Donut Days

By Mollycoddles

“Okay, Angie, that’s enough. I know you’re staring at my ass again.”
“What? No, I…I wasn’t! Honest!” Angie stuttered.  She could feel her face going red again. Damnit, she wished that she didn’t blush so easily! It always gave her away!

Melonie straightened up, turned around, and shot her old friend a skeptical look.  The two girls had been friends since high school, so Melonie could always tell when Angie was lying.

“You’re lying, Angie. I can tell.  You always get all stuttery, first of all. And you blush.”

Angie was a short chubby girl with pale porcelain skin and a constant rosy blush to her round cheeks.  She was so pale that she had to make sure that she stayed out of the sun; she burned way too easily!  Her tow-colored hair belied her Scandinavian roots almost as much as her alabaster skin.

Her friend Melonie, in sharp contrast, was a generously curvy Latina with a punky crop of short, spiked hair that made her unfit for most office jobs or anyplace with a strict dress code.  Luckily, the donut shop was pretty lax when it came to that sort of thing.  The owner rarely came in, so the two employees were often left to their own devices. 

 “Okay, Angie, you don’t have to lie.  I know my ass has really gotten big since high school.”

“I wasn’t thinking that!”

“You were.  Everyone from high school always thinks that when we reconnect.  It’s always ‘Wow, Melonie, you look so… healthy.’ You don’t have to mince words with me, Angie.  I know I’ve gotten fat.”

Angie looked down at her feet.  It was true.  Back in high school, Melonie had dedicated herself to sports – she was the star of the school’s soccer team and a constant presence on the field.  But after school, she’d taken this job in Sweet Treats Bakery and Donut Shop and… just kind of stayed there.  Unlike Angie, who had left town after graduation to go out into the world to make her way.

Yet here they both were.  Melonie had never left, but you couldn’t say that she wasn’t going anywhere.  She was the manager now, after all.  Well, the de facto manager, since, until about a week ago, she was also the sole employee.

And now Angie was here too.  Angie’s time in the big city hadn’t been all that it was cracked up to be, so now she was back in tiny little Los Hermanos, working in the same bakery where her parents used to buy birthday cakes back when she was a child.

But even so, she couldn’t help but think she was exactly where she wanted to be.

Because if the bakery had the same effect on her that it had on Melonie…

Angie’s thoughts trailed off again as her eyes fell on her fold’s friend’s ample body.  Melonie’s extra pounds settled around her lower half, the plush Latina’s ripe hips and thighs blossoming outwards and stretching the stitchery running down the legs of her pedal pushers.  A new belly, small but growing and delightfully jiggly, was visible before Melonie put on her apron in the morning – a little potbelly that hung over her belt until the dark-skinned girl would inevitably notice it and tuck it under her black shirt in embarrassment.  And, of course, Melonie’s butt had exploded, like two bowling balls shoved down the back of her pants.  
It was no surprise that Melonie was a little sensitive about her plumping rump. It was her most distinctive trait after all!

“I know what you’re thinking,” said Melonie, chuckling in good nature,“I’ve really let myself go.” She waggled a finger at her old friend in mock anger.  “Well, I wouldn’t be  so quick to judge, Miss Perfect Blonde! That’s the curse of working in a bakery.  You gotta sample the wares, you know?  Otherwise, you might be giving customers an inferior product. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?”

“N-No. No, of course not!”

“Good.  Of course, that commitment to quality has some side effects, which I’m sure that you’ll feel soon enough.”  

For emphasis, Melonie patted her jutting rear.  Angie watched in fascination as the supple flesh bounced slightly under her touch.

“Oh my! That would be…”

Melonie studied her friend’s expression with sudden interest.  She expected Angie to react with something akin to horror at the idea that she too would soon be piling on the pounds.  But Angie’s face instead betrayed… what? Anticipation?  Excitement? Bliss?

