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Part One

Chapter 1




If I knew now what I knew then...well, we’ve
all had that thought, haven’t we? 






Being a pervert is a heavy burden to carry,
but after ten years I had gotten used to it. I shouldn’t have been
looking at weird porn when I was a teenager, but I had way too many
hormones back then. 

Internet searches for pornographic materials
when you’re too young for that sort of thing are, I’m convinced,
what twists people’s sexuality.

At least it did for me.

I’ve always been a little chubby and once my
boobs started growing, it seemed like they never stopped. Mine are
huge. I found the wrong places on the internet and suddenly I
developed a fetish to be a hucow.

I was smart enough to keep it under wraps
until I got out of my parents’ house, but it was always there. I
couldn’t masturbate and cum without thinking and fantasizing about
it.

And even on my own, I kept it to myself. My
friends didn’t know. My occasional boyfriends didn’t know. I felt
it was wrong and perverted and it was keeping me from having a
normal life.

But I still kept masturbating and fantasizing
about it.

When I learned that I could take some pills
and actually start lactating on my own, my fantasies kicked into
high gear.

I spent way too much time online looking at
fenugreek and blessed thistle pills. And breast pumps. And cow
bikinis. And ornamental cow bells. And headdresses that had cow
horns on them. I even perused body modification websites and looked
at way too many pictures and videos of women who got septum
piercings. 

I knew I was going to do it. I just needed to
work up the courage to do it.

And I continued to masturbate way too much and
work at my shitty office job.

The reason I didn’t buy any pills online was
because I didn’t trust them. I wanted to lactate, but I didn’t have
the courage.

And then I realized there was a health
supplement store three blocks away from my
apartment. 

Going through the door felt like an act of
defiance to the world and my burgeoning sexuality.

Inside was nice. 

For all of three seconds before I was accosted
by a salesgirl. She looked incredibly young.

“Can I help you find
something?”

Tattoos and piercings covered her face and
arms. And probably elsewhere.

I wanted to be like her, but I wasn’t that
bold. That wasn’t me. 

“Uhh…”

She smiled at me. At least her teeth were
normal.

“Need time to
look around?”

“Fenugreek!” I burst out as she
started walking away. She turned back.

“Kidneys or
bronchitis?” she asked as she led me down the aisle filled with
bottles and bottles of pills on
shelves.

“Uhh...neither. I also need
blessed thistle.”

“Oh, sure.” She stopped short and
bent down. I could see down her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
She didn’t need to. She was small busted. “Are you having trouble
nursing?” She selected a bottle off the shelf. 

“What?”

“New mom? Having trouble with your
milk flow?”

I was surprised she knew what I was after.
“Uh...sort of.”

The salesgirl—she looked like she was barely
out of high school—tilted her head to the side. “Are you trying to
induce?”

I nodded, unable to actually speak.

“Blessed thistle and fenugreek
will both work for that, but…” She put the bottle back on the shelf
and moved down, picking up another. “This is a special formulation
we have for those women who are trying to induce for the first
time. Just be sure to use it with a pump. We guarantee it’ll bring
in your milk or we’ll refund you the cost of the pills.”

I nodded and we went to the
register.

Halfway there my eye caught an incredibly
handsome man with a body that was equally incredible.

Yes, I was lust-struck. I knew he
wasn’t perfect, but his face and shaggy hair and bulging muscles
exposed by his t-shirt were all too perfect. I was just glad I
wasn’t panting with my tongue out. As it was, I
could feel my panties getting damp.

“Hi,” he said to me with a crooked
smile.

I think I made a noise in response that might
have been interpreted as “hi.”

“Come here often?” he
joked.

I shook my head.

He nodded to the bottle the salesgirl was
ringing up. I passed her my card to pay.

“What are you getting?” he
asked.

“Just...stuff,” I said, my face,
always pale, now turned bright red because it felt like it was on
fire.

“Don’t be so nosy, Sandy,” the
salesgirl said. She smiled apologetically at me. “He’s a nice guy.
Just likes to talk a lot.” She handed me my pill bottle in a bag
and turned to him. “The usual package?” she asked, eyeing
him.

“Yes.” He was faintly bouncing on
the balls of his feet.

I ran from the store.

I didn’t run fast enough. He caught up to me
in less than a minute. We were carrying matching store bags, only
his was twice the size of mine.

“Sorry about that back there. Didn’t
mean to pry. I talk too much when
I’m nervous.”

I just nodded and wondered why he was
nervous.

“Anyway, to make up for prying
into your life, would you let me take you out on a date?” He smiled
at me.

I almost melted. My panties were now a swamp.
My feet stopped walking. “What?”

He went two more paces, stopped, and then
backed up to me. “Just a casual date,” he said. “Drink, dinner, a
movie. Whatever you want. Claire back at the Vita-Emporium will
vouch for me if you want. Ask her. Just a date.”

