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1 - SAND, SUN, AND DESIRE
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Donata stretched out on the warm sand, the sun kissing her skin as she adjusted the straps of her bikini. The turquoise water sparkled in the distance, and the sound of waves crashing against the shore was a soothing rhythm. She loved how the sun highlighted her curves, how the fabric of her swimsuit clung to her body just right. Confidence radiated from her as she leaned back on her elbows, letting the heat seep into her skin.

Her eyes wandered across the beach, taking in the scene—families building sandcastles, couples strolling hand in hand, and a few surfers riding the waves. Then her gaze landed on him. A tall, muscular man with sun-kissed skin and a confident stride. He was walking along the shoreline, his broad shoulders and defined abs catching her attention. When their eyes met, he didn’t look away. Instead, he smirked, his gaze lingering on her before he started walking toward her.

Donata felt a thrill run through her. She wasn’t one to shy away from attention, and this man had it in spades. He stopped a few feet away, his eyes scanning her appreciatively.

“Hey,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “I’m Ned.”

“Donata,” she replied, her tone playful. She tilted her head slightly, letting her dark hair fall over one shoulder.

Ned crouched down beside her, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’ve got an incredible body. I love a woman with curves.”

She laughed softly, not bothering to hide her amusement. “Straight to the point, huh?”

“Why waste time?” he countered, his grin widening. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. His touch was warm, sending a shiver down her spine. “You’re stunning. I couldn’t just walk by without saying something.”

Donata felt a flush of heat that had nothing to do with the sun. There was something about his confidence, his directness, that was undeniably attractive. She leaned in slightly, her lips curving into a smile. “Well, I’m glad you didn’t.”

Ned’s hand slid down to hers, his fingers intertwining with hers. “Come with me,” he said, his voice low and inviting.

She didn’t hesitate. She let him pull her to her feet, her heart racing as he led her away from the crowded beach. They walked along the shoreline until they reached a secluded cove, hidden by rocks and palm trees. The sound of the waves was louder here, the air thick with salt and warmth.

Ned turned to her, his hands resting on her hips. “This is better,” he murmured, his eyes darkening as he looked at her.

Donata’s breath caught as he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. The kiss started slow, tentative, but it quickly deepened. His hands moved up her back, pulling her closer as their tongues tangled. She could feel the heat of his body against hers, the way his muscles flexed under her fingertips.

He broke the kiss only to trail his lips down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. Donata gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders as he nipped and sucked at her collarbone. His hands slid down to her ass, squeezing gently before he lowered them both to the sand.

The waves lapped at their feet as Ned hovered over her, his eyes locked on hers. His hand slid between her legs, his fingers brushing against the fabric of her bikini bottoms. She could feel how wet she already was, and when his fingers slipped inside, she moaned softly.

“You’re so responsive,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

He pushed the fabric aside, his fingers finding her clit and circling it slowly. Donata arched into his touch, her hips moving instinctively.

He untied her bikini top with his free hand, letting it fall away to expose her breasts. His mouth was on them in an instant, sucking and teasing her nipples until they were hard and sensitive. Donata’s hands tangled in his hair, holding him close as pleasure coursed through her.

Ned moved lower, his lips trailing down her stomach until he reached the edge of her bikini bottoms. He pulled them off slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. When she was completely bare, he spread her legs wide, his breath hot against her skin.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he said before his mouth was on her.

Donata cried out as his tongue found her clit, licking and sucking with a skill that left her trembling. His fingers joined in, thrusting into her as he worked her with his mouth. She could feel the pressure building, her body tightening with every stroke.

“Ned,” she gasped, her hips bucking against his face. “I’m close.”

He didn’t stop. If anything, he intensified his movements, his tongue flicking over her clit while his fingers curled inside her. Donata came with a cry, her body shaking as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Before she could catch her breath, Ned was stripping off his swim trunks, revealing his hard cock. He positioned himself between her legs, his tip pressing against her entrance. Donata wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

“I need you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

Ned didn’t hesitate. He pushed into her slowly, filling her completely. Donata moaned, the sensation overwhelming as he began to move. His thrusts were deep and steady, each one hitting just the right spot.

She clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her. The sound of their bodies meeting mixed with the crash of the waves, creating a rhythm that drove them both wild. Ned’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her into each thrust as he buried himself deeper.

Donata could feel another orgasm building, stronger than the first. Her pussy clenched around him, drawing a groan from Ned. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as he continued to move.

“Come for me,” he growled against her mouth.

That was all it took. Donata shattered around him, her body convulsing with pleasure. Ned followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he spilled inside her.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies still connected as they caught their breath. Ned brushed a strand of hair from her face, his expression soft despite the intensity of what they’d just shared.

“You’re amazing,” he said quietly.

Donata smiled, her heart still racing. “So are you.”

He pulled out slowly, helping her sit up before handing her bikini back to her. They dressed in silence, the air between them charged with something unspoken.

As they walked back to the main beach, Ned handed her a slip of paper with his number on it. “Call me,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Donata tucked the paper into her bikini top, a smile playing on her lips. She couldn’t wait to see him again.
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Rebecca stood in front of the mirror, her fingers nervously tracing the curve of her hips. The dress clung to her body in a way that made her feel both exposed and strangely powerful. It was a deep red, the fabric smooth against her skin, accentuating every dip and swell of her figure. She’d never worn anything like it before. This is crazy, she thought, but the memory of Ken’s words echoed in her mind. “You have a great look. Trust me.”

She took a deep breath, grabbed her purse, and headed out the door. The drive to Ken’s house was a blur, her heart pounding with every mile.

When she arrived, he greeted her with a warm smile, his eyes scanning her from head to toe. “You look incredible,” he said, his voice low and appreciative.

Rebecca felt a flush of heat spread through her chest.

Inside, his home was sleek and modern, with professional lighting set up in the living room. Cameras on tripods were positioned strategically, and a backdrop hung against one wall.

Ken gestured toward the setup. “Ready to get started?” he asked, his tone casual but his gaze intense.

Rebecca nodded, though her hands trembled slightly as she stepped into the light.

Ken adjusted the camera, his movements confident and precise. “Just relax,” he said, his voice soothing. “Let me guide you.”

The first few shots were awkward, Rebecca stiff and unsure of how to pose. But Ken’s encouragement was relentless. “That’s it,” he murmured, snapping photos as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. “You’re a natural.” His words began to chip away at her self-doubt, and soon she found herself moving more freely, her body responding to his directions with increasing ease.

“Turn to the side,” he instructed, and she did, her curves highlighted by the soft glow of the lights. “Perfect.” The click of the camera shutter was rhythmic, almost hypnotic.

Rebecca felt a strange thrill as she realized she was enjoying this—enjoying the way he looked at her, the way he made her feel beautiful.

As the shoot progressed, Ken’s instructions became more intimate. “Run your hands down your sides,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

She obeyed, her fingers trailing over the fabric of the dress, feeling the warmth of her own skin beneath.

“Good. Now tilt your head back a little.”

She did, exposing the line of her neck, and heard the sharp intake of his breath.

The air between them grew heavier, charged with something unspoken. Ken lowered the camera, his eyes locked on hers. “You’re stunning,” he said, stepping closer. Rebecca’s pulse quickened as he reached out, his fingers brushing against her arm. “I knew you would be.”

She didn’t pull away when he leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that was soft at first, then deeper, more insistent. Her hands found their way to his shoulders, gripping him as if to steady herself. When they finally broke apart, Ken’s eyes were dark with desire. “Come with me,” he said, taking her hand and leading her toward the bedroom.

The room was dimly lit, the bed neatly made with crisp white sheets. Ken turned to her, his hands sliding around her waist. “Let me see you,” he murmured, his fingers finding the zipper of her dress. Slowly, he pulled it down, the fabric falling away to reveal her body in all its fullness. His gaze traveled over her, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the softness of her stomach. “God, you’re perfect,” he breathed.

Rebecca felt a surge of confidence she hadn’t known she was capable of. She reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head and tossing it aside. His chest was lean and muscular, his skin warm under her touch. She let her hands explore, tracing the lines of his abs, feeling the rapid beat of his heart.

Ken’s hands were everywhere now, caressing her curves, kneading her flesh with a hunger that made her gasp. He kissed her again, his tongue sliding against hers as he backed her toward the bed. When the backs of her knees hit the edge, she sat down, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts.

He knelt in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his lips brushing against her inner thigh.

Rebecca’s head fell back as he kissed higher, his tongue flicking against her sensitive skin. When he reached her core, she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair. Ken’s mouth was relentless, his tongue circling her clit before plunging inside her.

Rebecca arched off the bed, her hips rocking against his face as pleasure surged through her. “Oh God,” she gasped, her voice trembling.

He didn’t stop, his hands gripping her hips to hold her in place as he devoured her. When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body shuddering with the force of it. Ken pulled back, his lips glistening as he looked up at her. “You taste amazing,” he said, his voice rough with need.

He stood then, shedding his pants and boxers in one swift motion. His cock was hard and thick, standing proudly between them. Rebecca’s eyes widened as she reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his length. She stroked him slowly at first, then faster, her thumb brushing over the tip.

Ken groaned, his hands gripping the edge of the bed. “Suck me,” he commanded.

Rebecca didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, taking him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around him as she bobbed her head. His fingers tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm as she worked him.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he pulled her up onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. “Play with yourself,” he said, his voice husky.

Rebecca obeyed, her fingers finding her wetness as Ken watched, his eyes dark with lust.

He entered her slowly at first, stretching her as he pushed inside. Rebecca moaned, her hips rising to meet his. Then he began to move, thrusting into her with a rhythm that left her breathless. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through her, her body tightening around him.

“Fuck,” Ken growled, his pace quickening.

Rebecca’s nails dug into his back as she came again, her cries mingling with his as he spilled himself inside her.

They lay together afterward, their bodies tangled in the sheets. Rebecca rested her head on Ken’s chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. For the first time in her life, she felt truly confident in her own skin. And as Ken’s arms tightened around her, she knew she was exactly where she was supposed to be.
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Shania sat at the bar, her fingers nervously tracing the rim of her empty glass. The low hum of chatter and clinking glasses filled the air, but she felt out of place, like she didn’t quite belong. Her curvy frame was tucked into a dress that hugged her in all the right places, though she couldn’t shake the feeling that everyone’s eyes were on her—judging, comparing. She was about to call it a night when a deep voice broke through her thoughts.

“Can I get you another drink?”

She turned to see a man standing beside her, his smile easy and confident. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a gaze that lingered just long enough to make her cheeks warm. “Uh, sure,” she stammered, surprised by the offer. “A margarita, please.”

“James,” he said, extending a hand.

“Shania,” she replied, shaking it. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers.

As he ordered their drinks, she couldn’t help but notice the way his eyes kept drifting back to her. It wasn’t the usual quick glance she was used to—it was something more deliberate, almost appreciative. When he handed her the margarita, their fingers brushed, and she felt a jolt of electricity shoot up her arm.

“So, Shania,” he began, leaning casually against the bar. “What brings you here tonight?”

She shrugged, taking a sip of her drink. “Just needed to get out of the house. You?”

“Same,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers. “Though I’m glad I did. You’re… stunning.”

She nearly choked on her drink. “Stunning? Me?”

“Absolutely,” he said without hesitation. “I’ve always had a thing for women like you—curvy, soft, beautiful.”

Shania blinked, caught off guard. “Really? Most guys seem to go for the skinny types.”

James chuckled, shaking his head. “Not me. I like a woman who’s got something to hold onto. Someone who’s not afraid to take up space.”

Her heart raced at his words. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. It was flattering, intoxicating even. She found herself leaning closer to him, drawn in by his confidence and the way he looked at her like she was the only woman in the room.

“You know,” he said, his voice dropping slightly, “I’ve always wanted to do something… different.”

“Different?” she asked, curiosity piqued.

He nodded, his gaze intense. “I’ve always wanted to feed a woman. To watch her enjoy herself, to see her grow softer, fuller. It’s… a turn-on for me.”

Shania’s eyes widened. “You’re serious?”

“Completely,” he said, his tone leaving no room for doubt. “Would you… be interested in trying it?”

She hesitated, her mind racing. It was such an unusual request, but there was something about the way he said it—the way he looked at her—that made her stomach flutter with excitement. “Okay,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “Let’s try it.”

James grinned, clearly pleased. He flagged down the bartender and ordered a plate of onion rings. When they arrived, he picked one up and held it out to her. “Open up.”

She hesitated for a moment before parting her lips. He slid the onion ring into her mouth, his fingers brushing against her lips as he did so. The crispy exterior gave way to the soft, savory center, and she couldn’t help but moan softly at the taste.

“Good?” he asked, his voice low.

She nodded, her cheeks flushing as she chewed. He fed her another, then another, each time watching her intently as she ate. There was something undeniably erotic about the way he focused on her, the way his eyes darkened with desire as she swallowed.

When the plate was empty, he leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Want to get out of here?”

She nodded again, her heart pounding in her chest. They left the bar together, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back as they walked to his car. The drive to his house was a blur, her mind racing with anticipation.

When they arrived, he led her inside and gestured to the couch. “Make yourself comfortable.”

She sat down, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement. He disappeared into the kitchen and returned with a burger and a large milkshake. “Ready?” he asked, holding up the burger.

She nodded, and he brought it to her lips, feeding her bite by bite. The flavors exploded in her mouth—juicy beef, melted cheese, crisp lettuce—and she found herself getting lost in the experience. When the burger was gone, he handed her the milkshake, watching as she took long, slow sips.

“You’re amazing,” he murmured, his eyes raking over her body. “So beautiful.”

She felt a rush of heat between her legs at his words. He set the milkshake aside and knelt in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs. “Can I…?” he asked, his voice husky.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pushed her dress up to reveal her bra and panties. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to her stomach before licking a trail of cool milkshake from her skin. The sensation sent shivers down her spine, and she let out a soft moan.

His hands moved to her bra, unhooking it with practiced ease. Her breasts spilled free, and he wasted no time in taking one nipple into his mouth, sucking and teasing it until she was squirming beneath him. His other hand slid down to her panties, slipping beneath the fabric to find her already wet and ready.

“You’re so responsive,” he murmured against her skin, his fingers circling her clit.

She gasped, arching into his touch as he continued to tease her. When he finally pulled her panties off and replaced his fingers with his tongue, she nearly came undone.

He ate her with a fervor that left her breathless, his tongue lapping at her folds before plunging inside her. She gripped the couch cushions, her hips bucking against his face as he brought her closer and closer to the edge. When she finally came, it was with a cry of pleasure that echoed through the room.

He didn’t stop there. He stood up, unzipping his pants to reveal his hard cock. He squirted a dollop of mayonnaise onto it before guiding it to her lips. She opened her mouth without hesitation, taking him in and sucking him clean with a hunger that surprised even herself.

When he was satisfied, he pulled her to her feet and led her to the bedroom. She lay down on the bed, spreading her legs as he positioned himself between them. He slid into her slowly at first, letting her adjust to his size before picking up the pace.

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room as he fucked her hard and fast, each thrust driving her closer to another orgasm. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as she cried out in pleasure.

When he finally came inside her, it was with a groan that sent shivers down her spine. They lay there for a moment, catching their breath before he rolled onto his side and pulled her close.

“Be my girlfriend,” he said suddenly, his voice soft but firm.

She hesitated, her mind still reeling from everything that had just happened. “I… I just met you,” she said finally.

“I know,” he replied. “But I want more of this. More of you.”

She looked into his eyes, seeing the sincerity there. And despite the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside her, she knew one thing for certain: she wanted more too.

“Okay,” she said softly. “Yes.”
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Daria sat on the edge of the exam table, the thin paper gown crinkling under her weight. She shifted uncomfortably, the cool air of the room brushing against her exposed skin. The gown barely covered her, and she felt vulnerable, her curvy body on full display. She hated this part—the waiting, the silence, the way the paper clung to her in all the wrong places. But today, something felt different. Dr. Mark Johnson had been her physician for years, but lately, his glances lingered a little too long, his tone a little too soft.

The door opened, and Mark stepped in, his white coat crisp and professional. He smiled warmly, his eyes scanning her briefly before settling on her face. “Daria,” he said, his voice smooth. “What brings you in today?”

She shrugged, tugging at the edges of the gown. “I need to lose weight. I hate the way I look. I just want to feel confident. Is there something you can prescribe me?”

He nodded, stepping closer. His presence filled the room, and she could smell the faint scent of his cologne—clean, masculine. He glanced at her chart, then back at her. “Have you thought about making any changes? Exercise, diet?”

Daria sighed. “I’ve tried. It’s just… hard.”

Mark set the chart down and took a step closer, his gaze steady. “You know, Daria, I don’t think you need to lose weight. You’re perfect just the way you are. It would be a shame for you to lose your voluptuous figure.”

Her eyes widened. “What?”

He smiled, his voice dropping slightly. “I mean it. You have an amazing body. Big, beautiful women like you—there’s something incredibly attractive about them.”

Her cheeks flushed, and she looked away. “That’s… not what I expected to hear from my doctor.”

He chuckled softly, moving even closer. “Maybe I’m being unprofessional. But I can’t help it. You’re stunning.”

Before she could respond, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers. The kiss was soft at first, tentative, but when she didn’t pull away, it deepened. His hands cupped her face, his fingers warm against her skin. Daria’s heart raced, her mind spinning. This was wrong—so wrong—but it felt so good.

Mark pulled back slightly, his eyes searching hers. “Is this okay?”

She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes.”

He kissed her again, more urgently this time, his hands sliding down to her shoulders. The paper gown slipped off easily, pooling around her waist. His lips trailed down her neck, his breath hot against her skin. She shivered, her hands gripping the edge of the table.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, his mouth moving lower, kissing the curve of her breast. His tongue flicked over her nipple, and she moaned softly, her back arching.

Mark’s hands moved to her hips, guiding her to lie back on the table. He knelt between her legs, his fingers tracing the inside of her thighs. She spread them instinctively, her body trembling with anticipation. His mouth found her core, his tongue teasing her folds. She gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as he licked and sucked, driving her wild.

“Oh God,” she whispered, her hips lifting off the table.

His tongue worked faster, harder, and she felt herself spiraling toward the edge. Her moans grew louder, filling the room as she came, her body shaking with pleasure.

Mark stood, his eyes dark with desire. He unzipped his pants, freeing his erection. Daria’s eyes widened at the sight—he was bigger than she expected. She slid off the table, dropping to her knees in front of him. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking him slowly before taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, his hands gripping her shoulders as she bobbed her head, her tongue swirling around him. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, taste the saltiness of his skin. He thrust gently, his hips moving in rhythm with her.

“Daria,” he breathed, his voice strained. “I need to be inside you.”

She stood, turning to face the exam table. Bending over it, she looked back at him over her shoulder. “Take me.”

Mark didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he pushed into her. She cried out, the sensation overwhelming as he filled her completely. He began to move, his thrusts deep and steady. The sound of skin against skin echoed in the room, mingling with their moans.

Daria’s nails dug into the table as he pounded into her, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through her body. She could feel herself tightening around him, another orgasm building fast.

“Mark,” she gasped. “I’m going to—”

He slammed into her harder, hitting just the right spot. She came with a cry, her body convulsing around him. He groaned, his own release following moments later as he spilled inside her.

They stayed like that for a moment, both breathing heavily. Finally, Mark pulled out, zipping up his pants. Daria straightened, still trembling as she reached for her clothes.

He watched her dress, a small smile playing on his lips. “Daria,” he said softly. “I’d like to see you again. Outside of here.”

