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"Thanks, Gabbie," the kids said as they exited the vehicle.

I looked at Leslie, and she smiled and took the kids toward the house. 

"Same time tomorrow!" I yell. They didn't turn around. They just kept walking and entered the house.

I drove a few more feet and turned into my driveway. Leslie is the bitch next door. I shouldn't call her a bitch, as she is my mother-in-law. Just because she stole my kids doesn't, yes, it does. It makes her a total bitch!

'Great,' I thought as I pulled into the garage at the back of the house. I saw my husband's work truck. He was home.

I parked and went inside. "You're home early," I said as I saw the mass of humanity on the couch.

"Yeah," Simon said as he burped. "Early day," he said, scratching the fat lump that was his stomach.

"I thought you guys were fixing the road over on twentieth?" I asked as I started to make dinner.

"Yeah, we were," Simon said, laughing at some stupid redneck show on television. "Some of us got laid off."

'I hate him,' I thought as I stared at him. "You mean you quit," I said, putting the utensils down.

"You don't have to sound so annoyed," Simon said. "The house is paid off, so is your van, and the truck."

"Because Leslie paid for all of it!" I shouted.

"Lower your voice," Simon said as he looked out the window at the house next door.

I hated being so close to her house. We could nearly stick something out of our bedroom window and tap on her bathroom window. She often sat outside on her deck and would listen to our conversations.

"I don't care!" I yelled louder.

I didn't care at all. Leslie had taken everything from me. Sure, I had given it to her, but I wanted my own life.

"Great," Simon shook his head as his phone rang. "She heard you."

"Good," I said as I got the pans out and put them on the stove.

"No, she's just mad that I quit," Simon said as he walked outside to go over to mommies.

"Run along momma's boy!" I shouted after him.

I knew it was my fault. I should have said no, stayed where I was, and not run away, but where I came from was much worse.

I grew up in a tiny town, an ink blot on the map of Alabama. No one knew it was there, and how people ended up there is still a mystery. 

One road, that was it. You could drive through my whole town on one strip of highway. High School, Mayor's office, the Taco Bell, and the Walmart, on one strip of road. There were other places, but these were the main attractions.

My life there was horrible from birth to graduation, the definition of white trash horror. I had nightmares about those years to this day. Sometimes, they woke me up.

I lost my virginity at the age of nineteen behind the waffle house, right next to the dumpster. Not the brightest of moments. 

That's where I met Simon fourteen years ago.

He was still a big chubby lump then but nowhere near as big as now. I couldn't say anything. I was big then, too, more prominent now, but at least I was working on it.

I had big hips, thick thighs, and huge tits. I was what the internet had labeled an SSBBW. I hated those words; there was nothing beautiful about being this big.

As the food was cooking, I went upstairs. We lived in a lovely house, something I never thought I would live in when I was growing up.

It was far away from where I grew up. Simon took me away from there when I was twenty-one. I was so glad to get away from there.

My eyes were as big as saucers as he drove his big rig away, and I saw mountains, rivers, and so many other things other than trucks carrying chickens, cows, and other animals to the slaughterhouse.

What I didn't know then was that Simon wanted someone to have kids so his bitch of a mother could raise them.

Simon was adopted because poor Leslie couldn't have kids of her own. Guess God didn't want her to have more spawns of Satan.

When I said I do at the church, she was on us about having kids. I was so naïve that I took her kindness at face value. She bought the house, the van, everything.

When Hank was born, I thought Leslie was proud of having a grandchild. Little did I know she wouldn't give him back. Then Jessie was born, and Leslie took her. When I started to put up a fight, Leslie threatened that she would make Simon take me back to where he found me.

That was her hold on me. I didn't graduate high school. I had no skills other than waiting on people at a waffle house in a town no one would ever know. She had me. There was no way out. So, I became a baby mill.

After Jessie was born, it was Logan and, last year, Terrie. I ended all of it by going out of town to a clinic and shutting the mill down for good.

Leslie was so mad.

I stopped at one of the rooms. This was the first room I decorated for my firstborn. It had never been touched. Leslie made sure they had anything they needed: the best game systems, best toys, anything they wanted she got.

"Fuck," I said, wiping my eyes. "Stop it!"

I got myself into this predicament. I told myself, closing the door. I had no one to blame. I could easily tell them to go fuck themselves and try and make it on my own, but I didn't. Multiple times, I tried, but I never went through with it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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'Not again,' I thought as I lay in bed and felt Simon trying to make moves on me.

"Come on," Simon said as he tried to get his way.

"Okay," I said, giving in as I lay on my back.

I turned my head so I didn't have to look at him. I stared at the clock, which read 11:04 in a bright red glow. I always did this because I hated looking at him.

He got himself into me, and I sighed.

'One-one hundred,' I counted in my head as he started to hump his large body on top of me. By the time I got to fourteen, he was done. I watched the time, and slowly, it turned to 11:05. Less than a minute.

"Thanks," Simon said as he turned over.

