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​Chapter 1






“I’m sorry for everything.” Trish
clasped Robert’s hand in both of her own and pulled it into the
space between her breasts. “I know it was wrong…but you have to
know, baby, that if it hadn’t been for all the drugs they were
feeding me I would have never done it.”

Robert looked away from Trish, feeling
himself getting stuck in her spider’s web precisely the way he
didn’t want to. It was hard not to fall for her all over again. She
was beautiful, her red hair up in a messy bun and her green eyes
piercing to his soul. Trish had gained some weight since they broke
up, even if it had all gone straight to her ass, and this small
detail let Robert know that there was a chance she actually meant
what she was saying. That she regretted what she’d done with those
two men at the music festival two months prior. Regretted it enough
to stress eat and pack on another ten pounds to her already
ridiculous rear end. Robert had broken up with her after the
festival of course. He wasn’t going to at first, but when those
videos Lil’ B and Mo took ended up on YouTube, he really had no
choice. Robert was mercilessly mocked by his friends and family –
to stay with Trish after that was social suicide.

And yet here he was, contemplating a
reunion.

“I’m not so sure, Trish,”
Robert swallowed, trying to ignore the way her big ass fleshed
outward from her body as she sat on his bed, like she was sitting
on two giant bean bags. She was dressed in tattered denim short
shorts and a tank top that showed her tanned tummy. “When you blame
the drugs like that, it sort of feels like you’re not taking
responsibility for what you did…for cheating on me and doing it
right in front of me. If
you can’t own up to it, how do I know you won’t do it
again?”

Trish batted her eyelashes and Robert
took a deep breath. She leaned forward, his hand still between her
luscious breasts, and kissed him on the mouth. He didn’t back
away.

“I know it was all my fault baby, but
I miss you,” Trish whispered against his lips. “Don’t you miss
me?”

“I heard you lost your job,” Robert
said, meekly avoiding her attempts at seduction. “That your flat
mate kicked you out…I suppose if we got back together, you’d be
wanting to move in here. Is that it?”

“Only if you wanted me to,” Trish
lifted her giant ass off the bed as she climbed on top of him.
Robert laid back and let her petite frame crawl across his long,
lanky body. Her tits dragged against his chest, her massive
asscheeks rising like two mountains from her small lower back. “I
could go stay with my mom of course, but Robert…when I say I miss
you, I mean physically too. If you let me stay here, we could make
it like how we used to be. Fucking all the time. All night long. I
could dance for you like before.” Her cheeks twerked one at a time,
first the left, then the right – a massive jump that sent fleshy
jiggles down her strong thighs.

She kissed him again, and this time
when Robert kissed back, Trish felt the stick-like prod of his
erection against her stomach. Instinctively, she reached down under
his shorts and found his stiff, thin dick. Her fingers easily
closed around it, and she started stroking, lifting higher on his
body to push her cleavage into his face. Robert whimpered softly,
breathing her in. He hadn’t had a woman since they’d broken
up.

“I didn’t mean what I
said,” Trish whispered, stroking him faster. “Telling those
idiots that you had a
small dick. I think your dick is perfect, Robert. The really big ones
hurt too much anyway.”

Robert felt a flare of anger and
jealousy but the overwhelming sensation of finally being touched
again won out. But still, something lingered on his mind, perhaps
the one thing that would call it all off no matter how much sex
Trish was offering.

“Have you been with anyone?” Robert
breathed against her mouth, reaching his bony fingers around her
body to squeeze and grab Trish’s glorious, gigantic ass. “Since we
broke up?”

“Of course not baby,” she said,
stroking him faster, flattening his now exposed cock against her
tummy while she stroked the undershaft with her palm. “Not a single
man. Not since you left me…I’ve been so heartbroken.”

Robert felt her fleshy ass give way
under his fingertips. It was like warm butter on a
biscuit.

“Because Alex said you were sleeping
around,” Robert moaned. “Said you were seeing my mates and all
that. It’s not true, is it, Trish?”

Trish momentarily stopped
stroking, took Robert’s face in her hands, and kissed him deeply,
passionately, and connected. Then her green eyes
looked directly into his own and she said: “Alex is an idiot. I
haven’t been with anyone, Robert. I swear on our love
I haven’t.”

It was good enough for Robert. A
moment later Trish was naked, climbing further over his long, lanky
body, and taking a seat right on the boy’s face. Robert’s world
disappeared under her giant ass, and he alternated his tongue at
each of her holes, feeling her freely drip onto his face as she
moaned and gyrated and suffocated him.

“We should celebrate,” Trish said
later, lying on her stomach with her cheek against Robert’s chest,
naked. She knew at this angle her gigantic ass held all his
attention. “Take a trip or something, to put the past behind
us.”

Robert looked down Trish’s
petite body, her red hair flowing down her supple back, the sudden
and outrageous curve of her ass cheeks as they became
disproportionate to the rest of her petite frame and ballooned up
and outward. How badly he wanted to fuck her the way those two men
at the festival had – Lil’ B and Mo – but he knew that without the
proper artillery, getting past those cheeks in doggystyle was all
but impossible for him. Robert just didn’t have the length. Those
awful boys had gotten something from Trish that he never
would because they were so young. It angered him often, and those images
still haunted him daily – even now, as he lay with Trish, his
fingertips brushing against the soft flesh of her ass.

“Where would we go?” Robert sighed,
also eager to put the past away. “I’ve got a little bit of money
saved up. Was supposed to be for a car, but I suppose the car could
wait.”

Trish looked up at him,
her chin in his chest, subtly making her ass cheeks wobble and
rise. “Brazil is nice this time of year,” she said. “And I’ve
always wanted to see their beaches. Plus, you are obsessed with me in a bikini,
aren’t you, Robert?”

Robert couldn’t argue that fact. A
short while later, he made the arrangements.
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