She paused, looking at him. Her heart was still racing, but there was a warmth spreading through her chest. “I’d like that.”

As she left the building, a smile tugged at her lips. She couldn’t believe what had just happened—but she couldn’t wait for it to happen again.

5 - CRAVING KAYA

MF / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Kaya stared at her phone, the glow of the screen illuminating her face in the dim light of her apartment. It had been weeks since her breakup, and the loneliness was starting to weigh on her. She scrolled through the dating app, her thumb hesitating over profiles that all seemed to blur together. Then, a message notification popped up.

Hey, I’m Max. You’ve got a great smile.

She clicked on his profile. He wasn’t the typical guy she’d seen on here—no chiseled jawline or gym selfies. Instead, he was soft around the edges, with a warm grin and eyes that seemed to laugh even in a still photo. His bio read: Foodie, movie buff, and lover of good conversation. She smiled. This felt different.

They started messaging, and the conversation flowed effortlessly. They talked about their favorite restaurants, their go-to comfort foods, and the movies they could watch on repeat. Kaya found herself laughing out loud at his jokes, her cheeks aching from smiling so much. When Max suggested they meet in person, she didn’t hesitate.

—

The restaurant he chose was upscale but cozy, with soft lighting and the aroma of rich, savory dishes wafting through the air. Kaya spotted him immediately, sitting at a corner table. He stood as she approached, his broad frame towering over her slightly.

“You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said, his voice warm and genuine.

She felt a blush creep up her neck. “Thanks. You’re not so bad yourself.”

They sat down, and the evening unfolded like a dream. They ordered appetizers—crispy calamari, creamy spinach dip—and fed each other bites across the table. Kaya savored the way Max’s eyes lit up when he tasted something delicious, the way he leaned in close to hear her stories. The chemistry between them was undeniable, a slow burn that grew hotter with every passing moment.

By the time dessert arrived—a decadent chocolate lava cake—Kaya was already imagining what it would feel like to kiss him. She didn’t have to wait long. As they stepped outside, the cool night air brushing against her skin, Max turned to her.

“I don’t want this night to end,” he said, his voice low and husky.

“Me neither,” she admitted, her heart pounding in her chest.

He reached for her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers. “Come back to my place?”

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat.

Max’s apartment was warm and inviting, just like him. He led her to the couch, where they sat close, their thighs touching. He cupped her face in his hands, his gaze searching hers for permission. When she leaned in, their lips met in a kiss that sent sparks shooting through her body. It was slow and deep, his tongue exploring hers as his hands roamed over her curves.

Kaya moaned softly, her hands sliding up his chest. She could feel the heat of his body through his shirt, the way his heart raced beneath her fingertips. He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with desire.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, his hands moving to the hem of her dress.

She helped him pull it over her head, revealing the lace bra and panties she’d chosen specifically for this moment. His breath hitched as he took her in, his hands tracing the soft curves of her hips and waist.

“You’re perfect,” he said, his voice thick with need.

She reached for his shirt, tugging it off to reveal his own soft, inviting body. Her hands roamed over his chest and stomach, feeling the warmth of his skin beneath her palms. When she reached for his belt, he stopped her, his hands covering hers.

“Let me take care of you first,” he said, his voice firm but gentle.

He guided her to the bedroom, where he laid her down on the bed. His hands moved to her panties, sliding them down her legs as he kissed his way up her thighs. When his mouth found her core, she gasped, her back arching off the bed. His tongue was relentless, teasing and tasting her until she was trembling with pleasure.

“Max,” she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He didn’t stop until she came undone, her body shuddering with waves of ecstasy. Only then did he strip off the rest of his clothes, revealing his thick cock, already hard and ready for her.

Kaya’s eyes widened as she took him in. “You’re… amazing,” she breathed.

He smirked, climbing onto the bed and positioning himself between her legs. He kissed her deeply as he slid inside her, filling her completely. She gasped into his mouth, her nails digging into his back as he began to move.

The rhythm was slow at first, each thrust sending jolts of pleasure through her body. But as their passion grew, so did the intensity. Max’s hips snapped against hers, driving deeper with every stroke. Kaya wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer as she felt another orgasm building.

“I’m close,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Me too,” he groaned, his pace quickening.

When she came, it was with a cry of his name, her body convulsing around him. He followed soon after, spilling himself inside her with a low moan. They collapsed together, their bodies slick with sweat and their hearts racing in unison.

As they lay there, tangled in each other’s arms, Kaya couldn’t help but smile. She’d never felt so connected to someone before, so completely understood. Max brushed a strand of hair from her face, his eyes soft with affection.

“Be my girlfriend?” he asked, his voice quiet but sure.

She looked up at him, her heart swelling with emotion. “Yes.”

6 - PASSION ON ICE

MF / BBW / Romantic / Sports / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / PIV Sex

The ice rink was cold, but Darlene’s skin burned with determination as she glided across the surface, her curvy frame moving with a grace that defied the whispers of her critics. Her hips swayed, her thighs flexed, and her full breasts bounced slightly beneath her fitted skating dress. She could feel the eyes of the other skaters on her, their judgmental gazes lingering on her body. But she didn’t care. She knew her worth, and tonight, she was going to prove it.

Richard watched her from the edge of the rink, his eyes tracing every curve, every movement. He wasn’t like the others. He saw her talent, her passion, and yes, he admired her body—the way it moved, the way it filled out her costume. He stepped onto the ice, his skates cutting through the surface as he approached her. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice low and warm.

Darlene turned to him, her cheeks flushed from the exertion. “Thanks,” she replied, a little breathless. “Most people just see my size.”

“They’re idiots,” Richard said, his eyes locking onto hers. “You’re perfect.”

Her heart skipped a beat at his words, and for the first time in a long while, she felt seen. They skated together, their bodies moving in sync, their chemistry undeniable. As they practiced their routine, their hands brushed, their bodies pressed close, and the tension between them grew.

After the session, Richard took her hand. “Come back to my place,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

Darlene hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She wanted this. She wanted him.

At his house, the air was charged with anticipation. Richard closed the door behind them and pulled her into his arms, his lips crashing down on hers. The kiss was hungry, desperate, and Darlene melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair. His tongue slid against hers, and she moaned softly, her body pressing against his.

He led her to the bedroom, his hands roaming over her curves as they walked. Once inside, he turned her around and slowly unzipped her skating dress, his lips trailing kisses down her neck as he did. The fabric fell to the floor, revealing her full breasts and soft stomach. Richard’s breath caught at the sight of her, his hands cupping her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough with need.

Darlene shivered under his touch, her body responding to every caress. He kissed his way down her body, his lips leaving a trail of fire on her skin. When he reached her panties, he hooked his fingers in the waistband and pulled them down, revealing her wetness. He knelt before her, his hands gripping her hips as he buried his face between her thighs.

His tongue flicked over her clit, and Darlene gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders for support. He licked and sucked, his tongue delving deep into her folds, and she moaned loudly, her hips rocking against his face. The pleasure built quickly, her body trembling as he brought her closer and closer to the edge.

“Richard,” she whimpered, her voice breaking.

He didn’t stop, his tongue working magic on her until she came with a cry, her legs shaking as the orgasm washed over her. He stood up, his own arousal evident in the bulge in his pants. He stripped off his clothes, revealing his hard cock, and Darlene’s eyes widened at the sight.

“Play with yourself,” he commanded, his voice firm.

She hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her fingers finding her clit as she lay back on the bed. Richard watched her, his hand stroking his cock as she touched herself. The sight of her, so open and vulnerable, drove him wild.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he joined her on the bed, his body covering hers. He kissed her deeply, his tongue tangling with hers as he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed inside her slowly, savoring the way her tight walls stretched to accommodate him.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips thrusting into hers.

Darlene wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he fucked her. The sensation was overwhelming, his cock filling her completely, hitting all the right spots. She moaned with each thrust, her nails digging into his back.

Richard reached down and slapped her ass, the sound echoing in the room. Darlene cried out, the sting only adding to her pleasure. He fucked her harder, faster, their bodies slamming together as they both chased their release.

“I’m close,” Darlene gasped, her body tightening around him.

“Come for me,” Richard growled, his thrusts becoming erratic.

She obeyed, her orgasm crashing over her as he continued to pound into her. Her walls clenched around him, and with a groan, he came inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his seed.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath. Darlene rested her head on Richard’s chest, a smile playing on her lips. With him by her side, she knew they could conquer anything—on and off the ice.

7 - A BIG BEAUTIFUL LESBIAN ORGY

FFF / Lesbian / BBW / Group Sex / Orgy / Butch Femme / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

Kaya stared at her phone, her heart pounding in her chest. The notification had just popped up on her screen: You’re Invited: Lesbian Orgy for Big Beautiful Women – Tonight, 8 PM. She blinked, her thumb hovering over the screen as if it might burn her. This has to be a mistake, she thought.

She wasn’t the type to get invited to things like this. Kaya was a big, beautiful woman—curvy, with thick thighs and breasts that seemed to demand attention—but she’d never considered herself the “orgy type.” Still, the invitation was there, glowing on her screen, daring her to consider it.

After the week she’d had—long hours at work, a breakup, and a broken coffee machine—the idea of letting loose felt almost too tempting to ignore. Kaya bit her lip, her mind racing. What’s the worst that could happen? she thought. She could always leave if it got too weird.

Before she could overthink it, she grabbed her coat, slipped on her boots, and headed out into the cool night air. The hotel was downtown, a sleek, modern building that screamed luxury. Kaya hesitated at the entrance, her palms sweating. I can still turn around, she told herself. But something inside her pushed her forward.

She took the elevator to the tenth floor, her reflection staring back at her in the mirrored walls. Her dress hugged her curves in all the right places, and she’d taken extra care with her makeup. But as she stepped out onto the plush carpet of the hallway, her confidence wavered. She approached the door, her heart hammering as she raised her hand to knock.

The door opened before her knuckles even connected with the wood. Standing there was a woman who could only be described as stunning. She was tall, with a curvy body and thick thighs, her dark skin glowing under the soft light of the room. She wore a deep red dress that clung to her body, and her smile was warm, welcoming.

“You must be Kaya,” the woman said, her voice smooth and melodic. “I’m Asia. Come in.”

Kaya stepped inside, her eyes widening as she took in the scene. The room was spacious, with plush couches and a large bed that dominated the space. Groups of women—all big, all beautiful—were scattered around, chatting, laughing, and sipping drinks. The air was thick with the scent of perfume and something else—something that made Kaya’s stomach flutter with anticipation.

Asia led her deeper into the room, introducing her to two women who were seated on the couch. “Kaya, this is Amelia,” she said, gesturing to a woman with a soft, round stomach and a smile that could light up the room.

Amelia’s curves were lush, her thighs spreading comfortably as she leaned back. Next to her was Beckley, a striking woman with short hair and a confident posture that exuded dominance. Her fitted shirt hugged her broad shoulders, and her eyes immediately locked onto Kaya’s.

“Nice to meet you,” Amelia said, her voice warm and inviting.

Beckley just nodded, a smirk playing on her lips.

Kaya felt a flush of heat spread through her body as she sat down, accepting a glass of wine from Asia. The conversation flowed easily, the women teasing and laughing in a way that made Kaya feel like she belonged. But there was something else in the air—an electricity that buzzed beneath the surface, building with every passing moment.

And then the lights dimmed.

Asia stood up, clinking her glass to get everyone’s attention. “Ladies,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “It’s time to let loose. Leave your inhibitions at the door. Tonight is about pleasure—giving it, receiving it, and embracing it fully.”

Kaya’s breath caught in her throat as she watched Amelia and Beckley stand, their hands already moving to remove their clothes. Amelia’s dress slipped off her shoulders, revealing her soft, plump body in all its glory. Beckley’s shirt followed, her strong, full figure commanding attention.

Then Amelia turned to Kaya, her eyes dark with desire. “Let’s get you out of that dress,” she murmured, her fingers already working at the zipper.

Kaya’s heart raced as the fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet. She stood there, exposed, her thick thighs trembling slightly. But there was no judgment in the room—only admiration and hunger.

Amelia’s hands were on her in an instant, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples. Kaya gasped, her head falling back as Beckley stepped in, her mouth latching onto Kaya’s other nipple. The sensation was overwhelming, her body arching into their touch.

Kaya’s eyes flickered around the room, taking in the sight of the other women—pairs and groups tangled together, moans and gasps filling the air. One woman was bent over the edge of the bed, her head thrown back in ecstasy as another woman worked her fingers inside her. Asia was on the couch, her dress hiked up as a stunning woman knelt between her legs, her tongue working eagerly.

Amelia’s fingers slid between Kaya’s thighs, parting her folds and stroking her clit. Kaya’s breath hitched, her hips bucking as the pleasure built. And then Amelia’s mouth was there, her tongue hot and wet as she licked and sucked, driving Kaya closer and closer to the edge.

Beckley stepped away for a moment, and Kaya’s eyes followed her as she reached for a strap-on, fastening it around her waist. When she turned back to Kaya, her grin was wicked.

“Ready?” Beckley asked, her voice low and teasing.

Kaya could only nod, her body trembling with anticipation. Beckley’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her onto the bed. She positioned herself between Kaya’s thighs, the tip of the strap-on pressing against her entrance. And then she pushed in, slow and steady, filling Kaya completely.

Kaya’s moan echoed through the room, her hands clutching at the sheets as Beckley began to move. The rhythm was relentless, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body. Amelia was still there, her tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony with Beckley’s movements.

Kaya’s eyes wandered again, landing on Asia, who was now on her hands and knees, her ass in the air as a woman behind her buried her face in her cheeks. The sight was almost too much to handle, the pleasure building to a crescendo.

And then it hit her—the orgasm crashing over her in a wave of ecstasy. Her body convulsed, her back arching as she cried out, her release spilling over Amelia’s fingers.

Beckley didn’t stop, driving her through it, her pace unrelenting. Kaya’s head spun, her body still trembling as the pleasure built again—this time slower, deeper. She could feel it coiling in her stomach, the pressure mounting with every thrust. And then it broke, her second orgasm washing over her like a tidal wave, leaving her breathless and shaking.

Finally, Beckley slowed, pulling out and stepping back. Kaya lay there, her chest heaving, her body still tingling with the aftershocks. The lights came back on, slowly, the room returning to its previous state of casual elegance. The women began to dress, the energy shifting once more.

Asia approached Kaya, a knowing smile on her lips. “So,” she said, her voice teasing. “Did you have fun?”

Kaya looked up at her, her body still buzzing with pleasure. “Yes,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I did.” And as she glanced around the room, catching the eyes of the women who had shared this experience with her, a smile spread across her face. “When’s the next party?”

8 - NADINE’S NIGHT OUT

MF / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re fucking perfect,” Bobby groaned, his hands gripping Nadine’s hips as she ground against him on the dance floor. The bass thumped through the bar, vibrating in their chests, but all Nadine could focus on was the heat of his body pressed against hers. His breath was hot against her ear, his words sending a shiver down her spine. “I’ve never seen a woman like you.”

Nadine smirked, her confidence radiating as she leaned back slightly, letting her curves press into him. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she purred, her voice low and teasing. She could feel the hardness of him against her ass, and it only made her move more deliberately, her hips rolling in a rhythm that had him groaning again.

—

It started with a drink.

Nadine had walked into the bar, her red dress hugging every curve, the slit up the side revealing just enough to make heads turn. She didn’t mind the attention—she thrived on it. Bobby had been one of the first to notice her, his eyes lingering as she made her way to the bar. He’d bought her a drink, his compliments flowing as easily as the whiskey he ordered for her.

“You’ve got the kind of body that should be worshipped,” he’d said, his voice smooth but sincere. Nadine had laughed, but there was something about the way he looked at her—like he couldn’t get enough—that made her pulse quicken.

—

Now, on the dance floor, his hands were everywhere, exploring her curves with a hunger that matched her own. His fingers traced the dip of her waist, slid over the swell of her hips, and gripped the softness of her thighs. Nadine let herself get lost in the moment, the music and the alcohol and the way Bobby’s touch made her skin burn.

When he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear, she didn’t pull away. “Come back to my place,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “I want to see all of you.”

Nadine didn’t hesitate. She nodded, her heart racing as he took her hand and led her out of the bar. The cool night air hit her skin, but it did nothing to cool the fire burning inside her. Bobby’s car was sleek and expensive, and when they pulled up to his house—a modern, sprawling home with floor-to-ceiling windows—Nadine was impressed. But she wasn’t here for the house.

As soon as they stepped inside, Bobby’s hands were on her again, pulling her close as his lips crashed against hers. The kiss was hungry, desperate, and Nadine matched his intensity, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pressed herself against him. His hands slid down her back, gripping her ass as he lifted her off the ground, carrying her toward the bedroom.

He set her down gently on the bed, his eyes dark with desire as he looked at her. “Let me see you,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Nadine stood, her confidence unwavering as she reached behind her and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor in a pool of red fabric, leaving her standing there in nothing but her lace lingerie.

Bobby’s breath caught as he took her in—the soft curves of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, the way her body seemed to demand attention. “Fuck,” he muttered, stepping closer. His hands reached out, tracing the lines of her body as if he were memorizing every inch. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined.”

Nadine smiled, a slow, sultry smile that made Bobby’s knees weak. She reached for his shirt, unbuttoning it slowly before pushing it off his shoulders. Her hands slid over his chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his skin. “Your turn,” she said, her voice dripping with promise.

Bobby didn’t need to be told twice. He stripped off the rest of his clothes, his erection straining against his boxers before he finally freed himself. Nadine’s eyes dropped to his cock, and she licked her lips, the sight of him only fueling her desire.

But Bobby had other plans. He pushed her gently onto the bed, his lips trailing kisses down her neck, over her collarbone, and down to the swell of her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently as his hand cupped the other. Nadine moaned, arching into his touch as pleasure shot through her.

His lips continued their journey downward, kissing every curve, every inch of her body as if he were worshipping her. When he reached the waistband of her panties, he hooked his fingers into them and pulled them down slowly, revealing her wetness. “Fuck,” he muttered again, his voice thick with need. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

Nadine’s breath came in short gasps as Bobby spread her legs, his tongue finding her clit and licking slowly, teasingly. She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as pleasure coursed through her. He didn’t stop, his tongue working her until she was writhing beneath him, begging for more.

“I want you to ride my face,” Bobby said, his voice rough with desire. He lay back on the bed, his hands gripping her hips as he guided her over him.

Nadine didn’t hesitate. She straddled his face, lowering herself onto his mouth as he began to eat her out with a fervor that had her seeing stars.

Her hands gripped the headboard for support as she rocked against his mouth, the pleasure building with every stroke of his tongue. Bobby’s hands gripped her ass, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh as he devoured her. Nadine could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her moans growing louder with every passing second.

When she finally came, it was with a cry of pleasure that echoed through the room. Her juices gushed onto Bobby’s face, and he didn’t stop until she was trembling with aftershocks.

But they weren’t done yet. Bobby flipped her onto her hands and knees, his cock pressing against her entrance. He didn’t wait, thrusting into her with a groan that matched hers. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with every thrust as he fucked her from behind.

Nadine moaned, the sensation of him filling her completely overwhelming. Her ass jiggled with every thrust, and Bobby couldn’t resist reaching out to grab it, squeezing and slapping it lightly as he pounded into her. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

Nadine came again, her body tightening around Bobby’s cock as pleasure exploded through her. He wasn’t far behind, his thrusts becoming erratic as he buried himself deep inside her and came with a groan that shook his entire body.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies slick with sweat and their breaths coming in ragged gasps. Bobby pulled Nadine close, his arms wrapping around her as they lay there in silence.

