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When I first heard that my girlfriend Kristina had landed a part time job working at a donut shop, I was ecstatic. I didn’t let on why – I just parlayed my enthusiasm as support of her finding a job to help pay for college. I didn’t dare share that I was hoping she might start eating on the job and finally put on a few pounds.

Brilliant, affectionate, easygoing and warm-hearted, Kristina was a wonderful girlfriend and I never second guessed my decision to ask her out, even though her ultra-thin physique was far from my ideal. Sadly – from my point of view, at least – Kristina possessed an uncommonly fast metabolism. When we ordered a large pizza, she always had the lion’s share, and washed it down with a can or two of non-diet soda. For breakfast she always had a veritable trough of cereal with whole milk. She never gained an ounce. 

While I certainly didn’t expect her to gain any weight just because she had a job at a donut shop, could always hold out hope.  

During her first two weeks on the job, there was no such luck. She was instructed not to eat while she was working, as it was unhygienic. If there were any donuts left over at the end of day, she’d get her pick. However, the little shop was in a prime location next to campus and every day their entire inventory sold out. There was nothing left for her to try. Kristina lamented her lack of opportunity as well.

“I bet they are the best donuts in the city,” she speculated. “You can always tell if a donut shop is good because all the customers are overweight.”

“Yeah,” I agreed wistfully.

The next evening I lay on the sofa, spacing out when I heard the door to my apartment open. I was watching a reality TV show about weight loss. Not my usual fare, but earlier that morning I had read an article saying that almost every contestant gains back all the weight they lost on the show, and then some. The little nugget of information made watching the program far more alluring.

“Guess what happened to me today?” Kristina asked.

“You went to class,” I mumbled, not bothering to look up.

“After that,” she said, her steps getting a little closer. My eyes were still glued to the screen, which showed a woman trying to get a hula-hoop around her giant waist.

“You attended cheerleading practice?” I asked.

“After that,” she repeated.  

“You went to work?” I asked, a thought forming in my mind. I wrenched my gaze from a chubby chick bouncing on a trampoline and was rewarded with a sight far more interesting: Kristina holding a brown cardboard box.

“First day the place undersold,” she said. “I got these for free!”

“Wow,” I said with a grin. I knew Kristina’s fast metabolism would likely make short work of the sugary confections, but I liked being able to dream. She flopped down on the sofa next to me, her lithe, light form barely making an indent on the cushions.

“What are we watching?” she asked.

“Some kind of weight loss thing,” I said, having forgotten the title. A thin woman - I assumed this was a coach of some kind - was berating another woman who was about twice her size. The coach took a plate of fries and dumped them in trash, and instead filled her plate with carrot sticks.

“I bet dieting would make me grumpy,” Kristina casually remarked as she reached into the donut box and casually pulled out a cruller. “I guess I’m lucky in that I can just eat whatever.”

I gave Kristina’s body a subtle glance as she stretched out on the sofa. She was wearing a tiny grey tank top and spandex shorts that clung to her lean body. Her frame was rail thin, almost boyish in its dearth of curves. Her raven hair was in a tight ponytail.

When the donut touched her lips, there was a distinctive, soft crunching sound as the icing gave way to her small bite.

“Wow,” she announced, her mouth partially full. “This is fantastic!”

“Glad you like it,” I said.

“I really like it,” she emphasized, then made a noise that sounded like she was stuffing the entire thing into her maw at once. I cast another glance her way, enjoying the sight of her cheeks full with food. “I wonder if they others are that good as well,” she added, once she had finished swallowing.

I turned back towards her and was about to offer an answer when I noticed something odd. Her cheeks were still puffy, even though her mouth was no longer full of donut. Katrina had always had an angular, diamond shaped face. Even when she smiled, her cheekbones always looked flat, never round and puffy like they were now. Now that I was really looking, I could almost swear her chin looked a little rounder as well, with just the slightest hint of doubling.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Katrina asked, revealing that my staring was a lot less subtle than I thought. 

