A Sweet Deal

By Mollycoddles

Lightening flashed outside, illuminating the yellowed posters adorning the walls of the camper.  For a brief second, Marilyn Monroe’s face was visible in the gloom, her coy expression standing out amongst the sea of 1950s pin-up models.

Anna sighed.  If only she looked like that.

Ever since she was a little girl, Anna had wanted a figure like that: a busty voluptuous figure that made heads turn and men drool.  The camper was wallpapered with posters of Anna’s various idols: Marilyn Monroe, Jane Mansfield…

If only…

Instead, Anna was a short, gangly nerd with coke-bottle glasses, acne-studded skin and limp greasy brown hair.  She couldn’t even boast about her svelte figure – her limbs might have been thin and bony, but her weakness for junk food had left her with a noticeable potbelly that currently sagged over the waistband of her panties.

She kicked absently at a vibrator lying on the floor, knocking it away from the pentagram inscribed in ketchup on the camper floor.  Living alone in her trailer, Anna had no incentive to ever clean up after herself, so her living quarters was a mobile trash heap of old TV dinner boxes, candy wrappers, and used sex toys.  As embarrassing as it was to admit, Anna’s libido was almost as overpowering as her gluttony.  Who could possibly have imagined from looking at her, scraggly little dork that she was, that she probably pleasured herself as much as she did?  She couldn’t help it.  If she had the body to attract herself a man – like those big busty screen sirens of yore could, she thought bitterly with a glance up at the posters on her walls – then maybe she wouldn’t be forced to rely so heavily on artificial stimulation.  But no.  Roundly ostracized by her peers back in high school for being a weird creeper who obsessed over old photo books of glamour models and snuck into the boys’ locker room, Anna had been on her own ever since.
But not anymore.  She was tired of being the outsider.  Tired of always longing for a life that was denied to her just because of her looks.  She was taking matters into her own hands.
Anna glanced at the open library book on the floor.  She didn’t have much faith that SATANISM FOR DUMMIES would yield any results, but, by now, she was willing to try anything.  The poorly reproduced illustrations would have been rejected for a Dungeons and Dragons manual, but they still filled Anna with a strange excitement.  She felt almost as if there was an unknowable power radiating from the book and she was eager to harness some of that for herself.

If this spell worked, she’d soon be speaking face to face with an all-powerful demon. A demon capable of granting her every wish.  She took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and recited the spell.

There was a blinding flash of light and sudden gust of wind that blew Anna backwards across the room, bruising her butt against the floor as she fell into a pile of discarded potato chip bags.

“Hello, Anna.”

Anna blinked her eyes open.  He was there! Right there in the Pentagram, a massive giant of a man almost too big to fit in the bounds of the binding sigil. Well, he wasn’t really a man.  His rippling skin was bright red, two long curving horns protruded from his forehead, and Anna could see a pair of powerful leathery wings tucked neatly behind his back.
“You know my name?” croaked Anna.

“Of course, Asmodeus knows everything about you.  I do make it my business to research my clients before our first meeting. I’m so glad that we’ve finally met, my girl, we’ve been at a distance too long. Oh I’m sorry, where are my matters?”

He cleared his throat.

“Mortal, behold the horror of Asmodeus!” crowed the demon, flexing his enormous, sinewy limbs.  “You have summoned me from the bowels of hell, what boon do you seek?”

Anna stuttered, her skin growing clammy.  Honestly, she was just surprised that the summoning ritual had worked.  At the same time, Asmodeus’ raw display of might was getting her even more excited, almost tingly.
“I…I…I…”

Asmodeus’ glowing eyes drank in his new surroundings, noting with amusement the discarded TV dinner trays littering the floor.  Oh yes.  He knew her sort.

“Now, now don’t be afraid,” he said, clucking his forked tongue sympathetically. “I didn’t mean to frighten you. It’s just a formality, people expect that sort of display and I hardly like to disappoint.  But since it seems you’re having some trouble articulating your desire, maybe I can help?”

“I…I…okay…”

Asmodeus stroked his chin.  “You look like someone who’s yearning for something better, something always just outside your grasp.  You look like a young woman who just wants to enjoy the good life.”

