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Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


I want to start this off by saying I never wanted this to happen, I didn't intend for this to happen, and in my wildest thoughts, I never thought it would happen.

With that out of the way, I am going to say I am glad it did. It changed my life and made me proud of who I am and of my body.

Unlike most people who come on this site to air their so-called dirty laundry, I am on here to give hope to other women like me and say it could happen to them.

As usual, I have to say the normal things. So, yes, this happened; none of the names, locations, or any of the details are correct.

So, let's get started.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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My name is Blair, well, it's not, but it's what my mom wanted to call me, but she lost the coin toss, so they went with what my father wanted.

I live in a nice rural area just outside of a major city, but I work from home, making quilts and other things for my website.

I make a good living from it and have been doing it for many years.

My husband, Noland, works at the auto shop and spends most of his time working there, and when he isn't working at the auto shop, he is in the shed working on other things.

Our kids are all grown and have left the roost, as they would say, so it's just Noland and me. Since they left, both of us have become, shall we say, comfortable with our outward appearance, too comfortable in fact.

I had put on a lot of weight and so has he. It wasn't a problem until I went out with some of my high school friends.

I had never felt so embarrassed in all my life.

Seeing my friends in nice clothes, sexy dresses, and looking great, I looked like something that got put on display at SeaWorld.

I tried to tell Noland afterward that I couldn't do it anymore. I could be this big and round and out of shape.

Noland dismissed me like I was talking nonsense. I couldn't confide in him. He hadn't touched me in that way in years, way before the kids left the house. It had been almost fourteen years since we had sex.

I knew he was jerking off to porn and those fan sites with the pretty girls with the fake tits, and that was all he needed. His tools, a vehicle to tinker with, and his porn, and he was a happy man.

Hearing my friends talk about their husbands and their boyfriends made me feel jealous. Looking at Noland waddle as he got out of his truck, scratch his ass, and make a beeline for the shed every day made me wonder what I had ever seen in him.

I was no prom queen myself. I was well over the two-hundred-pound weight, probably close to three hundred if I had to be honest.

I vowed to start eating healthier and getting more exercise. I threw out all the ice cream, the candy, the cakes, and all the cookies. I couldn't believe how much crap I had in my pantry: cookies, pastries, all kinds of things that were processed junk.

After I did that, I started walking, not running or jogging. It started with a walk down my long driveway to the mailbox at the end of it.

I used to get in the truck or wait for Noland to get the mail. I didn't realize how long that walk was until the first time I walked out there to get the mail.

After a few days of doing that, I ventured further. Walking to the stop sign at the end of the long dirt road that connected our driveway to the main road. That was exhausting the first time; luckily, I had my phone because I had to call Noland to come and get me.

Then, after a week, I was doing it easily. I had lost a few pounds just by cutting out all the junk food, drinking soda, and walking.

"Looking good, Blair," one of the stockers at the grocery store commented one day.

"Thanks Charlie," I smiled.

I was getting comments everywhere I went; people were noticing the small weight loss, but I wanted more. I knew I didn't want to be skinny or be like one of my friends who was all muscle. I just wanted to be able to walk places without losing my breath or going up the stairs in my house and stopping halfway to catch my breath before going up the rest.

I wanted to join a gym, but I didn't want to go to one where I would be shamed or told what to do and when to do it. I had the internet for that, and many of the easier exercises I had started doing at home.
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