“Okay, what the heck is going on here, Angie?  You’re acting really weird.”

“Weird? Like…what do you mean…”

“Like, first of all, I keep catching you staring at my ass.  At first, I’m thinking that you’re just surprised I got so big. But now, you’re acting all… I dunno, you’re acting like you’re actually excited about it.”

Angie stuttered and blushed again.

“C’mon, Angie, we’ve been friends since high school. Is there something that you need to tell me?”

“Okay… I…listen, Melonie, you know how I said things didn’t work out when I moved away? That’s not… the whole truth.”

Melonie nodded, her face somber.

“I moved away to follow Jim when he started his career,” said Angie.  That much, Melonie knew.  Whereas wild, punky Melonie needed to earn her own way after high school, Angie had simply followed her boyfriend, thinking that she was going to be a kept woman.  In all honesty, that was a little bit of sore point between them – Melonie didn’t think it was fair that her pretty blonde friend had such an easy life while she was forced to toil in this bakery day in and day out!  So, truth be told, Melonie wasn’t entirely upset to hear when Jim and Angie broke up.  She felt a little guilty about feeling that way!  That was why, when Angie returned home, heart-broken and alone and looking for work, Melonie had finagled her this job as her assistant in the bakery. 
“You never asked me WHY Jim and I broke up.”

“I didn’t think it was any of my business,” said Melonie, brushing her fingers idly through her spiked hair.  In all honesty, she was DYING to know the details!

“It was because… of my weight…”

“What?! Are you fucking kidding me?” Melonie exploded.  “Your weight? But you’re tiny!”

Angie blushed and moved her hands to the little roll of flab around her middle, pressing against the material of her apron.

“Oh THAT,” said Melonie dismissively.  “That’s nothing! You’re almost 30, you gotta expect a little bit of spread. But I can’t believe that Jim would treat you so badly for just that! What a jerk!”

“It wasn’t because of this,” said Angie, “It’s cuz I wanted… more.”

Melonie startled.  “What?”

“Melonie, the truth is… I… I always wanted to be bigger.”

“You want to be bigger?”

“Yeah, I just thought…I’ve always thought that a girl looks better when she has some extra pounds.  Ever since I was a kid.” Angie was blushing furiously now.  “I’m sorry… I just never told anyone before… except Jim and he didn’t like that…”

“Shhh, it’s okay, Angie. I’m not gonna judge you.  You telling me that you wanted to be…uh… curvy and Jim didn’t like it?”

“I…I guess I wanted to be more than curvy.  I want to be… I want to be big! I mean, like, really big.  I always wanted to have, like, just massive curves… big breasts, butt butt, big…” Angie blushed “…even a big gut. I was just so tired of always being thin.  We’d talked about it a couple times.  He even mad us go to couple’s therapy for a while, to try and talk me out of it.  But I always knew what I wanted.  What I needed.  And finally, I decided that I was gonna go for it.  I was gonna do what I needed to do.”

“And that was it?”

Angie brushed a stray hair away from her red face.  “Yeah.”

“And here you are.”

“Yeah.”

“You want to gain weight?” asked Melonie, incredulous.  She couldn’t believe that anyone would want to be fat!

“I just think a few extra pounds look so sexy the way you wear them, Melonie.  I would kill to have curves like you.”

“Well, thank you, Angie, even if I don’t agree with you.  But you’ll be pleased to remember that I wasn’t always this thick. I only got these curves after I started working right here in the shop.”

“Oh my,” whispered Angie.
“Really. So if you keep eating the way you do now, you might just match them.”

“Gosh, that would be great,” said Angie.  Melonie smirked to herself as she watched her friend slowly move her hands over her tender little potbelly.  Was Angie imagining it bigger?  Was she thinking about a future where she wasn’t just a little bit pudgy, but well and truly BIG.

