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My name is Brigitte. I’m 56 years old, and I drag my carcass of a tax advisor through the hushed corridors of a large import-export firm. It’s been eight years since the divorce was finalized, eight years since I’ve lived alone in this cramped little two-room flat just a stone's throw from the office. I force myself to make the trek on foot every morning and evening, naively hoping to burn a few calories to offset my bulk, because I am what people call a "heavy" woman. My red mane, cut into a severe bob that frames a face etched with boredom, sits atop a massive body—210 pounds packed into five-foot-five. My breasts are heavy, imposing, sagging irredeemably toward my belly under the weight of the years, ending in dark brown nipples, abnormally long and sharp, poking through my blouses.

Down below, I gave up on the bikini aesthetic an eternity ago. My cunt has remained wild, thick with a dark thicket increasingly shot through with white hairs that bear witness to my age. The pubic hair spreads generously down the sides of my thick thighs and climbs in a dark line toward my navel.

"Come on, Brigitte, move your ass," she whispered to herself as she climbed the stairs of the building. "One more push, you’re almost back in your cell. Fuck, why is this elevator broken again?"

On the weekends, I allow myself the rare social escape, usually in small restaurants or on country outings organized by my neighbors. They have a magnificent property by the sea, and sometimes they take me along. But the truth is more bitter: ever since my husband tossed me aside like an old skin to marry some girl who worked in his department, the lack of it gnaws at me. It has become almost impossible for me to be invited out or even noticed by a man; my weight and my 56 years have made me an invisible shadow. So, I almost always end my evenings alone within my four walls, facing a TV dinner and a glass of whiskey that gets fuller every time.

"Cheers, you old maid," she spat with an acidic tone, raising her glass to her reflection in the living room mirror. "Look at you... a pathetic redheaded heifer that nobody wants to fuck. Is this your life now? Silence and booze?"

The night is the worst time. Boredom settles in, thick as the sweat between my breasts, and I ache for my ex-husband’s massive cock. He used to stuff me every day, relentlessly, before he grew weary of my flabby flesh and went looking for a tighter, younger, firmer cunt. My shy and reserved nature doesn't help: since my divorce, I’ve only tasted two or three dicks, usually belonging to married men in a hurry to get home, who took me quickly, brutally, without a hint of foreplay, leaving me even emptier than before they arrived.

Once dinner is choked down, I retreat to the bedroom. This is my ritual. I take manic care to draw the curtains, because everyone in this building knows me and shame clings to my skin. I don't want them to see what I’ve become. I collapse onto the bed, which groans under my 210 pounds. I open the nightstand drawer to pull out my arsenal: a few porn mags ordered by mail and my plastic companion, a massive twenty-inch dildo, an impressive piece bought from a catalog.

"Let’s see if you can make me forget this emptiness today," she breathed, stroking the cold plastic of the object. "Come here, big boy... you’re the only one who doesn't judge me, right? The only one willing to go in there without making a face."

I strip off my clothes one by one, letting my fat spill across the sheets. I start by lubricating my nipples with Vaseline, as they are dry and speckled with small, irritating bumps, then I smear a generous layer over my clit, which is already starting to throb. Short of breath, I flip open my magazines and begin to study the pages that give me pleasure.

What I love above all else is a series of photos of pregnant women tucked away in a niche magazine for lesbians. I spread the magazine out on the crumpled sheet, my eyes devouring a young Filipino woman whose beauty takes my breath away. She has massive breasts, heavy with promise, with giant nipples of a dark color, almost bordering on purple. She’s sitting there on an unmade bed, a finger buried in an incredibly hairy cunt whose large lips are swollen with the rush of blood. Her belly is a perfect, distended sphere, indicating she’s at least eight months pregnant.

"Look at this marvel," she whispered, her voice cracked with excitement. "Eight months... you’re ready to burst, gorgeous. Look how full you are, how your skin shines. That’s what I want."