“Uh, sorry,” I said, not quite sure what to say. “You just look really cute today,” I added.

“Aww,” she fawned, and leaned in, stroking the side of my face. “You’re so sweet,” she said as she rested her head on my shoulder. I felt as though I could feel her cheek’s new chubbiness as she did so.

When she reached for another donut from the box, I decided I was going to keep my eyes firmly on her, not the television. The plump woman with massive breasts being forced to jump rope -  interesting as it was - could not compare to what was happening in my own apartment.

Katrina reached back into the box, pulling out what looked like a jelly donut with powdered sugar. She took a generous sized bite and let out a soft, little moan. “Mmm...” she said. “This one is even better! I feel so warm and tingly,” she added.

With Katrina’s head resting on my shoulder, my eyes were focused on her torso. Her tank top exposed her flat tummy, which seemed to be expanding a little with each swallow. At first, I wrote this off to the fact that her stomach was getting full of food. She’d frequently develop a bit of a tummy bulge when we ordered pizza. Seeing that certainly aroused my interest, but by the next day it had always vanished.

This, however, seemed too big to be just a case of too much food. In addition, she had only had two donuts, hardly enough to get full on. Unless she had another snack while she was out? I decided to feel her midsection and investigate.

I crept my fingers lazily down her back, as though I didn’t have any particular final place of rest for them. Finally, they wandered onto her tummy. But instead of the hard, full feeling of packed food that I was used to, I instead felt warm, soft, yielding flesh under my hands.

“Mmm, that feels nice,” she said as I gently rubbed her belly. Was I imagining this? It seemed to surreal to be believable. Katrina quickly pulled out another donut, this one topped with a plethora of sprinkles. As she ate, I could see her chest start to swell. Her breasts, which started in a state of near non-existence, slowly pushed forwards, growing into rounded, pale orbs that protruded from her top and gave her real cleavage for what I suspected was the first time in her life.

“Darn,” she said as she had the last bite. “I dropped some sprinkles,” she added. “Oh my God!” she cried out, as she looked down to find the errant bits of sugar. “I have boobs!”

“Yeah, I noticed that,” I mumbled, not sure what to say as Kristina cupped and examined her new breasts through her top.

“Wow, this is just crazy,” she said. “I actually need a bra now, who would have thought that,” she added. “How did this even happen?”

“I don’t know,” I answered truthfully. I didn’t want to call attention to the possible donut connection - if she made the connection that they were causing the rest of her to grow along with her boobs, she might stop eating them. Still, I knew I’d be freaking out if my body was changing before my eyes, so I felt morally compelled to share my theory. “Maybe the donuts did it,” I mumbled.

“What?” Kristina asked, sounding skeptical. “Donuts couldn’t make me gain weight in one sitting. Besides, you know my fast metabolism,” she said, as she pinched and shook a little roll that had formed over the waistband of her shorts.

“Well if you don’t believe it, I’ve got an idea,” I began. “Eat another donut as an experiment and see if you get bigger.”

“Hmm...” Katrina thought for a moment. She was a major in cognitive psychology and I knew framing it as a scientific test would appeal to her. “Ok. Let’s do it,” she agreed.

She reached into the box and pulled out a donut with coconut shavings on top. She stared at her body as she slowly chewed. With each swallow, her breasts seemed to swell a little more, rendering her top barely able to contain them. Her tummy was inflating, too, oozing past her waistband as her bellybutton deepened. Now that she was standing, I could also see that her legs looked softer and less toned than I remembered and her growing rear was stretching the back of her pants.

“This is impossible,” she said as she finished off the last bite. “I mean, I knew that most of the people who bought our donuts were fat, but this just doesn’t make any sense.”

“Maybe your fast metabolism is finally slowing down,” I said. 

“That happens over a series of years, months maybe,” she replied. “You don’t gain a massive amount of weight with one donut binge.”

“Well, what do you want to do?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said following a long sigh. She flopped back down on the sofa, which I could see now caused an indent in the shape of the cushion and caused her breasts to jiggle a little “I want to have another donut,” she replied sheepishly as her face flushed.