“Actually Angie, I’m glad you told me about this…little secret of yours,” said Angie, stroking her chin. “I think this might work out perfectly for the both of us.  You want to gain weight. I wouldn’t mind losing some.  But, of course, it’s kind of hard to lose weight when you’re working in a bakery.  So I’m going to make you our official taster.”
“I… I wouldn’t want to eat all the product,” said Angie, brushing a stray strand of her wispy blond hair out of her face.  She did love sweets and the idea of eating sweet treats to her heart’s content definitely appealed to her, even if it did scare her just a little.  What if she started eating and just couldn’t stop?

“Oh you won’t be eating ALL the product.  Just tasting the batches should be enough to give you all the curves your heart could desire and more.  Just make sure that I don’t have to do any tasting.  We got a deal, Angie?”
“Oh! Oh yes, Melonie! That would be great!”

“Good!”  Melonie extended her hand. Angie grabbed it and gave it a hearty shake.  Both women smiled.

***
The deal worked better than Angie could have imagined.  Every morning, she arrived early so that she could help test every batch of donuts and pastries.  Of course, she didn’t eat all that much during her official tastings; all she did was nibble just a teensy bit. The real calorie culprit was her constant snacking throughout the day.  Melonie didn’t raise any objections when she saw Angie sneaking an extra snack here and there.  Angie couldn’t help but think that the deal wasn’t working out too well for Melonie, though; Melonie’s new-found plushness clearly came from too much secret snacking rather than the morning tastings, so passing off that responsibility to Angie didn’t lead to instant weight loss for her old friend.
It did, however, lead to instant gain for Angie.  As she prepared for work in the morning, she couldn’t help but stop to inspect herself in her bedroom mirror.  Clad in only her underwear, she could see every new bulge, every new roll.  She wasn’t fat yet.  Well, she was fat in the sense that the average woman, mindful of every calorie and every fat gram, would consider fat.  Fat in the way that skinny society bitches decried it, the “oh I’m sooooo fat” of sunken-cheeked, bony-assed fashion models as they pecked away at zero calorie arugula salads.  But that wasn’t for Angie.  She was a growing girl.  Her reflection showed her the same pale skin, the same wispy blonde hair, but there was a new roundness to her form, her belly swelling outwards over the waist of her green-striped cotton panties, her hips and thighs bursting with new ripeness, her bigger fuller breasts exerting a new tug on the straps of her old bra.  Yes, she was growing.  Angie poked her tubby tummy, smiling faintly to herself at how soft and pliable her new gut felt beneath her fingers.  She stroked it lightly with her fingertips, cooing despite herself at the delicious sensation that it sent through her body like a faint but enticing electrical charge.  

“I wonder if Melonie really understands,” she mused.  She barely understood it herself, truth be told.   Why did she want to be fat?  She had no clue.  All she knew is that this was something she had wanted for soooo long.  She remembered being a little girl and feeling oddly fascinated whenever she saw fat bodies on television or even in real life.  Her own mother was a larger woman, a hefty hausfrau of sturdy Norwegian stock, and all her aunts were massive teutonic women who sported impressive bustlines and bustles that created shelves both before them and after.  Why had genetics left Angie as the only mere chubbette in a family of heavyweights?  
Maybe it wasn’t just genetics, thought Angie wistfully as she jiggled her little paunch with both hands.  Her new donut diet was really having a major effect on her figure, so maybe the real problem is that she’d been slacking on the eating front for all those years.  Well, no more!    Gawd, it was mesmerizing!  She really needed to hurry up and get ready for work.  Okay, just one more jiggle, then she’d pull on her shorts…  

All those calories are definitely going somewhere, thought Angie as she hitched her denim shorts over her thighs and backside.  It took a few tugs to get them up to her waist, and she could feel the material stretching across the growing globes of her backside.  Angie was secretly delighted that her weight gain quest was already bearing fruit!  