The mere sight of those fantastic globes, of that flesh stretched to the limit by the life pushing within, makes my body react instantly. My clitoris errects violently under its hood, hard and painfully sensitive. A long sigh of pleasure escapes my parched lips while my right hand begins to knead my own tits, trying to mimic the heaviness of the ones on the paper. I pinch my skin, pulling with all my might on my brown nipple, wanting to stretch it further, to rip it from my chest. With the other hand, I attack my sex with increasing frenzy, massaging my love-button with rapid circular motions that make me moan with frustration.

"Oh my God, Brigitte... you’re such a filthy slut," she continued, closing her eyes for a moment to better feel her own hand. "A horny old hag getting off on pictures. Look at what you're doing, look at the state you get yourself in for this."

I try to push the image of my neighbor out of my mind, but it’s a lost cause. She’s six months pregnant, and I feel a devouring shame for nurturing this secret lust for a girl young enough to be my daughter. Ever since her boyfriend cowardly abandoned her after knocking her up, I spend most of my time with her. I help her with the housework, I do her dishes, her grocery shopping—all just to have the right to be near her. And on several occasions, I’ve had the chance to see. I’ve seen her breasts, which have grown several sizes, those magnificent globes with wide, dark nipples that already let a few drops of milk bead out.

"She has no one left, just me," she justified in a low whisper, her breath coming short. "It’s only natural that I look after her, isn’t it? It’s only natural that I look... it’s so beautiful, a woman about to give life. No one can blame me for that."

My arousal hits a new level. I begin to pant loudly, the air whistling in and out of my lungs in short gasps. I pull harder and harder on the tips of my breasts, which have turned almost black under the force of desire. They are now as long and thick as pencils, standing proudly in the center of my dark areolas, pointing toward the ceiling.

"Ahh... Ahh... Come here... Come give me what you’ve got, little girl..."

I groan with lust, my head falling back against the pillow. My gaze lands on another page: a redhead and a Black woman, both well into their forties, both carrying life. The redhead, with an expert hand, uses a small tube to pump the milk from the Black woman’s engorged breasts. The latter has pressed a clear glass against her voluminous breast, revealing wide nipples turned blue by the tension of the suction. They are kissing deeply, their tongues intertwining while the white liquid flows, staining their round bellies. It’s too much.

Sensing that my masturbation is peaking, that I can’t hold on any longer, I seize my enormous plastic dildo. I ram it savagely into my vagina, without a shred of delicacy. My starved cunt seems to open like a gaping maw to devour the whole thing, sucking it in with animal gratitude right up to the hilt. Two or three violent thrusts of my hips, the plastic pumping against my internal walls, and my slit finally explodes. My initial juices give way to a gush of abundant, viscous liqueur. The liquid spurts between my thighs, heavily staining my sheet with a wet, sucking sound.

I let out a long sigh, my body wracked by the final tremors. I slowly decompress, my muscles relaxing one by one as I savor every residual spasm, my empty gaze fixed on the ceiling of my darkened bedroom.
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That Monday was a true ordeal, one of those gray, heavy days that seem like they’ll never end. At the office, the atmosphere was electric, saturated with a workload that was suffocating me. To top it all off, I’d inherited two new interns—arrogant kids with a rare level of incompetence whom I had to watch like a hawk while managing major clients who demanded constant availability, day and night. My back was done for; a dull, throbbing pain radiated from my lower back all the way up to my neck, a direct consequence of maintaining a bad posture for hours in front of my screen, shoulders tight with stress.

"Listen, boys, if you don't check these columns of figures a third time, we’re going to hit a wall," I finally snapped, my voice raspy with exhaustion. "I don't have time to clean up after you every ten minutes, so make a fucking effort. I’ve got enough shit to deal with from management as it is."

By the time I left, I wanted nothing more than to collapse in my armchair. But my neighbor Sylvie was counting on me. Over six months pregnant, she’d been put on bed rest by her doctor. So, I’d volunteered to do her grocery shopping, dragging my heavy legs through the supermarket aisles after work. Between the aggressive neon lights and the roar of the carts, I felt my body weighing on me even more than usual.

I knew
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