“So,” Bobby said after a moment, his voice still rough from their passion. “When can I see you again?”

Nadine smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “Soon,” she said, her voice soft but confident. “Very soon.”

9 - A BBW THREESOME

MFF / BBW / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Dildo / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Mia sat at the bar, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass as the low hum of music filled the air. She felt the weight of her curves pressing into the stool, her thighs spreading slightly against the edge. The dress she wore clung to her body, accentuating every soft, rounded inch of her. She wasn’t used to this—putting herself out there, letting her confidence show. But tonight, something felt different. Maybe it was the way the dim light caught her skin, or the way the bartender had smiled at her when he handed her the drink. Whatever it was, she felt a spark of something she hadn’t in a long time.

That’s when she noticed them. A couple, sitting a few stools down, their heads close together as they whispered and laughed. The woman was stunning—full-figured, with a belly that curved gently under her tight top and thighs that looked like they could crush a man’s skull if she wanted to. Her husband—or boyfriend, Mia wasn’t sure—was leaner, but his eyes kept drifting toward Mia, lingering on her body with an intensity that made her cheeks flush.

The woman caught Mia staring and smiled, her lips curling into a sly grin. She leaned over, her voice smooth and inviting. “Hey there. You look like you could use some company.”

Mia hesitated, her heart pounding. She wasn’t sure what to say, but the woman’s confidence was magnetic. “I… yeah, maybe.”

The woman slid off her stool, her hips swaying as she approached. “I’m Melanie,” she said, extending a hand. “And this is Chris.”

Chris nodded, his eyes still fixed on Mia. “Nice to meet you.”

Melanie’s hand was warm in Mia’s, and she didn’t let go right away. Instead, she leaned in closer, her breath warm against Mia’s ear. “You’re gorgeous. We couldn’t help but notice you.”

Mia’s stomach flipped. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, especially not from someone like Melanie. “Thanks,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper.

Melanie pulled back slightly, her eyes scanning Mia’s face. “We were thinking of heading back to our place. Maybe you’d like to join us?”

Mia’s heart raced. She glanced at Chris, who was watching her with a quiet intensity. She didn’t know what to say. This was crazy, wasn’t it? Going home with strangers? But there was something about them—something that made her feel safe, desired.

“Okay,” she said finally, her voice trembling slightly. “I’ll come.”

Melanie’s smile widened, and she took Mia’s hand, leading her out of the bar. Chris followed close behind, his presence both comforting and thrilling.

—

Their house was cozy, with soft lighting and plush furniture. Melanie poured them each a drink, and they sat together on the couch, the conversation flowing easily. But Mia could feel the tension building, the air thick with anticipation.

It was Melanie who made the first move. She set her glass down and turned to Mia, her eyes dark with desire. “Can I kiss you?” she asked softly.

Mia nodded, her breath catching in her throat. Melanie’s lips were soft and warm against hers, the kiss slow and deliberate. Mia melted into it, her hands finding Melanie’s waist, feeling the softness of her body beneath her fingers.

Chris watched them, his eyes heavy with lust. He reached out, his hand brushing against Mia’s thigh, sending a shiver through her.

Melanie pulled back slightly, her lips curving into a smile. “Let’s take this to the bedroom.”

Mia followed them down the hallway, her heart pounding in her chest. The bedroom was dimly lit, the bed large and inviting. Melanie turned to Mia, her hands reaching for the hem of her dress.

“Let me see you,” she whispered.

Mia nodded, lifting her arms as Melanie pulled the dress over her head. The cool air hit her skin, and she felt exposed, vulnerable. But the way Melanie looked at her—like she was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen—made her feel powerful.

Melanie’s hands roamed over Mia’s body, tracing the curves of her hips, the softness of her belly. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Mia’s neck, then lower, kissing her collarbone, her breasts.

Chris stepped closer, his hands joining Melanie’s. He cupped Mia’s breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making her gasp.

Melanie knelt down, her hands sliding up Mia’s thighs. She kissed the soft skin there, her lips trailing higher until they reached the edge of Mia’s panties. She hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled them down, leaving Mia completely bare.

Chris stepped back, stripping off his clothes as Melanie continued to explore Mia’s body with her mouth. His cock was already hard, and Mia couldn’t help but stare.

Melanie stood up, pulling Mia onto the bed. She lay down beside her, their bodies pressed together as they kissed deeply. Chris climbed onto the bed too, his hands roaming over both women.

Melanie broke the kiss and reached for something on the nightstand—a dildo. She held it up, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Ready?”

Mia nodded, her heart racing. Melanie positioned herself between Mia’s legs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance. She pushed it in slowly, making Mia moan.

Chris leaned down, his mouth closing around one of Mia’s nipples as Melanie began to thrust the dildo in and out of her. The sensation was overwhelming—the stretch of the toy inside her, the heat of Chris’s mouth on her breast.

Melanie increased the pace, her hips moving in rhythm with the dildo. Mia’s moans grew louder, her body arching off the bed.

Chris moved lower, his tongue replacing the dildo as he began to eat Mia out. His tongue flicked over her clit, making her cry out.

Melanie pulled the dildo out and set it aside, climbing on top of Mia. She kissed her deeply as Chris positioned himself between Mia’s legs. He pushed into her slowly, his cock filling her completely. Mia gasped, her nails digging into Melanie’s back. Chris began to thrust, his pace steady at first but quickly growing faster. Melanie kissed Mia’s neck, her hands roaming over her body.

Mia could feel herself getting closer to the edge, the pleasure building with every thrust. Chris groaned, his hips slamming into hers. “I’m going to cum,” Mia gasped, her body trembling.

Chris didn’t slow down, his cock pounding into her until she came with a cry, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Chris followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies tangled in a sweaty heap. Chris brushed a strand of hair from Mia’s face, his eyes soft.

“Will we see you again?” he asked.

Mia smiled, her body still tingling from the intensity of it all. “Yes,” she said breathlessly. “I can’t wait.”

10 - A TASTE OF KERI

MF / BBW / Feeding / Voyeurism / Masturbation / Dildo / Food Play / PIV Sex

Keri sat cross-legged on her bed, her laptop balanced on her thighs. The screen glowed with the video she’d just uploaded—a mukbang of her devouring a plate of spicy noodles. She’d always been shy about her curves, but something about the camera made her feel… different. Bold. The comments started rolling in almost immediately. Most were harmless, praising her appetite or her smile, but a few stood out. Damn, you’re sexy when you eat. I’d love to feed you myself. Her cheeks flushed, but she couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through her.

One commenter, Jeff, was particularly persistent. He messaged her directly, complimenting her confidence and asking if she took requests. At first, Keri hesitated. But the more they chatted, the more she found herself drawn to his enthusiasm. He didn’t just want to watch her eat—he wanted to experience it with her. It was intoxicating.

—

A week later, Jeff asked if he could come over. Keri’s heart raced as she typed out her address. She’d never done anything like this before, but the idea of someone watching her, wanting her, was too tempting to resist. When the doorbell rang, she smoothed down her dress and took a deep breath.

Jeff was taller than she’d imagined, with a confident smile that made her stomach flutter. In his hands was a massive ice cream sundae, piled high with whipped cream and chocolate sauce. “For you,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

Keri led him to the living room, her nerves buzzing. She sat on the couch, the sundae in front of her, and Jeff settled beside her, his eyes locked on her every move. She picked up the spoon, her hand trembling slightly, and took a bite. The cold sweetness melted on her tongue, and she couldn’t help but moan softly.

Jeff’s gaze darkened. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” he murmured. “Take off your dress.”

Her breath caught, but she didn’t hesitate. Standing, she let the fabric slide down her body, revealing her full curves. Jeff’s eyes roamed over her hungrily. “Sit back down,” he instructed. “Keep eating.”

Keri obeyed, her movements slow and deliberate. She dipped the spoon into the sundae again, letting the ice cream drip onto her lips before sliding it into her mouth. Jeff watched intently, his hand moving to his lap. “Touch yourself,” he said, his voice rough.

Her heart pounded as she reached for the dildo she’d left on the table earlier. She’d never done anything like this in front of someone else, but the way Jeff looked at her made her feel powerful. She spread her legs, the cool air brushing against her skin as she pressed the toy to her entrance. A soft gasp escaped her lips as she pushed it inside, the sensation sending shivers through her body.

Jeff unzipped his pants, freeing his hard cock. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes never leaving Keri. “You’re so fucking hot,” he growled. He grabbed the bottle of chocolate sauce and squeezed it over his length, the sticky liquid coating him. “Come here.”

Keri set the spoon down and crawled toward him, her hips swaying. She knelt between his legs, her lips parting as she leaned in to lick the sauce off his cock. The sweet taste mixed with the saltiness of his skin, and she moaned around him, taking him deeper into her mouth. Jeff groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her movements.

“That’s it,” he muttered. “Suck me.”

Keri obeyed, her tongue swirling around him as she worked him with her mouth. Her free hand moved between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit as she pleasured him. The room filled with the sounds of their moans, the air thick with desire.

When Jeff pulled away, Keri looked up at him, her lips swollen and glistening. “Bedroom,” he said, standing and pulling her to her feet. She followed him eagerly, her body aching for more.

In the bedroom, Jeff pushed her onto the bed, positioning her on her hands and knees. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips as he lined himself up with her entrance. With one thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. Keri cried out, her back arching as he began to move.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” Jeff grunted, his pace quickening. His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her back against him with each thrust.

Keri’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as pleasure built inside her. “Jeff,” she gasped, her fingers clutching the sheets. “I’m close.”

“Come for me,” he urged, his voice rough with need. His thrusts became harder, deeper, pushing her over the edge.

Keri’s body convulsed as she came, her walls clenching around him. Jeff groaned, his own release following moments later as he spilled inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, their breathing heavy and hearts racing. Jeff brushed a strand of hair from Keri’s face, a satisfied smile on his lips. “I love feeding you,” he said. “And I can’t wait to do more.”

Keri smiled back, her body still tingling from the intensity of their encounter. She felt a newfound confidence coursing through her veins, a hunger for more—both in front of the camera and behind closed doors.

11 - COMMANDING CURVES

MF / BBW / BDSM / Femdom / Handjob / Blowjob / Cunnilingus

Alexa leaned back in her leather chair, her fingers drumming lightly on the polished surface of her desk. The office was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioning and the occasional rustle of papers. Her gaze flicked to the clock on the wall—3:45 PM. Tim would be here any minute. She adjusted the neckline of her fitted dress, the fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. She knew exactly what she wanted, and she wasn’t one to shy away from taking it.

The knock on the door came right on time. “Come in,” she called, her voice smooth and commanding.

Tim stepped inside, his tie slightly askew and his face pale. He looked like a man walking to his execution. “You wanted to see me, Ms. Carter?”

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair across from her. Her eyes never left him as he obeyed, his movements stiff and nervous. She let the silence stretch, watching him squirm under her gaze. Finally, she spoke. “Do you know why you’re here?”

He swallowed hard. “I… I think so. The Henderson account. I messed up.”

“Messed up?” Alexa raised an eyebrow, her tone sharp. “That’s putting it mildly. You cost this company a significant amount of money, Tim. Do you have any idea what that means?”

He nodded, his hands gripping the edge of the chair. “I’m sorry, Ms. Carter. It won’t happen again.”

“No, it won’t,” she said, leaning forward slightly. Her cleavage peeked out just enough to catch his eye, and she noticed the way his gaze flicked downward before snapping back up. A small smile played on her lips. “Here’s the thing, Tim. I could fire you right now. But I’m willing to give you a second chance… if you’re willing to make it worth my while.”

His brow furrowed in confusion. “What do you mean?”

Alexa stood, her heels silent on the plush carpet as she rounded the desk. She stopped in front of him, her presence towering even though she wasn’t much taller than him. “I mean,” she said slowly, her voice dropping to a low purr, “that I want something from you in return for keeping your job.”

Before he could respond, she reached down and unzipped his pants. His eyes widened in shock, but he didn’t move as she slipped her hand inside, her fingers wrapping around his cock. It was already half-hard, and she smirked as she began to stroke him, her touch firm and deliberate.

“Ms. Carter—” he started, but she cut him off with a sharp look.

“Quiet,” she ordered, her hand moving faster now.

His breath quickened, and she could feel him growing harder in her grip. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her dress riding up slightly as she did. Without hesitation, she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around his length.

Tim groaned, his hands gripping the arms of the chair as she worked him with her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip before she took him deeper, her head bobbing up and down. She could feel him trembling beneath her, his hips bucking slightly as he tried to control himself.

When she finally pulled away, he was panting, his cock slick with her saliva. She stood, her eyes locked on his as she reached behind her and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor in a pool of fabric, revealing her curvy body clad only in black lace lingerie. His eyes widened as he took her in, his gaze lingering on her full breasts and the curve of her hips.

“Lie down,” she commanded, pointing to the floor.

He hesitated for only a moment before obeying, lying back on the carpet. She straddled his face, her thighs framing his head as she lowered herself onto him. His hands gripped her hips as she pressed herself against his mouth, her wetness smearing across his lips.

“Eat,” she ordered, her voice firm.

He didn’t need to be told twice. His tongue darted out, licking at her folds as she ground against him. She moaned softly, her hands resting on his chest for balance as she moved against his mouth. His tongue found her clit, and she gasped, her hips rocking harder against him.

As he worked her with his mouth, she reached down and began stroking his cock again, her hand moving in time with the rhythm of his tongue. The sensations were overwhelming—his warm mouth on her, his cock throbbing in her hand—and she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed, her voice trembling as she rode his face.

His tongue flicked over her clit faster now, and she could feel the tension building inside her. With a cry, she came, her body shuddering as pleasure washed over her.

She stayed there for a moment, catching her breath before climbing off him. He was still hard, his cock twitching in her hand as she stroked him. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Cum for me.”

It didn’t take long. With a groan, he came, his release spilling over her hand and onto his trousers. She watched him for a moment, a satisfied smile on her lips before standing and grabbing a tissue from her desk to clean herself up.

“You can go now,” she said, slipping her dress back on. “And Tim? Don’t mess up again.”

He nodded, still dazed as he got to his feet and adjusted his clothes. As he left the office, Alexa couldn’t help but smile. She was already looking forward to their next encounter.

12 - ISLAND OF BBW WORSHIP

MMMFFF / BBW / Group Sex / Orgy / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / PIV Sex / Cunnilingus

Jayla stared at the email on her phone, her thumb hovering over the screen.

You’ve won an all-expenses-paid tropical vacation!

The words glowed back at her, but her stomach twisted. A tropical vacation meant bikinis, and bikinis meant exposing her body—her soft stomach, her thick thighs, her wide hips. She hated how she looked in them. But the thought of missing out on something so luxurious gnawed at her. After a long moment, she sighed and clicked “Accept.”

—

The plane ride was a blur of anxiety and excitement. When she stepped off onto the island, the warm breeze kissed her skin, and the scent of salt and flowers filled her lungs. A driver whisked her away to a sprawling mansion nestled between palm trees and turquoise waters. Inside, she was greeted by two other women—Casey and Maddie. They were both curvy like her, their bodies lush and inviting. Jayla felt a flicker of relief. Maybe she wouldn’t feel so out of place here.

Before they could exchange more than a few words, a man appeared. Justin. He was tall, with a confident smile that made Jayla’s heart skip. “Welcome,” he said, his voice smooth and warm. “On this island, we have a special tradition. Here, women like you—beautiful, full-bodied women—are worshipped.”

Jayla blinked, unsure if she’d heard him right. Before she could ask, two more men entered the room—Pierre and Malcolm. They were just as striking as Justin, their eyes immediately locking onto the women. Pierre approached Casey first, his hands gently cupping her face before he leaned in to kiss her. Casey melted into it, her hands tangling in his hair as he began to undress her.

Jayla’s breath caught as she watched. Casey’s body was revealed inch by inch—her round stomach, her heavy breasts, her thick thighs. Pierre’s hands roamed over her, his lips trailing down her neck, her chest, until he was kneeling before her, worshipping her with his mouth. Jayla’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t look away.

Justin stepped closer to her, his presence commanding. “Your turn,” he murmured, his hand brushing against her arm.

Jayla hesitated, but the heat in his eyes made her pulse quicken. Slowly, she began to undress, her hands trembling as she peeled off her clothes. When she stood naked before him, she expected shame to flood her. Instead, she felt a strange sense of power.

Justin’s gaze raked over her, his lips curling into a smile. “Perfect,” he said, his voice low.

He guided her to the couch, his hands warm against her skin. When he leaned down to take one of her nipples into his mouth, she gasped. His tongue swirled around the sensitive bud, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. His other hand cupped her breast, kneading it gently as he moved to the other nipple.

Jayla’s head fell back, her fingers gripping the edge of the couch. She glanced over and saw Casey now bent over the armchair, Pierre thrusting into her from behind. Maddie was on her knees in front of Malcolm, her lips wrapped around his cock. The sight sent a jolt of arousal through Jayla, and she moaned as Justin’s mouth trailed lower.

He settled between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs apart. When his tongue touched her clit, she cried out. He licked and sucked at her, his fingers sliding inside her as he worked her into a frenzy. Her hips bucked against his face, her moans growing louder with every stroke of his tongue.

“Justin,” she gasped, her hands tangling in his hair.

He didn’t stop, his mouth devouring her as if she were the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Before she could catch her breath, Justin was on his feet, pulling her up and bending her over the couch. She felt the head of his cock press against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely. He gripped her hips, his thrusts deep and steady. Jayla moaned, her hands clutching the cushions as he pounded into her.

She looked over again, watching as Pierre and Malcolm continued to pleasure Casey and Maddie. The sounds of their moans filled the room, mingling with hers. Justin’s pace quickened, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She came again, her walls clenching around him as he groaned and spilled himself inside her.

When it was over, Justin pulled out and helped her sit up. She was breathless, her body still tingling from the intensity of it all. Around her, the others were getting dressed, their faces flushed and satisfied. Jayla reached for her clothes, a small smile playing on her lips. She had been nervous about coming here, but now… now she couldn’t wait to see what else this vacation had in store.

13 - A THREESOME AT SEA

MFF / BBW / Best Friends / Group Sex / Threesome / Cheating / Handjob / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / Masturbation / PIV Sex

Becca stood on the deck of the cruise ship, the warm ocean breeze brushing against her skin. She adjusted the straps of her bikini, the fabric hugging her curves in all the right places. Anna lounged beside her, her own swimsuit showcasing her thick thighs and ample hips. The two women sipped their cocktails, the sun casting a golden glow over their bodies.

“I still can’t believe Kyle,” Becca muttered, swirling the straw in her drink. “Cheating on me right before this trip? What an asshole.”

Anna shrugged, her lips curling into a sly smile. “His loss, babe. You’re a goddess, and now we’re here, living it up. Forget him.”

Becca sighed, leaning back in her chair. She glanced around the deck, her eyes landing on a man walking toward them. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a confident stride. His eyes locked onto hers, and he flashed a charming smile.

“Ladies,” he said, stopping by their chairs. “Mind if I join you?”

Becca exchanged a glance with Anna, who raised an eyebrow. “Sure,” Becca said, gesturing to the empty chair beside her.

The man sat down, his gaze lingering on both women. “I’m Jack,” he introduced himself, his voice smooth and inviting. “And you two are absolutely stunning.”

Becca felt a flush of warmth spread through her chest. “Thanks,” she replied, her voice steady despite the flutter in her stomach. “I’m Becca, and this is Anna.”