“You what?” I asked, not believing my ears.

“I’m sorry, I just can’t help it. They are so good,” she said, her hands quivering as she reached for the box. “They’re the best thing I’ve ever eaten and somehow I feel like I just can’t stop.” 

“Well, I won’t stop you,” I said as she pulled out another cruller. 

“Why not?” she asked with her mouth full, her expression full of surprise.

“I think you look great,” I confessed, as she crammed the remainder of the cruller into her mouth and her legs expanded, making her shorts skin tight.

“You do? Because of my big boobs?” she tried to clarify.

“Well, sure, I like those,” I said, as I noticed the coconut shavings of another donut falling into her increasingly impressive cleavage. “But more than that I like the whole package. I’ve always had a thing for women with curves.”

“You  really don’t mind that I’m fat, huh,” she said, as though it were the strangest thing in the world.

“You’re getting chubby, but I’d hardly call you fat,” I countered. 

“But I might be fat once I finish this box,” she replied with a little wink. What was in those donuts? What she really going to finish the whole box? I couldn’t wait to find out.

“You might be,” I conceded, as she reached for another. 

“It feels so good, I just can’t stop,” Katrina said as she started chewing on a jelly donut covered in powdered sugar. I quickly hopped back onto the sofa. It creaked with the strain of supporting both our weights, something that I’d never heard before. 

After a couple of small, reticent bites, Katrina’s willpower waivered and she shoved the entire thing into her mouth. A smear of jelly appeared on her lips and her cheeks were lightly dusted with the powdered sugar.

“Wow,” she said, once she had swallowed the massive mouthful. Her body was growing before my eyes. I ran my hands over her shoulders which looked wider, rounder, and sturdier, as if her entire frame was rearranging itself to accommodate her new curves. Her arms looked huskier, and jiggled a little as she reached for another jelly donut. Before she started in on it, she took the time to lick her lips and consume the last vestiges of the previous one. As she did so, I could see her powdered sugar speckled cheeks getting rounder and puffier. Her chin became more framed by a cute little double chin, which only became more prominent as her apple shaped face broke into a smile.

“Wow, indeed,” I said. 

“I feel so turned on,” she said, as she grinded her plump, quivering body against the sofa. “I can’t remember the last time I’ve ever felt this good,” she added, her arms flat by her sides, as she undulated her body towards the box. She didn’t even bother reaching in this time, instead just leaning her head in and taking a large bite out of the first one her mouth could reach. 

“Let me help,” I said eagerly. I repositioned myself so she could lay down with her head on my lap. She undid her ponytail, letting her wavy locks fall free as she got comfy lying down.Then I lowered the donut towards her mouth. 

Katrina gobbled the thing down so rapidly that I thought she might bite one of my fingers! She moaned in ecstasy as sprinkles flew everywhere, including on her hair. It was obvious that she didn’t care. Her tank top, strained to the point of uselessness, could not longer contain her bountiful breasts. They popped free from the top, barely still held in by her spandex sports bra.

I found another jelly donut, and as she wolfed it down I saw her breasts finally break free of her spandex bra, too. Each swallow caused more creamy, pale, soft looking flesh to spill over the top, until finally the two massive orbs pushed themselves all the way out. I was pleased to see that her areolas and nipples had grown along with the breast size.

“More!” she demanded. “I think this is the last one,” I said, pulling out a dark chocolate glazed jelly donut.

As she started chewing on the last donut, Katrina gasped and dug her fingers into the side of the sofa. I could see her hands becoming a little plumper as she ate. I also saw a lone bead of sweat make it way down from her temple, tracing the outline of all of her new curves as it did.

I heard a rip, as her shorts had apparently torn. Her formerly narrow and boyish hips had slowly widened throughout her binge, and now were very wide and decorated with love handles on each side. I couldn’t see where the tear was precisely because Katrina’s tummy had grown so big, it blocked my line of sight. It was a large white dome, complete with little rolls near the bottom. Each heavy breath caused it to rise and fall, like so much dough in an oven. 

