50 pounds a day
By Mollycoddles
Naomi was acutely aware of the eyes following her as she walked down the grocery store aisle.  A shapely black woman with long frizzy hair, Naomi stuck out like a sore thumb in this suburban neighborhood populated almost entirely with white-bread soccer moms and housewives.  She clenched her teeth, purposefully ignoring the stares.  People weren’t used to seeing women of color around here.  Well, Naomi wasn’t used to seeing so many white people.

She grew up in the city center, in a low income neighborhood populated by all sorts of people.  Sometimes she almost wished she was still there, because that was where she felt comfortable even if she knew just how dangerous and economically dead the old ‘hood really was.  Her husband Jackson was likewise a product of the city, but he was determined that his family wouldn’t grow up surrounded by poverty and crime.  As soon as his career started to take off, he relocated them to this stifling suburban enclave.  It was safe, it was clean, but it was, Naomi had to admit, weird.

Jackson began his career as a hip hop artist, but, as his success grew, he gradually found himself appearing in films. These days he was better known as Action Jackson, the star of white-knuckle adventure movies than as Big Jack the hip hop poet.

But he would always he a hip hop artist to Naomi; that was how they first met.  Jackson first noticed Naomi when she was an extra on set, one of the countless dancing girls who would bump and grind in the background as he dropped beats.  She was a young hottie then, famous for her long frizzy black hair, her perfect mocha-colored skin, and, above all, her ample curves.  Naomi was thick – her strong, toned legs leading up to a perfectly round bubble booty that stuck out behind her like a shelf, her small waist emphasizing the sudden swell of her hefty tits as they filled out her lycra dance top.  Jackson took notice.

But the same curves that made Naomi a star in the music video world seemed far too dangerous and outrageous for this boring suburban neighborhood.  That was a problem! No matter how conservatively she dressed, Naomi couldn’t disguise these juicy, bootilicious, boobilicious curves. 

Naomi recalled the conversation when she first announced to Jackson that she intended to transform from curvy cutie to suburban stick lady.

“Jackson, I gotta drop this extra weight. All the other women in this neighborhood look like plastic Barbie dolls.  It’s hard enough fitting in without this goddamn ghetto booty!”

Jackson shrugged. “Baby, we ain’t never gonna ‘fit in’ around here. So why do you care what those goddamn white bitches think about you? You should be more concerned with pleasing your man.”
Naomi rolled her eyes and crossed her arms across her pneumatic bust, noticing how much her billowing boobs bobbed and jiggled at the sudden movement.  Just another reminder of how much poundage she needed to lose.  

“Baby, you can talk that way. You don’t gotta deal with these white bitches all day. I’m the one who gotta clean the house with them white girls always peepin’ through the windows. I’m the one who gotta do all the shopping. I’m the one who gotta deal with all these nasty ass white hos starin’ at my jelly!”
“They starin’ at you jelly cuz they jelly,” said Jackson.

“I’m tryin’ to make a life here, baby,” said Naomi, “I’m tryin’ to make things good for us. An’ if I gotta lose this booty, then I guess I gotta lose this booty.”

That was easier said than done.  Naomi worked out religiously; the gym was her church.  She spent hours on the treadmill, did crunches til it hurt, and twisted herself into the most impractical yoga positions.  Jackson grumbled that her shapely rear was deflating and her chest shrinking, but to Naomi it was all worth it to avoid the judgmental stares of the neighborhood harpies

Naomi sighed, her mind elsewhere as she wheeled her shopping cart toward the cashier.  She tried to stay trim, she really did, but it wasn’t easy.  She could still feel a few extra pounds of fat hanging around her hips and middle, giving her walk a certain thick sway that Jackson adored but that Naomi abhorred.

Naomi was distinctly aware that she wasn’t like the other mothers in the neighborhood.  It wasn’t that they were openly racist toward her, but they clearly weren’t used to seeing black people around here.  Even the cashier couldn’t keep his eyes on the register as he rang her up, instead constantly glancing over as if to reassure himself that, yes, there really was a black woman standing in front of him.  Naomi nodded and smiled as sweetly as she could, struggling to mask her annoyance.  His eyes kept straying down to her bosom; even as much weight as Naomi had lost, her breasts still created two large, distinctive bumps under her blouse.
“Fuckin’ perv-ass scrub,” mumbled Naomi under her breath as she grabbed the receipt from his hands. She kept her smile fixed.

