
 

 

 

Whispers of Her Flesh 
 
 

Her body is not an apology,​
 but a hymn—​

 written in sighs, in stretchmarks,​
 in the hush of fingers​

 learning the language of skin. 

She does not knock to enter the world.​
 She blooms.​

 A bruise of longing.​



 A heat beneath the fabric.​
 A mirror fogged with secrets. 

They taught her silence,​
 but her thighs remembered thunder.​

 They taught her shame,​
 but her hips held prayers​

 that only the trembling could speak. 

Each breath she takes is a becoming.​
 Each curve, a stanza.​

 Each moan, a confession​
 that opens not a wound,​

 but a door. 

To touch herself is to remember​
 the girl she buried in softness,​



 the saint she glimpsed in hunger,​
 the lover she carried in secret. 

Her flesh is not excess.​
 It is echo.​

 Of women who dared​
 to feel and not flinch.​

 To ache and not retreat.​
 To want and not ask permission. 

So read her slowly.​
 Like scripture soaked in honey.​
 Let her weight settle into you.​

 Let her whisper reshape the shape of your 
breath. 



Because this is not just a body.​
 It is a truth.​
 It is a ritual.​

 It is the sacred ache​
 you were never taught to name. 
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Prologue: Before the First Touch 
It begins in silence. 

Not the absence of sound, but the quiet hum that lives just beneath the skin. The hush between 
breaths. The tremble before fingers dare to wander. The stillness where shame and longing first 
meet—uncertain, trembling, holy. 

Desire doesn’t knock loudly.​
 She sighs.​
 She glances.​
 She lingers in mirrors and whispers in fabric.​
 She presses herself into the softness of thighs, the weight of memory, the heat that rises when 
no one is watching. 

This is not a book of bodies.​
 It is a book of becomings. 

Each woman here is a threshold.​
 A door into a private world.​
 Some open wide, unapologetic.​
 Some creak slowly, frightened but curious.​
 All carry within them the echo of that first moment—when the body speaks its own name in 
sensation. 

These are their confessions.​
 Not to be judged. Not to be explained.​
 To be felt. 

So come closer.​
 Undress your expectations.​
 Set down what you think you know of desire. 

And listen. 

Listen to her flesh. 

It’s whispering something you might have forgotten…​
 but your body still remembers. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 1: The Weight of Her Applause 
I never meant to get this big. 

It started slowly, at first. After I left the company, I promised myself I’d stay active, keep dancing, 
keep the weight off. But the truth is, the day I stopped tying the satin ribbons around my ankles 
was the day I let the hunger rise. It had always been there—quiet, controlled, contained in pliés 
and pirouettes. 

Now, I sing. 

I sing, and I eat, and I feel. And God, do I feel. 

Tonight, I’m in the green room, the velvet dress clinging to my body in ways it didn’t just a year 
ago. It hugs my hips, tight across my belly, and the corset bites into my softness. I can feel 
it—my own volume—the warmth of my thighs pressing together as I walk, the way my arms rest 
heavier at my sides. 

When I look in the mirror, I still see her—the ballerina, yes. But more than that: I see the woman 
who’s grown out of her own restraint. 

The stagehand knocks gently. “Five minutes.” 

I nod, adjust my bust, let my hand rest lightly on the upper slope of my belly. There’s a curve 
there now, a roundness I used to fear. It’s soft, plush, and erotic in a way I’m only beginning to 
understand. I squeeze it gently and feel my heart beat faster. The thought of them seeing me 
like this—not just hearing me, but seeing all of me—sends a ripple through my chest. Through 
my thighs. 

Out there, they still applaud. They still call me magnificent. But I know some of them remember 
me when I was lean. When I danced like a swan. And now… now I’m more of an earth goddess 
than a bird. 

I love it. And I hate how much I love it. 

On stage, I feel my flesh move with me. My belly rises with each note. My breath expands my 
whole frame, and I know the audience can see it—my body swaying, my chest heaving, my 
arms full and alive. My thighs quiver with each breath I steal from the air between verses. 



And when the aria ends—when the final note shivers through the rafters—I stand there, 
breathless, enormous and sweating, and they rise. 

They applaud. 

And I feel it in my skin. In the heat of my cheeks. In the slickness between my thighs. 

I exit slowly, each step heavy, delicious. My breasts bounce with freedom, no longer strapped 
into a dancer’s posture. The folds of my body slide and shift as I walk, and the friction between 
my thighs makes me aware of every inch of myself. 