Jack leaned back, his eyes roaming over their bodies. “I have to admit, I’ve always had a thing for women like you. Curves, confidence—it’s irresistible.”

Anna smirked, crossing her legs. “Is that so?”

“Absolutely,” Jack said, his tone dripping with sincerity. “In fact, I was wondering if you two would be interested in… spending some time with me. Together.”

Becca’s heart skipped a beat. She looked at Anna, who was already grinning. “What do you think?” Anna asked, her voice low and teasing.

Becca hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Why not?”

Jack’s smile widened. “Perfect. Let’s head to my cabin.”

The three of them made their way below deck, the anticipation building with every step. Jack led them to a spacious room with a large bed and a view of the ocean. He closed the door behind them, turning to face the women.

“Make yourselves comfortable,” he said, his voice husky.

Becca and Anna exchanged a look before slowly peeling off their bikinis. Their bodies were on full display, their curves accentuated by the soft light filtering through the window. Jack’s eyes darkened as he took them in, his hands moving to unzip his pants.

Becca stepped forward, her fingers wrapping around his cock. It was thick and hard, and she couldn’t help but feel a thrill as she began to stroke him. Anna joined her, her hands exploring Jack’s chest as she kissed his neck.

“You’re both incredible,” Jack murmured, his breath coming faster.

Becca dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth. She moved slowly at first, savoring the taste of him, then picked up the pace as Anna knelt beside her. They took turns, their lips and tongues working in tandem to drive him wild.

Jack groaned, his hands tangling in their hair. “Fuck, you’re amazing.”

After a few minutes, he pulled them to their feet. “I want to see you two together,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

Becca lay down on the bed, spreading her legs wide. Anna climbed on top of her, her mouth finding Becca’s pussy. Becca gasped as Anna’s tongue flicked over her clit, her hands gripping the sheets.

Jack watched intently, stroking himself as the women pleasured each other. The sight of them together was almost too much to handle, and he knew he wouldn’t last long.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, he moved behind Anna, pushing into her with one swift motion. She moaned loudly, her body arching as he thrust into her. Becca reached up, pulling Anna’s face to hers as they kissed passionately.

Jack’s pace quickened, his hands gripping Anna’s hips as he drove into her. She came with a cry, her body trembling beneath him. He pulled out, turning his attention to Becca.

She got on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. Jack didn’t hesitate, sliding into her from behind. Becca gasped at the sensation, her walls tightening around him as he filled her completely.

He fucked her hard and fast, his hands gripping her waist as he pounded into her. Becca’s moans grew louder, her body shaking as she reached her climax. Jack followed soon after, spilling himself inside her with a groan.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies tangled together. Becca felt a sense of satisfaction she hadn’t felt in a long time. She glanced at Jack, who was already looking at her with a mischievous grin.

“We should do this again before the cruise is over,” he said, his voice low and promising.

Becca smiled, her heart racing at the thought. “I can’t wait.”

14 - CURVES IN CAPTIVITY

MF / Prison / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You don’t belong here, Hannah,” Nick murmured, his voice low and smooth as he stepped into her cell, the heavy metal door clicking shut behind him. His eyes roamed over her curvy frame, lingering on the way her prison uniform clung to her full hips and ample chest. “You’re too beautiful for this place.”

Hannah froze, her heart pounding in her chest. She wasn’t used to compliments, especially not from someone like him—the warden, the man who held all the power in this cold, unforgiving place. She shifted uncomfortably, her hands fidgeting with the hem of her uniform. “I… I don’t know what you mean,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Nick took a step closer, his presence filling the small space of the cell. He reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine. “I mean,” he said, his tone firm but gentle, “that you’re not like the others. You’re soft, warm… real. And I can’t stand seeing you treated like this.”

Hannah’s breath caught in her throat as his hand trailed down to her neck, his thumb grazing the sensitive skin there. She felt a heat building inside her, a warmth that spread through her body despite the chill of the prison air. “I… I don’t know what to say,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

“You don’t have to say anything,” Nick replied, his lips curling into a small smile. He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “Just let me show you.”

Before she could protest, his lips were on hers, soft yet insistent. Hannah’s mind went blank as she kissed him back, her body responding instinctively. His hands moved to her waist, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. She could feel the hard lines of his chest against her soft curves, the contrast sending a thrill through her.

Nick’s hands slid up to the buttons of her uniform, undoing them one by one with practiced ease. The fabric fell away, revealing her full breasts, the nipples already hard with arousal. He groaned softly, his hands cupping them, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks. “God, you’re perfect,” he muttered, his voice thick with desire.

Hannah gasped as his mouth closed over one nipple, his tongue swirling around it before sucking gently. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him close as waves of pleasure shot through her. She had never felt anything like this before—never been touched like this. It was overwhelming, intoxicating.

Nick’s hands moved lower, sliding over her soft belly to the waistband of her uniform pants. He tugged them down, letting them pool at her feet before kneeling in front of her. His eyes locked with hers as he spread her legs, his fingers tracing the wetness between her thighs. “So wet already,” he murmured, his voice husky. “You want this, don’t you?”

Hannah nodded, unable to form words. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for more. She watched as he leaned in, his tongue flicking against her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She moaned, her hips bucking against his mouth as he licked and sucked, his fingers sliding inside her.

“Oh God,” she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the bunk for support.

Her legs trembled as he worked her, his tongue and fingers moving in perfect harmony. The pleasure built quickly, coiling tight in her belly until it exploded, her body convulsing as she came.

Nick didn’t stop, his mouth continuing to devour her as she rode out the waves of ecstasy. When she finally stilled, he stood, his own arousal evident in the bulge straining against his pants. He unzipped them quickly, freeing his hard cock before guiding Hannah onto the bunk.

She lay back, her body still tingling from her orgasm as he positioned himself between her legs. He entered her slowly, his thick length stretching her as he filled her completely. Hannah moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, his thrusts deep and steady.

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the cell, mingling with their ragged breaths and muffled moans. Nick’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer with each thrust as he drove into her again and again. Hannah’s body responded eagerly, her hips meeting his with every movement.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” Nick growled, his voice rough with need.

He reached down, his hand finding her clit and rubbing it in time with his thrusts. Hannah cried out, the dual sensations pushing her closer to the edge once more. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body clamping down around him as she came again. Nick groaned, his own release following quickly as he spilled inside her, his thrusts slowing as he rode out the waves of pleasure.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies still connected as they caught their breath. Nick brushed a strand of hair from Hannah’s face, his expression softening. “I’ll take care of you,” he promised, his voice quiet but firm. “No one will hurt you again.”

Hannah nodded, a small smile tugging at her lips. For the first time since she’d arrived in this hellish place, she felt a glimmer of hope. And as Nick pulled out and helped her dress, she couldn’t help but wonder when he would visit her again.

15 - COURAGEOUS CURVES

FF / Lesbian / BBW / College / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Vibrator

The moment Shakayla stepped into the lecture hall, she felt the familiar weight of Molly’s eyes burning into her back. It was always the same. She’d take her seat in the third row, pull out her sketchpad—she liked to doodle during lectures—and wait for the inevitable. Today was no different. Molly’s shrill voice carried over the low hum of conversation.

“Nice shirt, Shakayla. Did they have to sew two together to make it fit?”

Shakayla clenched her jaw, her fingers tightening around her pencil. She let out a slow, silent breath, willing herself to stay calm. Ignore her, she told herself. Just like always. But sometimes, ignoring Molly felt like trying to put out a fire with a glass of water.

The sound of someone clearing their throat beside her broke the tension. Shakayla glanced up to see a woman standing next to her desk. She was curvy like Shakayla, with warm brown eyes and a smile that felt like a lifeline.

“Mind if I sit here?” the woman asked, her voice soft but confident.

Shakayla blinked, momentarily stunned. No one ever wanted to sit next to her. “Uh… sure,” she managed, gesturing to the empty chair.

The woman sat down, her movements graceful despite her full figure. “I’m Megan,” she said, extending a hand.

“Shakayla,” she replied, shaking Megan’s hand. Her grip was firm, reassuring.

The professor began the lecture, but Shakayla’s attention was split between the slideshow of Renaissance art and the woman beside her. Megan’s presence was… comforting. It was like she carried a bubble of calm with her, shielding Shakayla from Molly’s usual barrage of insults.

But Molly couldn’t resist. Midway through class, her voice cut through the quiet. “Guess the circus is in town,” she snickered. “Two for the price of one.”

Shakayla’s cheeks burned, but before she could even think of a response, Megan turned in her seat, fixing Molly with a glare that could melt steel.

“You know,” Megan said, her voice loud enough to draw the attention of the entire class, “if you spent half as much time working on your personality as you do on your cheap eyeliner, maybe people would actually want to be around you.”

The room fell silent. Even the professor paused, glancing over his glasses at the confrontation. Molly’s mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water, her face turning an impressive shade of red.

Megan turned back to Shakayla, her expression softening. “Don’t let her get to you,” she said quietly. “People like that… they’re just insecure.”

Shakayla nodded, her heart swelling with gratitude. For the first time in what felt like forever, she didn’t feel alone.

When class ended, Megan packed up her things and turned to Shakayla. “Want to hang out? I’ve got snacks in my dorm room.”

Shakayla hesitated. She didn’t usually say yes to spontaneous invitations, but there was something about Megan that made her want to take a chance. “Sure,” she said, smiling.

Megan’s dorm room was cozy, with fairy lights strung across the walls and a futon piled with colorful cushions. Shakayla noticed a rainbow flag pinned above the desk, and her heart skipped a beat. She’d never been with a woman before, but the idea didn’t scare her. It intrigued her.

They settled on the futon, a bowl of popcorn between them, and put on a movie. As the opening credits rolled, Megan casually draped her arm around Shakayla’s shoulders. The touch was warm, inviting, and Shakayla found herself leaning into it.

The movie played, but Shakayla wasn’t really paying attention. Her focus was on Megan—the way her laughter lines crinkled when she smiled, the soft curve of her waist where her shirt rode up slightly. There was an energy between them, a tension that made Shakayla’s stomach flutter.

When Megan turned to her, her eyes dark with something that looked like desire, Shakayla’s breath caught. “Can I kiss you?” Megan asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Shakayla nodded, her heart pounding. Their lips met in a soft, tentative kiss that quickly deepened. Megan’s hands slid down Shakayla’s back, pulling her closer, and Shakayla’s fingers tangled in Megan’s hair.

Clothes came off slowly, each piece revealing more of the other’s body. Megan’s curves were breathtaking—soft, full, and unapologetically real. Shakayla ran her hands over Megan’s hips, her touch reverent.

“You’re beautiful,” Megan murmured, her voice thick with emotion.

They moved together on the futon, their hands exploring, their breaths mingling. Megan’s fingers found their way between Shakayla’s legs, and the sensation was electric. Shakayla gasped, her back arching as pleasure coursed through her.

When Megan’s mouth replaced her fingers, Shakayla thought she might lose her mind. The warmth of Megan’s tongue, the way she sucked and teased, was unlike anything Shakayla had ever experienced. Her fingers gripped the cushions as she came, her body trembling with release.

Megan reached for a vibrator, and Shakayla’s eyes widened. “Trust me,” Megan said, her voice soothing.

Shakayla nodded, and when the vibrator touched her, she moaned. Megan worked her slowly, building the pleasure until it was unbearable. Shakayla came again, her body shaking with the intensity of it.

As they lay together, wrapped in each other’s arms, Megan brushed a strand of hair from Shakayla’s face. “Will you be my girlfriend?” she asked, her voice soft but steady.

Shakayla smiled, her heart full. “Yes,” she whispered.

They kissed again, the world outside forgotten. For the first time in a long time, Shakayla felt like she’d found exactly where she belonged.

16 - BENITA’S BIG DEBUT
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Benita’s phone buzzed on the coffee table, the screen lighting up with a notification from Instagram. She leaned forward, her full breasts pressing against her thighs as she reached for it. The message was from someone she didn’t recognize—@MickeyXXProduction. Her brow furrowed as she opened it.

“Hey, Benita. I’m a producer in the adult film industry, and I think you’d be perfect for a project I’m working on. You’ve got the kind of body that drives men wild. Let’s talk if you’re interested.”

Her heart skipped a beat. Porn? Me? She’d never considered something like that. Sure, she’d been told she was beautiful, but the idea of being on camera in that way felt… daring. Exciting. She bit her lip, her thumb hovering over the reply button. She needed the money, and the idea of being desired on such a scale was intoxicating. She typed back, “Tell me more.”

—

Two days later, Benita stood outside a sleek, nondescript building in the heart of the city. Her heart pounded as she pushed the door open, the cool air of the studio washing over her.

A man with slicked-back hair and a confident smile greeted her. “You must be Benita. I’m Mickey. Thanks for coming.”

“Thanks for inviting me,” she replied, her voice softer than she intended. She glanced around the room, taking in the lights, cameras, and a couch draped in satin sheets.

Mickey gestured to the couch. “Your co-star’s already here. Let me introduce you.”

From behind a screen stepped a woman who made Benita’s breath catch. Brenda was every bit as voluptuous as Benita, but even more so. Her curves were lush, her thighs thick, and her breasts heavy and full. She smiled warmly, extending a hand. “Hey, I’m Brenda. You must be Benita.”

“Yeah, nice to meet you,” Benita replied, shaking her hand. She felt a mix of nerves and something else—curiosity, maybe even attraction.

Mickey clapped his hands together. “Alright, ladies, let’s get started. Benita, Brenda, take a seat on the couch. We’re going to start with something simple. Benita, you’ll feed Brenda some ice cream. Keep it sensual, like you’re teasing her. Brenda, just relax and enjoy it.”

Benita nodded, her stomach fluttering as she sat down beside Brenda. A bowl of ice cream was placed in her hands, the cold seeping into her skin. She dipped the spoon in, scooping up a generous portion. She held it out, her eyes locking with Brenda’s.

Brenda leaned in, her lips closing around the spoon. A soft moan escaped her as she tasted the ice cream. “Mmm, that’s good.”

Benita felt a rush of heat as she watched Brenda’s tongue dart out to catch a stray drop. She’s so… confident. She fed herself a spoonful, the sweetness bursting on her tongue. She didn’t realize how close they were until Brenda’s hand cupped her cheek, guiding her into a kiss.

Their lips met, the cold of the ice cream mingling with the warmth of their mouths. Benita’s heart raced as Brenda’s tongue slipped past her lips, tasting the sweetness. She moaned into the kiss, her hands instinctively moving to Brenda’s waist.

Mickey’s voice broke through the haze. “That’s it, ladies. Keep it natural. Benita, let’s see you lick some of that ice cream off Brenda’s chest.”

Benita pulled back, her gaze dropping to Brenda’s neck, where a trickle of ice cream had slid down. She leaned in, her tongue tracing a path up Brenda’s skin. The taste of the ice cream mixed with Brenda’s natural scent, sending a jolt of arousal through her.

Brenda’s breath hitched, her hands gripping the back of the couch. “That feels amazing,” she murmured.

Benita continued lower, her tongue swirling around Brenda’s nipple before taking it into her mouth. Brenda arched into her, a moan escaping her lips. Benita’s hands roamed over Brenda’s body, exploring the softness of her stomach, the curve of her hips.

Mickey’s instructions were almost forgotten as Benita moved between Brenda’s legs, her hands sliding up her thighs. She looked up, meeting Brenda’s gaze. “Is this okay?”

Brenda nodded, her eyes dark with desire. “More than okay.”

Benita’s fingers traced the edge of Brenda’s panties before sliding them aside. She pressed a kiss to Brenda’s pussy, her tongue flicking out to taste her. Brenda’s hips jerked, a gasp escaping her lips. Benita’s tongue delved deeper, exploring every fold, every sensitive spot. She could feel Brenda’s muscles tensing, her moans growing louder.

“Keep going,” Brenda panted, her hands tangling in Benita’s hair. “Don’t stop.”

Benita obeyed, her tongue working in rhythmic circles. She could feel Brenda’s thighs trembling, her body arching off the couch. With a final, shuddering moan, Brenda came, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Mickey’s voice broke through the haze again. “Perfect. Brenda, take the dildo. Benita, spread your legs.”

Benita looked up, her chest heaving as she adjusted her position on the couch. Brenda took the dildo, her eyes locking with Benita’s. “Ready?”

Benita nodded, her heart pounding as Brenda positioned the dildo at her entrance. The first press sent a jolt of pleasure through her, her body opening to accommodate the size. Brenda pushed in slowly, the stretch making Benita gasp.

“Oh god,” Benita moaned, her hands gripping the couch. “That feels incredible.”

Brenda smiled, her hands gripping Benita’s hips as she began to thrust. The dildo filled her perfectly, each stroke hitting just the right spot. Benita’s moans grew louder, her body moving in rhythm with Brenda’s.

Mickey’s camera captured every moment, the sounds of their pleasure filling the room. Benita felt the pressure building, her body tightening as she neared the edge. Brenda’s thrusts became more intense, her own breaths coming in short gasps.

“I’m close,” Benita panted, her nails digging into the couch. “So close.”

With a final, deep thrust, Brenda pushed her over the edge. Benita’s body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her. She cried out, her back arching as she came, her pussy clenching around the dildo.

Mickey called “Cut!” as the scene ended, but Benita could barely hear him over the pounding of her heart. She lay there, her body still trembling, a smile spreading across her face. She couldn’t believe she’d just done that—and she couldn’t wait to do it again.

Mickey approached, handing her an envelope. “Great work, Benita. Here’s your payment—five grand. I’d love to work with you again.”

Benita took the envelope, her mind still spinning. “I’d love that.” She glanced over at Brenda, who was adjusting her clothes and grinning. “You were amazing.”

Brenda winked. “So were you. Maybe we’ll see each other again soon.”

Benita’s heart raced at the thought. She had a feeling this was just the beginning.

17 - DINNER WITH RAMONE
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Diana sat at the table, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass as she laughed with her friends. The restaurant was dimly lit, the kind of place where the air smelled like butter and herbs, and every bite of food felt like a revelation. She’d just finished the most incredible plate of pasta—creamy, rich, with just the right amount of spice—and she couldn’t stop raving about it.

“I swear, I’ve never tasted anything like this,” she said, her voice warm with enthusiasm. “Whoever made this is a genius.”

As if on cue, a man in a crisp white chef’s jacket appeared at their table. He was tall, with dark eyes that seemed to linger on Diana just a beat longer than necessary. “I’m Ramone,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “I heard someone here appreciates my cooking.”

Diana felt a flush rise to her cheeks. “That would be me,” she said, smiling up at him. “This pasta is… wow. I don’t even have the words.”

Ramone’s lips curved into a slow smile. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. Maybe I could cook for you again sometime. Something more… private.”

Her heart skipped a beat. There was something about the way he looked at her, like he could see past the surface, like he wanted to see more. “I’d like that,” she said, her voice softer now.

—

They exchanged numbers, and a few days later, Diana found herself standing outside Ramone’s house. It was sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows and a stainless steel kitchen that gleamed under the soft lighting. He greeted her at the door, his smile as warm as the aroma of garlic and herbs wafting from the kitchen.

“Come in,” he said, stepping aside to let her pass. “Dinner’s almost ready.”

The meal was as exquisite as she’d expected. Ramone fed her bites of pasta, his fingers brushing against her lips in a way that sent shivers down her spine. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “I’ve always had a thing for women like you. Curvy, confident… beautiful. There’s something about feeding a woman like you that drives me wild.”

Diana blinked, surprised but not offended. “Is that why you became a chef?” she asked, her voice teasing.