“Yes!” said Anna, “That’s exactly it!  But…I can’t…” She hung her head sadly.  “Cuz I look like… this.”  She waved her hands at her frail, gangly body in despair.

Asmodeus grinned.  “Like what?”

“Like… a scrawny dork.  I look like  boy.  I need to look like a woman.  Like a real woman.”  Her eyes looked up at the pin-up models on the walls.  Oh Gawd, if only she could look like one of them.  She would give ANYTHING.

Asmodeus read her thoughts. “Anything? Well, you’ve come to the right demon, my girl.  Because that can be arranged.  How would you like luscious blonde locks that turn men to jelly?  Smooth creamy skin, soft and supple to the touch? And curves!  Think of the curves! When I’m done with you, you’ll make Marilyn Monroe look like a washboard.”

Anna’s eyes lit up, her mouth dropped open.  “Yes, yes!” she cried, clapping her hands together.  “That’s exactly what I want, what I need!”  She paused to wipe a small strand f drool that had formed in the corner of her mouth in her excitement.  “But… can you really do that?”

Asmodeus grinned. “Of course, child.”  He held out a clawed hand and a scroll suddenly materialized in his palm. He gave it a quick flick of the wrist and the parchment unfurled to the floor. “All you have to do is sign on the dotted line.”

Anna didn’t hesitate. “Let me just get a pen.”

“No need for that, child.  We prefer blood. It’s more permanent. Stick out your finger.”

Anna obliged but she didn’t even wince when she felt the demon’s jagged claw scratch her index finger.  She immediately pressed her bloody finger to the parchment, leaving behind a red fingerprint.

“The deal is done.” Asmodeus grinned, rolling the parchment back up.

Anna sat back on her haunches, looking up at the towering devil.  “So…. When will it, you know, happen?”
“Why, it’s happening right now, Anna.  Look at your hands!”

Anna looked at her hands, surprised to see her chewed cuticles were suddenly perfectly manicured.  And her arms! Once bony, now they looked thick and smooth.  She could feel the rest of her body changing too:  The raggedy strands of her boring mousy brown hair were plumping and fluffing, turning to full, springy blonde waves. Her plump little potbelly sucked in, becoming a washboard stomach.  In contrast, her slim boyish hips rapidly filled out into thick womanly curves, stretching her size small panties with an audible creaking noise.  Her modest breasts bloated up to the size of canteloupes, filling out her tank top before her eyes like a pair of party balloons being inflated.  
“Oh my Gawd, are… are these real?” She poked her own boobs experimentally, almost tentatively as if she thought her new tits might burst from the pressure.  She felt her finger sink into her soft boob flesh.  Yup, they were real.

Looking down at herself, Anna had to admit that Asmodeus had made good on his promise.  Gone was the awkward chubby nerd who had once despaired of ever being pretty.  Instead, Anna was a statuesque beauty.  She ran her hands down her flanks, reveling at how her waist curved inward and her hips flared out – a perfect hourglass.  And her breasts! Just the right size, a nice hefty… what was this, maybe a C cup?  Big and bouncy but not grotesque.  Her formerly greasy brown hair was gone, replaced by a beautiful blonde mane that tumbled over her supple ivory shoulders in golden cascades.  She was every inch the sex goddess that she’d always dreamed of being!
And now, armed with these looks, the world was her oyster.

“This is great!”  She struck a pose, thrusting out her new chest and new bottom. “With these tits and this ass, I can do anything. Thanks, Asmodeus! I can have anything!”

“That’s right, Anna. Fame, fortune, power… it’s all yours for the taking.  All you have to do is reach out and grab it.  You will do that, won’t you?”

Anna’s eyes glazed over as she pondered the possibilities.  No more satisfying herself alone in her camper with mechanical aids!  She’d have her pick of any man she wanted!  And she definitely wouldn’t be doing it in this camper anymore.  She’d find herself some rich sugar daddy and make him buy her a mansion! And forget Ramen noodles… she was gonna be eating the good stuff from now on!
“Of course,” continued Asmodeus, “You need more than just looks to get ahead.  You need the right help.  I want to introduce you to your new entourage.”

With a flash of fire, two other demons appeared before Anna.  