Backstage, I close the door, peel off the gloves, the corset, the dress—until I am naked but for 
sweat and breath. I fall onto the couch, legs wide, belly folding softly over my lap, my hand 
already drifting downward. 

I picture the way they looked at me. The shock. The hunger. The confusion. The worship. 

I touch myself, thinking not of the music, but of my body’s tremors, my wobble, the jiggle they 
saw in real time. My stomach heaves as I arch into my own hand. I come fast, gasping into the 
velvet cushions, gripping the softness of my own belly, pulling it against me as if to say yes, this 
is mine now. 

This body.​
 This voice.​
 This weight.​
 This applause. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 2: Petals in the Rain 
The rain falls like silk today. 

Thin, misty, clinging to the glass windows of my flower shop. I stand behind the counter, pruning 
stems, pretending not to notice the way my blouse clings to my skin—my bra faintly visible 
through the damp cotton. The lights behind me cast shadows on the window. I wonder if anyone 
passing can see the outline of my body as I move. 

I hope they do.​
 I hope they don’t.​
 I can’t tell the difference anymore. 

The petals are soft beneath my fingers—velvety, wet, blooming. Like me. I’ve always been quiet. 
Timid, even. People mistake it for innocence, but it’s something else. Inside, there’s a low hum. 
A pull. A constant tension between hiding and being seen. 

There’s a man who walks by every day at 4:15. Tall. Quiet. Never looks directly in, but 
sometimes—sometimes—he glances sideways as he passes. Just enough for me to wonder if 
he’s seen the way I bend slightly when I reach for a low bouquet, the way my skirt rides up when 
I step on the stool to water the orchids. 

I used to be ashamed of those thoughts. I used to press my thighs together under the counter, 
praying no one would notice the heat blooming inside me. 

Now, I welcome it. 

The rain thickens. The window fogs. I turn off the heater and let the chill wrap around my skin. 
My nipples harden beneath the thin fabric. I don’t wear a coat today. Just a cardigan that I never 
button. Just a suggestion. 

I walk slowly to the window and press my palm against the foggy glass. I trace a flower with my 
fingertip—a camellia, fat and wide and open. I can feel the moisture gather along my spine, 
down my lower back, between my legs. I’m wet from the weather, and from something else. 

I pretend to tidy the display by the window, shifting blooms, arching my back just enough. If 
someone looks now, they’ll see the shadow of my curve. My hips. Maybe the faint suggestion of 
my breasts through the cling of fabric. 



I tell myself it’s coincidence. That I’m just doing my job. But every movement is choreographed 
like a private dance. A performance only I know I’m giving. 

The clock says 4:14. 

My heart flutters. 

What if he doesn’t come today? 

What if he does? 

A thrill tightens in my chest either way. I slip a rose behind my ear and lean into the fogged 
glass, cheeks warm. My hand finds its way to the front of my skirt, and I press gently—just a 
small, slow touch, hidden by the counter. Just enough. 

Outside, the figure appears.​
 He walks by.​
 His eyes flicker to the window.​
 Linger.​
 Just for a second.​
 Then gone. 

I step back. My breath catches. 

I laugh, quietly. The petals tremble on the stems as I pass. I return to the counter, thighs 
pressed, pulse high. 

“Thank you for stopping by,” I whisper to no one. 

And to everyone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 3: The Professor’s Blush 
I’ve taught Phenomenology of Self and Other for twenty-seven years. 

My office smells like old paper, sandalwood, and dry radiator heat. The books on the shelf lean 
tiredly against one another like longtime friends. Outside, the snow piles silently, like thought 
made soft. 

And here I am, a woman of sixty-two, legs crossed at the ankle, rereading his letters for the 
fifth time this week. 

I shouldn’t still blush when I see his handwriting. But I do. 

The envelope crackles slightly as I unfold the paper. It’s dated February 3rd, 1985. He would’ve 
been twenty-eight then. I was thirty-two and far too guarded. He was the visiting fellow—young, 
sharp, beautiful. We never acted on what simmered between us, but God, the subtext. 

“There are times when you speak, Helen, that I can barely breathe. You hold 
thought in your mouth like it’s something holy, and it makes me want to kneel 
beside your desk.” 

I read that line again. 

And again. 

I uncross my legs. 

