Donut Days 2

By Mollycoddles
Angie couldn’t stop thinking about the witch.

Okay, she wasn’t really a witch… was she? But Angie just couldn’t figure out why that strange woman had such a hold on her imagination.  Angie tried to forget about that strange gray eyes by dedicating herself to her work, but she couldn’t help but feel like that woman was always watching her.  Whenever she paused in her work to snack on some extra donuts, she felt like the witch was there, watching her, judging her.  That was so weird!

That didn’t stop her from eating, though.  Angie was still determined to stay on her gaining path, so she still tried to get away with gobbling down extra donuts whenever possible.  The shy, chubby, Scandinavian blonde always dreamed of being thicker; working in a bakery was a dream come true for her!  She reveled in the feeling of extra flab around her middle, secretly delighting when she felt her hefty gut slap against her thick thighs when she bent over to retrieve the latest batch of crullers from the oven.  Her co-worker Melonie took Angie’s strange desire in stride, although she occasionally expressed worries about where Angie’s indulgence would ultimately lead.

Maybe that’s why Angie didn’t want to tell her about the witch. Melonie would probably just think Angie was being weird.  She wouldn’t understand why Angie was so enthralled by the mysterious older woman who had come in and just watched Angie glut herself like a beast.

Angie still hadn’t told her friend about the witch when the witch returned a week later.

The bell rang, announcing a new customer.  Angie turned around, her prepared smile creasing her round face.  But she was stunned into silence when she recognized those cold gray eyes.

“Welcome to… oh!”

The witch smiled. “Ah, Angie, I’m so glad to see you again.  You really did put on quite the show last time, but I must say, your recommendations were spot on. My guests absolutely devoured those donuts.”

“Oh, that’s… good. I’m glad to hear that.” Angie felt herself blushing despite herself.  Why? What was it about this woman? Angie felt naked and exposed, as if those eyes could see right through her apron and clothes.

“I’m having another meeting tonight, Angie, so I’ll need to get some more of those lovely donuts that you enjoy so much. Could I get a dozen strawberry swirl and a dozen apple cinnamon?”

“Yes, ma’am, right away!”
Angie was grateful to have an excuse to turn away from the witch.  She almost felt like she was locked into staring into those piercing eyes.  As she bent over to pull the tray out from the display case, she could still feel those eyes watching her – perhaps noticing how Angie’s growing rear now filled the seat of her khaki work pants to the limit.

“Hmm, Angie, it’s only been a week, but I do believe you’ve grown.  You must really enjoy donuts even more than you let on.”

“Yes, ma’am, they’re delicious, I love them,” blurted Angie before snapping her mouth shut.  She shouldn’t say that! She should just… what? Act offended that someone had noticed her weight gain? In reality, Angie loved it when people commented about her expanding girth.  It meant that she was ballooning nicely, growing so thick and round that no one could ignore it.  But she had to be careful not to give that away to just anyone. People would think she was a freak!

“There’s nothing I like better than a girl who knows how to eat,” said the witch, “Too many girls your age are always starving themselves or killing themselves with exercise. And for what? Just so they can end up looking like a skeleton.  But you, Angie, you’re growing into a real woman.”

“Yes!” said Angie, looking up.  Her eyes bulged.  This woman got it! She understood! “That’s right! I… I always thought that having bigger curves would make me feel, make me look more… more like a woman, you know? I just…it’s just that I never had a chance before…”

The witch smiled as if she already knew everything that Angie was trying to say.

“You know, Angie, I’m something of a connessiur myself. One of these days maybe I could show you a few things about eating that you won’t learn behind a counter.”

Angie nodded dumbly, even though she had no clue what the woman was talking about. She placed the donuts into a carton automatically, her mind a million miles away.
“I…uh… thank you for the offer…I think…”

“Don’t say anything now, Angie, but just think about that.” She pushed some crisp dollar bills across the counter and snatched the carton from Angie’s grasp. “And if you want, come see me sometime.”

Angie stared after the woman dumbly as she left.  What did she mean by that?

Then Angie noticed that, hidden among the cash, was a business card.

It had a name: Millie Milovich, Rare Book Dealer.

There was also an address.

***

I must be crazy, thought Angie, as she knocked on the ornate gothic door.

She wasn’t sure why, but she just couldn’t concentrate on anything the rest of the day.  All she could think about was going to Ms. Milovich’s house and finding out… well, finding out what she meant about being a connesseur. 