He chuckled, his eyes darkening. “Maybe. Or maybe I just wanted an excuse to spoil someone like you.”

After dinner, Ramone led her to the living room, where they sat close on the couch. His hand brushed against hers, and then he was leaning in, his lips meeting hers in a kiss that was soft at first but quickly deepened. Diana felt her body respond, her skin tingling as his hands slid around her waist.

“You’re stunning,” he murmured against her lips. “Every inch of you.”

He stood, taking her hand and leading her to the bedroom. The room was bathed in soft light, the bed large and inviting. Ramone turned to her, his hands moving to the hem of her dress. Slowly, he pulled it over her head, revealing her curvy body in all its glory. His eyes roamed over her, taking in the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the softness of her stomach.

“Perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

He kissed her again, his hands exploring her body with a reverence that made her feel worshipped. His lips trailed down her neck, over her collarbone, until they found her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently before moving to the other. Diana moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as pleasure shot through her.

“Touch yourself,” he said, his voice rough. “Let me see you.”

Diana hesitated for only a moment before spreading her legs on the bed. Her fingers found her clit, circling it slowly as Ramone watched, his eyes dark with hunger. She moaned softly, her hips arching as she worked herself closer to the edge.

Ramone stripped off his clothes, revealing his hard cock. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. His tongue replaced her fingers, licking and sucking at her clit until she was writhing beneath him.

“Ramone,” she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets.

He didn’t stop until she came, her body trembling with pleasure. Then he positioned himself at her entrance, sliding into her with a groan. He started slow, but soon he was thrusting into her with a rhythm that had her moaning his name over and over.

“You feel so good,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her deeper and harder.

Diana wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer as she felt another orgasm building. When it hit, it was intense, her body convulsing around him as he continued to thrust. A moment later, he came too, his body shuddering as he spilled inside her.

They lay together afterward, their bodies still entwined. Ramone brushed a strand of hair from her face, his expression soft. “Be my girlfriend,” he said, his voice quiet but firm.

Diana smiled, her heart swelling with something she hadn’t felt in a long time. “Yes,” she said, leaning in to kiss him again.

18 - A MASSAGE FROM VICTOR
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Kenisha stepped into the spa, the soft hum of calming music wrapping around her like a warm blanket. She’d been looking forward to this all week—a chance to unwind, to let someone else take care of her for a change.

The receptionist greeted her with a smile and led her to a dimly lit room where the scent of lavender and eucalyptus hung in the air. A massage table stood in the center, draped in crisp white linens. Kenisha slipped out of her robe, her curvy body glowing under the soft light, and lay down on the table, her skin tingling with anticipation.

The door opened quietly, and Victor entered. He was tall, with broad shoulders and a confident stride that made Kenisha’s heart skip a beat. His dark eyes swept over her, and a small, appreciative smile played on his lips.

“You’re in good hands today,” he said, his voice smooth and deep.

Kenisha felt a flush of warmth spread through her chest. She’d had massages before, but something about Victor felt different.

He started with her shoulders, his hands firm yet gentle as they kneaded the tension from her muscles. Kenisha sighed, her body melting into the table. “You’ve got such beautiful curves,” Victor murmured, his fingers gliding down her back. “So soft, so perfect.”

Kenisha’s cheeks heated at the compliment, but she didn’t protest. There was something about the way he said it—like he truly meant it—that made her feel seen, desired.

As his hands moved lower, tracing the dip of her waist and the swell of her hips, Kenisha’s breath came a little quicker. Victor’s touch was electric, sending little shocks of pleasure through her body. When his fingers brushed against the sides of her breasts, she gasped softly, her nipples hardening under his attention.

“You’re stunning,” he whispered, his voice low and intimate. “I could spend hours just exploring every inch of you.”

Kenisha’s heart raced as his hands cupped her breasts fully, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in slow, teasing circles. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, but it escaped anyway, soft and breathy. Victor chuckled, the sound sending a shiver down her spine. “Don’t hold back,” he said. “Let me hear you.”

His hands continued their exploration, moving lower still until they reached the curve of her ass. Kenisha’s pulse quickened as he squeezed gently, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. When his hand slid between her thighs, she tensed for a moment before relaxing, her body betraying her desire. Victor’s fingers found her wetness, and Kenisha let out a shaky breath as he began to stroke her, his touch light and teasing at first, then firmer, more insistent.

“You’re so responsive,” Victor murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “I love how wet you are for me.”

Kenisha’s hips lifted off the table instinctively, seeking more of his touch. He obliged, slipping a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right to make her cry out. Her hands gripped the edges of the table as pleasure surged through her, hot and overwhelming.

Victor leaned down, his breath warm against her ear. “I want to taste you,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Before Kenisha could respond, he was on his knees, his hands spreading her thighs apart. His tongue flicked against her clit, and she gasped, her back arching off the table. He licked and sucked at her with a skill that left her trembling, her moans growing louder with every stroke of his tongue.

When he finally pulled away, Kenisha was panting, her body on the edge of release. Victor stood, his eyes dark with desire as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. It was thick and hard, and Kenisha’s mouth watered at the sight. Without hesitation, she slid off the table and dropped to her knees in front of him. Her hands wrapped around his length, stroking him slowly before she took him into her mouth.

Victor groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each pass. Her tongue swirled around the tip, and he shuddered, his hips thrusting gently against her lips. “You’re amazing,” he breathed, his voice strained. Kenisha looked up at him through her lashes, her lips stretched around his cock as she sucked him harder.

When he couldn’t take it anymore, Victor pulled her to her feet and turned her around, bending her over the massage table. His hands gripped her hips as he positioned himself at her entrance, and Kenisha braced herself, anticipation coiling tight in her belly. With one smooth thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. She cried out, the sensation almost too much to bear.

Victor set a steady rhythm, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps. Kenisha’s hands clawed at the table as pleasure built inside her, hot and urgent. Victor reached around to rub her clit, and she came undone, her body convulsing around him as waves of ecstasy crashed over her.

He followed soon after, his grip on her hips tightening as he buried himself deep inside her, his release spilling into her with a low groan. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies pressed together as they caught their breath. Finally, Victor pulled out and helped Kenisha stand, his hands lingering on her waist.

“Did you enjoy your massage?” he asked, a playful smirk tugging at his lips.

Kenisha smiled back, her cheeks flushed but her eyes sparkling. “More than I expected,” she admitted.

Victor chuckled and handed her a towel. “Good. Maybe we can do this again sometime.” He pulled out his phone and handed it to her. “Put your number in there.”

Kenisha did as he asked, her heart racing with excitement. As she left the spa, she couldn’t stop thinking about Victor—his hands, his voice, the way he’d made her feel. She couldn’t wait to see him again.

19 - THE PROFESSOR’S SECRET SOCIETY

MMMFFF / BBW / College / Group Sex / Orgy / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Denise stood in front of her mirror, adjusting the hem of her dress for what felt like the hundredth time. The fabric clung to her curves, accentuating every soft, rounded inch of her body. She wasn’t used to dressing up like this, but something about the way Dr. Evan Murray had looked at her during their last meeting made her want to impress him.

His words echoed in her mind: “There’s a society I think you’d be perfect for. They appreciate women like you.” Women like her. Curvy, full-figured, unapologetically soft. The idea was intoxicating.

When Evan arrived at her apartment, he looked as polished as ever, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders. “You look stunning,” he said, his eyes lingering on her body just long enough to make her cheeks flush. She followed him to his car, her heart pounding with a mix of nerves and excitement.

The drive to the mansion on the outskirts of town was quiet, but Evan’s presence was enough to keep her on edge. When they arrived, the grandeur of the place took her breath away. The doors opened to reveal two women—Betty and Adrienne—both as voluptuous as Denise, if not more so. Their confidence was magnetic, their smiles warm and inviting. Two men, Dan and Mickey, stood nearby, their eyes filled with admiration as they greeted her.

“Welcome,” Evan said, his hand resting lightly on the small of Denise’s back. “This is our society. We celebrate beauty in all its forms, especially the kind that’s often overlooked.”

Dinner was a lavish affair, the table laden with rich, decadent dishes. Denise found herself relaxing as the conversation flowed, the group’s easy camaraderie putting her at ease. But there was an undercurrent of something else—something electric—that she couldn’t quite place.

After dessert, Evan stood and extended his hand to her. “Shall we move to the next part of the evening?” he asked, his voice low and smooth.

Denise hesitated for only a moment before taking his hand, her pulse quickening as he led her down a dimly lit hallway to the master bedroom.

The room was bathed in soft, golden light, the air thick with anticipation. Dan and Mickey were already there, their attention focused on Betty and Adrienne. Denise watched as Dan pulled Betty into a deep kiss, his hands roaming over her ample curves. Mickey, meanwhile, was slowly undressing Adrienne, his fingers tracing the lines of her body with reverence.

Evan turned to Denise, his gaze intense. “Do you trust me?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded, her breath catching as he leaned in to kiss her. His lips were firm yet gentle, coaxing a response from her that she didn’t know she had in her. She kissed him back, her hands trembling as they rested on his chest.

He began to undress her, his fingers deftly working the zipper of her dress. The fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet. She stood before him in nothing but her lingerie, her curves on full display. Evan’s eyes darkened with desire as he took her in, his hands skimming over her hips, her waist, her breasts.

“You’re exquisite,” he murmured, his lips trailing down her neck.

Denise shivered as he kissed his way down her body, his hands guiding her toward the bed. She climbed onto the soft mattress, her eyes darting to Betty, who was now lying back as Dan worshipped her body with his mouth and hands.

Evan positioned himself between Denise’s legs, his breath warm against her inner thigh. He hooked his fingers into the sides of her panties and pulled them down, tossing them aside. His tongue flicked against her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as he licked and sucked, his movements slow and deliberate.

Mickey appeared beside her, his hands cupping her breasts through her bra. He unhooked it with practiced ease, freeing her heavy mounds. His mouth closed around one nipple, sucking hard while his fingers teased the other. Denise moaned, the dual sensations overwhelming her senses.

She glanced over at Adrienne, who was straddling Evan’s face, her head thrown back in ecstasy. The sight sent a fresh wave of arousal through Denise, her hips lifting off the bed as Evan’s tongue worked magic on her clit. She could feel herself getting closer, the tension building inside her until it finally snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her, her body trembling as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

Before she could catch her breath, Mickey was positioning himself between her legs. He entered her in one smooth thrust, filling her completely. Denise cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move. His pace was relentless, each thrust driving her higher and higher. She could hear Betty moaning beside her, Dan’s grunts mingling with Adrienne’s cries of pleasure.

Mickey’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he pounded into her. Denise’s eyes fluttered shut, the sensations too much to bear. She came again, her pussy clenching around his cock as he groaned and spilled inside her.

As the room fell into a sated silence, Evan leaned over Denise, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “So,” he said, his voice husky, “would you like to join our society? I promise you won’t regret it.”

Denise smiled, her body still humming with pleasure. “Yes,” she whispered, her heart racing at the thought of what future meetings might hold.

20 - A BOLD MESSAGE FROM MARK
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India stared at her phone, the glow of the screen illuminating her face in the dimly lit room. The notification had popped up just moments ago—a message from someone named Mark. She’d been on the dating app for a week now, swiping through profiles with a mix of hope and skepticism. But this… this was different.

The message was short, direct, and utterly unexpected. “I want you to sit on me.”

Her eyebrows shot up, and she let out a soft laugh, though it was more out of disbelief than amusement. Who says that? she thought, her fingers hovering over the screen. She considered deleting it right then and there. It was bold, almost rude. But something about it made her pause. There was no pretense, no cheesy pickup line. Just raw honesty.

Curiosity got the better of her. She typed back, “Excuse me?”

His reply came almost instantly. “I’ve always been into bigger women. I love the idea of a woman sitting on me, using her weight to pin me down. It’s a fantasy of mine.”

India’s cheeks flushed. She wasn’t used to men being so upfront about their desires, especially when it came to her size. Most tiptoed around it or pretended not to notice. But Mark? He wasn’t hiding anything. And strangely enough, that intrigued her.

They messaged back and forth for a while, his words growing bolder as he described what he wanted to do to her, how he wanted to worship her body. By the time he asked if she’d like to meet in person, India found herself saying yes.

—

Mark’s house was cozy, the kind of place that felt lived-in but not messy. He greeted her at the door with a warm smile, his eyes immediately scanning her figure. India wore a tight dress that hugged her curves, and she could feel his gaze lingering on her hips, her thighs, her chest. It made her feel powerful.

They sat on the couch, sharing a bottle of wine as they talked. Mark was charming, his confidence never wavering. He didn’t shy away from complimenting her body, his words making her skin tingle with anticipation. When he finally suggested they move to the bedroom, India didn’t hesitate.

He stripped off his clothes first, revealing a toned body that made her mouth water. India followed suit, peeling off her dress to reveal a lacy black lingerie set. Mark’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands itching to touch her.

“Sit on me,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

India raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on her lips. “You sure you can handle it?”

“Try me.”

She straddled his chest, lowering herself onto him slowly. The moment her weight settled on him, Mark let out a groan, his hands gripping her thighs. She could feel his chest rising and falling beneath her, his breath coming in shallow gasps.

“God, you’re heavy,” he muttered, though there was no hint of complaint in his voice. If anything, he sounded thrilled.

India shifted slightly, grinding against him just to see his reaction. His hands tightened on her thighs, and she could feel his cock pressing against her ass, already hard.

“Sit on my face,” he said suddenly, his voice strained.

She hesitated for a moment before standing up, her heart pounding in her chest. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slid them down, letting them fall to the floor. Mark’s eyes were glued to her pussy, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.

India positioned herself above him, lowering herself onto his face with a slow, deliberate motion. The moment his tongue touched her, she gasped, her hands flying to the headboard for support. He licked her with fervor, his tongue exploring every inch of her folds.

She rocked her hips against his face, moaning as pleasure coursed through her body. His hands gripped her ass, pulling her closer as he devoured her. The sensation was overwhelming, and soon she was trembling, her orgasm building with every flick of his tongue.

When she came, it was with a cry of his name, her juices spilling onto his face. Mark didn’t stop, licking her clean as she shuddered above him.

Finally, she climbed off him, her legs shaky as she moved to the bed. Mark followed, his cock jutting out proudly as he positioned himself behind her. He grabbed her hips, pulling her ass back against him.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he growled before thrusting into her.

India moaned, the sound muffled by the pillow she buried her face in. He fucked her hard and fast, his hands slapping against her ass with each thrust. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

She came again, her pussy clenching around his cock as waves of pleasure washed over her. Mark wasn’t far behind, his thrusts becoming erratic as he spilled himself inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed, both of them breathing heavily. Mark pulled her close, his hand resting on her hip as he pressed a kiss to her shoulder.

“So,” he said after a moment, “you think you’d want to do this again?”

India turned to look at him, a smile spreading across her face. “Definitely.”

21 - A BBW DOMINATION PORN SHOOT
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Melanie stepped onto the set, her heart pounding in her chest. The room was dimly lit, with cameras set up around a plush couch in the center. Joe, the director, greeted her with a wide grin. “You must be Melanie. Ready to make some magic?”

She nodded, though her stomach churned with nerves. “Yeah, I’m ready. What’s the scene?”

Joe’s eyes gleamed as he explained. “It’s a fetish shoot. You’re going to dominate your co-star, Jay. You’ll sit on him, pin him down, smother him with that gorgeous body of yours. Think you can handle it?”

Melanie hesitated. She hadn’t expected this, but the money was too good to pass up. “I’ll do it.”

Joe clapped his hands. “Great! Go get changed into the lingerie we picked out for you.”

In the dressing room, Melanie slipped into the black lace lingerie. It hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her full breasts and wide hips. She took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves, and walked back onto the set.

Jay was already there, lying on the couch. He was lean and muscular, his eyes widening as he took in Melanie’s voluptuous figure. “Wow,” he murmured.

Melanie felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. “Hi,” she said softly.

Joe positioned them on the couch, instructing Melanie to sit on Jay’s lap. She hesitated for a moment before lowering herself onto him. Her weight pressed him into the cushions, and she could feel his body tense beneath her.

“Perfect,” Joe said, adjusting the camera angle. “Now, Jay, try to get up.”

Jay struggled, his muscles straining as he tried to push Melanie off. But she was too heavy, her body pinning him down effortlessly. A thrill shot through her as she realized the power she had over him.

“Good, good,” Joe said, his voice excited. “Keep going.”

Melanie shifted slightly, feeling Jay’s erection pressing against her ass. Her breath caught, and a wave of arousal washed over her. She hadn’t expected to feel this way, but the sensation was intoxicating.

“Now, Melanie,” Joe instructed, “take off the lingerie.”

Her hands trembled as she reached behind her back to unhook the bra. It fell away, revealing her full breasts. She stood up briefly to slide the panties down her legs, leaving her completely naked. Jay’s eyes roamed over her body, his desire evident.

Melanie sat back down on Jay’s lap, this time facing him. She could feel his hardness pressing against her thigh, and she couldn’t resist grinding against him slightly. A low moan escaped his lips, and she felt a surge of power.

“Now, sit on his face,” Joe directed.

Melanie hesitated for only a moment before positioning herself over Jay’s face. She lowered herself onto him, feeling his warm breath against her pussy. His tongue flicked out, teasing her folds, and she gasped at the sensation.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her hands gripping the back of the couch for support.

Jay’s tongue worked its magic, licking and sucking at her sensitive flesh. Pleasure coursed through her body, and she couldn’t help but rock her hips against his face.

“That’s it,” Joe encouraged. “Let him eat you out.”

Melanie’s moans grew louder as Jay’s tongue delved deeper, exploring every inch of her pussy. She could feel herself getting wetter, her arousal building with each passing second. Her thighs trembled as she neared the edge, her body craving release.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her nails digging into the couch. “Don’t stop.”

Jay obeyed, his tongue working furiously to bring her to climax. Melanie’s back arched as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her body convulsing as she came hard on his face.

When the intensity subsided, Melanie climbed off Jay, her legs still shaky. Joe grinned at her. “Amazing. Now, bend over the couch.”

Melanie did as she was told, leaning over the back of the couch and presenting her ass to Jay. She could feel his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and she bit her lip in anticipation.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

Jay didn’t need to be told twice. He thrust into her, filling her completely. Melanie gasped at the sensation, her body stretching to accommodate him. He began to move, his hips slapping against her ass with each thrust.

“Yes,” she moaned, pushing back against him.

The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their heavy breathing. Melanie’s pussy clenched around Jay’s cock, urging him deeper.

“You feel so good,” Jay groaned, his hands tightening on her hips.

Melanie could feel another orgasm building, her body responding eagerly to Jay’s movements. She reached back to grab his ass, pulling him closer with each thrust. The pleasure was overwhelming, and she knew she wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’m gonna cum,” she panted, her voice trembling.

Jay’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more frantic. Melanie cried out as her orgasm hit, her pussy contracting around him. Jay followed soon after, pulling out and spilling his cum onto her ass.

They both collapsed onto the couch, breathing heavily. Joe clapped his hands, clearly pleased with the shoot. “That was incredible. You two were amazing together.”

Melanie smiled, still catching her breath. “Thanks.”

Joe handed her a towel and a bottle of water. “We’d love to have you back for another shoot. Interested?”

Melanie thought about it for a moment before nodding. “Yeah, I’m in.”