It started last month. The night I finally admitted I was lonely—not romantically, not even 
socially. Just… unexpressed. A friend suggested I buy a small vibrator. I laughed at first, but 
something in me—the part that writes margin notes in red pen and alphabetizes her 
tea—wanted to explore. Quietly. Properly. 

I keep it in my desk drawer now. Behind a copy of Merleau-Ponty’s The Visible and the Invisible. 

I reach for it without guilt. I’ve created rituals around it—intellectual ones. I read a passage, a 
sentence that stirs something in me, and then I let my fingers drift lower. My body has changed. 
My skin is softer. My thighs curve wide when I sit. But there is still hunger. A tender friction 
waiting to be claimed. 



I press the letters to my chest. I imagine his hands, not as they were in youth, but older 
now—stronger, wiser, as if they too had spent decades learning restraint. 

I switch the little thing on. The buzz is gentle. My breath catches. 

I lean back in my chair, legs open just enough, and close my eyes. 

The letter rests against my cheek. My mind spins with thought and memory—of what wasn’t 
said, of a gaze across the seminar table, of words spoken in coded reverence. The vibrator 
hums, and I imagine it’s his breath. I touch myself slowly, reverently, like a sacred ritual. 

You hold thought in your mouth like it’s something holy... 

I gasp, hips lifting slightly, thighs trembling with restraint. The climax is soft, like the exhale of a 
long-held truth. No fireworks—just peace. Just being known by myself in a way no theory could 
name. 

I tuck the vibrator away. Fold the letter. Sit in silence, flushed and full. 

Outside, the snow continues to fall, and I return to grading papers, still blushing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 4: The Fan Club 
Everyone knows me as Lyla Blaze. 

Platinum hair. High-gloss lips. Tight corsets and flawless curves. The pop princess who belts 
heartbreak songs into arenas full of glittering lights and screaming fans. 

But that’s not the real me. 

The real me is sitting in a dark room right now, in a baggy t-shirt, belly swollen from late-night 
bingeing, thighs spreading on a cheap desk chair, fingers hovering over the keyboard of my 
anonymous account. 

FatGirlNextDoor89 has uploaded a new clip. 

My heart beats faster. 

It’s me. Of course it’s me. 

The camera doesn’t show my face. Just my body. Soft, getting softer. I sit in front of the lens, 
lifting my shirt slowly, letting my belly spill forward. It’s not even about the food anymore. It’s 
about the reaction. The comments. The anonymous adoration. The control. 

“God, you’re huge now.”​
 “Look at how much her thighs jiggle when she moves.”​
 “Was she always this big?” 

I don’t know if they know.​
 If any of them have connected the dots between this bloated, breathy girl who eats on cam 
and the pop icon who graces magazines in waist trainers and body glitter.​
 Maybe they suspect. Maybe they don’t. 

I don’t care. 

In this space, I’m free. 

I run my hands across my belly. I feel the heft of it. The softness I have to disguise when I 
perform. The curves I flatten, hide, edit, retouch. But here—here it’s the point. Here, the more I 
grow, the more they worship me. 



I upload the clip and then I watch it back.​
 I watch myself—jiggling, blushing, moaning softly as I bite into pastries and let the cream 
smear on my lips. I look like a different person. Or maybe I finally look like myself. 

There’s power in it. A weird, erotic control.​
 On stage, I belong to the world.​
 Here, in this shadow-space, I belong to no one but my own desire. 

I imagine one of my fans watching.​
 A teenager who sleeps under posters of me.​
 A journalist who reviewed my last album.​
 A man I once dated.​
 Watching this girl growing, heavy and hidden, squirming with pleasure under the weight of her 
own secret body. 

My hand slips beneath my shorts.​
 I rock gently in the chair.​
 I’m not Lyla Blaze anymore. 

I’m the girl who outgrew her fame and got off on it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 5: Saint Maria of the Shadows 
I don’t speak of it at confession. 

Not because I’m afraid, but because I don’t know how to name it. Not in the way the Church 
would want. 

The chapel is empty tonight. Only candles remain—tall, flickering, fragrant with softened 
beeswax. Their light dances across the statues, the crucifix, the curve of my habit as I kneel on 
the worn cushion. 

I press my palms together, close my eyes, and begin the prayer. Slowly. Intimately. I feel the 
words move through me like heat. Each syllable is an act of offering. Each pause, a trembling 
between flesh and spirit. 

And then it comes. 