The witch’s house looked… like a witch’s house. It was an old multi-story, gabled Victorian house, surrounded by a black wrought iron fence.  

The door swung open and Angie found herself face to face with the witch herself.  Millie looked even more witch-like now; she wore a long black dress, trailing to the floor, low-cut but not obscene, clinging to her mature but still svelte frame.
“Hello,” said Angie, “I…uh… I hope it’s okay that I came to see you. You left your business card and you said…”.

“Hmmm, Angie, is it? I’m so glad that you decided to come see me,” said the witch with a wide smile that helped put Angie’s mind at ease.
“Please, come in, make yourself at home.  Could I offer you a donut?”

Angie stood in the center of the room, nervously looking about.  Why was she even here? This was ridiculous.  She didn’t know what she found so compelling about this witch, but, for some reason, she simply couldn’t think about anything other than this woman’s piercing gray eyes.

The witch motioned to a tray of donuts set on the end table by the overstuffed Rococo couch; Angie recognized them as from her own bakery.

“Um.. sure, thank you, Ms Milovich.”

“Please, don’t be so formal.  Just call me Millie.”

“Oh, okay. Thank you, Millie.”  Angie smiled shyly.  Somehow knowing that “The Witch” actually had a name reassured her.  And it was a perfectly ordinary name too.  With a house this grand and gothic, Angie wasn’t sure what she was really expecting. She felt slightly more at ease as she perched her widening bottom on the edge of Millie’s parlor sofa. 

“Hmm, interesting. You know those donuts are from you shop, right?”

“Yes.” Angie nodded as she finished off the first donut and reached for a bearclaw.

“Many people who work around donuts really get sick of them and can’t stand the sight of them after hours.  Especially not donuts from the same bakery where they work. But it seems like you don’t have that problem.”

Angie nodded her head, her eyes wide with confusion, as she nibbled on the claw.

“I can tell you have a good appetite, Angie. But I can also tell that you want more than just a good meal. When I first laid eyes on you, I could tell that there was something special about you.  You have a secret, Angie.  A secret that I’ll bet not too many people know about.”

Angie’s mouth flopped open. No way! There was no possible way that Millie could know about her secret desire to gain weight!  “I…I..how do you know?”

“Oh, Angie, dearie, please. I’ve worked with dozens of girls just like you in my time.  It’s not hard to see. But you start to develop a sixth sense for it when you’ve been around as long as I have. Angie, do you know what a feeder is?”

Angie shook her head. She had never heard that word before, although, given Millie’s apparent interest in her appetite, Angie could venture a guess what it meant.

“A feeder is someone who enjoys feeding another, watching them grow, helping them achieve their dreams of becoming bigger and bigger until they blossom into a true beauty.”

“Ohh my,” whispered Angie, her throat dry.  She almost couldn’t believe where this was going.  Angie had always dreamt of growing huge.  She was the only woman in her family was remained relatively small. By a cruel trick of fate, while Angie’s mother and sisters were all jumbo heavyweights, Angie remained a mere chubby bunny. Angie remembered how, growing up, she always envied the size of heft of her sisters’ bodies, waiting for the day that puberty would grace her with similar pendulous pontoon breasts, an enormous ponderous backside, and a sagging blubbery gut.  Her sisters always complained that they just couldn’t lose any poundage no matter how hard they exercised or how vigorously they dieted, but they just didn’t know how lucky they were. They were real women – soft and curvy beyond compare! And Angie… well, all her stuffing and glutting just seemed to reward her with a slight belly pooch, nothing more.

“Of course, it won’t be easy,” said Millie. “You’ve gained quite a bit already just on your own and that’s a good omen.  But if you’re really committed to growing into a real beauty, you’re really going to have to put your nose to the grindstone.  I could help you, but only if that’s what you really want.”

“Yes! Yes! Oh, Gawd, yes!” squealed Angie. “I do! That’s all I’ve ever wanted!” 

Millie smiled. “I’m glad to hear that, Angie. Now I have one more question for you.  I can help you achieve that, but I have to know: Is that what you want? Will you let me help you?”

“Yes,” said Angie softly. The bearclaw was gone, completely devoured without a thought.  Mesmerized by the thought of becoming truly huge and fat under Millie’s care and guidance, Angie found her hand creeping back toward the donut platter without her even thinking about it. 

