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Chapter Four: Size Isn't Everything
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It wasn't easy being the big girl of the group. Most of the others didn't understand how my size was always a hindrance.

I had been a big girl all my life, for as long as I could remember, I was always made fun of for my large size, and it also brought many other problems.

It started getting bad in high school, and most of the cheerleaders made fun of me. The jocks made fun of me, too. They had horrible nicknames for me and always pushed me around and made fun of my tits or my ass.

Then, after college, the real fun started. Every guy on campus thought I was easy because I was big; they all said big girls were easy to fuck. Especially the white guys, the black guys thought that I was built just for black cock.

I had to admit I did like some of the attention my large ass, thick hips, and enormous breasts got me, especially from the professors. All it took was to wear anything that revealed any sort of cleavage or tight jeans that made my ass stand out, and the professors were putty in my hands.

Not that I needed their help, but having a professor in my pocket helped with dealing with some of the name-calling.

I didn't lose my V-card until I was in my last year of college. Sure, I had done a lot of other things. Mostly tit fucking, the guys called me velvet tits because I could make them cum in seconds by wrapping my tits around their cocks.

I lost my V card to one of the personal trainers for the football team. His name was Daniel, and he was so gentle with me that first time. While I had heard horror stories from other women about their first time, mine was memorable. Daniel was older than I and he made sure I enjoyed every moment of it.

After that, every time afterward was horrible. My second time was with James Ratcliff. There isn't a stopwatch on the planet that could measure the short amount of time that it lasted. Before he even put his cock inside me, he was ready to burst. As soon as he got the head of his cock into me, he was cumming.

Then after that, there were the twins, Ian and Jordan Eyers, they thought they were the hottest thing since sliced bread, and since I was the young intern, they thought I was an easy lay. I had those two men begging for mercy within moments.

Sex came to me easily, I had the body for it, and I loved getting the guys off.

Things changed a year after I got the position at the police station near my house. I was the tech analyst for a local SWAT team.

That's how I met Vincent, he was a charming detective, and we fell in love. Well, I fell in love with him. Everything was perfect between us, the chemistry and the romance were perfect, and the sex was mind-boggling.

Everything was going well until we had a family night at the precinct. He told me he wasn't coming, so I decided not to go either. One of the other officers talked me into going last minute, and I was glad I did.

I found out Vincent had a wife and three kids. He kept trying to explain himself by saying his wife was a prude and that she didn't want to have sex with him, and all the other excuses men give women as to why they needed to cheat and how he was the victim, and he was going to tell her and leave her.

I was naïve but not gullible, I called it off and that started the downward spiral. To get back at me, Vincent released sex videos we had made and put pictures that I sent him in confidence that he wouldn't send to anyone else all over the internet.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