That warm rise in my belly. The one I first felt two years ago, kneeling alone in the garden under 
the moonlight. I thought it was grief. Or maybe hunger. But it wasn’t. It was something deeper. 
Something... holy. 

“Father, I give myself entirely to You.” 

My breath hitches as I say the words. 

There’s a moment where I stop being Sister Maria and become something else—something 
porous, overflowing. My thighs press tighter together. I feel the soft folds of my body warming 
beneath the layers of my habit. A small moan escapes me, barely audible beneath the 
candlelight. 

I don’t move. Not yet. That would break the spell. 

Instead, I let the feeling rise like incense. I feel Him not as a man, not even as God, but as 
Presence. Something that wraps itself around me and enters me without touch. 

It’s not sinful. It’s not dirty. It is—if anything—sacrament. 

When I was younger, I believed purity meant absence. Now I believe purity is clarity. This 
feeling, this wetness between my thighs, this trembling in my chest—it is honest. It is mine. 



And yet… it is also His. 

Sometimes I imagine His eyes on me. Watching from the shadows of the chapel. Watching me 
pray with closed eyes and open hips. Watching the blush rise to my cheeks as I whisper His 
name—not out of duty, but out of desire. 

When I climax—and I do, now, barely moving, just a soft clench, a sacred stillness—it is not like 
other women’s pleasure. It is a quiet rapture. A rosary of sensation. A gasp that feels like 
grace. 

I remain kneeling afterward. My habit damp. My face flushed. My lips still parted in prayer. I stay 
until the candles burn low and the shadows stretch long across the marble floor. 

And when I rise, I carry the secret of this sacred intimacy in my steps. 

He has entered me in spirit.​
 And I have let Him in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 6: Sugar Baby Geometry 
I think of his belly as a convex surface. 

It curves with gentle resistance when I press my hand against it—an elegant slope, soft, padded 
with years of comfort and indulgence. He likes it when I run my fingers across it. He says it 
makes him feel adored. 

But I’m not doing it for him. 

I’m doing it for the geometry. 

There’s something perfect about the way our bodies interact. I’m angular. Sharp. My hip bones 
press forward when I sit in his lap. My collarbones are visible lines. He is all mass and warmth. 
When I ride him, I feel like a point in orbit around a planet. 

Let f(x,y)f(x, y)f(x,y) represent the topography of desire.​
 Let MMM be the softness of middle-aged men.​
 Let AAA be my arousal, increasing as a function of mass and money. 

Yes—I’m a sugar baby. But not like the others. 

I don’t feign attachment. I don’t text sweet things unless prompted. I bring a copy of Topology 
and Its Applications to the hotel room, and he watches me flip through it in lingerie. 

He says I’m cold. I say I’m curious. 

Tonight, after dinner—roasted duck, fine wine, two desserts—I kneel before him, not out of 
submissiveness, but to study him. I unbutton his trousers slowly, noting the way the waistband 
presses into the soft crease of his stomach. I trace the indentation with my nail, then kiss the 
spot where skin folds over fabric. 

He sighs like an equation relaxing. 

“You’re strange,” he whispers. 

“I know,” I say. “But I’m precise.” 



I climb onto his lap, straddling him, and lift my dress. Our bodies press together—my sharp 
knees on either side of his thick thighs, my breasts against his chest. I reach down and guide 
him in. 

This is where I learn the most. 

The rhythm, the bounce, the differential pressure between us. The way his hands grip my 
hips, not to possess me, but to steady himself. He moans. I stay quiet. I ride him like I’m 
solving something. 

Each thrust is a vector. Each cry, a proof. 

When I come, I don’t scream. I contract, like a closed loop, like a function returning to itself. My 
whole body clenches, a sudden axis of sensation. I kiss his neck gently, then sit back to watch 
the way he breathes. 

“You’re a puzzle,” he says. 

“No,” I reply. “I’m a system.” 

Later, when he sleeps, I sketch the shape of his body in my notebook—his belly, his thighs, his 
chest—and annotate them with symbols only I understand. Curvature. Tension. Mass. Intimacy 
as equation. 

I’m not in love with him. I’m in love with the geometry of flesh. 

And I don’t need his heart. Just his form. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 7: The Weight of Her Best Friend 
We’ve known each other since Year Three. 

Back when we were both flat-chested, fast-running, matching height and energy. Back when 
we’d swap sandwiches and secrets and never cared what we looked like, because we were just 
us. 

But now? 