She felt a wave of relief wash over her as she wheeled the shopping cart through the automatic doors.  Thank God this ordeal was over!  Finally, she was on her way home and away from all these nosy crackers—

“Naomi! Naomi! Hey! Over here!”

Oh no.

Naomi turned to see the source of the noise and almost collided with a giant pair of breasts.  

It was McKenzie.  Naomi remembered seeing McKenzie at a neighborhood potluck when she and Jackson had first moved into the neighborhood last year, but their paths hadn’t crossed much since.  Back then, McKenzie was a slender brunette soccer mom, a chatterbox who mostly loved to brag about her daughter Dakota’s prowess on the soccer field or her daughter September’s top placement in the Little Miss Sunshine pageant or her daughter Madison’s (Criminy, how many daughters did this woman have?)  high honors at the middle school spelling bee.
McKenzie was still a bouncy brunette, her hazelnut hair pulled into a thick ponytail that bobbed when she nodded enthusiastically.  But otherwise, the once svelte pageant mom was transformed.  McKenzie must have gained at least fifty pounds since their last meeting, giving the bubbly soccer mom a softer, rounder frame.  McKenzie’s smiling face looked like a full moon, her burgeoning double chin just faintly visible.  Her plump belly oozed over the bling bling belt that cinched her waist, her muffintop betraying that this must be a fairly new gain since McKenzie hadn’t yet bothered to purchase new clothes to accommodate her new curves.  The chubby brunette’s mom-jeans looked painted on, pinching at the crotch and straining at the seams.  But most of McKenzie’s gains were in her breasts.  They were massive!  Lord, was she busty now!  Naomi hadn’t noticed McKenzie as particularly stacked on their last meeting, but now the chubby brunette bunny’s tits were even bigger than Naomi’s mega-mountains! McKenzie’s mammoth mammaries strained the bounds of her low-cut tanktop, bulging out of her neckline like two pale pink balloons.  Naomi was rather embarrassed to notice that the necklace charm, lost in the heaving canyon between those massive orbs, was actually a crucifix. 
She was dragging a surly preteen girl in a soccer jersey behind her.  Naomi recognized her as McKenzie’s daughter Dakota.
In fact, McKenzie was beginning to look more like Naomi had before she’d worked so hard to slim down.

“Er, hi, McKenzie.”

Naomi’s eyes strayed down to McKenzie’s waistline, curious to see if the plumping princess was filling out her jeans as well. Yup. There was no denying it.  McKenzie had the booty.  Not as much as Naomi had in her heyday.  Naomi’s backside was the perfect butt, so fine and luscious and round like a ripe peach.  Strangers used to shout at her on the street, demanding to know how Naomi could fit all that butt in them jeans.  McKenzie probably wasn’t getting that sort of attention. At least, not yet.  Naomi couldn’t help but feel a slight pang of jealousy.  It wasn’t fair that she had to work her butt off at the gym, shedding all those pounds, losing all those deliciously soft natural curves, to fit in with the local barbies while McKenzie, in typical oblivious white girl fashion, could just balloon up without a thought.
“Naomi, how long has it been? I feel like it’s just been ages!”

“It’s been a while, girl! It’s so good to see you!”  Naomi smiled. That wasn’t a lie.  While Naomi felt like many of the other housewives were secretly judging her, McKenzie was an open book.  The energetic bimbo was always bubbling over with positive vibes, so much that Naomi couldn’t believe that she would ever harbor a negative thought in that empty bubble head of hers.  Even if she was jealous of McKenzie’s thicker look, she couldn’t stay mad at her.
“So you settling into the neighborhood? When was the last time I saw you?”

“It’s nice,” said Naomi. “Everyone has been very kind to us.”  Naomi kept her tone measured and chose her words carefully.  If she wasn’t careful she was afraid that she might slip into her natural language: the distinctive patois that academics referred to as African American vernacular English but which she was certain these lily-white suburbanites would simply hear as ghetto slang.

“Ooo has your husband been in any new movies lately? You know my Madison is such a fan of his work! She just loooves him in ‘Crisis: Now!”

Naomi smiled. Kids always did seem to like that film.

“Yeah, he’s busy filming a sequel to that.”

“Oh, is that why we haven’t seen much of him lately?”