22 - GETTING HEALTHY WITH HENRY

MF / BBW / Sports / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Mikayla’s hips swayed as she walked into the gym, her curvy frame hugged by her black leggings and fitted tank top. She was feeling good—ten pounds lighter, but still undeniably full-figured. Her confidence was high, and she was ready to tackle her workout. That’s when she noticed him. Henry, a big guy with a friendly smile, was struggling with the treadmill. She caught his eye, and they exchanged a nod.

“Need some help?” she asked, her voice warm and inviting.

Henry chuckled, wiping sweat from his forehead. “Yeah, this thing’s got a mind of its own.”

They started talking, bonding over their shared love of food and their mutual goal of getting healthier. Over the next few weeks, they became gym buddies, encouraging each other through every rep and every mile. Mikayla loved how Henry made her laugh, and Henry couldn’t get enough of Mikayla’s infectious energy.

One evening, after a particularly grueling session, Henry turned to her. “Hey, you’ve been killing it lately. Let me take you out to celebrate.”

Mikayla grinned. “As long as it’s not a cheat meal.”

Henry laughed. “Deal.”

They went to a cozy restaurant, ordering grilled chicken salads and sparkling water. The conversation flowed easily, and Mikayla found herself leaning closer to Henry, her hand brushing his on the table. There was something about him—his kindness, his humor, the way he looked at her like she was the most beautiful woman in the room.

After dinner, Henry suggested they go back to his place. Mikayla agreed, her heart racing as they walked to his car. The drive was short, and before she knew it, they were standing in his living room, the air thick with tension.

Henry stepped closer, his eyes locked on hers. “Mikayla…”

She didn’t let him finish. She closed the distance between them, her lips meeting his in a hungry kiss. His hands slid around her waist, pulling her against him. She could feel the heat of his body through their clothes, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

Their kisses grew more urgent, their hands exploring each other’s bodies. Henry’s fingers traced the curve of her hips, squeezing gently as he deepened the kiss. Mikayla moaned softly, her hands sliding under his shirt to feel the warmth of his skin.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Henry whispered against her lips.

She nodded, letting him lead her down the hall. Clothes were shed along the way—her tank top, his shirt, her leggings, his pants. By the time they reached the bed, they were both down to their underwear. Mikayla’s breath caught as she took in the sight of him—his broad chest, his strong arms, the bulge in his boxers that made her mouth water.

She dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands sliding up his thighs. Henry groaned as she pulled down his boxers, freeing his thick cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking him slowly as she looked up at him through her lashes.

“You’re so beautiful,” Henry murmured, his voice rough with desire.

Mikayla smiled, then leaned forward, taking him into her mouth. She started slow, savoring the taste of him, the way he filled her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock before she took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his size. Henry’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her as she bobbed her head, taking him all the way to the back of her throat.

“Fuck, Mikayla,” he groaned, his hips bucking slightly.

She pulled back, catching her breath before diving back in, her hand working the base of his cock as she sucked him off. She could feel him getting harder, thicker in her mouth, and it only made her want him more.

When she finally pulled away, Henry was breathing hard, his eyes dark with need. He helped her to her feet, kissing her deeply as he backed her toward the bed. She lay down, spreading her legs as he knelt between them. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her panties aside to reveal her wet pussy.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he said, his voice low and husky.

He leaned in, his tongue flicking over her clit before he buried his face between her legs. Mikayla gasped, her hands gripping the sheets as he licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh. His tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles, driving her wild. She arched her back, moaning his name as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that made her see stars.

“Henry… oh God…” she whimpered, her hips rocking against his face.

He didn’t let up, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony to bring her closer and closer to the edge. When she finally came, it was with a cry of pleasure that echoed through the room. Her body trembled as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her.

Henry kissed his way up her body, his cock pressing against her thigh. “I need to be inside you,” he said, his voice strained with need.

Mikayla nodded, wrapping her legs around his waist as he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried deep inside her. She gasped at the sensation—the stretch, the fullness, the way he filled her so perfectly.

Henry began to move, his hips thrusting into hers with a steady rhythm. Mikayla clung to him, her nails digging into his back as he drove her higher and higher with each stroke. She could feel every inch of him, every movement sending sparks of pleasure through her body.

“You feel so good,” she moaned, her voice trembling with desire.

Henry groaned in response, his pace quickening as he chased his own release. Mikayla could feel herself getting close again, the pressure building inside her until it finally burst. She came with a cry, her body convulsing around him as he continued to thrust into her.

A few moments later, Henry followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled himself deep within her. He collapsed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms as they both caught their breath.

Mikayla rested her head on his chest, a contented smile on her face. She felt safe, desired, and completely satisfied.

“Mikayla,” Henry said softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Will you be my girlfriend?”

She looked up at him, her heart swelling with emotion. “Yes,” she said without hesitation.

23 - PASSION IN THE WAVES

FF / Lesbian / BBW / Public / Outdoors / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Dildo

“Carine, you’re so fucking beautiful,” Makenna breathed, her voice trembling as she traced the curve of Carine’s hip with her fingertips.

The water lapped around their naked bodies, the ocean’s salt kissing their skin as the sun dipped low on the horizon.

Carine laughed, a low, throaty sound that made Makenna’s stomach tighten. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she teased, her hands sliding down Makenna’s back, pulling her closer.

Their bodies pressed together, the warmth of their skin contrasting with the coolness of the water. Makenna’s breath hitched as Carine’s fingers danced along her spine, sending shivers through her.

It hadn’t been long since they’d first met, but every second with Carine felt electric. Makenna couldn’t remember the last time she’d been so captivated by someone.

—

Three weeks earlier…

Makenna had been sprawled on her couch, her phone in hand, scrolling aimlessly through her social media feed. She wasn’t looking for anything in particular—just passing the time—when a photo stopped her mid-scroll. It was a woman, her back to the camera, her hands resting on her hips. She wore a tight black dress that hugged her curves like it had been made just for her. Her ass… it was magnificent. Full, round, and perfectly shaped. Makenna felt her heart skip a beat.

She clicked on the profile. The woman’s name was Carine. She had dark, wavy hair that cascaded down her back, and her smile was radiant. Makenna scrolled through her photos, each one more captivating than the last. Carine wasn’t just beautiful—she was stunning. And she knew it, too. There was confidence in the way she posed, in the way she looked directly at the camera. Makenna felt a pang of desire, sharp and immediate.

They had a few mutual friends, but Makenna had never met her. She hesitated for a moment, her thumb hovering over the message button. What if she doesn’t respond? What if she thinks I’m creepy? But the pull was too strong. Makenna typed out a quick message, her heart racing as she hit send.

“Hey, I couldn’t help but notice how gorgeous you are. I’m Makenna. We have some mutual friends—thought I’d say hi.”

She waited, her stomach in knots. When her phone buzzed a few minutes later, she nearly dropped it.

“Well, hi, Makenna. I’m Carine. Thanks for the compliment—you’re not so bad yourself.”

The conversation flowed easily from there. They talked about their favorite movies, their hobbies, their mutual friends. Makenna found herself laughing more than she had in weeks. There was something about Carine—her wit, her charm—that made Makenna feel at ease. And when Carine suggested they meet up, Makenna didn’t hesitate.

—

Now…

The beach was secluded, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore the only noise besides their laughter. Carine’s bikini was a deep red, the color contrasting beautifully with her tan skin. Makenna couldn’t take her eyes off her. Every move Carine made, every laugh, every smile—it was intoxicating.

“So,” Carine said, turning to Makenna with a sly grin. “You brought me here. What next?”

Makenna felt her cheeks flush. “I… I thought we could swim,” she stammered, gesturing to the ocean.

Carine raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “Just swim?”

Makenna’s heart raced. She wasn’t sure what she was doing, but the look in Carine’s eyes gave her courage. “Or… we could swim naked,” she suggested, her voice barely above a whisper.

Carine’s eyes sparkled. “Now you’re talking,” she said, already reaching for the ties of her bikini top.

Makenna watched, her breath catching in her throat as Carine undressed. Her body was everything Makenna had imagined and more. Her curves were soft and inviting, her skin glowing in the fading sunlight. Makenna felt a rush of desire, her body tingling as she pulled off her own swimsuit.

The water was cool against their skin as they waded in, their laughter echoing across the beach. Makenna couldn’t resist reaching out, her fingers brushing against Carine’s arm. Carine turned to her, her eyes dark with desire.

“You’re beautiful,” Makenna whispered, her voice trembling.

Carine smiled, her hands reaching for Makenna’s waist. “So are you,” she murmured, pulling her closer.

Their lips met in a slow, deep kiss, the water swirling around them. Makenna’s hands roamed over Carine’s body, her touch gentle but insistent. Carine moaned softly, her fingers tangling in Makenna’s hair as the kiss deepened.

They moved to the blanket they’d laid out on the sand, their bodies still wet from the ocean. Makenna kissed Carine’s neck, her lips trailing down to her chest. She took her time, savoring every inch of Carine’s body. When she reached between Carine’s legs, she heard her gasp, her hips arching off the blanket.

“Makenna…” Carine breathed, her voice trembling.

Makenna looked up, her eyes locking with Carine’s. “Let me take care of you,” she whispered, her fingers stroking Carine’s clit.

Carine’s breath hitched, her hands gripping the blanket as Makenna’s tongue replaced her fingers. She moved slowly at first, teasing Carine until she was writhing beneath her. When Carine finally came, her body shaking with pleasure, Makenna felt a surge of pride.

“Let’s use this,” Makenna murmured, pulling a dildo out of her beach bag. She handed it to Carine, spreading her legs on the blanket.

Makenna’s heart raced as Carine positioned herself between her legs. The first thrust was slow, deliberate, drawing a moan from Makenna’s lips. Carine’s movements were confident, her eyes never leaving Makenna’s as she fucked her.

“Carine…” Makenna gasped, her body tightening as she neared the edge.

Carine didn’t stop, her pace increasing until Makenna came, her body trembling with pleasure. They lay there for a moment, their breathing ragged, before Makenna turned to Carine, a smile playing on her lips.

“I… I want to see you again,” she said, her voice soft but steady. “I want you to be my girlfriend.”

Carine’s eyes sparkled as she leaned in, her lips brushing against Makenna’s. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice filled with promise. “Yes.”

Makenna felt her heart swell as Carine’s lips met hers, the taste of salt and desire intertwining. “Good,” she murmured, her hands roaming over Carine’s curves, pulling her closer. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Carine’s laughter was low and throaty, a sound that sent shivers down Makenna’s spine. “Oh, I wasn’t planning on going anywhere,” she teased, her fingers trailing down Makenna’s side. “But you’ve got to keep up.”

Makenna’s eyes darkened with desire, her body responding to Carine’s touch. “Try me,” she challenged, her voice husky as she reached for Carine’s waist, her fingers digging into the soft flesh. “I’ve got all night.”

The waves crashed in the distance, the sound a backdrop to their laughter and moans as they lost themselves in each other once more. The beach was theirs, the night was theirs—and Makenna knew, without a doubt, that Carine was hers.

“Carine…” Makenna whispered, her lips brushing against the curve of Carine’s shoulder. “I need you.”

Carine’s hand found hers, their fingers intertwining. “You have me,” she murmured, her breath warm against Makenna’s ear. “Always.”

24 - A CRUSH ON A CLASSMATE

MF / BBW / College / Romantic / Kissing / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Vanessa sat in the back of the psychology lecture hall, her notebook open but untouched. Her eyes kept drifting to Jordan, who was seated a few rows ahead. He was laughing at something the professor had said, his deep chuckle carrying across the room. She admired how effortlessly he seemed to command attention, his confidence radiating like a force field. She wished she could be like that—bold, unapologetic, comfortable in her own skin. But Vanessa wasn’t. She tugged at the hem of her sweater, self-conscious about the way it clung to her curves.

When the professor announced they’d be pairing up for a project, Vanessa’s stomach dropped. She hated group work, hated the awkwardness of trying to find a partner. But then Jordan turned around, scanning the room. His eyes landed on her, and he smiled. “Hey,” he said, sliding into the seat next to hers. “Wanna team up?”

Vanessa’s heart skipped. “Sure,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

—

They met at the library later that week to work on the assignment. Jordan was as charming as ever, cracking jokes and making her laugh despite her nerves.

As they discussed their project, Vanessa found herself opening up. “I wish I could be more confident,” she admitted, staring down at her hands. “Like you.”

Jordan tilted his head, studying her. “Why wouldn’t you be confident? You’re beautiful.”

Her cheeks flushed. “You don’t have to say that.”

“I mean it,” he said, his tone serious now. “You’re gorgeous, Vanessa. And smart. And funny. You should see yourself the way I see you.”

Her heart pounded. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. When Jordan asked her out on a date, she said yes without hesitation.

—

That evening, Vanessa stood outside Jordan’s apartment, smoothing her dress nervously. She’d spent hours getting ready, trying to look perfect. When he opened the door, his face lit up. “Wow,” he said, stepping aside to let her in. “You look amazing.”

Dinner was casual—pizza and wine—but it felt special. They talked and laughed, the chemistry between them undeniable. Afterward, they settled on the couch to watch a movie. Vanessa was hyper-aware of how close they were sitting, her thigh brushing against his. When Jordan turned to her, his gaze intense, she knew what was coming.

He leaned in, his lips meeting hers in a soft kiss. It deepened quickly, his hands tangling in her hair as she melted into him. She could feel his arousal pressing against her leg, and it sent a jolt of heat through her body.

Jordan pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with desire. “Is this okay?” he murmured.

Vanessa nodded, her breath catching. “Yes.”

He kissed her again, his hands roaming over her body. She gasped as he cupped her breast through her dress, his thumb brushing over her nipple. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, and Vanessa didn’t hesitate. She sank to her knees in front of him, taking him into her mouth. He groaned, his fingers threading through her hair as she worked him with her tongue.

“God, Vanessa,” he muttered, his hips bucking slightly. “You’re incredible.”

She looked up at him, her lips wrapped around his length, and felt a surge of power. For once, she wasn’t thinking about her insecurities. She was focused on the way he was responding to her, the sounds he was making.

When he pulled her to her feet and led her to the bedroom, Vanessa’s heart raced with anticipation. He undressed her slowly, his hands exploring every inch of her curvy body. “You’re perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

She blushed but didn’t argue. Instead, she reached for him, helping him out of his clothes. His body was just as she’d imagined—strong, solid, and so damn sexy. They tumbled onto the bed together, their hands and mouths everywhere at once.

Vanessa climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. She guided him inside her, gasping as he filled her completely. She began to move, rocking her hips in a slow rhythm that had them both moaning. His hands gripped her waist, guiding her as she rode him.

“Fuck, Vanessa,” Jordan groaned, his eyes locked on hers. “You feel so good.”

She leaned forward, kissing him deeply as she increased her pace. The pleasure built quickly, her body trembling with need. When she came, it was with a cry of his name, her nails digging into his shoulders.

Jordan flipped her onto her back, thrusting into her with renewed urgency. Vanessa wrapped her legs around him, urging him deeper. He kissed her neck, his breath hot against her skin as he moved faster and harder.

“I’m close,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Me too,” she gasped, her body tightening around him.

They came together, their cries mingling as they clung to each other. Jordan collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. Vanessa rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart.

“Be my girlfriend,” he said after a moment, his voice soft but sure.

Vanessa smiled, a warmth spreading through her chest. “Yes.”

25 - A CURVY ESCORT’S FIRST DATE


MFF / Sex Work / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Myla stood in front of the mirror, her hands trembling as she adjusted the hem of her dress. The fabric clung to her curves, accentuating every soft, generous inch of her body. She had never felt confident about her appearance, but tonight was different. Tonight, she was stepping into a world that promised to appreciate her exactly as she was. The escort service had offered her a chance to earn money doing something that felt… liberating. Still, her stomach churned with nerves.

Jade, the seasoned escort who had been assigned to guide her, leaned against the doorframe with a smirk. “You look hot, Myla. Joe’s going to lose his mind when he sees you.” Her voice was smooth, confident, and it made Myla feel a little more at ease.

Jade’s own curves were on full display, her dress hugging her hips and bust in a way that made Myla’s breath catch. She couldn’t help but admire the other woman’s boldness.

“Is he… nice?” Myla asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jade chuckled, stepping closer and placing a reassuring hand on Myla’s shoulder. “He’s a gentleman. And he loves big, beautiful women like us. Trust me, you’re going to have fun.”

The drive to Joe’s house was a blur. Myla’s heart raced the entire time, her mind spinning with what-ifs. But when they arrived, Joe greeted them warmly, his eyes lighting up as they approached. He was tall, with a commanding presence but a kind smile.

“Jade, always a pleasure,” he said before turning to Myla. “And you must be Myla. Wow. You’re even more stunning in person.”

Myla felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. “Thank you,” she murmured, unsure of what else to say.

Joe led them into the house, his gaze lingering on their curves as they walked. The tension in the air was palpable, and Myla’s skin tingled with anticipation. When they reached the bedroom, Joe placed a stack of cash on the nightstand without a word.

“Let’s get started,” Jade said, her voice low and sultry.

She began to undress, her movements slow and deliberate, and Myla followed suit, her hands shaking as she peeled off her dress. The cool air hit her skin, and she felt exposed, vulnerable. But the way Joe and Jade were looking at her made her feel something else entirely—desired, powerful.

Jade stepped closer, her bare body inches from Myla’s. “You’re gorgeous,” she whispered, her hands brushing over Myla’s hips.

Myla’s breath caught as Jade’s lips met hers in a soft, teasing kiss. The sensation was electrifying, and Myla found herself leaning into it, her hands resting on Jade’s waist.

Joe watched from the bed, his eyes dark with hunger as the two women kissed. “Put on a show for me,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Jade pulled back slightly, her lips curving into a smirk. “You heard him,” she said, her hands sliding down Myla’s body. Her touch was firm, possessive, and Myla felt a jolt of pleasure as Jade’s fingers found her nipples, teasing them until they hardened.

Myla’s hands explored Jade’s curves in return, her fingers tracing the soft swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the full curve of her hips. The other woman’s skin was warm, smooth, and Myla couldn’t get enough.

Jade guided Myla onto the bed, her lips trailing down Myla’s neck, her collarbone, her chest. When she reached Myla’s breasts, she took a nipple into her mouth, sucking and teasing until Myla gasped. Her hands moved lower, parting Myla’s thighs, and Myla’s pulse quickened as Jade’s lips found her sensitive flesh.

The sensation was overwhelming. Jade’s tongue was relentless, teasing and circling Myla’s clit until she was trembling with pleasure. Myla’s hands tangled in Jade’s hair, her hips arching off the bed as the waves of pleasure built inside her.

Joe’s voice broke through the haze of pleasure. “I can’t wait any longer.”

Myla glanced up to see him stroking himself, his eyes fixed on the two women. Jade pulled back, her lips glistening, and smiled at Joe. “Then join us.”

Joe didn’t need to be told twice. He climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Jade. She arched her back, guiding him into her, and Myla watched, transfixed, as Joe thrust into her with slow, deliberate movements. The sight was intoxicating, and Myla felt herself growing wetter by the second.

When Joe finally pulled out of Jade, he turned his attention to Myla. “Your turn,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Myla’s heart raced as Joe positioned himself between her legs. She felt the tip of his cock press against her entrance, and then he was sliding into her, filling her completely. The sensation was incredible, and Myla let out a moan as Joe began to thrust, his movements deep and steady.

Jade wasn’t content to just watch. She leaned over Myla, her lips finding Myla’s nipples once again as her fingers slipped between her own legs. The combination of sensations was too much, and Myla felt herself teetering on the edge of pleasure.