“Well, bust my buttons, I’m REALLY getting chubby!” whispered Angie to herself as she inspected the new ring of blubber around her middle, sagging over the waistband of her unbuttoned shorts.  Sure, it was impressive when she saw all that new pink flab squeezing out of her underwear, but it was even more impressive when she tried to corral it into shorts.  She pinched her brand new potbelly between her thumb and forefinger, feeling her fingers sink into the soft tender flesh.  She could scarcely believe it was really part of her own body! Playing with her belly sent a wave of strange delight through her body, making her shiver just slightly – just enough to raise some goose pimples on the surface of her tubby tummy.

“How big will I be before this is all over?” wondered Angie as she inspected herself in the mirror.  Again, she wondered if Melonie could have any inkling of what she was getting into by giving Angie free rein to stuff herself with pastries.  She couldn’t know.  She probably imagined that Angie just wanted a rounded bottom or an extra cup size.  She couldn’t have any idea of the true extent of Angie’s forbidden desire.  She couldn’t know that Angie wanted to dwarf her mother and all her aunts.  She couldn’t know that Angie wanted to be absolutely massive. She couldn’t know that Angie wanted to be as fat as a whale, a flabby useless mountain of blubber, so incapacitated by her own suffocating flesh that she could barely move, could barely think, could barely do anything other than eat and grow fatter.  She had skirted around the issue when she confessed her secret to Melonie because she feared that even her best friend since childhood couldn’t possibly understand the truth. Melonie would probably try to stop her if she knew just how big Angie wanted to be.  She hadn’t even told the whole truth to Jim. Jim had thought she just wanted to gain a couple hundred pounds and he couldn’t deal with that.  How much more would he have balked if he’d known the full story, that Angie didn’t just want a couple hundred extra pounds – she wanted a couple thousand!

But she was getting ahead of herself.  She wasn’t anywhere near that.  Not by a long shot.

She sucked in her gut and snapped her shorts closed.  Releasing her belly with a sigh, she watched as her paunch filled out to its full size, enveloping the button on her shorts in two blubbery folds.  Ouch! Her shorts were actually tight enough now that they pinched her around the middle!  Angie reached down and quickly released the button, watching with renewed delight as her tummy spilled out. That was much better!

***

Melonie couldn’t help but chuckle at the sight when Angie arrived to work in clothes that were just beginning to be too tight on her.  Angie’s T-shirt stretched tightly over her swollen little tummy, the deep intent of her navel visible through the strained fabric.  Angie couldn’t even do up the top button on her button fly denim shorts, so she left it open, wearing her shorts low around her waist.

“What’s so funny?” said Angie in mock anger as her friend covered her mouth to hide her laughter.  “You think this isn’t appropriate for work? No one’s going to see my tummy sticking out.  I’ll just hide it behind my apron!”

“Well, you wanted to be bigger,” said Melonie, “and it looks like you’re getting your wish.”

“Yeah, but I thought I’d get bigger like you, Melonie… you’re so soft and curvy! And me, I’m just growing a big potbelly.”  
Angie blushed at the lie.  In truth, she loved her new potbelly, but she felt compelled to pretend that she didn’t.  A woman could reasonably praise the growth of her ass, her breasts, possibly even her hips and legs, but her belly? That would just be strange!  Poor Angie!  She wished, not for the first time, that she didn’t go red so easily.  She felt like a traitor saying such mean things about her fat little tummy.  Poor tummy!  She actually kind of felt sorry for it!  How cruel was life that she could never be seen to say anything nice about her tummy, the part of her that treated her the best.  True, Angie loved all of her plush body.  She loved how her fuller seat made sitting so much more comfortable, like she was carrying around her own soft cushion.  She loved her thicker thighs as they grew, how they were starting to rub together and create sexual sparks whenever she waddled.  She loved her breasts, her dear sweet babies, growing so ripe and plump and making mens’ heads turn as she briskly walked to work, her chest bobbing with the motion of her feet.  Her new body was treating her so good!  But her tummy was treating her best of all.  Who gave her that wonderful, satisfied, full-up feeling whenever she gobbled down treats? Her tummy!  Who made sure that she had enough calories to keep the rest of her body growing? Her tummy!  Who plumped up nice and round, like a big inflated balloon, so that she could mark her progress toward pudginess after every meal?  Her tummy!
And this was how she repaid all her tummy’s hard work?  That was a travesty!