“Yeah, well, you know how the movie business is.  It’s keeping him busy. He’s filming on location, so I guess it’s just me alone for a couple weeks.”

Naomi sighed inwardly. These were always the hardest times for her.  It was difficult enough living in this neighborhood where she knew she would never fit in, surrounded by white folks, but it was especially hard when Jackson disappeared for weeks on end to act in some movie or other.  Their king-size double bed always felt so cold and empty when he was gone.

“You know, you two are the only couple on the block.”

“What? Sorry, McKenzie, what are you talking about?”

“You know…” McKenzie nodded meaningfully toward her surly daughter, who was too busy scowling to notice. “Everyone’s talking! When are you two going to finally start a family?”

Naomi grimaced inwardly.  God, these white girls were so nosy!  Her relationship with Jackson was her own business, but she didn’t want to snap at this dumbass ditz.  Truth be told, they hadn’t even been trying much lately.  Naomi was too busy trying to turn their new house into a home and Jackson was busy on the set of his latest movie.  And, of course, Naomi was busy with her weight loss struggle.  It was hard for her to get into a romantic mood when all she could think about was these extra pounds making her look like a ghetto-bootied slut. She was certain that they’d get back to working on putting a bun in the oven as soon as things settled down, but she couldn’t help but worry suddenly.  McKenzie’s comment made her realize that Jackson hadn’t approached her in a romantic way lately, and that was unusual! Before they moved, Jackson just couldn’t keep his hands off his wife, always grabbing her spongy backside and chuckling as his fingers sank deeply into the soft, yielding flesh of her abundant buttocks.  Now he hardly seemed to notice her coming and going.  Could it be that he was losing interest in her? Could he have found a new beau, some sexy new starlet on the set of his latest movie?
Naw, she was just trippin’.  She must be.

“Oh, we’ll get around to it,” said Naomi, “We’ve just been so busy with the move lately…”
“Mommy, we’re gonna be late for practice!” whined Dakota.
“Quiet, honey, mommy is talking! So Naomi, I just wanted to invite you to something that’s really changed my life!” She turned back to face Naomi so sharply that her bodacious boobs slapped against her chest, bouncing so high that they nearly threw the glinting crucifix into her face.
“Oh.” Naomi kept smiling, but she knew what was coming.  McKenzie was about to invite her to her church again.

“You really should join my book club!”
“Oh!” Naomi blinked. She was not expecting that.  “You… have a book club?”  She was honestly a little surprised to think that McKenzie could even read.

“Yeah, I just started it a few months ago with a few of the other moms. You should totally come join us! I know we’d love to have you! You’d fit in just perfectly.”
Naomi nodded, but inwardly she couldn’t help but doubt that statement.

“Like, you’ve lost weight since the last time I saw you, but I still think you’d really like what we’re reading.  It’s something you’d really appreciate as a full-figured woman.”

What the hell was this bitch talking about?  Naomi was flabbergasted.  Was McKenzie calling her fat? Of all the nerve!  Especially considering that McKenzie had blown up like a balloon since their last meeting… 

“Um…okay. What… what are you talking about, McKenzie?”

“No, don’t be shy, us big gals gotta stick together!”

Big gals!? True, Naomi had technically been a big girl when she first moved to this area.  Maybe you could still consider her big now, since she was still shaped like an over-full hourglass. But compared to McKenzie? What was this woman smoking! Besides, what experience did McKenzie really have with being a big girl? Naomi’s body first filled out when she was 14, becoming lush and plush as she aged, but McKenzie was definitely a long-time twig only recently grown plump.  And why? It was so weird! It was like she suddenly stopped caring about preserving her figure!
“And, believe me, it’ll definitely help you and Jackson start making progress toward… well, that wonderful new addition to your family.”

Okay, now she knew this bitch be cray cray.  Nothing about this made any sense, but Naomi was, she had to admit, morbidly curious about this bizarre book club that apparently was going to improve her love life with Jackson AND appeal to her “as a big girl.”  Naomi sighed.  What did she have to lose?  She was all alone in the house while Jackson was away on set, so she might as well do something to entertain herself.

“Alright, McKenzie, I’ll stop by. Sounds like fun.”

“Excellent!” McKenzie beamed. “I know you’ll just love it! And it’ll be a great chance to meet all the other moms in the neighborhood!”

“Just what I wanted to do,” said Naomi with a grimace.  This was turning out just great.