My eyes narrowed. As the chubby
girl, the fat girl, I was always suspicious of being asked out. Why
would a guy who was obviously training for the Olympics judging
by his near-perfect body be
interested in me?

“No thanks, I’m not into
humiliation.”

Sandy violently shook his head.
People were passing us on both sides, giving us annoyed
looks;
we were blocking foot traffic. “No. I’m
serious. It’s hard to meet people nowadays. I hate the whole online
thing because I always come off like an idiot. Not that this is
much better, but at least I can talk somewhat normally. Anyway, let
me give you my number and you can call me if you want to go
out.”

I don’t know why I relented. I shouldn’t
have.

“Fine. Okay. Give me your
number.”

He did. We parted ways. I hate to admit it,
but I rushed home and in a flurry of lust did three things that I
was ashamed of.

I masturbated to a fantasy of Sandy sucking
the milk out of my tits while I rode on top of his gorgeous
cock.

Then I went on Amazon and ordered a breast
pump.

I was proud that I managed to control myself
enough not to order the cow print bikini, but I was
tempted.

Then, riding on the high of my orgasm, I
tentatively punched his digits into my phone and I didn’t call him.
I texted him.

Hi. It’s Ellie. You gave me your
number today. I just want to say I’m sorry for being
rude.

I hoped he wouldn’t text back, but he
did.

HEY! I’m so glad you texted me. Can
I take you to dinner and a movie?

He was persistent. 

I was still wary.







Chapter 2


I don’t know what I was thinking, going out on
a date with a stranger, but I was stupid and horny and what’s the
worst that could happen?

The worst: I could be murdered and he could
chop up my body to feed to his dog.

The slightly less
worse: He could have planned this
whole thing to take me a to pig party. It happened to a friend in
college—bring the ugliest/fattest girl you can to party, the guys
vote on which girl is the biggest pig, frat hilarity ensues.
That
was why I barely dated in
college. 

I didn’t think that would happen in my late
twenties, but I have emotional scars.

I didn’t dare allow myself to think about what
the best outcome might be.

As it turned out, we had movie and a dinner,
in that order. Scheduling is a tough thing. The movie was fine, I
guess. I don’t know. I was checking him out from the corner of my
eye the entire time. Dinner made me cautious.

I don’t eat too much. I eat things that aren’t
great for me, but are delicious. I’m super conscious of people
watching me eat, though.

It didn’t matter because Sandy was far too
into talking about the movie. Apparently he’s a huge movie buff and
analyzed the hell out of it. I listened politely but added little
to the conversation. He was so distracted he didn’t comment on what
I was eating at all.

“Aren’t you hungry?” he suddenly
asked, taking a breath. 

Only half the food on my plate was gone. His,
despite his near constant talking, was empty. “I can’t eat when I’m
nervous,” I said with a wincing smile.

“Oh. Am I making you
nervous?”

I laughed. “A little. But that’s just my
nature.”

That was true, as far as it went.

He accepted my answer and the rest of the
dinner was fine. I took home my leftovers in a box.

He didn’t comment on that at all.

The nice thing was that the fancy independent
movie theater he took me to was close to the restaurant and that
was within walking distance of my apartment. He walked me
home. 

We stopped outside my door. I honestly didn’t
know what to do next.

Sandy smiled at me and said, “Now I’m the
nervous one.”

I scoffed. “Nervous about what?”

“I want you to invite me upstairs,
but I don’t know how to do it.”

Now I snorted. Looking back, I realized it was
an incredibly clever way to get what he wanted, but in the moment,
I missed that. “I think you just invited yourself up,” I said, not
really understanding what I was saying.

“Thank you, I’d love
that.”

Two minutes later we were upstairs. I wished I
had something other than water and orange juice to offer
him.

That didn’t matter either because three
minutes later he had stepped close and we were
kissing. 

I don’t even know how it happened.

Naturally I started worrying about what he saw
in me because I’m fat and not that pretty. The only thing I had
going for me was big boobs and an equally big ass.

When his hands went down to my butt, I
realized he had answered my question without saying a
word.

We moved to my bedroom. I was incredibly
excited because he was so handsome and strong. He had no trouble
moving me around.

I was surprised when our kissing progressed to
him starting to strip off my clothes. I shouldn’t have been, but I
was. 

When he got my bra off he went right down to
my nipples and started sucking.

I loved it. I felt the effects of his sucking
right down in my pussy.

I also loved what he was doing to my tits. He
knew how to suck. 

I got nervous when his hand went over my
bulging stomach and down to my pussy. My panties were still on and
he was on top of the material, but I still pushed him
away.

“Sorry,” he apologized right away.
“Too fast?”

The truth was no, it wasn’t too fast. I was
more than ready to do everything with him. He had just surprised
me. 

“Sort of, I’m just...what are we
doing?”

