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Personal Chaser



By Chota Akadi



A Chubs Gone Wild Erotica

There’s nothing that tastes as good as skinny feels. Whoever first said that has never had a chubby man’s dick in their mouth!

I was a classic nerd while growing up. I was into role-playing games, was awful at sports, and was scrawny as hell. I spent most of my teen years dodging bullies and hanging with my friends in my basement being the dungeon master for our epic weekend-long adventures.

In my junior year of high school I discovered something even better than RPGs. Mr. Bale. He was how I realized that I was attracted to heavyset men—the heavier the better. Mr. Bale, who the other kids often made fun of by calling him “Mr. Whale,” was a great big man—at least 375 pounds. I had always liked him and I would spend every one of his classes sitting in a desk up front and staring at him and his large round gut as it pushed at the buttons of his dress shirt straining to break free. I had often wished they would. One day he dropped some chalk and bent over with his ass to the class and his shirt rode up so we could see a large part of his butt crack. Time stood still for me at that moment and my dick stayed embarrassingly hard for the rest of that class.

Fast forward to my first year in college. I was still a virgin, wanking to magazines like Bulk Male and doing everything I could to meet hot chubby men! But I was consistently getting nowhere. One day I even hung outside a gay Overeaters Anonymous meeting in short shorts and with a bag of donuts like some sort of predator or drug dealer.

While I pondered a sexless future of never knowing what it would really feel like to explore all the hidden nooks and crannies of a large juicy man, I took a mid-semester weight and strength training class as a physical education requirement. It was the only class with vacancies, and being over a foot taller but not weighing much more than I did when I was younger, I figured it wouldn’t hurt to try to bulk up a little.

Imagine my reaction walking into a fitness class where half the students looked like me and the other half were students who were there trying to lose weight. Lots of weight! Boner alert! Thank God I had baggy shorts and tight undies on to contain everything! As soon as class was over, I found the closest bathroom and, with visions of large men in tank tops, their fat bouncing and shaking with every warm-up exercise and weight lifted, I shot a load of college cum all over the inside of the stall door.

That class was a life-changing experience for me. Not just because it started me on the path of shedding my nerdy, scrawny look and transforming into a rock hard muscle stud that makes guys of all types drool over me, but because I finally figured out how to meet the kinds of guys that make my dick leak! I became a fitness nutritionist and personal trainer specializing in super obese men. Which means I spend most of my time at work with a half-hard cock leaking in my jockstrap. And when I come across the rare gay chubby who is in need of some extra special care or motivation, my private workout room is the perfect place to give them a personalized session…with my dick!

Okay, that’s only happened a few times. And it was massively hot! But despite being attracted to many of my clients, I do my best to provide a safe space for them. That includes keeping my lust for their large girth a secret from them and most of the people I work with. But keeping that secret means I spend a lot of my professional and personal time fending off advances from the other trainers. It’s awesome that they find me smokin’ hot—especially after spending so much of my life being ignored—but unless they’re at least 350 pounds, I’m not interested.


One warm spring day a man named Trevor, who had been referred to me by his doctor, came to meet me in my office. He was one of the biggest men I had ever worked with. He had just turned 30 years old, weighed 650 pounds, and walked with a cane. Despite his struggles he had a cheerful attitude and, like most of my clients, he was there to start putting in the work to turn his life around. I did my best to stay engaged as he told me his story, but my thoughts kept drifting back to how fucking hot he was! I swear in my entire life to that point I had never seen someone I was as fucking attracted to as the gigantic man sitting on my reinforced office bench just a few feet from me!

His cheeks were swollen with fat, making his eyes look like he was squinting and his lips pressed into a permanent duck face pose—like a cherubic hentai drawing. He had a few days of beard growth and no visible neckline, just fat arms stuck onto a giant mound of blubber and the largest, perkiest man boobs I had ever seen up close. His legs, most of which were obscured under the overhang of his belly, were so big he could barely bend his knees. It was everything I could do to not climb up on his massive body and tit fuck those giant moobs until I shot a load all over his round, beautiful face!

Our first meeting was pretty typical. I went over a nutrition plan with him, led him through using some of the equipment, and set up a schedule. I then asked to take photos of him shirtless for before and after comparisons. At first he was hesitant, but when I told him to trust me that he’d want them after losing several hundred pounds, he took off his shirt and I snapped pics with my phone.