Despite her misgivings, Naomi still showed up.  What did she have to lose? She didn’t especially want to be social with these white girls, but the house was feeling so big and empty with Jackson away that she needed something to distract her from this sudden aching loneliness.  McKenzie’s house was a little white bungalow on the corner of Wisteria Drive, identical to pretty much every other house on the block.  The doorbell chimed melodiously.

McKenzie answered the door, a half-eaten donut clutched in her chubby fingers, her cheeks bulging.

“You came!” she gushed, spitting flecks of chewed donut over her new guest.

Naomi winced and then winced again as Mckenzie lunged forward to grapple her in a hearty bear hug.  McKenzie wrapped her arms around Naomi, and the curvy black girl felt McKenzie’s big warm breasts smoosh against her chest and – worse -- the donut squish against her back. Oh great, now her blouse was going to be covered in powdered sugar.

“Come on in! We were just getting started!”

McKenzie turned and bounded away into the house, leaving Naomi to follow behind her.  Wow, McKenzie’s ass was really growing wide too!  The ditzy brunette bounced into the parlor, where two other pudgy women were sitting in plush armchairs around a glass coffee table. 
“Naomi, I want you to meet the rest of the club. This is Veronica!”

“Hiiiiii!” Veronica was a thick-set freckle-faced young woman, her long wavy red hair pulled into a rough ponytail.  She must have come straight from the gym, since she was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants, but it didn’t look like her gym visits were doing her any good.  Her short top exposed a thick expanse of doughty pudge around her middle, hanging over the waist of her leggings, but she appeared to store most of her extra flab below that in her hips and butt.  Naomi could see Veronica’s wide flaring buttocks, straining the seams of her yoga pants, even from the front.  Veronica had the sloppy fat look of a woman who had recently added quite a few pounds but either didn’t realize it or didn’t care.
“Hello, Veronica, nice to meet you.”

“Charmed!” gushed Veronica, “I’m so glad that McKenzie could convince you to join us! It’s always so nice to see a new face around here.”

McKenzie motioned to a large blonde woman sitting next to Veronica, totally engrossed in her smart phone and pointedly ignoring the conversation. “And this is Brooke.” 

“Morning,” said Naomi.

Brooke nodded, her blonde bob-cut bobbing.  It took a moment for Naomi to realize that she had seen this blonde woman around the neighborhood.  Brooke used to be a high-powered prosecuting attorney.  She was retired now after marrying a wealthy client who moved her to the suburbs to take care of her, though she worked part-time for a local realty firm to pass the time. But last time that Naomi had seen her, erecting a “for sale” sign” in a neighbor’s yard, she still looked fairly trim, like a well-maintained trophy wife who still worked hard to keep her figure.  Not anymore.  She now possessed the plush, swollen look of a woman used to a life of indulgence; Naomi guessed that she must tip the scales at least 200 pounds.  Packed into a red blazer and gray pencil skirt, the sour-faced heifer tapped at the screen of her cellphone.  Naomi noticed the buttons on her blazer were pulled taut across her middle, enough that the gentle rise and fall of her breathing produced a barely audible whine of stretching fabric.
The plush easy chairs were arranged around a low coffee table absolutely loaded with pastries.  Naomi’s eyes bulged to take in the wide expanse of treats: donuts, crullers, scones, coffee cakes, croissants, way too much for this small group. Or was it?

Because none of these women was, to put it plainly, slim. They were all downright fat. And if they ate like this at EVERY book club meeting, it was no wonder they were all blowing up like balloons!
McKenzie plopped her butt into an overstuffed easy chair and motioned for Naomi to take a seat as well.  There was one chair left, so Naomi went to sit.  She noticed a thick hardcover book was already on the cushion, and she read the title as she lifted it up.

Naomi picked up the book.  “What is this? Fifty Shades of Gray?”

“No, no,” said Mckenzie. “Fifty Shades of Gray is s passé. This is ‘Fifty Pounds a Day.’”

“I’ve never heard of this book. Is it new?”

“Yes, it’s written by Malcolm Sales!”

Naomi blinked. “The infomercial guy?”

“Yeah, but he’s soooo much more than that! He’s such an amazing writer! This book is all about this woman who takes a job at a restaurant and falls in love with the head chef. And he shows her a whole new world of pleasure!”
“It’s amaaaazing,” interjected Veronica. “It totally changed my life!”  She giggled as she leaned forward, a naughty twinkle in her eye. “Let’s just say that life with my Charlie was getting a little stale til I read this book.  Gave us some real ideas for the bedroom!”