He shrugged a little. “Personally, I was
hoping to have sex with you. No motivation beyond that.”

“Sex with the fat girl?” I
asked. 

He shook his head and moved off me. “You’re
not fat.”

I scowled at him and poked my belly with my
index finger. “Reality tends to disagree with you.”

“Okay, so I like full-figured
women,” he admitted.

I openly snorted at his comment.
“‘Full-figured’? Really? That’s just a marketing term for fat
girls.”

“Curvy, then.”

“Just another word for
fat.”

“Voluptuous?”

“Fat.”

“Heavy?”

“Fat!”

“Queen-sized?”

“Fat! Fat! Fat!”

He held up his hands in surrender. “Okay,
okay. Fat. I get it.”

“Thank you.”

“But you aren’t really fat,” he
said, pressing the issue. “You have a beautiful body. Like a
goddess.”

“Are you actively trying NOT to get laid tonight?” I asked
him.

“So you’re saying you want to have
sex?” 

I sighed in frustration. “Yes. Just don’t fat
shame me.”

He gave me a little salute. “Will do. Can I
just tell you something?”

“Sure.” This was the least
romantic sexual encounter of my life, and that’s saying
something.

“I’m into bigger girls,” he said
quickly, and then amended himself. “Fat girls. That’s why I was
attracted to you in the first place.”

“Huh. You going to go tell all
your friends that you fucked a fat girl tonight?”

“No! I mean, maybe if things go
right in a couple of weeks I’ll introduce you to them, but I don’t
kiss and tell.”

I eyed him skeptically. “Uh-huh.”

“Should I leave?” he
asked.

I carefully looked him over. His shirt was
off. His muscles were rippling. At some point either he or I had
opened up his pants. I could see his red underwear and an
impressive bulge in his crotch. I wanted to fuck him.

I was going to fuck him.

I just needed to do it with a little
dignity.

“No...don’t leave...but tell
me...why are you into fat girls?”

Sandy shrugged. “I don’t know. Why are some
guys into blondes? Or Asian women? Or feet? I don’t
know.”

It was as honest as an answer I was ever going
to get.

I reached out toward him. Sandy watched as I
fondled his cock through his underwear. He was hot and hard and
pulsing. I could feel it.

“Can I give you a blowjob?” I ask
him.

Sandy laughed in delight. “Sure! You don’t
have to ask for that.”

He quickly yanked down his jeans and
underwear, releasing his cock.

I tried not to drool as it came into
view. 

He was naked and I was down to my panties and
I knew we were going to fuck but all I wanted at that moment was to
have him in my mouth.

Sandy was happy to go along with that and
allowed me to suck his length down my throat. 

If I have a talent when it comes to sex, it’s
fellatio. 

“Oh fuck…” he moaned as I started
blowing him, giving it my all.

If there was one thing I learned in college,
it was how to give a decent blowjob. It didn’t exactly make me
popular, but it kept guys from treating me like shit.

Of course, I also trained myself to enjoy
sucking cock.

Sucking Sandy’s cock was a pleasure, a treat,
and I tried to remind myself this was just foreplay. I wanted him
to fuck me and make me cum. Making a guy cum was nothing special;
making a woman cum was a talent.

I didn’t need to suck him all that much. In
his eagerness, he was already hard.

In my enthusiasm to pique his interest—as if
that were necessary—I bobbed my head up and down and drooled saliva
all over his shaft and little nest of hair.

Before things could go too far, Sandy pushed
me back.

“I don’t want to cum in your
mouth.”

“Okay,” I readily agreed as I
flopped back on the bed and wiggled out of my panties, tossing them
aside. I felt fat next to his muscular body, but he didn’t
care. 

He was on top of me before I knew what was
happening, his cock probing for my pussy. I reached down and guided
him in.

Together we groaned in double pleasure as our
bodies joined.

That lasted only a second before he started
fucking me enthusiastically, his hard body slapping against mine.
It was loud and I loved it.

He ducked his head and caught one of my
nipples in his mouth, sucking hard.

It was intense and I protested,
but the noise I made was one of pleasure, not of protest.

I wanted him to suck on me. I think I loved it
more than him fucking me.

Without realizing it, I knew I was right there
and I didn’t want to cum so quickly.

But it was impossible to resist. He was
sucking on my nipple and my hand had found the other one, pinching
it, trying to stimulate myself even more.

It happened so quickly I gasped at the speed
and intensity. 

I probably did a lot more than gasp, but
that’s all I remembered.

My pussy quivered on his cock and then a
moment later I could feel his cum flooding into me.

It made my limbs shiver. I clearly hadn’t thought this whole thing through
because having sex with a guy I barely knew on the first date
wasn’t a smart decision.

I did it anyway.

He rolled off me.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,”
said Sandy, “but that was the finest fuck I’ve had in...in
forever.”