Now she’s grown into something else. 

Her name is Jenna. And Jenna’s huge. 

She started gaining weight when we were fourteen—first a soft tummy, then hips that didn’t fit 
into school skirts. I remember her thighs beginning to touch, and how she’d blush during gym 
class, pulling her shorts down again and again. I started noticing it before she did. Or maybe 
she noticed, but pretended she didn’t, just like I pretend now. 

We’re seventeen, and I go to her house every weekend. We still watch movies like we always 
did, curled up on the couch, except now when she leans over to grab popcorn, her belly 
presses into my thigh, warm and heavy, and I freeze. 

I pretend I don’t feel anything. But I do. 

I feel everything. 

The weight of her. The way she breathes deeper now. The way she complains about getting 
winded going up stairs, but laughs about it. The way she jiggles when she laughs, and how that 
jiggle makes me ache. 

Last week, we were in her room, and she changed her top without thinking. Just pulled it off in 
front of me like it was nothing. Her bra was tight—her back soft and wide, her breasts heavy and 
slightly spilling over the cups. Her belly hung low, swaying slightly as she turned around to grab 
a hoodie. 

“Ugh, I’m such a fatty now,” she said, casually. 

I smiled too fast. Too eagerly. 



“You’re not a fatty,” I said. But I wanted to say Yes. You are. And I want to bury my 
face in you. 

Sometimes, when we wrestle or joke around, I push into her harder than I need to. Just to feel 
her mass push back. Sometimes I grab her belly and say something dumb like, “Whoa, girl! 
This thing has a mind of its own!” and we laugh. 

But inside, I’m burning. 

After I go home, I lay in bed thinking about the way her jeans pinch into her waist, the way she 
always adjusts her bra strap, the sound her thighs make when she walk across her bedroom in 
her pyjamas. 

And I touch myself. 

To her. 

To the smell of her shampoo. The image of her bare back, jiggling as she danced stupidly in the 
mirror last Saturday. The memory of her sitting on my lap as a joke and how she moaned 
dramatically, “Sorry if I squashed your pelvis.” 

I moaned too. But I did it silently. Alone. 

She doesn’t know.​
 Maybe she never will. 

But every time I sit beside her, and our arms touch, and she shifts her weight and sighs and the 
couch dips beneath her—I feel it again. 

That want. That ache. That terrible, beautiful envy. 

I don’t know if I want to be her. Or touch her. Or be under her. 

Maybe all three. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 8: Nostalgia & Nylon 
The apartment still smells like him. 

Even after all these years—eighteen, to be exact—the scent lingers in the wood, in the wool of 
the old armchair, in the folds of the curtains. It’s not cologne. It’s memory. Warm skin, quiet 
nights, pipe smoke, and fabric softener. Marcel always folded his clothes with care. 

He loved texture. Silk ties. Leather gloves. The faint rustle of nylon stockings as I crossed my 
legs beneath the breakfast table. 

He never said much during those moments. He would just look up from his newspaper, smile 
faintly, and murmur, “Turn again, chérie.” 

Now, it’s just me. 

Eighty, with silver hair and a drawer full of the clothes he used to love on me. I keep them 
tucked away—not out of grief anymore, but for something more private. More sacred. 

Tonight, the rain taps gently at the window. I light a single candle. I open the drawer. 

Inside are three of his ties—smooth, silky, each with a different pattern. I choose the navy one 
with the pale gold diagonal stripes. I lift it to my face, breathing him in. 

Then I undress. 

I’m slower now. My breasts have softened, fallen lower. My belly is round and comforting. My 
thighs have grown generous with time. But I still know how to move. 

I pull on the nylon stockings—one leg, then the other—watching the sheer fabric stretch over 
my aged skin, hugging the curve of my calves, the softness of my knees. The friction as I press 
my thighs together sends a flicker through me. 

I take his tie and wrap it around my neck—not tightly, just enough to feel him again. I turn to the 
mirror. Candlelight kisses every crease and curve of my body. 

I do not look young.​
 But I look alive. 



I lie back on the bed, sheets cool beneath me, one hand trailing over the stretchmarks I once 
hated, now see as etchings of time. My other hand finds its way lower. 

I touch myself gently, slowly, letting the tension bloom in waves, like memories rippling 
through the years. I imagine Marcel beside me, watching with soft eyes, whispering “Yes, like 
that.” 