“That’s it,” Joe growled, his pace quickening. “Let go, Myla.”

Myla’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Joe followed soon after, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her.

As they lay there, breathless and spent, Jade smiled at Myla. “So, did you enjoy yourself?”

Myla’s cheeks flushed, but she couldn’t stop the smile that spread across her face. “I did,” she admitted, her voice soft but confident.

Jade’s smile widened. “Good. Because this is just the beginning.”

26 - FEEDING HER DESIRE

FF / Lesbian / BBW / Feeding / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Strap-on

Danielle stared at her reflection in the cracked mirror of her tiny apartment, her fingers nervously tugging at the hem of her dress. It hugged her curves a little too tightly for her liking, but it was the nicest thing she owned. Why did I agree to this? she thought, her stomach twisting with anxiety. She wasn’t used to being pursued, let alone by someone as confident and mysterious as Shauna. But when Shauna had reached out with an offer of $100 just to have dinner, Danielle couldn’t refuse. She needed the money. Badly.

The sound of a car honking outside jolted her out of her thoughts. She grabbed her purse and hurried downstairs, her heart pounding. Shauna’s sleek black sedan was idling at the curb, and the woman herself stepped out as Danielle approached. Shauna was everything Danielle wasn’t—tall, poised, and radiating confidence. Her tailored blazer and perfectly styled hair screamed wealth, and Danielle suddenly felt even more out of place.

“Danielle,” Shauna said, her voice smooth and warm. “You look stunning.”

Danielle blushed, mumbling a thank you as she slid into the passenger seat. The interior of the car smelled like leather and lavender, and she felt like she’d stepped into another world. Shauna leaned over, her hand brushing Danielle’s thigh as she adjusted the seatbelt. The touch was brief, but it sent a shiver through Danielle’s body.

The restaurant was upscale, the kind of place Danielle had only ever seen in movies. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, and the tables were adorned with flickering candles. Danielle tried to focus on the menu, but the prices made her head spin. All of the food looked delicious, and the portions were huge. Not wanting to appear greedy, she ordered a small salad, her cheeks burning with embarrassment when the waiter raised an eyebrow.

Shauna, however, had other plans. “You’re not seriously going to eat just a salad, are you?” she asked, her tone teasing but firm. “You’re far too beautiful to starve yourself. Let’s order something decadent.”

Danielle hesitated, but Shauna’s piercing gaze left no room for argument. They ended up ordering a feast—steak, lobster, truffle pasta, and a bottle of expensive wine. When the food arrived, Danielle couldn’t help but feel a pang of guilt. She wasn’t used to indulging like this. But as she took her first bite of the buttery lobster, she couldn’t deny how good it tasted.

Shauna watched her intently, her lips curling into a smile. “You have no idea how enthralling it is to watch you eat,” she said, her voice low and husky. “You’re absolutely mesmerizing.”

Danielle nearly choked on her wine. “Watching me… eat?” she stammered, her face flushing.

Shauna leaned in closer, her eyes dark with desire. “I have a… fondness for women like you. Curvy, beautiful, with an appetite for life. And I love feeding them. Watching them enjoy themselves. It’s… intoxicating.”

Danielle didn’t know how to respond. Her heart was racing, and her skin felt too hot. Shauna’s words were unlike anything she’d ever heard before. For the first time, she felt seen.

“Here,” Shauna said, picking up a forkful of pasta. “Let me feed you.”

Danielle hesitated, her cheeks burning, but something about the look in Shauna’s eyes made her lean forward. She opened her mouth, and Shauna gently placed the bite on her tongue. The flavors exploded in her mouth, but it was the way Shauna was looking at her that made her feel dizzy.

The rest of the meal passed in a blur. Shauna fed her bite after bite, her fingers occasionally brushing Danielle’s lips. Danielle found herself eating more than she had in ages, her initial self-consciousness melting away under Shauna’s admiring gaze. By the time they left the restaurant, Danielle felt stuffed in the best possible way.

Shauna’s home was even more luxurious than Danielle had imagined. The walls were adorned with modern art, and the furniture looked like it belonged in a magazine. But it was the way Shauna looked at her that made Danielle’s breath catch. There was no mistaking the hunger in her eyes. They ended up in the bedroom, the air thick with tension.

Shauna cupped Danielle’s face in her hands, her voice a soft murmur. “You’re so beautiful,” she said, her lips brushing against Danielle’s. “I’ve been wanting to do this all night.”

Danielle’s heart was pounding as Shauna kissed her, her hands sliding down to grip Danielle’s hips. Slowly, Shauna began to undress her, her touch deliberate and reverent. Danielle’s insecurities bubbled to the surface, but Shauna didn’t let her linger on them.

“Shh,” Shauna whispered, her lips trailing down Danielle’s neck. “You’re perfect.”

Her hands roamed over Danielle’s curves, her tongue flicking over Danielle’s nipples until she was gasping. Shauna’s touch was electric, and Danielle felt herself surrendering to the sensation. She lay back on the bed, her body trembling as Shauna knelt between her legs.

Shauna’s tongue was skilled and relentless, teasing Danielle until she was writhing with pleasure. But it wasn’t enough. Shauna reached for a strap-on, fastening it around her waist with practiced ease. She positioned herself behind Danielle, her voice a low command.

“On your hands and knees,” she said, her hand gripping Danielle’s hip. “I want to see you take every inch.”

Danielle obeyed, her heart racing as she braced herself. Shauna’s thrusts were slow at first, but they quickly grew more intense, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through Danielle’s body. She felt herself coming undone, her moans echoing through the room.

Shauna’s voice was a whisper in her ear. “You’re so good for me,” she said, her rhythm unrelenting. “So beautiful. So mine.”

Danielle came hard, her body shuddering as Shauna held her close. As they lay together, Danielle’s mind was reeling. She’d never felt so desired, so wanted.

When it was time to leave, Shauna handed her an envelope. “Five hundred dollars,” she said, her smile warm. “You earned it.”

Danielle blinked in surprise, her heart swelling with gratitude—and something else. Pride, maybe. For the first time in a long time, she felt beautiful.

Shauna leaned in, her lips brushing Danielle’s ear. “I’d love to see you again,” she murmured. “Think about it.”

Danielle nodded, her mind already racing with possibilities. She couldn’t wait.

27 - A CURVY STRIPPER’S THREESOME

FFF / Stripper / Lap Dance / BBW / Group Sex / Threesome / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo / Cunnilingus

Hailey stood in front of the full-length mirror in the dimly lit dressing room, her reflection staring back at her with wide, uncertain eyes. The sequined red lingerie clung to her curves, the fabric shimmering under the fluorescent lights.

She sucked in a deep breath, her hands trembling as she adjusted the straps on her shoulders. The club was packed tonight, the bass from the music vibrating through the floor and into her feet. This is it, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest. You’re doing this. No turning back now.

She had always been self-conscious about her body. Growing up, she’d been told she was “too much”—too big, too curvy, too something. But bills didn’t pay themselves, and desperation had a way of pushing people to places they never thought they’d go.

The strip club had seemed like her last resort. What if they laugh? What if no one tips? The questions swirled in her mind, but she pushed them down, forcing a confident smile as the stage manager called her name.

The spotlight hit her the moment she stepped onto the stage, blinding her for a second. The music thumped louder, the beat syncopated with her racing heart. She froze for a moment, her body stiff, before the rhythm took over. She rolled her hips, letting the music guide her movements. The crowd’s murmurs faded into the background as she focused on her reflection in the mirror behind the bar. She was surprised at how good she looked, how her curves seemed to flow with the music, how the sequins caught the light and made her glow.

Then, the money started flying. Bills—ones, fives, twenties—landed at her feet, fluttering like confetti. Her confidence surged with each one. They like me. They actually like me. She twirled, her body moving with a newfound freedom, her smile widening as she caught the eyes of the audience.

One woman stood out in the crowd. She was sitting close to the stage, her gaze locked on Hailey with an intensity that made her shiver. The woman was stunning—sleek, with dark hair that framed her face and a confident smirk that screamed I know what I want. When Hailey approached the edge of the stage, the woman held up a crisp hundred-dollar bill, her eyes never leaving Hailey’s.

“You’re incredible,” the woman said, her voice low and smooth as she tucked the bill into Hailey’s garter. “I’m Mya.”

“Hailey,” she replied, her voice breathless. She felt a spark of something she couldn’t quite name—excitement, curiosity, desire?—as their fingers brushed.

Mya leaned in closer, her breath warm against Hailey’s ear. “I’d love a private dance.”

Hailey nodded, her cheeks flushing. “Of course.”

In the private room, the atmosphere was charged. Hailey moved to the music, her body close to Mya’s. Mya’s hands rested lightly on Hailey’s hips, her touch sending jolts of electricity through her.

“You’re gorgeous,” Mya murmured, her voice dripping with admiration. “Every inch of you.”

Hailey’s heart raced, her body responding to the way Mya looked at her—like she was something to be desired, cherished.

When the song ended, Mya leaned back, a slow smile spreading across her face. “I’m staying at the Grand Lexington. Room 1402. We can party. You should come.”

Hailey hesitated, her mind racing. Party? With a stranger? But something about Mya—her confidence, her warmth—made her want to say yes. “I’ll think about it,” she said, her voice trembling just a little.

After her shift, Hailey stood outside the Grand Lexington, her stomach fluttering with nerves. She’d never done anything like this before, but the thought of seeing Mya again—of exploring whatever this was—was too enticing to resist. She took a deep breath and stepped into the elevator.

When the door to room 1402 opened, Mya greeted her with a glass of champagne and a smile. “You came,” she said, her voice laced with satisfaction. “I was hoping you would.”

The room was luxurious, with a king-size bed dominating the space. Another woman was sitting on the edge of the bed, her curvy figure accentuated by a sleek black dress. She looked up, her eyes meeting Hailey’s with a mix of curiosity and interest.

“This is Charlotte,” Mya said, gesturing to the woman. “My girlfriend.”

Charlotte stood, her smile warm and inviting. “Hi, Hailey. Mya’s been raving about you.”

Hailey felt a blush creep up her cheeks. “Hi,” she said, her voice soft.

Mya stepped closer, her hand brushing against Hailey’s arm. “We were hoping you’d join us tonight. Just the three of us.”

Hailey’s breath hitched. A threesome? The idea was thrilling and terrifying all at once. But the way Mya and Charlotte looked at her—like she was the most beautiful thing they’d ever seen—made her heart race. “Okay,” she whispered.

Mya’s smile widened, and she reached out to take Hailey’s hand, leading her further into the room. Charlotte followed, her eyes never leaving Hailey. When they reached the bed, Mya turned to her, her voice low and seductive. “Let’s get comfortable.”

They undressed slowly, the anticipation building with each piece of clothing that fell to the floor. Hailey couldn’t take her eyes off Mya and Charlotte—their curves, their confidence, the way they moved together like they were in perfect sync. When they were naked, Mya stepped closer, her lips brushing against Hailey’s in a soft, teasing kiss.

Charlotte watched, her gaze hungry, as Mya deepened the kiss, her hands caressing Hailey’s body. Hailey moaned softly, her hands exploring Mya’s curves in return. Then Charlotte joined them, her lips finding Hailey’s neck as Mya’s hands wandered lower.

“You’re so beautiful,” Charlotte whispered, her breath hot against Hailey’s skin.

They moved to the bed, the sheets cool against Hailey’s overheated skin. Mya’s fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, sending shivers through her body.

“Relax,” Mya murmured, her voice soothing. “Let us take care of you.”

Charlotte kissed her way down Hailey’s body, her lips closing around Hailey’s nipple as Mya’s fingers slid inside her. Hailey gasped, the sensations overwhelming. Mya’s tongue soon joined her fingers, and Hailey arched her back, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Yes,” Hailey moaned, her voice barely above a whisper. “Don’t stop.”

Charlotte chuckled, her breath warm against Hailey’s skin. “We don’t plan to.” She reached for a dildo, her eyes locking with Hailey’s as she positioned it at her entrance. “Ready?”

Hailey nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. When Charlotte pushed the dildo inside her, she cried out, pleasure crashing over her in waves. Mya’s tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit, and Hailey felt like she was falling, soaring, completely lost in the moment.

“Open your eyes,” Mya said, her voice husky. “Look at me.”

Hailey obeyed, her gaze meeting Mya’s as Charlotte thrust the dildo deeper.

Mya’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she climbed up Hailey’s body, positioning herself over her face. “Taste me,” she purred.

Hailey’s tongue delved into Mya’s wetness, her moans vibrating against her as Charlotte’s thrusts grew faster, harder.

“You’re so good,” Charlotte murmured, her voice heavy with desire. “So fucking good.”

The tension in Hailey’s body built to an unbearable peak, and when it finally broke, she cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure. Charlotte’s movements slowed as Hailey’s orgasm subsided, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Mya rolled off her, her face flushed and her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “That was incredible,” she said, her voice breathless. “You’re incredible.”

Charlotte nodded, her hand resting on Hailey’s thigh. “I hope we’ll see you again soon.”

Hailey’s heart raced as she looked at them, her body still tingling from the intensity of it all. “I’d like that,” she whispered.

28 - RUNNING TOWARDS ROMANCE

MF / College / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Nipple Play / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Diane stood at the edge of the campus quad, her fingers nervously adjusting the strap of her sports bra beneath her oversized T-shirt. The weight loss group meeting was about to start, and she couldn’t help but feel a little out of place. She wasn’t used to putting herself out there like this, but the thought of making a change—of feeling good in her own skin—was enough to push her forward.

She spotted a few familiar faces in the small crowd that had gathered, but her eyes lingered on someone she hadn’t seen before. He was tall, with a friendly smile and a confident presence that made her feel at ease almost immediately. When he caught her looking, he gave her a little wave, and Diane felt her cheeks flush. She waved back, shy but intrigued.

The group leader called everyone to order, and Diane found herself standing next to the guy she’d noticed earlier. “I’m Dale,” he said, extending a hand. His grip was warm and firm, and Diane couldn’t help but notice the way his eyes crinkled at the corners when he smiled. “First time?” he asked, and Diane nodded. “Me too,” he admitted with a chuckle. “Guess we’re in this together.”

They started jogging together the very next day. Diane was surprised by how easy it was to talk to Dale. He had a way of making her laugh, even as they huffed and puffed their way around the campus track. By the end of the week, their morning runs had become something she looked forward to—not just for the exercise, but for the time spent with him.

One morning, as they slowed to a walk to catch their breath, Dale turned to her, his expression serious. “Do you ever feel… I don’t know, self-conscious?” he asked, his voice softer than usual. “About your weight, I mean.”

Diane hesitated for a moment before nodding. “All the time,” she admitted. “I guess that’s why I joined this group. I want to feel better about myself, you know?”

Dale’s gaze met hers, and there was something in his eyes that made her stomach flip. “I get it,” he said. “I feel the same way. But you know what? I think you’re beautiful just the way you are.”

The words caught her off guard, and Diane felt her heart skip a beat. She hadn’t expected him to say something like that, and the sincerity in his voice made her feel something she hadn’t in a long time—desired.

Later that afternoon, after their run, Diane found herself inviting Dale back to her dorm room. She wasn’t sure what had come over her, but the way he’d looked at her, the way he’d spoken to her—it had stirred something inside her. She wanted to be close to him, to feel his skin against hers.

While Dale waited in her room, Diane stepped into the bathroom to take a quick shower. The water was hot, soothing the ache in her muscles, but her mind was racing. She could hear him moving around in the other room, and the thought of him being so close made her pulse quicken.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, she was wearing nothing but a towel. Her hair was still damp, clinging to her skin, and she could feel Dale’s eyes on her as she walked toward him. “Thanks for waiting,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Dale didn’t say a word. Instead, he closed the distance between them in a few quick strides, his hands reaching for her face. His kiss was sudden but soft, his lips pressing against hers with a tenderness that took her breath away. Diane felt the towel slip from her body, pooling at her feet, but she didn’t care. All she could think about was the feel of his hands on her skin, the heat of his body against hers.

Dale’s lips moved down her neck, trailing kisses along her collarbone before finding her breasts. His mouth was hot and wet, his tongue teasing her nipples until they were hard and aching. Diane let out a moan, her fingers tangling in his hair as she arched her back, offering herself to him.

He didn’t stop there. His hands moved to her hips, guiding her toward the bed, and Diane went willingly, her heart pounding in her chest. As she lay back on the mattress, Dale knelt between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs apart. His breath was warm against her skin, and when his tongue touched her, she gasped, her hips jerking upward.

Dale didn’t hold back. His tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles, exploring every inch of her, and Diane couldn’t help but cry out, her hands clutching at the sheets. The sensation was overwhelming, each stroke of his tongue sending shocks of pleasure through her body. She could feel herself getting wetter, her arousal building with every passing second.

When he finally slid a finger inside her, Diane thought she might lose her mind. His movements were slow but steady, his fingers curling just enough to hit that spot inside her that made her see stars. She could feel her orgasm building, the tension in her body coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might burst.

“Dale,” she moaned, her voice trembling. “Please… don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His tongue continued to work its magic, his finger moving in and out of her with a rhythm that drove her wild. When her orgasm finally hit, it was like a tidal wave, washing over her and leaving her breathless and shaking.

Before she could recover, Dale was on top of her his lips kissing hers again. She could feel his cock pressing against her, hard and ready, and she spread her legs wider, inviting him in. As he entered her, Diane let out a gasp, her body stretching to accommodate him. He felt so good inside her, his thick cock filling her in a way that made her head spin.

Dale’s movements were slow at first, giving her time to adjust to him, but it wasn’t long before he was fucking her harder, his hips slamming into hers with a rhythm that made her moan. She could feel his weight pressing down on her, his belly resting against hers, and it only made her want him more.

“You feel amazing,” Dale growled, his voice husky with desire.

Diane could only nod, her words lost in the pleasure coursing through her. His cock felt so good inside her, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body.

When she came again, it was with a cry of his name, her body trembling as the pleasure overwhelmed her. Dale followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he spilled his release deep within her.

They lay together afterward, their bodies still entwined, their breathing slowly returning to normal. Diane felt a sense of contentment she hadn’t felt in a long time. She turned her head to look at Dale, a smile playing on her lips.

“Will you be my girlfriend?” Dale asked, his voice soft but sure.

Diane’s heart swelled with emotion, and she nodded, her eyes meeting his. “Yes,” she said, her voice steady. “I’d like that.”

Dale’s grin widened, and he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss. “I’m glad I met you,” he whispered against her lips.

“Me too,” Diane replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

As they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, Diane felt a sense of peace she hadn’t felt in a long time.

29 - FRAT PARTY REDEMPTION

MF / College / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

The bass from the music thrummed through the walls of the fraternity house, vibrating in Alyssa’s chest as she stood hesitantly at the edge of the room. The air was thick with the scent of spilled beer and sweat, the dim lighting casting shadows that made the crowded space feel both chaotic and intimate.

She clutched her red plastic cup tightly, the drink inside warm from her nervous grip. Her curvy frame, which she usually hid under oversized sweaters, was on full display tonight in a black dress that hugged her hips and accentuated her waist. She felt exposed—but for once, she wanted to be seen.

A guy with a cocky grin and dark, messy hair approached her, his eyes raking over her body in a way that made her cheeks heat. “Hey,” he said, his voice smooth and confident. “I’m Caleb. You look like you could use a refill.” He gestured to her nearly empty cup, and Alyssa managed a small smile.

“I’m okay,” she said, her voice soft. But Caleb wasn’t taking no for an answer. He plucked the cup from her hand and disappeared into the crowd, returning moments later with a fresh drink.