“Anna, I want to introduce you to Abaddon.  He’s your new lawyer, so he’ll be handling all your business affairs.”

“I’m honored to serve,” said one demon, a tall, well-built with jet-black hair and a dashing goatee, so charming that you could almost ignore the nubbly horns sprouting from his forehead and his red, lacertilian eyes.

“And this is Azrael.  She’ll be your personal assistant.”

“We’re going to make sure you get everything you have coming,” said the other demon, a svelte woman with short brown bobbed hair, who shared her companion’s unnerving horns and eyes.
“I can personally vouch for Abaddon and Azrael, so you’re in good hands,” said Asmodeus.  “They’re going to make sure that you get everything you want. I don’t want you to be dissatisfied.  What else do you need?  What do you do for a living, my dear?”

“I don’t do anything,” said Anna, “I just… move around.”  Anna’s face flushed.  The last job she’d managed to land was as a waitress in some road-stop café in a Podunk town along the highway, but she’d been fired after only two days when the boss caught this pathetic little nerd touching herself in the kitchen.  

“That won’t do.  What do you want to do?”

“I want…” A smile crept across Anna’s face as it dawned on her.  She pointed at her new, zaftig curves. “I want to show this off. I want everyone to see the new sexy Anna!  I want men to drool over these big fat tits and this big round ass! I want… no, I need everyone to see me!  They’ve ignored me for so long! I need attention!”

Asmodeus smiled. “I thought you’d say that.  And I know just the thing for you.”

***

“Marshall is in the audience,” said Azrael just before Anna took to the stage. “Tonight’s the night, if that’s what you want.”

“Oh hell yes,” said Anna, grinning.  As much as she loved her new job, this was exactly what she wanted. Abaddon and Azrael had assured her, if she played her cards right tonight, she would soon be lounging in the lap of luxury that she desired so much.

Anna walked out on stage to begin her routine.  No one would have guessed that this sleek, sensual blonde, standing in front of a crowd of horny dudes here at The Bearded Clam Gentleman’s Club, her heaving breasts and supple round ass hidden by only the barest, skimpiest of lingerie, was once a pathetic gawky nerd.  Asmodeus had delivered just as he promised.

Anna wrapped her long, silky legs around the pole, wriggling herself against it like a python suffocating a victim.  The crowd went wild.
Anna gripped the pole with her hands and kicked her long silky legs out to display her perfectly formed calves for the audience, before swinging herself to her feet.  Anna smirked to herself.  In addition to her new body, Asmodeus had gifted Anna with a new job.  With any job in the world to choose, most women wouldn’t have picked exotic dancer, but, to Anna, this was the perfect way to show off her new look.  Anna strutted down the stage, careful to add an extra wiggle in her walk to show off her rounded, womanly hips, barely contained in the sheer mesh rip-away panties.  As she reached the edge of the stage, Ann tore off her panties and threw them into the crowd, flashing a pearly grin at the assembled multitude of bachelor parties, frat bros, dirty old men, and assorted perverts that patronized The Bearded Clam Dance Club.  She couldn’t make out any individual faces in the darkness, but she could hear the steady wheeze of an oxygen tank that told her that her most loyal fan was in the house tonight.

Marshall Mathers Millionaire III was an octogenarian oil tycoon.  Once a shrewd and feared businessman, Marshall wasn’t in good health these days – confined to a wheelchair, hooked up to a steady supply of oxygen from a mobile tank, and so old that his body had shriveled to give him the appearance of a stewed prune. Nevertheless, he still had his money and he intended to spend his golden years living it up.  He’d been known to drop hundred, if not thousands, of dollars in a night – very often stuffing that money directly into the g-string of his favorite dancers.  And it just so happened that his favorite dancer was Anna.

After Anna finished her set, she sought Marshall out in the audience.  He wasn’t hard to find.  

“Marshall, baby! I’m so glad that you came to see me! I could hear you in the audience and I just knew I had to come see my favorite honey.”

She scooted up next to him, cooing and fussing and running her fingers through the remains of his wispy gray hair.  Marshall’s faltering heart beat faster as Anna pressed her plumpened bosom against his bony chest.