“A baker shouldn’t be afraid of a few extra rolls,” giggled Melonie as she grabbed Angie’s hanging paunch and gave it a hefty jiggle.  Angie chuckled and swatted her friend’s hands away.  Then her face darkened.
“Do you think it’s too much?” asked Angie, a note of uncertainty in her voice.  She reached down to absently stroke the bare skin of her exposed tummy.

“It’s your body,” said Melonie.  “But if you’re worried about your boobs, I wouldn’t sweat it.  You’re definitely gaining all over.”
“You think?  They still look pretty small to me.”  Angie looked down again.  Were her breasts growing too?  Yes, definitely, although not nearly enough for Angie’s liking.  In any event, she could still see her new belly sticking out beyond them.

“They’re bigger,” said Melonie simply. “You probably didn’t notice just cuz you’re fixating on your stomach, but trust me: I can tell.”

Angie blushed at Melonie’s frank talk.  Melonie chuckled, assuming that Angie was just embarrassed.  Which she was.  A little.  But she was also blushing for another reason, a reason that had more to do with the fluttery feeling in her stomach and the tingle between her legs.  Angie found herself more and more excited by her own blimping body every day.  Her dreams were finally coming true!
Even though Angie complained publically about her belly-centric gains, she was no slouch in expanding all over.  Her bustline grew in proportion to her belly, keeping pace so that her gut never stuck out too far beyond her boobs.  Behind her, her jutting derriere joined forces with her ballooning belly to make it harder and harder for poor Angie to button her shorts.  I’m the victim of a conspiracy, thought Angie in secret delight when she discovered that none of the buttons on her favorite button-fly shorts would reach anymore.  My butt and my belly are working together!
There was no going back now.  She was doomed to balloon. But even she had no idea about exactly how far she would take this.
Everything really changed the day that the witch came into the shop.

It started as a normal day.  The shop felt a lot smaller these days. Angie could barely move behind the counter without hip-checking or butt-bumping her (by now) smaller co-worker.  Angie could barely contain her excitement!  As her body swelled bigger, the shop began to feel cozier, more comforting and safe.  She felt like the tighter confines of the shop made for a nice, snuggly fit for her new self.

Of course, Angie kept a fanatical watch on the scale.  She knew exactly how much she weighed, stepping on her bathroom scale early every morning before work and again every evening after returning home.  She was only 180 pounds when she began work here: chunky but not big enough to attract attention.  All her gorging and snacking helped to cushion her thighs and belly and plump her bosom until she clocked in at 220 pounds.  40 pounds!  That wasn’t too shabby, but, to Angie, it was only a start.  She was still way too svelte, even if the rest of the world didn’t agree.

Melonie was less enamored with Angie’s recent growth, finding it harder to squeeze next to her ballooning friend behind the counter.

“Angie, I need you to do a favor for me. I have a doctor’s appointment this afternoon, so can I trust you to watch the shop for an hour while I’m gone?”

Angie nodded, her cheeks bulging with fried dough.

“Yeah, I can handle any customers, no problem,” she bubbled between bites.

“I’m not worried about customers,” said Melonie, “I’m worried about you!”

Whereas any initial concerns that Angie might have had were by now completely subsumed by her growing excitement at her expanding size, Melonie’s initial amusement was slowly being replaced with concern.  Angie was, after all, getting pretty big.  She was well over 200 pounds now, making her not just chubby but downright fat! 
After another day of binging, Melonie watched as Angie plunged her teeth into yet another donut.