Millie’s mysterious gray eyes sparkled.  “Good.  Now we can get started…”

***

“Angie, could you bring me the tray of crullers?” called Melonie from the kitchen. “Don’t dawdle out there, fat ass, I need them now!”

“Sure, uh, just a second.”  Angie hesitated for a moment, wondering where the tray of crullers actually was.  It was right there on the bottom shelf, wasn’t it? Yes, that’s right. Looking down, Angie was momentarily distracted by the large bulge filling out the front of her apron.  It was just her stomach, but she had to fight the sudden urge to start kneading the soft flesh.

“Gawd, get it together, girl,”mumbled Angie, shaking her head and bending over to grab the tray.  

To anyone else, Melonie’s “fat ass” comment might have seemed like a cruel insult.  But Melonie knew the truth. That Angie was actually intentionally gaining weight and loved when anyone commented on her expanding waistline.

Angie looked down at herself.  Just this morning, Angie had stepped on her bathroom scale and peered over her ample belly and chest to see the dial edge up over 200. She was making progress! And it secretly thrilled her to know that Melonie was taking notice.
Donna, the new employee, raised an eyebrow as Angie wobbled past her. With the extra money that had begun to flow into the bakery lately, Melonie had arranged to bring in some extra help.  Donna was a sarcastic teenage Asian girl who came in part-time; she mostly lollygagged behind the register, but it was useful to have an extra pair of hands around when the big orders rolled in.  

"Yeah, you're turning into a real butterball," said Donna. "I know you think it's some sort of game, but you're making life harder for the rest of us.  How you think I like having to squeeze past your fat ass every time we're behind the counter? Your butt is so big I practically have to grope you just to get past you!"

Angie blushed, a red tinge appearing in her chubby cheeks.  The platinum-haired chubbette’s alabaster skin always displayed her emotions easily, so it wasn’t hard to tell what she was thinking.  Donna smirked, pleased that her comments had ellicted a reaction from her older, thicker co-worker.  Donna didn’t know the extent of Angie’s desire to gain, but, having observed enough of Melonie’s teasing interactions with Angie, Donna had figured out that it was okay to quip about Angie’s size.
"That's enough, Donna," said Melonie, wiping flour off her hands onto the seat of her pants as she came out of the kitchen. "Look, Angie, it's just that we're a little concerned. Gaining weight is one thing, but you're really gaining fast. Are you sure you've thought this through? I mean, what are you even doing after work to pack on the pounds so fast? It can't be healthy!"

Angie opened her mouth, but didn't say anything.  Everyday, when Angie left work at the bakery, she drove straight to Millie’s house for dinner… and dessert.  And Millie would feed her all night long until Angie passed out from sheer exhaustion, her overfull belly rising above her prone form like a dome.  Angie always awoke a little embarrassed, but Millie assured her that she didn’t mind having the younger woman spend the night.  Angie harder dared believe that she’d actually found a kindred spirit.  Millie was only the second person ever after Melonie to truly learn the extent of Angie’s secret weight gain desire, and she was the first to really embrace it. And under her expert direction, Angie was growing faster than ever.

For some reason, her nightly meetings with Millie seemed so strange and sinful that she was ashamed to confess them to her co-workers. No. For now, they would remain her secret.

“I…please Melonie, this…this is what I want. It’s what I need.”

Melonie sighed.  “Okay, fine.  If you say so, I won’t say anything about it again.  But I still think you need to slow down just a bit.  You don’t want to get so big that we have to roll you into the shop.”

Angie’s face went even redder.  But even Melonie couldn’t have guessed that the idea wasn’t embarrassing Angie so much as exciting her.  Would that day actually come?  Angie couldn’t help but imagine herself so big and round, the size of a parade float, with Melonie and Donna pushing her down the street like a giant medicine ball.  She shivered in delight.

Maybe someday. But she had a lot more work to do to get there first.

*** 

The meetings continued.  Melonie bit her tongue as Angie's figure ballooned, although Donna was quick with a catty remark.

But for Millie, Angie was almost perfect. 

Their secret liasons had been going on for nearly a month now, and Angie's weight continued to climb with every meal.

Everyday, Angie would visit Millie after work. And Millie would feed her.  Usually she’d start by cooking her dinner – the dinners varied – but dinner was always donuts.  Millie seemed to know instinctively that donuts were Angie’s favorite food, the treat that she would always eat.