“It’s… good… to see you too…Anna…” he wheezed, his eyes drinking her in.  Gawd, she was beautiful.  She made him wish that he was just a few years younger, just young enough that he might be able to bed such a pretty young thing.  But then, he’d hadn’t become as a millionaire without taking a few risks.  “Anna… you know… you’re my favorite dancer…”

“Y’all gonna get some treats for your favorite dancer, Marshall baby?” interrupted Anna.  By now, Marshall was accustomed to Anna’s flippant attitude, the way that she hardly paid him any mind unless he was getting her something.  
He snapped his fingers at the closest server.  “Bring… my lady… a plate of… what’s the best thing on the menu again?”

“Uh, buffalo chicken wings, I guess,” said the server.

“Bring a plate of those, then… and a pitcher of beer…wouldn’t want… you going thirsty…my dear.”

Anna giggled, covering her mouth coyly with one bedazzled hand.  “Oh Marshall, you’re so sweet.”

Usually when she deigned to join him at his table after the show, she would only stay if he bought her food and drink.  There was no doubt about how Anna maintained such dangerous curves – she guzzled beer like a fish and gulped down chicken wings and nachos like a pig, so Marshall always ended up leaving with a huge bill, in addition to the tip money that he pressed between Anna’s creamy thighs.  But Marshall was also an astute judge of people.  He knew that everyone wanted something in life, and he could tell by Anna’s voracious appetite that she was a creature of pure id, dedicated to wanton indulgence.  If he could only get her in the bedroom, he had no doubt that her sexual appetites would rival her hunger for food!  And he knew just how to tempt her into the bedroom…
When the platter of chicken wings arrived, Anna didn’t waste any time going to town.  She still retained vague memories of her years living off of instant ramen in my mobile camper, but that seemed like a million years ago.  She just loved to eat good food!

“Anna… do you like chicken wings…”
“Marshall honey, you know I love ‘em,” said Anna, her mouth full of meat, her glossy lips stained with red sauce, “Y’all are too good to me, baby.”

“But surely… you’d rather eat something a little more… refined…”

Anna paused. “What do y’all mean, Marshall?”

“You can have beer and wings here…but… what if you could have… champagne and caviar… anytime you wanted…”

“Oh Marhsall, what are you saying?”

Marshall held up a wrinkled hand, a diamond ring clutched between two fingers.

“Marry me.. Anna… and I’ll make sure you never have to work. Again… you’ll just dance for me… and I’ll make sure that you get only the best… you can live in the most luxurious surroundings… dine on… only the best…no more pub food… only the best for you… anything you want.”

Anna’s eyes bulged.  Marshall had guessed right.  He might no longer have the looks to attract women, but he knew Anna was, deep down, a greedy little tart who couldn’t resist promises of the good life.  So what if she was a gold digger?  He wasn’t going to be around forever, and he’d rather spend his last few years in the warm embrace of his favorite sex goddess.

“Will… you marry me?”
“Oh Marshall! Yes!”  Anna snatched the ring and pushed it onto her finger, admiring the way it twinkled in the lights of the club.  “Now tell me more about this champagne and caviar…”

***
Now Anna’s new life began in earnest.

Marshall’s distinct relatives, all greedily waiting his demise so they could snatch up his estate, gnashed their teeth to see their future fortune disappear as Marshall was wheeled down the aisle to marry this buxom golddigger, but Marshall didn’t care.  He was so proud of his curvy new bombshell wife, and he wanted everyone to see her.  Of course, Anna loved to show off her new body, and both she and Marshall agreed that she wasn’t getting the attention she deserved stripping at the Bearded Clam.  But luckily, Abaddon had some connections in the modeling world, so, with Marshall’s blessing, Anna was soon flaunting her voluptuous curves for high-end fashion magazines and lingerie ads.  Her smiling face and luxurious blonde locks were soon a frequent sight on highway billboards and no one in America could escape Anna’s captivating, sultry beauty.  

But Anna hadn’t sold her soul to the devil just for fame and money.  Deep in her heart, she was still the same greedy, lustful, pleasure-driven little tart.  And with fame and money finally came the ability to indulge her deepest, greediest desires.

