!”

Frank and Abida smiled sheepishly.

“I, uh don’t think we can, sorry,” said Abida.

“Nonsense! I know you kids are just too polite, but you simply must join us.  Isn’t that right, Laurie?”

“Is there…. Food ready?” gasped Laurie.  “Can I eat now?”  She leaned heavily against the doorway, panting with the strain of standing upright.

“Well goodness, dinner isn’t ready yet, but I’m sure I have something you can eat. Are you hungry? Poor dear!”  Mrs. Sarovy immediately snapped into mom mode, eager to make sure that no one went hungry. “All three of you sit down at the table! I’m going to make sure that you get something to eat.”

Laurie plopped down, her ass straddling three chairs.  She vaguely wondered how many chairs Jen needed to support her fat ass when she sat down.  How many did Alice need?  There was just no way that either of those hogs needed three chairs.  Laurie’s head spun as she struggled to comprehend yet more evidence that she truly was the fattest girl at school.

Protests were useless.  Pretty soon all three of them found themselves sitting at the table with heaping helpings of al dente spaghetti carbonara on their plates. Frank shrugged and attacked his with gusto; he was a hefty boy in his own right and no stranger to big meals.  Abida was less enthusiastic, but, afraid of offending her host, also began to eat.  But neither of them could match Laurie.  The obese heifer practically plunged her face into her plate like a pig at the trough and began to eat slowly.
For once, Laurie was eating slowly.  Every bite was absolute torture; she could feel her overly-tight gut stretching out with every swallow.  Her enormous belly was streaked with red stretchmarks from her phenomenal recent gains, but she could almost feel the stretchmarks pulling wider as she forced herself to eat even more.  She wanted, needed to stop… but she couldn’t.  She was hopefully addicted to these strange, euphoric sensations that only gorging herself to absolute bursting could give her.  Worse, she was powerless to resist Frank and Abida’s instructions.  As much as she tried to project an aura of power to the outside world, Laurie knew now that she was nothing more than a helpless submissive pig in the bedroom.  She only hoped that she could fulfill their instructions before she literally exploded like a megaton bomb.

Mrs. Sarovy didn’t even seem to register Laurie’s appearance as strange, happily bustling in the kitchen as the near-nude cheerleader dribbled white sauce on her fraying croptop in her greed.

EAT EAT EAT EAT!! Her mind was filled with just one desire, bright and bold as a flashing neon sign in her consciousness.  She needed to eat! She needed to eat everything!  Every bit… every bite… The world around her ceased to exist, she concentrated all her mind on the plate in front of her, feeling every bite slide down her throat, willing it to blow her up even more, make her bigger, fatter, rounder…  
EAT EAT EAT!! She was heading full-steam toward her own self-destruction.  At some point, she knew that even Mrs. Sarovy would stop feeding her and start to worry about her escalating weight.  How soon was that day?  It almost seemed impossible, but even Jen’s mom must have a limit.  How big would she have to get before she hit it?  700 pounds? 800 pounds?  Half a ton?  Laurie didn’t care how big she got, but the idea of becoming so monumentally huge that even Jen’s mom was taken aback had a certain appeal.  They would probably have to wheel her into the kitchen on a flatbed truck before that happened.  But still… it was a powerful image that gave her chills up and down her thick, fleshy arms.

How much could one girl eat?  How much could one girl grow?  Laurie swallowed and felt her gargantuan belly press heavily against her lap, forcing her legs apart so that her paunch could drop between her thighs, nearly touching the ground.  She could feel the intense gravity of her size tugging at her overloaded middle and she felt woozy at the realization that, if she just leaned forward ever so slightly, her gut really would reach all the way to the ground.  Surely she must now have over a pound of pasta in her swollen belly?  Could it be possible that now she really was a full, fat, phenomenal 600 pounds? Had any girl ever reached such a high weight so young?  Forget being the fattest girl in school history, Laurie wondered if she might not be the fattest girl in world history now!  She might yet get listed in the Guinness Book of World Records before she popped.
Laurie’s nose bumped into the plate as she sucked down the last noodle.  She leaned back, her chubby cheeks and double chin slathered with rich white sauce, her eyes nearly rolling back into her head from ecstasy and fullness, her body aching to contain every morsel.  There was simply no way that she could go on.  She could barely breathe.  Her croptop was literally bursting apart at the seams with every shallow gasping breath.  If she wasn’t careful, her colossal watermelon-heavy breasts would absolutely blow out her top right here in front of Mrs. Sarovy.  She needed to rest. She needed to stop.

But Frank and Abida had given her instructions.  And she needed to obey them.  That was the only thing for a good, obedient piggy to do.

“More,” she gasped, so quietly that you could barely hear her.

“What’s that, dearie?” said Mrs. Sarovy, popping her head out of the kitchen.

 “Please… could I have a second helping?”

Frank patted her on the back, clearly pleased with his pig’s obedience.  On her other side, Abida was stroking Laurie’s enormous leg under the table with obvious affection.  Her two doms were happy with her performance.  That made Laurie feel all gooey inside, so excited that she almost wished they were all up in the bedroom again so that they could do another round of pleasuring her.  But she still had more that she had to accomplish before they could do that.

The older woman clapped her hands in delight.  “Oh it does my heart good to see a girl with a healthy appetite!” beamed Mrs. Sarovy. “And don’t worry, sweetie… there’s plenty more!”

That was exactly what Laurie was afraid of.
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