“I’m cutting you off,” said Melonie, pulling the tray from Angie’s grasp. “You’ve had way more than enough donuts already today.”

Angie’s eyes bulged as much as her cheeks. “But there’s plenty more!” she whined, raspberry jelly trickling from her full mouth. “You can’t be worried that we’ll run out!  I’m…I’m not eating all the product!”

“I’m not worried about that at all,” said Melonie, “You’re looking mighty stuffed there, Angie. I don’t want you to explode on my watch.  What would I tell the owner?”

“Not gonna ‘splode,” mumbled Angie sullenly, her chubby cheeks flushing pink at the insinuation.  She grabbed the hem of her snug T-shirt and attempted to pull it down to cover her exposed gut.  It immediately popped up again, revealing the soft wobbling flesh of her hanging paunch and the dark crease of her blubber-smothered belly button. 
“Oh no? How much give do you still have in that gut, hon?”

Melonie slid the tray across the counter away from her friend before walking over to poke Angie her in her flabby tummy.  Angie squealed in response.

“Stop! Don’t touch it! She’s very sensitive!”

“Oh, she?  Your gut there is a she, is it?”

Angie cooed. “Yeah, she’s my precious little baby.  Don’t you poke her!”

“Well, your precious little baby feels pretty tightly packed to me.  So unless you want to burst like a jelly donut yourself, I suggest you take it easy for the rest of the day!”

As the day wore on, Angie couldn’t help herself.  Despite Melonie’s warning, Angie found the donuts and crullers too tempting to pass up and, away from her friend’s eyes, she couldn’t not indulge. By late afternoon, her denim shorts were practically strangling her!  She surreptitiously undid the second button, allowing her belly just a little more breathing space, even though she was aware that letting her belly hang free just increased the pressure on the next button in line.  Still, she was relieved that none of the customers could see her bursting out of her wardrobe as long as she wore her apron.

Angie startled as the bell hanging at the door jingled, alerting her that a customer was in the shop.

It was the witch.

She wasn’t really a witch of course.  She was just a normal woman, older but still holding together well – Angie estimated that she must be pushing 50, but somehow her angular features and long raven hair just made her look mature rather than old.  But her eyes.  There was something about her eyes: piercing, slate-gray, when she looked at you, you just felt like she was seeing right through you.
She had a witchy look to her.  Angie felt oddly nervous being alone in the same room as this woman.
“Well, aren’t you a pretty little thing,” the woman said.  There was something predatory in her voice.  Angie felt like a fluffy chubby bunny being sized up by a ravenous wolf.
Angie blushed a deep crimson, all the way down to her delicious cleavage.

“How darling, you’re blushing.  You’re new here, though, aren’t you? Where’s the regular girl?”

“Oh, Melanie will be back any minute now, she just stepped out for an appointment.”
“I see. And you are…?”

“I’m Angie,” said Angie and immediately regretted it.  For some reason, she felt like it might be dangerous to reveal too much about herself to this woman.

“Angie.”  The woman rolled the word on her tongue as if she was tasting the name.  “How nice.  So, Angie, I need to pick up some treats for a meeting of my…group tonight.”

“Oh, an office party?”

“Yes, I suppose it’s like an office,” said the woman, “In a manner of speaking.  What would you recommend?”

“Well, we have some wonderful cakes…and…for a group, people often rave about the bear claws and the scones…”  Angie faltered, feeling the woman’s steely gaze on her.  Angie felt so soft and vulnerable and exposed!  Suddenly, her size just made her feel like a bigger target.

“And…um… the cream-filled donuts… those are our specialty…”

“Your specialty, hmm?”

“Yes! They’re the best.”

The woman leaned over the counter in a motion like a lazy housecat stretching.  “Are they? Convince me.”

