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My name is Lauren and I have a secret.

 

It’s not a secret that I’m big. A girl built
like me tends to get called thick or voluptuous if you’re with
someone who appreciates a set of curves. I know how to dress my
body, but there’s no hiding that there is a lot of body hiding
under my dress.

 

No, my secret is that I like it. I love my
soft, rounded belly and curved hips. And I especially love my big
breasts. I know that a girl who looks like I do is supposed to hide
her body, not embrace it. I’m not interested in dressing in tents
though. I’d much rather wear something that shows off what I have
to offer, and I’ve never had a problem finding someone to keep me
warm at night.

 

I always sleep naked. I love the feeling of
the soft cotton touching my body and caressing my skin. I woke up
and felt the cool fabric touching me all over. I had been dreaming
about Cole. We had another date planned for this evening, and my
body didn’t want to wait. I ran my hands over my breasts and
stroked my nipples to hardness.

 

I moaned and continued to stroke my nipples,
feeling the dampness growing between my thighs, and I slipped my
hand between them, sliding just deep enough so that a searching
finger could touch my clit.

 


           
I found the swollen nub and began rubbing it, I
was slick with arousal already from a very naughty dream with
Cole’s head buried between my legs, so it only took a few teasing
strokes before I was whimpering and shuddering in
orgasm.

 

There really is no better way to start your
day.

 

***

 

I met Cole in the most cliched way possible,
a happy hour at a local pub. His light brown hair curled above
chocolate colored eyes, and his lips were always fixed in an easy
smile. Cole was friendliness personified. Our sex life was normal
in a way that should have made me happy. Cole had a nice sized cock
that touched all the right places inside me. He never complained
that I took too long to come and would happily spend half the night
with his head between my legs. I never stopped feeling like he was
holding something back from me.

 

Cole wasn’t just any guy. He was the owner
and CEO of Grayson International Holdings, one of those companies
that seemed to own half the city. A self made man, Cole was never
particularly interested in the glamorous lifestyle most men with
his bank account wanted. He had no interest in getting behind the
velvet rope of the hottest club in town with a skinny model on his
arm.

 

Instead he had pursued me, his eyes raking
over my thick curves, devouring every inch of me. He’d even gotten
me a job, pushing my resume to the top of the stack in an effort to
get closer to me. Cole wouldn’t look away, even when self
consciousness reared its ugly head and I tried to hide my body
behind blankets and shadows.

 

Cole would yank the blankets away and flick
on the light, making me watch as he would eat my pussy with relish,
giving licks with the perfect amount of pressure on my clit and
diving his tongue into my opening like he was searching for buried
treasure. When he fucked me from behind, Cole would angle his hips
perfectly to ensure he’d hit my G-spot with every stroke. There was
something I wanted Cole to do though, something that I had never
tried with another lover, but that sounded desperately arousing to
me.

 

Cole was over at my house tonight. I had worn
a slinky black dress that clung to my curves. It was dangerously
low cut and with every movement my breasts threatened to spill out
of the fabric. I decided to broach the subject.

 

“What’s your weirdest
fetish?” I asked, taking a sip of wine to steel my
courage.
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