Surrounded by the beautiful people, Anna not only had access to the best food but she could finally get all the other pleasures too long out of her reach. Her lawyer Abaddon had connections deep into the local drug cartels; after all, his quick tongue had helped keep most of them out of jail!  He was only too happy to provide Anna with cocaine, ecstasy, and other designer drugs that hadn’t even hit the market yet.

The parties at Anna’s mansion were legendary for free-flowing booze and coke and so much cake. Anna would wake up the next morning, still blitzed, with no memory of anything the night before – nothing but a painful bulge in her middle that told her that, as usual, she had stuffed herself to her absolute limit full of pastries and confections and a soreness between her legs that told her that, as usual, she’d let multiple studs fuck her.  Anna’s lust grew in proportion to her need for drugs, alcohol and food, so she turning into a notorious fat slut with a lascivious reputation as an easy lay.
Anna didn’t have to lift a finger to get anything that she desired. Luckily, Asmodeus’ deal allowed her to keep her figure… to an extent.  Instead of gaining weight in her chubby little potbelly, her extra weight turned Anna into an even more voluptuous bombshell.  She added inches to her bust and hips, flaring out into a mega-sized hourglass with monster thighs and enormous, heaving breasts that strained the bounds of her custom-made designer clothes.  Anna’s decadent lifestyle, already a favorite subject for tabloid headline writers, became even more of a media sensation as she grew bigger and bigger.  The Examiner published photos of Anna snorting coke backstage at Club 69, the camera zoomed in close on her grandiloquent bosom so you could see the buttons straining across her chest as she inhaled.  The Tattler ran stories about her champagne binge at Chez Pierre’s high end restaurant, the photos revealing a bloated cow sloshing with bubbly and virtually bursting the stitches on her too-snug Vera Wang mini-dress.
Marshall rarely accompanied Anna on these exploits. He was too old and fragile to share Anna’s hard-partying lifestyle.  Anna’s rapidly expanding figure made it harder for the two to consummate affections in the bedroom since Marshall’s brittle bones couldn’t take the pressure of Anna’s increasing weight.  But they still tried, right til the end.  When Marshall finally passed away, Anna couldn’t help but cry.  Maybe their marriage had started out as a sham, an easy way for Anna to get money and fame.  But in their brief time together, the gold digging glamour girl had come to genuinely care for her elderly husband.  She spent days weeping at his grave, followed by weeks of seclusion burying her sorrow in buckets of fried chicken and tubs of ice cream.  Anna finally had to move on from mourning simply because she outgrew her black widow’s gown, and the tabloids were starting to notice that her ballooning belly, blimping breasts and burgeoning butt were stretching the black material to the point that it was turning gray.
When she was married, Anna had spent the occasional night in, enjoying the simple pleasure of feeling her adoring husband’s loving hands massage her growing fat rolls.  But without Marshall, Anna had no reason to ever stay in.  Now her life was nothing more than one long, constant party. 
As the sole heir to Marshall’s fortune, Anna had all the money she could possibly need to finance her indulgent lifestyle.

Without the restraining influence of poor dear departed Marshall, Anna was increasingly under the sway of Abaddon and Azarel.  Not that Anna needed much help.  Her natural love of over indulgence meant that it took only the barest nudge from the two corrupters to propel her into a life of debauchery.

Every night was a party now.  Anna’s mansion quickly fell into disrepair, because not even her army of servants were enough to keep the mansion together under the onslaught of constant revelry.  Anna drove her luxury sedan into the pool, filled the Jacuzzi with Kristal, smashed the faux Greek statues on the lawn during a drunken haze… she was completely out of control!  The tabloids continued to faithfully report her increasingly more outlandish exploits even as they continued to chronicle her widening figure.  And while the prudes might tell themselves that Anna’s behavior just indicated how sad and lonely she was inside, nothing could be farther from the truth.  With a steady stream of cocaine flowing through her veins and an endless parade of new suitors eager to pound her fat pussy, Anna was having an absolute blast.

Anna was growing wider.  Every day was a non-stop orgy of sex, drugs and food – from the moment that Anna stumbled out of bed in the morning, still hung over from the previous night’s festivities, to the moment that she passed out into a drunken stupor in the evening.  Anna was hardly ever sober enough to actually comprehend what she was doing, what her constant binges were doing to her body.  She stuffed herself with abandon at every meal, stretching out her belly until it was hot and tight and red, straining with fullness.  