Naomi tried to conceal her shock. She couldn’t believe that this woman, this stranger, just blurted out sex talk right in front of everyone! These white women were crazy! 

“I didn’t believe it myself,” said Brooke, breaking her silence for the first time as she popped her mobile phone into the breast pocket on her blazer. “But after reading ’50 Pounds a Day,’ I found a whole new way for my Donald to please me.”
Naomi grimaced. It was telling exactly what kind of self-centered bitch Brooke really was deep down at heart that she was talking about finding ways for her husband to please her rather than vice versa.

“This is the book you’ve been reading? A Harlequin romance?”

“It’s not JUST a Harlequin romance!” piped up McKenzie. “This book is a life changer! I know you’re a little late and you’ve missed the early chapters, but, believe me, you’ll pick it up fast.”

“You’ll love it.”

“Oh, yes, it’s sooo good.”

Naomi smiled weakly and nodded. Gawd, she was being browbeat into submission by a gaggle of crackers. If she wasn’t so committed to actually fitting in, she might have snapped at these women for being so overbearing.

McKenzie cleared her throat.  “When we last left off last week, Jason was just introducing Tatiana to… the forbidden pleasures in his kitchen.”

Veronica and Brooke tittered as if sharing a secret joke.

“Naomi, you’re our newest recruit.  Would you like to read today?”

“Sure.”  Naomi picked up the worn hardback from her lap, smirking at the lurid Harlequin Romance style cover, and opened it up to the bookmark.

Naomi cleared her throat and started to read:

Jason pushed the corpulent Madonna onto the table, lifting her heavy hips with his strong hands.  Tatiana blushed in a mixture f embarrassment and excitement as Jason’s hand snaked between her thick thighs to stroke her moist nethers.  Her breathing quickened, her ripe full breasts heaving against the shelf of her abundant fleshy belly.  

“Oh Jason, no, don’t look at me!”

“Why not, Tatiana? Why wouldn’t I want to look at the most beautiful creature in the world?”

“Oh Jason, if only that were actually true! But I’m not beautiful at all…. I’m just fat.”

Jason leaned in close, his eyes burning with desire. “But that’s why you’re beautiful, my dear.  You are so round, so soft, so womanly. Every inch of you bursts with feminine delights. Your curves are so delicious, I want to taste every inch of your body.”  His breath was hot on her chubby cheek.  Tatiana was shaking like a leaf, her entire corpulent form trembling with desire, her butter-soft blubber wobbling as she panted.  Oh, how long she had longed for Jason’s touch and now, finally, it was coming true!

Jason lifted a croissant to her lips.  “Eat,” he said.

“No, Jason, I couldn’t… I’m too fat. You’re just going to make me fatter.”

“Exactly. You will eat for me. And you will grow fatter.  You will grow fatter and fatter and rounder and rounder. You will be the perfect fat little dumpling for me. From this moment on, you exist to fulfill my dreams, my fantasies, my desires, my need to see you grow and grow and grow.  I will decide when you’ve had enough to eat.  Your belly will grow full, it will bulge until it aches, until you’re sure that you will surely burst, but you will keep eating until I tell you to stop.  And you will keep getting fatter and fatter, forever, until I tell you to stop, until I tell you that you are fat enough for my desires.  Now eat the croissant.”

Tatiana could only nod her head, subdued by Jason’s forwardness.  “Yes,” she murmured, “I will.”

Jason pressed the pastry to her glossy lips. Tatiana opened her mouth.  It was delicious.  It was filling. It was everything that she ever wanted.  Oh God, finally, finally! Yes! Yes! She would eat! And she would grow.  Right now, she wanted nothing more than to be putty in Jason’s hands, clay for him to mold into the perfect pudgy playmate. Nothing else in the world could possibly matter as much as this right now.
Naomi gulped. It sounded like a toilet plunger in her head.  Oh my Gawd, she thought, this is way racier than I expected!  But what a weird book!  If anything, she had expected a pretty generic sex fantasy, but instead it was full of all sorts of bizarre food play. And talk about fat? Was this book a romance aimed at fat girls? 
“Should… should I keep reading?” She looked up with a dubious expression on her face.  She couldn’t believe that she was reading a sex book in front of these women!