I have to admit even though taking shirtless photos of my clients is legit, they also make great jack-off material for me when I get home. But that fat fucker was so damn sexy I didn’t wait to get home. I locked my office door as soon as he left, took out my thick seven-inch uncut monster, and as I looked at the image of a 650-pound mountain of man, my cum flew across the room landing on the wall, a plant, and the bench where his big beautiful ass had sat. I was still breathing hard from coming as I tried to clean up and prepare for the next client.


The next couple days were pretty routine, but I had Trevor stuck in my mind.  A little jolt of excitement ran through me when I saw him coming down the hall towards the workout room. He was wearing a tank top and shorts that showed off an abundance of furry brown chest and leg hair. His giant stomach shifted from side to side with each step he took. He saw me and gave a shy wave, making me immediately start to grin from ear to ear. Luckily trainers are supposed to be upbeat!

“How ya been?” I asked. “You ready for your first workout?”

“As ready as I can be,” he answered, his voice soft and deep. “I’m kinda nervous about working out in front of other people.”

That was something I heard a lot, so I wanted to reassure him he was in a safe space. “We’re going to start you out back here in the little private gym where we can work one on one. But even when you’re working in the main gym, we have a strict nondiscrimination policy. And remember most of the people working out there—no matter what their size now—started out overweight. So think of them as allies, not adversaries. Okay?”

He smiled and gave a quick nod. “Okay, doc.”

I chuckled. “Just call me Daniel.”

For the next hour we went through warm-ups, stretches, and I got him started on a treadmill. He was nervous about breaking it, but I assured him it was a special one. Holding onto the handles to steady himself, I set it at a low speed to start and soon he was going at a steady pace that both raised his heart rate and gave me a chance to stand back and watch the hypnotic way his mounds of body mass swung and jiggled. There was something so fucking sexy to me about the quivering flesh of a beautiful fat man! I don’t know what it was or why it affected me the way it did, but seeing Trevor's pendulous arm fat move back and forth and his belly twist and jiggle each time his thick thighs bumped it forward as he walked was like watching live porn!

Fuck! I was close to nutting in my jock and after a good ten minutes of walking, I gave him a five-minute break. I helped him down off the machine, and could have melted as his hand squeezed mine as he stepped down. Our fingers remained intertwined for a moment longer, then fell away, but the feel of his soft, sweaty skin lingered in my memory as I went into the employee bathroom to pee. I pulled out my half-hard dick to find it was covered with precum. I grabbed several paper towels from the wall rack and went into a stall where I dried myself as best I could and then tried to pee. But it was clear after about 20 seconds that my dick was more interested in action than it was in emptying my bladder.

I put my fingers at the base of my shaft and pushed upward, making a long thick strand of precum ooze out and hang lower and lower until the weight of it made it break and drop into the toilet below. I gave in! I sat on the toilet, took out my phone, pulled up Trevor’s photos from the other day, and within 60 seconds was blasting a load of jizz into the toilet. I came so hard my balls ached afterward.

I was better able to focus for the rest of the session and was amazed at the stamina he showed despite his weight. After we were done I walked him out and then stood just inside the building watching discreetly through the large windows as he got into his truck and drove away.

“Just breaks my heart,” Cynthia, a sports injury therapy specialist, said as she came up next to me.

“What’s that?” I asked, turning my attention from the window.

“Trevor Ferguson.” She made a motion to the truck just driving out of sight. She saw my confused expression and leaned in closer. “He’s such a sweet guy. Used to be a local football hero until he was in an accident. Broke his arm, leg—ended his career. I heard his husband left him a few months ago over his weight.”

“Did you say husband?” My heart started to beat faster with the revelation that Trevor was gay. But I also suddenly felt like shit for drooling over a guy who was probably still suffering the loss of his relationship. Gay or not, that’s not cool.

“Yeah. Well, whatever his motivation, if anyone can help him, you can,” she said, clapping me on the back and heading to her office.


Two days later I was in my office on the phone with an equipment repair company, and had lost track of time when Trevor walked through my office door. I motioned for him to sit and ended my call as quickly as possible. I rolled my chair around to the other side of
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