Millie watched with rapt attention as Angie reached for yet another cruller. The chubby blonde was poured into her clothes – her black and green striped shirt, which made her look like a watermelon, slipped up over her potbelly, exposing the thick jelly roll that bounced against the waistband of her snug denim shorts.  Angie was, she had to admit, perfect.

After years spent catering to greedy little tubsters like Angie, Millie had developed an acute ear for the telling sounds that revealed her charges were packing on the ponudage: the subtle creak of threads tensing and straining as Angie leaned forward to ladle another scoop of whipped cream on her latest slice of apple pie; the sharp little click-click-click of a zipper giving up, notch by notch, under the relentless swell of a filling tummy.  Millie smiled approvingly when she noticed Angie sereptitiously adjust her shorts, untucking her growing tummy and letting it sit over the lip of her waistband. Unlike some feeders, Millie never restrained her charges.  They could leave whenever they wanted.  Of course, that meant that some did.  There were always a few who eventually decided that the tasty treats weren't worth the extra pounds, but Millie found that most girls didn't have the willpower to resist an unlimited buffet of goodies. That made the ultimate victory all the sweeter: Knowing that her victims could have saved themselves, but were ultimately done in by their own greed and gluttony. It made their ultimate fates almost poetic, in a way!

Millie's eyes fell on the soft roll of pudge forming around Angie's middle, easing against the button on her shorts with every inhale. Some girls immediately unbuttoned their pants the second that they started to feel tight -- those tended to be the girls who were more aware of their bodies, more sensitive to the changes taking place as they ate. They also tended to be the ones who ultimately ran away before Millie could complete preparations for her the feast.  Other girls, however, would obliviously stuff themselves until they burst out of their clothes.  Those were the girls more easily led, more easily distracted from the uncomfortable reality by sweet treats.  She suspected, with some degree of private glee, that Angie was such a girl.

"Oh!" 

Angie was startled by a loud ping! as the metal button at the crotch of her shorts popped off, bouncing across the floor with a loud clatter.  Her stuffed tummy bounced out of the sudden gap, instantly pushing her zipper down slightly (Three notches, noted Mille with her preternaturally acute hearing).

"Oops, oh I'm so sorry!" gushed Angie, dropped her fork and putting her hands to her chubby cheeks. "Oh I've made such a pig of myself, I'm so sorry..."

Angie couldn't help but feel embarrassed. Of course, Millie probably didn't know the real reason why Angie was so upset.  She probably thought that Angie was just embarrassed to have a wardrobe malfunction in front of her, but the real reason was....well, busting out of her clothes was a recurring part of Angie's growth fantasies. It was such a visible, audible, tactile reminder of her body's growing fatness that Angie couldn't help but become excited when she felt her buttons nearing detonation, so much so that she even pushed herself to eat a little faster when she felt her shorts start to protest against the increasing pressure of her bloated belly. The sudden release around her waist sent an almost orgasmic bolt of sexual electricity through Angie's porky body.

So popping her shorts in front of Millie was embarrassing on a whole other level. Angie felt like she'd been caught masturbating with her hand down her panties.

Millie chuckled. "Angie, you have nothing to be embarrassed about. There's nothing I like better than a girl who can appreciate my cooking."

"R-really?" Even though Angie knew Millie loved to feed her and watch her grow, she still had a really hard time believing that this was reality.  She had to constantly reassure herself that she wasn’t just dreaming.
Millie moved next to her younger guest, her slate gray eyes locked on Angie's sparkling blue ones.  She put her hand against Angie's stuffed tummy.

"Yes, Angie. But that's beside the point. You should only be embarrassed when you think you're about to expose something about yourself. But you could never do that to me, Angie, because I already know."

"What do you mean?" asked Angie, her face draining of all color.  Suddenly terrified, Angie tried to scoot away, but she couldn't pull herself away from those piercing gray eyes.

"Why, it's so obvious, dear. The way you eat, they way you relish food, the way you rub your hands all along that little growing belly of yours.  You want to be bigger. Don't pretend to be embarrassed, sweetie, I can tell. I've known from the very beginning.  I've been looking for a girl like you for a long time. A girl to mold into something magnificent.  Every meal that you've eaten in my home, Angie, every single bite of food that you've consumed in this household was a test.  You could have stopped at any time. You could have left at any time. You could have stopped coming. But you didn't. And why?"

"I...I dunno..."