“Yes, don’t… stop,” said McKenzie, her voice husky.  She was clutching the remains of her donut in her left hand and a new cruller in her right.

Tatiana felt herself melt in Jason’s embrace. Oh how she longed to grow for him! To become a mountain of flesh that only Jason could climb! She wanted to eat and eat and never stop!  Jason’s strong hands cupped her fleshy sides, his fingers kneading her soft supple folds with rising excitement, her body hard and hot against her fragile softness.

But Naomi couldn’t stop herself from feeling a little hot and bothered herself.  The words were so vivid, she almost felt like it was HER that Jason was ravishing on top of that kitchen table and her nethers were already dripping in response. Jesus, what was wrong with her? Yeah, it had been too long since she had an evening alone with Jackson, but surely she wasn’t so lovelorn that she’d soak her panties just because she read some freaky sex shit in a white girls’ book club?

Then again, that seemed to be the exact response that the book elicited from the other women in the room.

All three of the other women were panting rapidly, their eyes glazed over with excitement as Naomi turned the page to continue the saucy tale of Jason and Tatiana.  But they weren’t just listening. They were also eating.

Naomi watched as Brooke plunged her teeth into a flaky croissant, her chubby cheeks bulging as she shoved the delectable pastry into her mouth.  In minutes, the eager chatter faded into silence, replaced by the steady sounds of chewing and lip smacking as the three billowing beauties each succumbed to the lure of exquisite gluttony.  Naomi couldn’t believe her eyes.  These three chubbettes were defying all her cherished beliefs about suburban white women as they gorged themselves on high-calorie treats.

“Hmmm good,” mumbled Brooke through butter-coated lips as she bent forward to reach for another pastry. “More.”

This woman was once a high-powered attorney and still, presumably, one of the sharpest minds in the area, but she was reduced now to a mumbling, drooling zombie, nearly catatonic, hypnotized by the vast array of food.  She shoved another Danish into her mouth with her chubby left hand while her right reached for a third, her bloated belly pushing forward against the straining buttons on her red blazer.

“Oooo I wish that Jason was real,” sighed Veronica, absently grabbing at a donut and taking a hefty bite.  Naomi raised an eyebrow quizzically as she noticed that the chubby redhead was rubbing her legs together as if she was excited in a way that went well beyond simple hunger.

Naomi felt something stirring within her.  Maybe it was the honeyed words from the book, maybe it was something about being in the presence of these three unrepentant gluttons.  But suddenly she felt not just horny but also … hungry.  Her eyes fell upon the platter.  The pastries were fast disappearing as the three women descended into an outright feeding frenzy, each one trying to snatch as many treats as she could before her compatriots could get any.  How long had this been going on? Week? Months? How long could it go on?  Naomi had a sudden vision of what the book club would look like a mere few months down the road, when Brooke, Mackenzie, and Veronica had eaten themselves into outright obesity, so fat that they couldn’t even reach the plate anymore by themselves.  Naomi knew that she should resist.  She shouldn’t go down that path with them. But the lure of those delicious treats was too much to resist and, before she knew what was happening, she felt her own hands reaching out, shaking, trembling with fear and confusion and, yes, maybe just a little anticipation as she reached out and took that first cruller and brought it to her own lips and oh YES YES it was just as delicious as it looked and it tasted so yummy in her mouth and sliding down her throat and into her tummy. She needed another.  No, not just another.  She needed them ALL!  Now she was grabbing, jostling the other women aside, just as frenzied, just as wild, trying to grab treats, struggling to get as many as she could.  She wanted to eat and eat and eat until her tummy was full and round and firm, until she was as full and ripe and plump as the woman in Malcolm Sales’ book. She wanted Jackson to look at her like Jason looked at Tatiana, she wanted his hands to explore her new size, the arc of her growing stomach as it plumped out below her bountiful breasts and curved back in just above her pudgy pussy.  She wanted his strong hands to cup her fat ass… yes, she wanted that! She wanted him to squeeze her plush tush and tell her, just as he always did, just how sweet and tasty her flaring bottom really was.  Her flaring hips and wide bottom weren’t a cause for embarrassment; they were a cause for celebration! Finally, she understood.  She didn’t need to remake herself to fit some imaginary twiggy white woman’s beauty ideal. Jackson had always admired her curves, right? Maybe that was enough. Now these white women were dedicating themselves to gluttony, to indulgence, to eating and eating and eating until they were totally satiated and they loved it.  Naomi wasn’t even sure what was happening anymore; everything was a blur as she attacked another jelly donut.  How many was that now? Five? Six? A dozen? She didn’t know.  She didn’t care.  All that she knew was the growing warmth in her full belly as it puffed out more and more with every sensual bite and the growing fire in her loins as she imagined Jackson tonight feeding her and caressing her and planting his seed inside her.  