In the rare times that Anna was alone from the glare of paparazzi and the buzz of her sycophants and admirers, she still had Abadon and Azrael.  Anna was pleased to find that the two demons made expert lovers, not above pleasuring the decadent blonde slut when she couldn’t find any boytoys to fit the bill.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” purred Anna, stroking Abaddon’s face. “All those years of struggling to get by, I never knew how good the good life really was.” 

“This is only the start,” said Abaddon.

Indeed it was, but things were really beginning to spiral out of control.  One night, Anna had her limo drive her to her favorite international buffet; she came here to gorge almost every night that she wasn’t hosting a party or attending an orgy.  By now, Anna had swollen to over 200 pounds, but she hardly noticed her own growing corpulence, still convinced that she could cram herself into the same sexy dresses that she’d always favored.  Halfway through her meal, Anna could feel the leather belt cinching her waist start to pinch, biting into her overstuffed belly and fleshy flanks.  But she hardly cared.  The pleasures of the feast were too much.  Luckily, that’s why she had her personal assistant.
“Azrael, my belt is kind of pinching,” whined Anna, squirming in her seat and struggling to pull her belly over her belt to get slightly more comfortable. “It’s making it waaay too uncomfortable to get up, so could you go get me another plate?”

Azrael smiled, a sly knowing smile.  She patted Anna’s bulging middle reassuringly.

“Of course, nothing would give me more pleasure.  Is there anything in particular you’d like?”

“Just… a little of everything,” huffed Anna, leaning back in the bucket seat so that her overstuffed stomach wouldn’t compress her lungs so much. 

Azrael nodded, but didn’t move from her seat.  She didn’t have to.  New plates of food seemed to appear before her at will – broccoli beef and Szechuan shrimp from the Chinese station, pork tamales and cheese enchiladas from the Mexican station, creamy pasta carbonara and spaghetti bolonese from the Italian station, and oh so many slices of Boston cream pie and strawberry cheesecake from the dessert cart.  That was the advantage of having a demon for a personal assistant!
All eyes in the room were on Anna.  Most of the buffet’s other patrons were no strangers to gluttony; you could hardly go to a buffet and not be!  But even so, most of them were still shocked at the extent of Anna’s greed.  They watched with rapt attention, gossiping in whispers, as Anna downed plate after plate, pausing only to lick sauce from her utensils or cream from her chubby cheeks.  Anna could feel the stares, but she didn’t care.  For her, any attention was good attention.  

But unknown to Anna, though, two sets of eyes in the crowd studied her with special interest.

One pair belonged to Asmodeus himself.  After years of waiting in the shadows, the devil thought he’d make a personal appearance… just to check in and see how his favorite protégée was coming along, of course.  Even if Anna’s attention hadn’t been completely focused on the food in front of her, she probably wouldn’t have recognized the devil this time since, instead of his true horned demonic form, he was disguised as an ordinary human – just some fat, bald schlub in a plaid suit.  

Asmodeus couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow at the sight of Anna raising a plump finger to motion Azrael to bring her yet another plate.  Anna truly was one of the greediest women that Asmodeus had ever known in all his years of wheeling and dealing.  Azrael and Abaddon were only instructions to keep as many temptations in Anna’s path as possible, but the two demons hardly had to do anything – Anna was so given to debauchery that she would eat and drink herself into a stupor even without the demons around to tempt her.
The other pair of eyes belonged to Scoop McCatchem, tabloid photographer extraoirdinaire.  Scoop had been secretly following Anna for days, snapping serreptious photos of her pill-popping binges and drinking benders, but nothing compared to this!  He’d never seen anyone stuff themselves like that!  He readied his camera phone to take what would become the defining shot of his tabloid career.  Because, as luck would have it, Anna’s leather belt was finally reaching its limits.  The material squeaked and creaked as Anna’s belly puffed out bigger and bigger with every calorie-laden bite, but the over-bloated blonde was too much of an unrepentant glutton to stop eating while there was still food in front of her.  

“Ooof, I’m so full,” she sighed with a quiet burp, but she didn’t stop.