“Um…uh..” Angie faltered, unsure of what to do next.  She could feel the woman’s gaze on her and it was making her flustered!  She could feel sweat beading on her brow as the woman studied her, those slate-gray eyes traveling up and down her front.  What was she looking for?

“They’re good?”
“Of course! All our donuts are delicious!”

“Of course they are, I would expect you to say that, honey.” She chuckled wryly. “But let’s be honest. You sell donuts. You want me to buy donuts.  How can I trust what you say?”

Angie faltered again.  “I…I…”

Angie noticed that the strange woman wasn’t looking her in the eyes anymore.  Her gray eyes flicked downward quickly, fixating on Angie’s hefty breasts as they sagged against the shelf created by the swell of her tummy and then moving further down to drink in the bulge of Angie’s bloated middle as it rested heavily on the counter before her.

That was it!

“Here, I can prove that these donuts are great!  Just one second!”

With some difficulty, Angie shoved her hand into the back pocket of her khakis and pulled out her wallet.  She flipped it open and pointed to an old photo-mat photo.

“That’s me before I started working here!  You can see, I was actually kind of slim back then.  But look at me now! Would you believe that I got this fat just working here? It’s cuz the donuts and cakes are all so good that I just can’t resist them!”

“Hmm, you certainly have grown.”
For a moment, Angie completely forgot about the strange woman at the counter.  All that mattered was the delicious sweetness of this cream-filled donut!  Angie sighed in satisfied bliss, her tongue licking the last remnants of sweet cream from the corner of her mouth.  Ignoring the woman’s question, Angie took another bite – a tiny whimper escaped from her as she tasted that renewed sweetness.  Oh it was so heavenly!  In moments, Angie had gobbled the entire pastry and was licking the sticky frosting from her stubby fingers.

“So it was good.”

“Huh?” Angie looked up, surprised to see the woman still standing in front of her.

“Don’t apologize,” said the woman, “Watching you enjoy that donut told me more than words ever could.  I can tell that you’re a girl who enjoys the finer things in life, a girl who takes her pleasures.  And I always trust the instinct of a hedonist when it comes to choosing desert.  How many of those donuts do you have left?”

“Uh… two dozen.”

“Good. I’ll take them all.”

Angie turned her back to the woman to pull out the tray from the display shelves.  For the first time, the woman had a clear view of her backside.  Without the apron in the way, it was obvious that Angie was big.  She could feel those gray eyes staring at her fat ass, probably taking special note of how the rear seam of Angie’s too-tight khaki shorts was giving her a slight wedgie by separating the two plump globes of her over-inflated rump.  The knowledge that those mysterious gray eyes were scrutinizing her wide bottom made Angie’s butt tingle and itch self-consciously.  More than anything, she wanted to reach back and scratch her ass.
“And what’s your name again, girl?”
“Angie,” said Angie, still woozy.  What was wrong with her?  She couldn’t understand why this strange woman was having such a disorienting effect on her!  She felt like this strange woman could see right through her.  She felt like this strange woman knew all her secrets.  It was as if she was naked and those gray eyes were drinking in every wobbling fat roll and flabby fold on Angie’s ballooning body.  But she didn’t feel like she was being judged.  She felt like… what did she feel like?  It was more like she was being appraised. Like an expert farmer inspecting a prime hog or a fatted cow before purchase.  Why did it feel like this woman was here to buy her rather than to just buy donuts?

“Angie, that’s right.  Well, Angie, you’re quite the salesperson.  I have a feeling that we’ll be meeting again real soon.”

“Uh huh,” said Angie dully, her mind cloudy.  What was wrong with her?

She still felt dazed and confused when Melonie returned from her appointment.

“You sold all the cream donuts? Wow, good job Angie! You must have done a hell of a sales pitch! What did you say?”

“Nothing!  I mean… I was trying to think of something to say, but I couldn’t! The woman just told me to eat and I did.”
“Then you must be an amazing eater.”

Melonie didn’t know the half of it.
* * *
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