Holy shit, she couldn’t believe herself!  She giggled drunkenly, embarrassed at her own thoughts.  She wondered for a split second if these other women knew what she was thinking, but how could they be privy to her private perversity? But then again, they were all probably thinking the exact same thing. MORE MORE MORE. EAT CHOMP CHOMP GULP SWALLOW! Naomi was brought back to reality briefly by the growing discomfort around her waist as her swollen gut pushed harder and harder against the waistband of her unforgiving denim jeans.  She placed one hand to her middle, frowning, testing the give of her gut.  Underneath the pudge, she could feel her stomach, hard and tight and full, pouring over the top of her jeans as if it was eager, desperate, to break free.

By now, the four women were all attacking the plate of pastries with wild abandon, the book all but forgotten.

“Ooof, I gotta get outta these tight son of a bitches,” muttered Brooke, her eyes glazed and her cheeks flushed.  She leaned back, grunting, and fumbled with the puckered buttons on her blazer until her jacket popped open. 
“Whoof, that’s better,” muttered Brooke, reaching forward to grab another croissant without breaking rhythm. 

Emboldened by Brooke’s behavior, Naomi surreptitiously reached down to poke at the button on the waist of her jeans. The metal disc slipped through its hole with ease, as if it was as eager to relieve the pressure on her growing belly as Naomi was.  Holy shit, her tummy was full!  It puffed out in front of her like a soccerball in her lap, already crammed full of… how many pastries?  Naomi was completely at a loss. She had completely lost track of time, she was just so intent of stuffing her face.  Now that she was slowly coming out of her stupor, her overfull stomach felt like it was filled to the brim with wet cement. 
“We’re out of food,” huffed Brooke, stifling a quiet burp with the back of her plump hand.

All four women leaned back in their chair, simultaneously, bellies rising, groans escaping their lips.  The platter on the coffee table was bare but for crumbs, the entire feast of pastries decimated.

“Ohhh, damn, I done ate too much, I’m gon’ bust,” said Naomi, before slapping her hand over her mouth. Shit, she’d let her guard slip! She worked so hard to be presentable to these rich suburbanites and now she’d blurted out some of her old ghetto slang!

But the other three women didn’t seem to care, each too drunk on food to register Naomi’s faux paus.  Brooke belched loudly, her rotund gut vibrating as the large woman released a torrent of gas.  Well, Jeez! If these women didn’t find that outlandish, slobbish behavior upsetting, then maybe it wasn’t so strange that they weren’t bothered by a little thing like Naomi’s choice of words. 

“Well, ladies,” said MacKenzie, smacking her lips in satisfaction. “Same time next week?”

The assembled women around the table murmured their agreement.  Naomi nodded dumbly.  She couldn’t believe that she was thinking of coming back again! This was ridiculous! But at the same time, the idea of stuffing herself with another round of pastries was already reigniting the fire inside her.  Her stomach ached with fullness but she couldn’t help it!
“So… what do you ladies think of our latest member?” asked MacKenzie, her eyes sparkling. 

“Wonderful,” said Veronica, “You’ve really been so much fun to have here! I really do hope that you’ll come back again next time.”

“Agreed,” said Brooke, nodding so vigorously that her double chin squishes against her chest. “You’re simply a breath of fresh air, Naomi.”

“So… what do you say, Naomi?”

Naomi was busy thinking.  Thinking that she just might pounce Jackson’s bones tonight when she got home. Thinking that she just might stop at the donut shop at the corner on her way home and buy a dozen glazed.  Thinking she might have to introduce Jackson to a whole new world in the bedroom.  Jackson always said he liked her fuller figure.  Well, he was about to learn a whole new definition of “fuller.”

She was suddenly aware that the three women were staring at her, eagerly awaiting her reply.

“Yes. Yes, I think I will be back.”

* * *
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