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Chapter 1



	Jennifer stared into the mirror and watched droplets of water drip from her long black hair, fresh from the shower she felt almost renewed, the sun outside was fierce and she had sweat uncomfortably on the crowded bus. A vast towel was wrapped around her torso, pulled tightly under her arms it covered her mountainous boobs. Twin embarrassments she had always thought, so prominent, so obvious... they made people stare, she didn't like that, she liked her privacy, the attention wasn't welcome.


	A small shudder ran through her, it had happened again. The bus ride was unavoidable but it always managed to draw the attention that she so longed to shun. She had felt the eyes on her, she had seen their looks, and I can imagine what they were thinking too she admitted sadly, all of her life she had heard the comments, some whispered... some said callously aloud, words to wound and hurt... 


	Fat Bitch, Porker, Elephant, Hippo. 


	The insults were never ending.


	“It's so unfair,” Jenni sighed and let the towel drop. “I'm not even that fat!”


	Okay, so I could stand to lose a few pounds... maybe more than a few... but I'm still not a hippo, I've seen bigger women, much bigger! 


	The words in her head circled, just like they did every time she came home depressed and studied herself after a shower. The admission, the determination to diet, to exercise, maybe some gentle jogging... yoga? But they would fade as apathy surfaced to defeat good intentions. Her depression would deepen as her hunger drove out all other considerations, it was an automatic reaction to her sorrow, eating made her feel better... and inevitably it would feed her defiance. 


	“So I'm a big girl! So what! I'm happy being me.”


	And so Jennifer would come full circle, her day would be like a roller-coaster, from a waking high, the bus ride to work would usually drop her into a trough of despair, from there her day would be a series of small ups and downs, little triumphs interspersed with whispered and hurtful comments, a chocolate rush would see her through... but then she would face her nemesis. He was always there, on the bus, always there and always staring at her bloated body in disgust.


	It wouldn't matter so much she thought, if he wasn't so handsome! But he wasn't just her nemesis... he was also her fantasy! When she dreamed, he always featured... and some of her dreams were shocking. Many nights she awoke with a start her perspiration drenching the sheets, and a fire burning between her legs that only a big man could quench. She had her toys of course, and on those lonely nights they eased her suffering, but Jenni needed a real boyfriend to replace her collection of toy-friends. 


	“But that will never happen,” she would whisper into the darkness as her orgasm began to fade leaving her feeling empty and lonely, “Because I am a fat bitch... and I see it in his eyes, I disgust him!”


	But even if his daily inspection left her feeling worthless and depressed he was like a drug to her, she craved him. Once she had tried a different route on her journey home, longer and more complicated it had finally brought her to where she needed to be, but she had only travelled the convoluted path once, she needed to see him, she needed to feed her fantasy... even if her feelings would never be returned.


	But the journey home that afternoon had been even more depressing. He had stared, he always did, but she had felt something different, something in his expression. 


	He had smiled, her heart had soared... but quickly came crashing back to earth as he looked away breaking their eye contact... then he had crushed her, as he shook his head and grimaced.


	He couldn't even bring himself to smile at me... I make him sick, I am gross, a stinking, sweating tub of grease!


	“I am a hippo!” she declared before a tear broke free to trickle down a chubby cheek.


	“And I will be alone forever!”


	The corner shop called to her offering comfort, and Jenni averted her eyes from the mirror and began to dress, she couldn't look herself in the eye because the weakness was taking her again, her depression was running its usual course... she would scurry to the shop and return laden with cake and chocolate and soda... and later, hyped on sugar her defiance would resurface to start the cycle all over again.


	***


	He came to her dreams again that night, just as he had so many times before! Jenni had woken and squeezed her ample thighs tightly together trapping the hand that had delved as she slumbered. “Oh why am I like this?” she sobbed as he drifted back into her waking mind and continued to caress and love her. Practised fingers slipped and swirled through her sticky excitement and teased her swollen clit as her stranger kissed her deeply, she could almost feel his tongue exploring as she began to shudder and buck against her own stimulation. With a small and pained cry she came in a rush of arousal and frustration, her tears returned as she pressed sodden fingers against the ripples of her round stomach... and not for the first time her thoughts turned to a final release from unhappiness as a depression darker than the surrounding night engulfed her.


	For a while she lay in the darkness and shivered, she had booze and pills, it would be a painless way, no blood, no pain, just get slowly pissed while the strong painkillers prescribed for her recurring back pain gradually relieved  a much deeper hurt, and robbed her of existence.


	“Grow up Jennifer!” she snarled, snapping swiftly out of her defeatism, “Get up, shower, make coffee... black coffee, no sugar, no cream.” 


	Diet not die! That's the solution, so the sooner I stop feeling sorry for myself and get my fat ass in gear... the better!


	The pep talk wasn't the first that she had given herself... but her suicidal thoughts had been far more frighteningly real than ever before. In the past she had allowed the idea to enter her head, but until that moment she had never allowed it serious consideration.


	Jenni had scared herself, now maybe, she would have the incentive to act.


	“Diet... not Die!” she whispered as she looked herself in the eye in her bathroom mirror.


	And shuddered... as she flushed the painkillers.


	***


	A fresh start, she decided as the bus pulled up at her stop. With earplugs under her dark hair she couldn't hear the comments, music soothed her and she kicked herself for never thinking of the solution before. Maybe she listened out for their comments, could it have been a way of punishing herself for her weaknesses. I listen to them, get depressed and head straight for the chocolate... well, not today!


	Hope bloomed, small hope to be sure, but for Jenni any optimism was a blessing... and for the first time she felt a confidence begin to grow... this time she would succeed, she would diet, she would slim down, she would join a gym.


	I will be slim and toned and sexy. Then he won't stare at me in disgust, I'll make him want me!


	A smile formed on her lips and she stared out of the side window and watched the world pass by, she saw all of humanity, the shades of white and yellow and brown, the sizes and shapes, she saw the woman that she was, portly and unfit, she also saw the women that she would become, so sexy and desirable, so athletic... so thin!


	Jennifer closed her eyes and floated away as sweet melodies carried her from her reality to the place in her mind where he lived... it was a wonderland built by imagination, frustration and a considerable amount of kink. Because Jennifer wasn't your ordinary, run of the mill... average kind of girl, oh no, Jenni often immersed herself in fantasies, some sweet, some sordid... but always satisfying.
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