“Are you okay, ma’am? Do you want me to take you home?” asked Azrael.

“Not…yet,” said Anna, shaking her head to clear her thoughts, “There’s… still some food left.  Just lemme finish.”  Anna wiped the sweat off her forehead with one meaty arm, heaved as deep a breath as she could within the bounds of her constricting clothing, and, with trembling fingers, raised just one last bite to her lips.

Scoop pressed the button on his camera to capture the image forever of Anna forcing that one last bite into her stomach.  That last bite was one bite too many!  A loud tear filled the room as Anna’s belt burst into shreds, flying from her waist in pieces as her overloaded gut barreled out triumphant to flop heavily onto her thighs with a splut!
“Oh shit,” swore Anna, suddenly aghast at her own size as if just noticing her titanic tummy for the very first time.

“It’s okay, ma’am, let’s get you out of here!”  Azrael threw her coat over her bloated boss and hustled her out the door as quickly as the groaning, bloated woman could waddle.  It didn’t matter. The damage was done.  The next day, Scoop’s photo appeared on the cover of every super market tabloid under blaring headlines like ANNA SMITH: BUFFET BELT BUSTER! and BLOATED BABE ANNA TOO BIG FOR HER BRITCHES! 
No one could talk about anything else.  The next day, Anan received a message from her modeling agency, canceling her contract.  Anna didn’t need the money, but she was devastated that she would no longer be the center of attention.  How would the world see her beautiful body if she wasn’t the star or every fashion magazine and swimsuit shoot??

Briefly, Anna fell into despair, a pit even darker than when her husband Marshall died. She spent days lying in bed, sobbing about her ruined career, filling her face with sympathy donuts and drowning her misery in bottles of Krystal.  Azrael and Abaddon could only watch as their mistress lost interest in ALMOST everything. Meaning that, while she was too mopey to attend any parties, she still didn’t seem to stop eating.
“What am I going to do?” moaned Anna, her tears streaking her mascara.  Anna didn’t bother to get dressed now, wearing the same frilly, see-through night gown and tight undies that she used to model for Marshall when she was several hundred pounds lighter.  “I’m nothing without my contract!” She rolled over in her enormous, plush, heart-shaped bed and buried her face into her pillow to stifle her sobs.  She pointed an accusing finger at Azrael. “You’re supposed to be my assistant! Do something!”

“Well,” said Azrael, “If you want to get back in the public eye, I can think of one way…”

***
“Welcome to Challenge of the Has-Beens! Brought to you by the good people of Z-Kiss FM Morning Show, Jazz and the Mooch Man!” screamed a short, fat bearded man into the microphone.  “I’m the Mooch Man!”

“And I’m Jazz,” said the tall Meditteranean woman sitting next to him, grimacing as the Mooch Man stabbed at a button on his console that filled the radio waves with pre-recorded fart sound effects.

“And we have a special treat for you today on Challenge of the Has-Beens!  As you know, this is the show where every week we take two washed-up, D-list celebrities and put them through a humiliating challenge to try to reclaim their spot in the limelight!  Jazz, who are our two unlucky…er, lucky contestants today?”

“Our first contestant is Slab “The Mouth” Greaser, the former competitive eating champion of North America.  Slab’s here to prove that, even if he’s not the champ, he’s still got what it takes.  Right, Slab?”

“Absolutely,” rumbled the bulky, bald man sitting across the table from the two DJs.  Slab was a thick, flabby man who, with his bald dome and ape-like physique, looked like he might have a second career as a barroom bouncer.  

“And our second contestant is… am I seeing things?... former super model Anna Smith!”

“Good morning, Jazz,” purred Anna in her most seductive tone of voice.  Even at her size, Anna still looked ravishing.  Her extra pounds made her too big for traditional modeling now, but they filled out her hips and bust to make her only more hyper voluptuous.  The bleach blonde sat in her chair, her over-plumped buttocks spilling over the edges and straining the bounds of her white spandex stretch pants.  Anna’s tacky leopard-skin print top was filled to capacity by her over-sized melons that rested heavily on her mammoth potbelly. But her rounded cheeks and double chin only made the ponderously pumped-up diva look even hotter, especially when she smiled her winning sex smile.
“And Anna, the news is all abuzz about your recent weight gain.  So… do you really think that challenging one of the country’s foremost eaters to an eating contest is going to get you back in the limelight?”