Her legs, which were spread apart and dangled over the edge of the sofa, also looked much thicker and juicier. Even her ankles were obviously not spared, merging with her newly plumped calves. She rolled back and forth in the throes of ecstasy, and I heard the shorts rip completely and saw them fall from her blubbery frame and onto the floor. I could see her expanded ass. It had completely swallowed up her underwear, leaving only the overstretched elastic band riding above her giant, quivering butt cheeks. Her back also displayed several small rolls of excess flesh. Each one seemed to shift in shape and size as she arched her back and undulated her shoulders in passion.

“If I wanted to lose this weight, I wouldn’t know how to diet. I’m always used to eating whatever I want,” she finally spoke after several minutes of mutual silence.

“You said if,” I pointed out. “So you don’t know if you want to lose the weight?”

“I’m sure cheerleading coach would appreciate it if I stayed trim,” she said. “Our two best girls left earlier this year, both of them having some ‘figure troubles,” she said. 

“Maybe they ate at the donut shop too,” I speculated. “I’d get to see you earlier in the day if you didn’t have practice after class,” I added.

“Yeah, but do you really want to be seeing this?” she said, gesturing at her newly expanded figure. “I’ve had friends whose boyfriends have dumped them for gaining one tenth of this amount.”

“I’d never dump you, no matter what you looked like,” I tried to assure her. “Besides, you look great.” 

“Thanks,” she said, looking a bit distracted.

“Whatcha thinking about?” I asked playfully.

“I wonder what time the donut shop is open tomorrow?” she asked.

My only reply was a wide grin.

THE END

If you enjoyed this story, then check out my site, My Transformations, where you can read more of my work and find out about new projects. Also, consider reading the following stories…

The Transformation Mall (Various, Including Weight Gain and Class Change)

The first ever crowdfunded transformation ebook, The Transformation Mall contains 11 vignettes and short stories, brimming with all manner of transformations as fantasy meets reality. Visit a fattening sandwich shop, a gym with a "Role Reversal" special, a clothing store with a gender-swap surprise, a comic book store that turns cheerleaders into fat nerds, and much, much more. Most of the stories contain weight gain.

PunkerBell (Punk/Goth, Weight Gain, Various)  
Marion Falls is a conservative small town, where everyone is the same - at least, until PunkerBell grants the wish of a frustrated teenager named Cynthia, who just wanted to have a smoke without her mom nagging her. This is a lighthearted, transformation-description heavy story. It contains lots of body type changes, personality changes, sexuality changes, and more.

From Charlotte to Chavette: The Ring of Change Saga (Weight Gain, Class Change)

Liam's a liar and a thief, a no good London "chav" who steals a ring that has the power to transform anyone who wears it into the perfect match for whoever gave it to them. Unfortunately, he said his perfect woman is "twice as bad" as him! The pretty and posh lady on whose finger the Ring of Change now sits is in for a surprise. She's going to transform into a woman who is fatter, trashier, sluttier...a real "chavette." Liam should have been more careful what he wished for! 

From Nikki to Nerdy: The Ring of Change Saga (Nerd, Weight Gain) 
Nikki is a blonde bombshell with a hot body and an empty mind. Zeke is the geeky leader of her study group, and begrudges the attention she gets from everyone. When Zeke's friend says Nikki is perfect, Zeke says that the perfect woman is someone even nerdier than he is. Soon, Zeke comes across the magical "Ring of Change," and it finds its way onto Nikki's finger. What will happen when Zeke gets his wish? Can he really handle a woman who can out-nerd him in every conceivable way

Going Bananas (Ape Transformation, Female Muscle Growth, Weight Gain)

Georgie Simmons is the first human being to be sent to explore another planet. But when she lands, she finds she's stranded, and something is causing her to change. Can Georgie learn the truth before she loses what's left of her humanity, or will she lose her mind and "Go Bananas?"
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