I laughed at him. “You’re a terrible
liar.”

“No,” he insisted. “It’s the
absolute truth!”

“Yeah. Right. You’re into fat
girls and when we have sex you tell me it’s the best you’ve had
ever. Uh-huh.”

“Okay, don’t believe me, but you have the most wonderful tits
I’ve seen in person ever.”

“Wow, when you tell a lie, you
really stick with it, don’t you.”

“It’s the truth.”

He moved from his back up onto his knees and
reached out, holding my breasts and bringing them together. They
might be big, but they are still fairly perky, even so, on my back,
they tend to flatten out, like any woman’s would. Well, any woman
with natural tits.

He stared down at them admiringly. “You have
the most perfect breasts I’ve ever had the pleasure to
hold.”

“Wow. No need to butter me up.” My
eyes moved down to his cock. He was still semi-hard and it was
tempting. I could feel his cum starting to leak out of me, but I
was still horny. I hoped he was too. “Want to go again?”

Before he had a chance to answer, I leaned
down and took his cock into my mouth again. The strong flavors of
his cum and my pussy were mixed on his skin. The scent filled my
nose as I deep-throated him, my nose pressing into the short, curly
hairs at the base of his cock.

He moaned. I loved it when he moaned. “You
don’t have to do that.”

After removing him from my throat and mouth, I
said, “I don’t have to, but I want to.”

“Let me have a chance,” he said
and used his strength to push me onto my back. It was the first
time I had ever known I guy to actively not want to get his dick
sucked.

“You want this pussy?” I asked
him. I was more than a little overcome by my need for more sex and
so I spread my legs, exposing myself fully to him. 

“Yes,” he said. “Later.” Instead
of putting his face down between my thighs, he lay half on top of
me and took a nipple into his mouth.

I didn’t object...until he sucked.
Hard.

I gasped in pain, but he didn’t let
go.

After a few seconds the pain
faded. 

And then it started feeling really
good.

Not that I expected anything else.

Just as I was moving my hand to my free
nipple, Sandy grabbed my free breast, quickly found the nipple, and
pinched it nice and hard. It made me squirm and I wanted to push
him off me, but he was too strong.

I could only lay under him and suffer in
pleasure.

There were worse places to be.

It was almost too much to not have a little
relief, so I tried to shove my hand down between my legs, but once
again Sandy was too fast for me. He got on his knees, holding my
nipple in his mouth and my other nipple in his left hand while his
right went to my soaking wet pussy.

Three points of contact. It was all too much.
I came. I came hard.

“Wow. Fucking wow. You came
like...a lot.” He held up his hand for me to see. His fingers were
dripping with my amrita. Literally dripping. “Are you a
squirter?”

I didn’t know how to answer that question
because it seemed like the answer was obvious. “Yeah.
Sometimes.”

“I wasn’t sucking on your nipple
too hard, was I?” He pointed down to my breast.

When I looked I saw the normally light brown
color of my nipple and areola, I saw it was deep red. After another
second I realized I was bruising. 

Still, I said, “No, it was good. I like it a
little bit rough.”

He grinned. “That’s great. Do you want to keep
going?”

“Fuck yes!”

“Can I fuck you again?”

“I was going to offer to suck your
cock again. Want to cum in my mouth?”

He shook his head no. Sandy then proceed to
roll me over and get me up on hands and knees. I knew what was
coming and I invited him in. It had been a while since I had been
fucked doggy style. I’ll admit it, that’s my favorite
position.

I just don’t like showing my big ass to my
partners.

Normally.

It wasn’t that Sandy had a huge cock—though he
was more than adequate for any woman—but it was how his stuck out
from his body when fully erect made it look huge. It felt perfect
inside me, filling me up all the way without stretching me
painfully. 

It took him a couple of tries to fully
penetrate me, but when he did, I started groaning with every thrust
of his manhood. 

He was using my body entirely for his own
pleasure but that didn’t matter.

It mattered even less when his hands went
around my body and found my tits. I lifted up a little so he could
find my nipples. He did so easily. His fingers pinched those two
bits of sensitive flesh and I was transported to heaven.

The sounds of slapping of his hard body
against my soft ass filled the room. It was vulgar and made me even
wetter. Sandy started fucking faster and faster. I wasn’t having
strong orgasms, but moderate ones that seemed to blend in together
repeatedly. I peaked and plateaued over and over again until
finally he let go of my tits and grabbed my waist and slammed hard
into me several more times before filling me up again.

“Oh...fuck yes! Yes! Yes!” I spat
out as my body quavered out of my control.

“You like that?” he
grunted.

“I love getting fucked like that.
I want you to keep fucking me like that.”

Needless to say, he didn’t. He couldn’t. And I
was getting a bit sore.

He did spend the night, however.

In the morning when we woke up, he fucked me
again, me with head down
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