“I think you have to play to your strengths,” said Anna, clapping a chubby hand to her hefty heaving bosom.

“Well, you’re going to need all your strength for this challenge,” purred Jaz, “Because what we have, right here in the studio, is over 100 mouth-watering Donutious™ Donuts from this week’s sponsor, Donnie’s Dunkarea ™ (Home of the Donutious Donut! For all your donut needs, go to Donnie’s!).  The challenge is simple.  We start the clock and whoever can stuff more donuts down their ravenous gullet without exploding is our winner.  To make matters more interesting, we’ve even rigged up this scoreboard here, which we have electronically linked to sensors in your chairs, to show us both your weights and the calories consumed. Are the contestants, ready?”

Anna and Slab both nodded grimly.

“Then let’s get ready to rummmmmblle!”

The clock clicked on, and both contestants plunged into the pile of greasy, sugary donuts before them.  Slab was an experienced competitive eater who knew all the tricks to pushing in as much food as fast as possible – Jazz and the Munch Man already noticed how he was expertly pacing himself, dunking his donuts into his glass of water to reduce the bulk of the fried pastries.  

For Anna, this was pretty much a dream come true. The opulent pig loved to indulge and the idea that cramming herself with as much food as possible was actually going to get her back into the spotlight – that was just even better!  Who would have thought that gluttony wasn’t just the reward for having achieved fame and fortune, but actually the WAY to achieve fame and fortune?  The only thing that would have made Anna happier is if she could have entered a wine-guzzling contest or a coke-snorting contest or a pill-popping contest…

Even so, Anna was clearly out of her element.  The fat diva stuffed donut after after into her bulging cheeks, barely pausing to swallow before cramming in the next load.  Her rounded paunch began to edge forward, pushing heavily into her lap, as she ate.  After only a few minutes, even Anna’s normally ravenous appetite was satisfied as her full belly began sending her signals to stop eating.  What an odd feeling!  Annd moved one manicured hand to her middle to tenderly rub the rounded swell of her bloated belly, a quizzical expression on her pretty face.  She was such a consummate glutton these days that her body had adapted, learning how to handle huge amounts of food and alcohol that would have popped a lesser woman.  The sensation of painful fullness was almost alien to her, as was the idea that her body wanted her to stop consuming.  Anna shook her head to clear her thoughts as she reached for another burger.  No!  She’d worked too hard to get this far.  She pushed through the pain, cramming yet another donut into her mouth as her swollen, overloaded gut throbbed.  The leopard spots on her top stretched out into tiger stripes as she continued to expand, filling up like a human balloon being inflated with food and fat.
Anna barely noticed the hubbub in the studio as she plowed through her pile of burgers, her belly ballooning in front of her and pushing against the lip of the table.  She was in hog heaven, oblivious to the world and everything other than the sweet siren call of gluttony.  Anna was lost in the binge to end all binges, the mother of all gorge sessions, truly the big blow-out.  Jazz and the Munch Man were alternatively snickering at the spectacle of this overblown babe eating like a starving hog and applauding her surprising fortitude.

But ultimately Slab’s expert technique was no match for Anna’s passion.  Eventually, Slab collapsed face-down on the table, the champ laid low by a sudden diabetic come, and Anna was victorious.  The hosts cheered, the studio audience hollered.  Anna didn’t notice. She was still eating.  Jazz had to physically shake Anna – or rather jiggle her – to rouse her from her binging stupor.
“Anna! Anna! You can stop eating now. You won!”

“Hmm?” Anna stared up, her face slathered with chocolate frosting.  It took a moment to register.  “Well, of course I did, was there ever any doubt?”

She quickly stuffed the last donut she was holding into her mouth as Jazz and the Munch Man helped her to her wobbling feet. Standing proudly in the center of the studio, her massive body stretching her leopard print top and stretch pants to the point that the seams creaked, the read-out behind her displayed the end results. 10,000 calories.  350 pounds.

Anna was back on top!  
* * *
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