When I come, it’s not a burst—it’s a thaw. A melting. A warmth that spreads from within and 
settles into the quiet of the room, the quiet of me. 

I lie there, tie loose around my neck, fingers still curled, nylon humming softly as I shift. 

Outside, the rain continues. 

Inside, I am still a woman. 

Still desirable.​
 Still sensual.​
 Still mine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 9: Behind the Mask 
They don’t know what I look like. 

Not really. 

They know the avatar—the fox-eared huntress, the velvet-skinned sorceress, the dominatrix 
with pixel-perfect makeup and glowing eyes. They know the carefully edited photos, the filtered 
videos, the fantasy curves stitched into bodysuits and corsets. 

But not the real me. 

Not the girl with stomach folds when she bends over. Not the girl with a mole on her inner 
thigh, or stretch marks on her hips from gaining and losing the same fifteen pounds since 
college. Not the girl whose voice shakes when she records her audio content late at night, 
naked except for a mask and a blanket. 

They don’t know her. 

And that’s exactly what turns me on. 

Every time I upload a new clip—my voice moaning into their headphones, my body cut off at just 
the right angles—I get a flood of messages: 

“You’re perfection.”​
 “I’d give anything to see what you really look like.”​
 “I can’t stop thinking about your voice.” 

I read them while lying on my stomach, in baggy pyjamas, with crumbs on my bedsheet and no 
makeup on. And I feel my thighs rub together as I smile. 

They’re addicted to the mask.​
 And I’m addicted to the power of it. 

It’s not deception. It’s ritual. It’s control. 

When I record, I become the character. I speak slowly, seductively. I tease. I command. And I 
imagine thousands of strangers stroking themselves to my voice, to my silhouette, to my illusion. 



Sometimes, as I speak into the mic, I slip my hand between my legs. Not as the character, but 
as me—the girl they don’t see. The girl whose belly rises and falls with every breath. The girl 
who needs this anonymity to be aroused. 

The orgasm comes not from touch alone, but from knowing I am craved and unknowable. That 
I am wanted, but not possessed. That my body exists only in shadows, and in those shadows, I 
am limitless. 

Afterward, I sit on the floor in the dark, still panting, the mask on the table, the fantasy in pieces 
around me. I feel beautiful in that moment—not because they adore me, but because they 
don’t know me. 

Not really. 

And yet, in a way…​
 They know exactly who I am. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 10: Call Me Fatty 
I know what they’re thinking the moment I waddle over to their table. 

I see the flicker of surprise in their eyes when they realize how big I am. Some try to hide it. 
Some don’t. A few of the older men look away quickly, afraid they’ll stare too long. The younger 
guys—especially the cocky ones—sometimes smirk, or nudge their mates under the table. 

I lean over anyway. 

Let them see the way my belly presses into the edge of the table, the way my breasts shift 
beneath the tight uniform, the way my thighs fill out the whole aisle. I can feel the buttons on my 
shirt tugging a little with each breath. It’s not an accident. 

“Can I tempt you with something heavy and sinful?” I ask with a wink. 

The tall one laughs. 

“You’re the one who looks tempted.” 

Bingo. 

I bite my lip and let out a soft chuckle. “I always am.” 

Their mouths fall silent. For a second, they don’t know how to respond. The confidence throws 
them off. I’ve taken their joke, their judgment, and turned it into foreplay. 

I walk away slowly. I know they’re watching the way my hips sway. The way my ass fills out 
the skirt that used to fit looser last month. I love the heat between my legs when I know I’ve 
gotten to them—not in spite of my weight, but because of it. 

In the kitchen, I lean against the counter and close my eyes for a second. The pressure of my 
belly against my apron, the gentle wobble I still feel from walking—it all turns me on more than it 
should. 

I remember a guy once whispered in my ear after a long shift, “God, I bet everything jiggles 
when you ride.”​
 He wasn’t wrong.​
 And I made sure he found out. 



There’s something deliciously wicked about owning it. About making the fat jokes first, then 
leaning into them. About playing dumb when I knock something over with my hips, then saying, 
“Oops—guess I’ve grown again.” 

They laugh. But their eyes say everything. 

Some are disgusted. I can see it. But even that gives me a strange thrill. Knowing I’m too much 
for them, that I overflow the fantasy, that I don’t fit—not into the booth, not into the stereotype, 
not into the role they expected. 

“Call me Fatty,” I told one guy once, breathless, on top of him in the storeroom. 