"Uh-huh," I said as I turned away from him.

That was the glory of having sex these days. Or what Simon called having sex. I was a cum dumpster, plain and simple.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Hi Gabbie," the kids said as they entered my van the next morning.

"Hi guys," I smiled as my kids got in.

"Bye mom!" they said as they waved at Leslie.

Leslie waved at them while holding my youngest in her arms.

I would love to say I had tried to get my kids back, but Leslie owned this town smack in the middle of the bible belt. 

Her family was what the South called 'Old money. ' Her family had owned most of the land around here, which slowly turned into this sprawling town, which was growing bigger by the year. So, most of the people licked her boots when she walked.

I looked in the back seat and saw my children's heads down in their tablets or phones. They didn't even call me mom, mommy, or anything endearing. It was always Gabbie, or Gab, or Mom's friend.

"Thanks Gabbie," they said as I pulled up to the school and dropped them off.

I sighed as I stared at them. My children, they came from me, not her!

"That look again," a voice said from one of the other cars.

"Hey Joyce," I said as my only friend in this whole town.

"Let's get some coffee," Joyce said.

"I can't GPS tracking," I shook my head.

Since I went out of town to get that operation, Leslie had the mechanic put a GPS tracker into my van. The thing even had a lockdown switch; if I ventured too far or went anywhere without permission, the bitch turned my vehicle off. The only warning I would get was a flashing red dot on the dash, and I had a minute to pull over, and off it went.

"Right," Joyce said. "I will meet you at your place."

Joyce was the only person in town who didn't bow down to Leslie. Their families had a feud that made headlines back in the day, but since most of their families had died out. Only Joyce and Leslie were left, and they tried to stay out of each other's way.

I parked the van and started walking toward Joyce's vehicle.

"Where are you going?" Leslie asked as she got out of the house.

"With me," Joyce said. "You have a problem with that?"

Leslie didn't say anything as I got in the car.

Joyce said she had something on Leslie that would make her fortune disappear overnight. Leslie just said Joyce was a bitch and wasn't worth her time.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"When are you going to stand up to her?" Joyce asked as we sat down for coffee.

"I can't," I said. "She will send me back."

"And?" Joyce said. "Those kids are yours!"

"No," I said. "It will break their hearts!"

Joyce had said I could take my kids if I went to court, a court outside of this town. The judge here was in Leslie's pocket.

"They will get over it," Joyce shrugged. "You know you could make your own money."

"Not this again," I said, shaking my head.

"Why not?" Joyce said. "There are a lot of chubby lovers out there."

Joyce made her money by being a sex worker, as she called it. I called it being a whore to people she never met.

I had seen her converted basement. It had a large bed and cameras all over the place. She even had one of those sex machines with so many attachments that it was both scary and impressive at the same time.

Joyce did camera shows and posed for pictures for thousands of followers.

"If I had your looks my follower count would be through the roof!" Joyce said.

"Yeah right," I laughed.

"Don't believe me?" Joyce asked.

"Absolutely not!" I smiled.

"Here," Joyce said as she took out her laptop and put it on the table.

"You did not!" I yelled, drawing attention to us. I apologized, and they stopped staring.

Joyce had made one of those fan sites for me. She had taken pictures of me around town and in the grocery store.

"Is that real?" I asked, looking at the number of followers.

"Yes, and so is that," Joyce pointed to the amount my profile had made.

"No way," I said, grabbing the laptop.

"I created a bank account for you," Joyce said as she took out a debit card and gave it to me. "Here is the login and the password; it's yours now."

"I wouldn't know what to do," I said as I looked at it.

"Just take pictures, and throw in some videos," Joyce shrugged. "These pervs will buy anything."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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That night, I set my camera up in the bathroom. I had just gotten out of the shower and had a towel wrapped around me. I didn't show much; I just got changed in front of it.

I broke the video down into smaller pieces and photos and posted them.

"Holy crap!" I said the following morning after dropping off the kids.

The follower count had gone up, and I had hundreds of comments.

'That is the definition of PAWG!'

'Look at all that ass!'

'I want to hit that from the back, but I am scared that ass might break me!'

'Does she comment?'

The list went on and on.

I hadn't shown my naked ass, just bent over while the towel was wrapped around and pulled up my bikini panties, then a bra, then clothes. There were no nude photos.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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I kept doing it. Days turned into weeks, and I kept posting pictures of me doing the laundry in my usual house clothes and shopping in the store. All of it made me more money than Leslie gave me for a daily allowance.

"Now we have to set you up with a mailbox," Joyce said as she looked at my account. "They like it when you wear things they buy."

Luckily, the post office was on the way back from the school. We got a mailbox under her name because I didn't want Leslie to find out.

After another cum dumping night. I rolled over and checked on my Wishlist. Most of it was bought in under a week.

I waited until Sam at the post office wasn't working, then went in and got my things. I set up a few things in one of the kids' rooms. Simon never went in there, so I set up a desk, a wardrobe of clothes, and cameras there.

I posed for pictures in
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