"Surely it wasn't just the food, Angie. You work in a donut shop, you could get pastries all day long at work if you wanted. No, Angie, you came for more than the joy of eating. You came for the joy of growing.  You can leave now, Angie, but I invite you to stay.  To finally live out that fantasy of yours that you've held so close, so tight for so long.  Let me guess, sweetie, I bet you used to have a man in your life, didn't you?"

"Yeah, I had a boyfriend... Jim."

"Jim. What a nice name. Now, things didn't work out with you and Jim. I wonder why....?"

"He... he found out that I wanted to grow," mumbled Angie, nervously pushing her platinum blond hair out of her eyes.

"Ah. Well, Angie, you see? There are those who can't accept the real you, who won't understand your secret desires. But I understand them. I want to help you, Angie, I want to see you become the woman that you want to be.  You can leave this house tonight and, if you so choose, never come back. But I invite you to stay here.  Stay here with me, Angie, and grow."

“I’m already… I’m already doing that,” said Angie, “I don’t understand.”

“No, Angie, you’re just coming over every night. I want you to stay here. I want you to live here with me, so that I can take total control. So that I can feed you not just in the evening, but in the morning, in the afternoon, and all night long.  I want you to give yourself over entirely to me. Give yourself to me, Angie, and I’ll see that you grow far beyond your wildest dreams.”

Millie ran her hand over the bulge of Angie's overstuffed tummy, the soft sensations of her fluttering fingers drawing new goose pimples from Angie's flesh.

“You won’t need to work. You won’t need to worry. I’ll take care of you. Every need, every whim, you’ll live like a pampered princess.”

Angie sighed dreamily at the thought.  This was just getting better and better!

"I want you to live here and be my pet balloon."

***
“You’re quitting? Are you kidding?” Melonie’s jaw nearly hit the floor. “But why?”
“I…I just feel like it’s time I moved on,” said Angie.

“I thought you liked working here,” said Melonie, “I mean, where else are you going to get to indulge your…uh… your sweet tooth?”
Melonie hesitated to out Angie as an intentional gainer in front of Donna, but she couldn’t suppress her surprise at Angie’s decision.

“Don’t take it like that, I just…I just found something I need to do.”

Melonie frowned, her eyes straying down to take in Angie’s full form.  It had not escaped her notice that Angie was blowing up faster than ever.  Angie was a true porker now, edging up on 200 pounds of soft, wobbling lard.  Her apron barely tied around her waist anymore, her belly shaking as Angie shifted nervously from one foot to the other.  The apron was pulled so tight against her front that Angie could see the slight depression of her navel through the material.  The apron was the only thing between Angie’s bare gut and exposure, because her shirt couldn’t reach all the way over her swollen middle anymore.

Melonie shook her head. She had no clue what was going on.

“Alright, Angie, but promise me you’ll stay in touch, okay? I don’t want to lose contact again like we did after high school.”

Angie nodded. She really did consider Melonie a good friend now and she did want to stay in touch – even if Melonie didn’t really understand what Angie needed. “I promise.”

***

That was it. The net day, Angie broke her lease.  She tossed a few necessary items into her car and left the rest on the curb for the neighbors and hoboes to scavenge. Melonie was shocked when Angie gave her notice.  She was moving on.  She didn’t need this job anymore, not when she had a feeder at home who would take care of her every need. 
And then the feeding began in earnest.

Weeks rolled by quickly in a blur of heavy meals and late-night binges.  Millie was always ready to ply her new housemate with some new tempting treat to the point that Angie barely had time to think about anything else.  She meant to send a letter to Melonie, letting her old friend know that she was okay and enjoying her new life, but she just couldn’t find the time to sit down and write.  And pretty soon she completely forgot about it.  After all, there were more important things happening now…

Angie roused herself out of bed. It was so comfortable!  Angie loved the vast, canopied bed that Millie provided for her.  Everything was so much nicer and easier now that Millie was taking care of her!

She pushed herself into a sitting position.  Weeks of easy living in Millie's plush home had taken their toll on the chubby bunny's bulging waistline.

Angie's long john pajamas strained to contain her burgeoning body; the buttons running down the front of her pajamas left small but obvious gaps over the swell of her tummy and the mounds of her breasts.  Behind her, Angie found it increasingly hard to button the pajamas' backflap over her jutting bottom.  Luckily, after revealing her darkest secrets to Millie, Angie no longer felt so awkward flaunting her expanding body in front of the older woman, so she hoped that she wouldn't die of embarrassment if her rounding tushie popped out the back of her pajamas at breakfast.