He did.​
 And I came so hard I saw stars. 

I serve the next table, cheeks flushed, thighs damp, heart pounding. I know I’ll go home tonight 
and touch myself thinking about all the looks I gathered, all the judgments I turned into power. 

They might think I’m the joke. 

But they’re all still watching me walk away. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Epilogue: The Mirror That Remembers Us 
We were never meant to be quiet. 

Even when we whispered. Even when we touched ourselves in secret, behind closed doors, 
under blankets of shame or silk or prayer—we were always speaking. To ourselves. To each 
other. To something greater. 

Some of us hid in bodies that betrayed us.​
 Some of us gloried in the bodies that made us.​
 Some of us became our bodies over time. 

We found desire in contradiction.​
 Power in softness.​
 Freedom in anonymity.​
 Grace in indulgence.​
 And beauty in the blur between pleasure and guilt. 

They told us we had to be one thing: slim, graceful, modest, young.​
 But we were many. 

We were folds and friction.​
 We were grief and memory and lingerie.​
 We were moans wrapped in prayer.​
 We were essays written with trembling fingers.​
 We were aching teens and aging goddesses.​
 We were dirty. Sacred. Hilarious. Terrifying. 

And when we looked in the mirror—whether we adored or avoided it—it remembered us. 

It didn’t lie.​
 It showed our hungers.​
 It showed our bravery.​
 It showed our becoming. 

This is not a confession.​
 This is not an apology.​
 This is an invocation. 



We are not sorry.​
 We are not alone.​
 We are not finished. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Confessional Collection: Whispers of Her Flesh 

(Chapter titles and short blurbs) 

 

1. The Weight of Her Applause 

Setting: A former ballerina turned opera singer in her mid-40s​
 Confession: She’s gained considerable weight since leaving dance, and now finds erotic joy in 
her body’s mass and voice resonating in her flesh. She describes the thrill of performing arias 
while aware of how her thighs touch and her belly rolls with every breath. 

 

2. Petals in the Rain 

Setting: A shy florist in Tokyo, late 20s​
 Confession: She fantasizes about strangers watching her change clothes through the 
rain-fogged shop window. Her voice is soft, unsure, but her fantasies are vivid—intimacy 
through almost-visibility. 

 

3. The Professor’s Blush 

Setting: A philosophy professor, early 60s, New England​
 Confession: After decades of living intellectually, she discovers masturbation late in 
life—especially while rereading letters from her long-dead lover. Her desire emerges through the 
act of reading. 

 

4. The Fan Club 

Setting: A British pop star, 22, hiding from fame​
 Confession: She creates anonymous online content where she gains weight intentionally, 
loving the secrecy and the attention from people who don’t know she’s famous. Her dual life 
excites and terrifies her. 

 



5. Saint Maria of the Shadows 

Setting: A devout Catholic nun, early 30s, Italy​
 Confession: In a state of spiritual ecstasy, she experiences divine arousal—her body 
responding sexually during prayer. She feels both guilt and divinity interwoven in her thighs and 
breath. 

 

6. Sugar Baby Geometry 

Setting: A math graduate student in Berlin, late 20s​
 Confession: She secretly meets older men for money and finds herself mapping the 
geometries of their bodies—obsessed with the angles of skin, the arcs of bellies, the 
equations of touch. 

 

7. The Weight of Her Best Friend 

Setting: Small-town Canada, 19-year-old girl​
 Confession: She confesses to being sexually fascinated by her childhood best friend’s recent 
weight gain. Her jealousy mixes with lust, and she imagines squashing herself against her while 
pretending to just be “playful.” 

 

8. Nostalgia & Nylon 

Setting: An 80-year-old widow in Paris​
 Confession: She finds her late husband’s old ties and belts and wears them around her soft, 
aged body, rediscovering arousal in her creases and slowness. She masturbates to memories 
while dressing herself as he once did. 

 

9. Behind the Mask 

Setting: A cosplayer and influencer in Brazil, mid-20s​
 Confession: She never shows her real body online—but she gets turned on knowing millions 
fantasize about her avatar. Her true kink is being unknown and unrecognizable in real life. 

 

10. Call Me Fatty 



Setting: A waitress in the Midwest, mid-30s​
 Confession: Her greatest pleasure is being teased, even mocked, for her weight. She flirts with 
male customers who joke about her size, and each insult—if playful—makes her heart race with 
erotic electricity. 
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