*** 

"How's my little pet balloon doing there?" asked Millie with a smile, patting Angie tenderly on her chubby tummy as the chunky young woman wolfed her way through a second stack of pancakes..

Angie opened her mouth to reply, but only burped loudly. "Oh I'm so sorry! Ohhh I think I finally ate too much... I didn't think that was possible... but... oof I'm just so stuffed..."

Angie leaned back, rubbing her overloaded belly through the fuzzy material of her pajamas.

I'll have to be careful how much I feed her, mused Millie, she's growing even faster than I anticipated. And that's the thing about balloons.  They can only get so big and so round before they pop.  I wouldn't want my precious pet to pop before the big day.

Angie sighed, pushing her chair back from the table and rubbing her distended tummy.  She was completely stuffed. She was overstuffed.  The fat little cutie -- little? Ha! She must be over 300 pounds of pure porky pudge by now -- was so full that she could barely breathe, every shallow inhale sending waves of pain through her overstretched skin.

"I think...I think I'm gonna be sick," moaned Angie, stifling a belch. "Ooof, I hope I'm JUST gonna be sick!"  Angie's normally rosy cheeks were tinged with green.

“Well we can’t have that now, can we?” said Millie, removing the empty plate from the table. “You’d better rest up to make room for some more.”

"Oh gosh," huffed Angie, her plump round cheeks flushed red. She couldn’t possibly eat ever again, but she also couldn’t conceive of stopping.  "I'm soooo full! Oh my gosh, I don't think... I don't think that I could eat another bite.  I'm quite certain that I'll explode if I even think about eating any more! I had no idea that you were such a good cook!  I don't know why you ever came by the donut shop at all! Your own cooking is way better than anything we ever made!"

"Yes, but they require a lot of work," said Millie, "I usually don't bother when it's just me. But when there's someone worth baking for, then I'm happy to put in the extra effort."

Angie blushed furiously.  "I-I-I...thank you, I didn't mean to be any trouble..."

"It's no trouble at all, Angie. A chef is always happy to see someone enjoy her work. And, as a true gourmand, your opinion means more to me than most. You do like it, don't you?"

"It's delicious!" gushed Angie. 

"Good, good.  Angie, how long have you been living here with me?"

"I dunno... a month, I think?"

"Angie, I think it's time that you met the rest of my... group."

"You mean your office?"

"You could call them that. But I would say that they're more like...a coven."

"A coven? Like, a witches' coven?"  Angie felt embarrassed just saying that. Witches didn't exist! This was just ridiculous. She was acting like a child.

But somehow there was something about being around Millie that made Angie feel like a small child.

"No, nothing like that," said Millie, "We're a... a book club.  But what else would you call a bunch of mature women who like to get together to bitch and gossip?"

“Oh… I guess so,” said Angie.  
“Oh come now, Angie, you’re not scared are you? Of a bunch of harmless old ladies?” Millie chuckled.

Suddenly Angie felt a little bit nervous. But that was ridiculous. No one knew where she was.  As she’d spent more time with Millie, she’d gradually cut off relations with almost all of her friends.  The only people that she ever saw anymore were Melonie and Donna, and they too had fallen out of her life after she’d quit work at the bakery.  She had no income, no money, she depended on Millie for everything now.  That never bothered her before. But now… why should that bother her now?  Why should she worry that Millie had complete control of her life?
She gulped. It sounded like a toilet plunger.

“I…I would love to meet your coven, Millie.”

Millie clicked her tongue and brushed Angie’s chubby cheek with the back of her hand. “Excellent, Angie, I just know that they’ll love you as much as I do. They’ve all been dying to meet you. After all, I’ve told them all about your progress.”
“My…my progress?”

“Yes, and how much you’ve grown. They’re all very impressed.”

“But…but why would they…”

“Don’t be such a nervous ninny, Angie. These are my friend, I never hide anything from them. There’s no judgment with them. You do trust me, don’t you, Angie?”

Angie nodded, her double chin wobbling.

“Of course, Millie, I trust you completely. I trust you with my life.”


“Good,” cooed Millie, her smile widening.  Those gray eyes flashed strangely. 

What was going to happen to her? Angie couldn’t help but wish that she’d left a forwarding address with Melonie and Donna.

* * *
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