“Thanks,” she mumbled, taking it from him.

“You’re new here, right?” he asked, leaning in close enough that she could smell the whiskey on his breath. “I’d remember you if I’d seen you before.”

Alyssa nodded, her heart racing. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention, especially from someone like Caleb, who looked like he’d stepped out of a magazine. He grabbed her hand and pulled her onto the dance floor before she could protest. The music was loud, the beat pulsing through her as Caleb’s hands found her hips. He spun her around, pulling her back against his chest, his body grinding against hers in a rhythm that made her breath catch.

His hands slid down her sides, gripping her waist as he pressed himself harder against her. Alyssa could feel the heat radiating off him, his breath hot on her neck as he whispered something she couldn’t quite hear over the music. She closed her eyes, letting herself get lost in the moment, in the way his body moved against hers.

But when she opened her eyes, she froze. The crowd around them had parted, and everyone was watching—some laughing, others whispering behind their hands.

Caleb’s laughter rang out, loud and cruel. “Come on, guys, I told you I could do it!” he called out, his grip on her hips loosening as he stepped back.

Alyssa’s stomach dropped. The drink slipped from her hand, splattering on the floor as she turned and fled, humiliation burning in her chest. She pushed her way through the crowd, her vision blurring with tears as she stumbled out the front door and into the cool night air.

She barely made it a few steps before she heard footsteps behind her. “Hey, wait!” a voice called out. She turned to see Justin, the nerdy guy from her biology class, jogging to catch up with her. His glasses were slightly askew, and his dark hair was tousled, like he’d been running his hands through it.

“Are you okay?” he asked, his voice genuine and concerned.

Alyssa wiped at her eyes, shaking her head. “I’m fine,” she mumbled, though it was obvious she wasn’t.

Justin hesitated for a moment before speaking again. “What they did—it wasn’t cool. I’m sorry I didn’t say something. I just... I didn’t want to make things worse.”

Alyssa looked up at him, surprised by the sincerity in his voice. “It’s not your fault,” she said softly.

Justin offered her a small smile. “Let me walk you back to your dorm, at least. It’s late.”

She nodded, and they fell into step beside each other, the silence between them comfortable rather than awkward. When they reached her dorm, Justin hesitated at the door. “Thanks for walking me back,” Alyssa said, her voice quiet.

“Of course,” he replied, his eyes meeting hers. There was something in the way he looked at her, something kind and gentle, that made her heart skip a beat.

“Do you... want to come in?” she asked before she could stop herself. Justin blinked, surprised, but nodded.

Her dorm room was small, the only light coming from the bedside lamp she flicked on. Alyssa closed the door behind them, her heart pounding as she turned to face Justin. He was standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, his hands stuffed in his pockets.

“I think you’re really pretty,” he blurted out, his face turning red the moment the words left his mouth. Alyssa couldn’t help but laugh, the sound soft and genuine.

“I think you’re cute,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing.

They stood there for a moment, the air between them charged with something electric. Then, before she could overthink it, she stepped forward and kissed him.

The kiss started slow, tentative, but soon grew deeper as Justin’s hands found her waist. Alyssa felt a shiver run down her spine as his fingers skimmed under the hem of her dress, the fabric sliding up her thighs. He broke the kiss long enough to pull the dress over her head, leaving her in nothing but her bra and panties.

Justin’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands moving to cup her breasts through the fabric of her bra. “God, you’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice rough. He unhooked her bra with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor before his mouth found her nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud.

Alyssa moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he teased her with his tongue. He moved to her other breast, giving it the same attention before his mouth trailed down her stomach, his lips brushing against her skin in a way that made her shiver.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down her legs and tossing them aside. Alyssa was completely exposed now, her breath coming in short gasps as Justin knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart. His breath was hot against her core, and she whimpered as his tongue flicked against her clit.

He lapped at her hungrily, his tongue moving in slow, deliberate strokes that had her thighs trembling. Justin slid a finger inside her, curling it just right as he continued to tease her clit with his tongue. Alyssa’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face as the pleasure built inside her.

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body arching as she came against his mouth. Justin didn’t stop until she was squirming, oversensitive and breathless.

He stood then, his own need evident as he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Alyssa watched him with wide eyes, her heart racing as he climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs.

He pushed inside her slowly, groaning at how tight and wet she was. Alyssa gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to thrust, his hips moving with a rhythm that had her seeing stars.

“Justin,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he drove into her deeper. The pleasure was overwhelming, her body trembling as he moved inside her.

Justin’s thrusts grew faster, his breathing ragged as he buried his face in her neck. “Alyssa,” he gasped, his voice rough. He plunged into her one last time, his orgasm hitting him hard as he spilled inside her.

They collapsed onto the bed together, their bodies tangled and sticky with sweat. Alyssa nestled against his chest, a contented sigh escaping her lips. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she belonged. Justin’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close as they lay there in the quiet of the room.

30 - BIG, BEAUTIFUL, AND BOLD

FF / Lesbian / BBW / Romantic / Kissing / Cunnilingus / Dildo

The diner was quiet, the soft hum of the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead as Anise wiped down the counter for what felt like the hundredth time that night. Her shift was dragging, her feet aching in her worn-out sneakers, and the faded scent of coffee and fried food clung to her like a second skin. She was lost in the monotony of it all—until the bell above the door chimed, sharp and unexpected.

Anise looked up, her breath catching in her throat.

The woman who stepped inside was unlike anyone she’d ever seen. Tall, with curves that seemed to defy gravity, she carried herself with a confidence that made the room feel smaller. Her dark skin glowed under the harsh lights, her hair styled in thick, cascading waves that framed her face like a crown. She wore a tailored coat that hugged her body, the fabric luxurious and expensive, and her heels clicked against the linoleum floor with a commanding rhythm.

Anise straightened, her heart suddenly racing. Who is she?

The woman scanned the diner with a quiet authority, her eyes landing on Anise. A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips, and she ambled over to the counter with a sway in her hips that made Anise’s mouth go dry.

“Table for one,” the woman said, her voice smooth and rich, like melted chocolate. She slid onto a stool, her coat falling open to reveal a silky blouse that clung to her voluptuous frame.

Anise nodded, her hands trembling slightly as she grabbed a menu. “Right this way,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper. She led the woman to a booth near the window, her pulse pounding in her ears.

The woman ordered enough food for three people—a burger with extra bacon, a side of fries, a milkshake, and a slice of pie—and Anise found herself stealing glances as she jotted it all down. There was something magnetic about her, something that made it impossible to look away.

“You’re new here,” the woman said, her voice a purr as she handed the menu back to Anise.

Anise blinked, startled. “Um, yeah. I’ve only been working here a couple of months.”

The woman’s smile deepened, her eyes lingering on Anise’s face. “I’d remember if I’d seen you before.”

Anise felt her cheeks flush, her stomach fluttering in a way that had nothing to do with hunger. “I’m Anise,” she said, her voice soft.

“Jazz,” the woman replied, her tone dripping with confidence. She leaned back in the booth, her gaze never leaving Anise’s. “It’s a pleasure.”

Anise nodded awkwardly, her mind racing. She hurried to put in the order, her hands shaking as she punched the buttons on the register. When she returned with the food, Jazz was still watching her, that same knowing smile playing on her lips.

Their conversation was brief but charged, Jazz’s words laced with an unmistakable flirtation that made Anise’s heart skip a beat. And when it was time to leave, Jazz didn’t just leave a tip—she left a card with her phone number scribbled on the back.

“Call me,” Jazz said, her voice low and deliberate. She dropped the card on the counter, her fingers brushing against Anise’s in a way that sent a jolt of electricity through her. Then she was gone, her presence lingering like a whisper in the quiet diner.

Anise stared at the card for a long time, her mind racing. She shouldn’t call. She knew she shouldn’t. But something about Jazz—her confidence, her boldness—made it impossible to resist.

Later that night, Anise found herself holding her phone, her finger hovering over the number. She took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest, and pressed call.

“Anise,” Jazz said when she picked up, her voice warm and inviting. “I was hoping you’d call.”

Anise’s breath hitched. “I… I wasn’t sure if I should.”

Jazz chuckled, the sound low and throaty. “But you did. That’s all that matters. Where are you? My driver will pick you up in an hour.”

Anise’s eyes widened. “I’m… um… at my apartment. Morewood Oaks.”

“Wear something nice,” Jazz said, her tone leaving no room for argument. Then the line went dead.

An hour later, a sleek black car pulled up in front of her apartment. The driver, a tall man in a suit, opened the door for her without a word. Anise slid into the backseat, her heart racing as the car pulled away from the curb.

They drove through the city and into the hills, where sprawling mansions loomed behind tall gates. The car finally stopped in front of one of the largest homes Anise had ever seen, its exterior illuminated by soft, golden light.

The driver opened her door, and Anise stepped out, her legs trembling as she approached the front door. Before she could knock, it swung open, revealing Jazz.

She was wearing a tight red dress that clung to her curves like a second skin, the fabric shimmering under the light. Her hair was down, cascading over her shoulders, and her lips were painted a deep, inviting red.

“Anise,” Jazz said, her voice a purr as she stepped aside to let her in. “I’m so glad you came.”

Anise stepped inside, her eyes wide as she took in the opulent surroundings. The house was massive, its interior decorated with rich, dark woods and plush furniture. Jazz led her into the living room, where a glass of wine was already waiting.

“Have a seat,” Jazz said, gesturing to the couch. She poured a second glass of wine and handed it to Anise, her fingers brushing against hers in a way that made her shiver.

They talked for what felt like hours, their conversation easy and flowing. Jazz was intelligent and witty, her laugh infectious, and Anise found herself drawn to her in a way she couldn’t explain.

“Come with me,” Jazz said suddenly, standing and holding out her hand.

Anise hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t. But she placed her hand in Jazz’s and let her lead her down a long hallway to a set of double doors.

Jazz pushed them open, revealing a massive bedroom with a king-sized bed in the center. The room was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of Jasmine. Jazz turned to Anise, her eyes dark with desire.

“Are you sure about this?” Anise whispered, her voice trembling.

Jazz cupped her face, her touch gentle but commanding. “Do you want me to stop?”

Anise shook her head, her breath catching in her throat. “No.”

Jazz smiled, her fingers tracing the line of Anise’s jaw before leaning in to kiss her. Her lips were soft but insistent, her kiss slow and passionate. Anise melted into her, her hands clutching at Jazz’s shoulders as the world around them faded away.

Jazz’s hands moved to the buttons of Anise’s blouse, her fingers deft as she undressed her piece by piece. When Anise stood before her, completely bare, Jazz stepped back, her eyes raking over her body with a hunger that made Anise’s knees weak.

“You’re beautiful,” Jazz murmured, her voice husky. Then she reached for the zipper of her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of shimmering fabric. Her body was breathtaking—full and curvy, her skin glowing in the dim light.

She took Anise’s hand and led her to the bed, laying her down gently before climbing on top of her. Her hands and mouth explored every inch of Anise’s body, her touch electric, her breath hot against her skin.

When her lips finally found their way between Anise’s thighs, Anise gasped, her fingers tangling in Jazz’s hair as pleasure coursed through her. Jazz was relentless, her tongue working expertly, until Anise was trembling on the edge of release.

“Please,” Anise begged, her voice a desperate whisper.

Jazz chuckled, the sound sending shivers down Anise’s spine. She reached into the nightstand and pulled out a sleek, black dildo, her eyes locking with Anise’s as she slowly pushed it inside her.

Anise’s back arched, her breath coming in shallow gasps as Jazz moved the toy with practiced precision. When she finally came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling with the force of it.

Jazz climbed on top of her, straddling her face with a smirk. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice dripping with desire.

Anise didn’t hesitate, her tongue flicking against Jazz’s wetness as the older woman moaned above her. Her hands gripped Jazz’s hips, guiding her as she rode her face, her movements growing more frantic until she finally came with a loud, guttural cry.

They lay together afterward, their bodies entwined, the room filled with the sound of their heavy breathing. Jazz traced patterns on Anise’s skin, her touch gentle and soothing.

“I’d like to see you again,” Jazz said, her voice soft but firm.

Anise nodded, her heart still racing. “Me too.”

Somehow, Anise knew that Jazz was going to change her life, introducing her to things she’d only dreamed of until now.

Jazz gave Anise a gentle kiss. “I want you to be my girlfriend,” she murmured. “I’ll take good care of you.”

“Yes,” Anise agreed without hesitation. She felt lucky to have met Jazz, and she couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

31 - CURVES ON THE VOLLEYBALL COURT
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“You’re perfect just the way you are,” Brett murmured, his voice low and steady as his hands drifted down Chante’s sides, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist. She shivered under his touch, her breath catching in her throat.

She hadn’t expected this when she walked into the gym for her private coaching session. She’d been nervous, sure, but not about this. The way he looked at her, the way his hands lingered on her body—it wasn’t just casual coaching. It felt… different.

“Coach,” she started, her voice trembling slightly, “I don’t know if—“

He cut her off gently, his lips brushing against her ear. “Shh. Trust me, Chante. You’re incredible.”

Her heart raced as his hands moved lower, his fingers curling around the hem of her shorts. She should’ve stopped him. She knew that. But the way he touched her, the way he made her feel—she didn’t want it to end.

—

It started last week.

Although she struggled with her weight, Chante had always been a gifted athlete. She’d heard about tryouts for the college volleyball team, and she was confident that she’d dominate the competition.

When Chante arrived at the gym, the other girls vastly underestimated her abilities. “You sure you’re in the right place?” a petite girl asked, her thin arms crossed over her chest. “The cafeteria is that way.”

Chante just glared at her, her heart racing with anger. She ignored the taunt. She’d get her revenge on the court. Chante took her rage out on the volleyball, spiking it over the net with an unmatched ferocity. She easily made the team, leaving the other players stunned.

It seemed like Chante had made quite an impression on the volleyball coach, too. “Congratulations on making the team,” Brett said, putting his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry about those other girls. They’re jealous.”

“T-thank you,” Chante stammered, suddenly aware that her hair was a mess, and she was dripping sweat. “You really think so?”

“Yes. You’re beautiful and talented. Why wouldn’t they be jealous?” he replied, his eyes sparkling with something mysterious. “Why don’t you meet me tomorrow for a private coaching session? I can show you a few things to really improve your game.”

—

Now, they were in the gym. They’d finished practicing, and it was time to stretch. But as Brett positioned Chante’s body on the exercise mat, his fingers started to wander over her body in a way that didn’t feel professional.

“Coach?” she whispered, her eyes searching his.

Brett didn’t answer with words. Instead, he kissed her, his lips firm and demanding against hers. Chante melted into it, her hands gripping the front of his shirt as he deepened the kiss.

When he finally pulled away, his eyes darkened with desire. “Let me show you how perfect you are,” he said, his voice rough.

Chante’s mind was spinning, but she nodded anyway. She wanted this. She wanted him.

Brett’s hands moved to the waistband of her shorts, and she lifted her hips slightly to help him slide them off. He took his time, his fingers brushing against her thighs as he tugged the fabric down her legs. When she was finally bare, he paused, his gaze raking over her body.

“Beautiful,” he muttered, his voice thick with need.

She blushed, her cheeks burning under his scrutiny. But before she could say anything, he was on her again, his lips pressing against hers as his hands roamed over her curves.

His touch was electric, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as he kissed her neck, his teeth grazing her skin.

“Brett,” she gasped, her back arching as he moved lower, his lips trailing down her chest.

He didn’t stop until he reached the apex of her thighs, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. She squirmed under him, her hands clutching at the exercise mat as he pressed a kiss to her inner thigh.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice soothing. “I’ve got you.”

Chante bit her lip, her eyes fluttering shut as his tongue darted out, licking a slow, deliberate stripe up her center. She gasped, her hips jerking off the mat as pleasure shot through her.

Brett didn’t let up, his tongue circling her clit before sucking it into his mouth. Chante’s fingers dug into the mat, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as he worked her.

“Oh, God,” she moaned, her head falling back as the pleasure built inside her.

He slid a finger inside her, then another, curling them just right as he continued to lick and suck at her clit. She was close—so close—and when he added a third finger, she lost it.

Her body tensed, her back arching off the mat as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out, her hands gripping the mat as she rode out her orgasm, her body trembling with the force of it.

When she finally came down, Brett was already moving, climbing up her body to kiss her again. She could taste herself on his lips, and it only made her want him more.

“Your turn,” she whispered, her hands moving to the waistband of his gym shorts.

He didn’t argue, lifting his hips so she could slide them off. His cock sprang free, hard and thick, and Chante’s mouth watered at the sight of it.

She wrapped her hand around him, giving him a few slow strokes before leaning down to take him into her mouth. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip.

“Fuck, Chante,” he muttered, his hips bucking up into her mouth.

She took him deeper, her lips stretched tight around him as she bobbed her head, her hand working the base of his shaft. He was big—bigger than she’d expected—but she didn’t stop, her mouth moving up and down his length as she sucked him.

When he was close, he pulled her off, his hands shaking as he flipped her onto her back. She spread her legs for him, her body still tingling from her orgasm as he positioned himself between her thighs.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice strained.

Chante nodded, her hands gripping his shoulders as he pushed into her. He was big—so big—and she gasped as he filled her, her nails digging into his skin as he bottomed out.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his forehead resting against hers as he adjusted to the feel of her.

She was tight—so tight—and it took every ounce of his control to keep from losing it right then and there. But when she moved her hips, grinding against him, he couldn’t hold back anymore.

He pulled out almost all the way before thrusting back in, drawing a sharp gasp from her. He did it again, then again, setting a steady rhythm as he fucked her.

Chante’s hands roamed over his back, her nails leaving red marks in their wake as she clung to him. He felt incredible—so good—and she didn’t want it to end.

“Brett,” she moaned, her legs wrapping around his waist as he pounded into her.

He kissed her, his lips hot and demanding against hers as he fucked her harder, his hips slamming against hers with each thrust. She could feel his cock hitting her in all the right places, the pleasure building inside her once again.

“I’m close,” he muttered, his voice rough with need.

Chante nodded, her nails digging into his back as she felt her own orgasm building. “Me too,” she gasped, her body tightening around him.

Brett fucked her through it, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. When he finally came, he buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing as he spilled his seed.

Chante’s orgasm hit a second later, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure washed over her. She cried out, her hands clutching at his back as she rode out the waves, her body trembling with the force of it.

When he slumped on top of her, his cock still inside her as her breathing slowly returned to normal, Chante couldn’t believe what had just happened. But as she lay there, feeling him breathe against her neck, she knew she wanted more.

“Chante,” Brett started, his voice soft as he pulled back to look at her.

“Yes?” she asked, her heart pounding in her chest.

“This stays between us,” he said, his expression serious.

She nodded, her eyes locked with his. “Of course.”

He kissed her again, his lips soft and gentle against hers before he pulled away and stood up, leaving her lying on the mat as he grabbed his gym shorts.

Chante watched him dress, her mind still reeling from what had just happened. She knew this was risky—dangerous, even—but she couldn’t bring herself to care.

“Same time tomorrow?” Brett asked, his eyes meeting hers as he pulled his shirt back on.

Chante smiled, her legs still tingling as she sat up. “I’ll be there.”

As she watched him walk away, her body still humming, she couldn’t help but wonder what their next encounter would be like.

32 - JADA’S SWEET INDULGENCE
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Jada sat at a corner table in the small, dimly lit restaurant, her fork hovering over a plate piled high with creamy pasta and garlic bread. The aroma was intoxicating, and she couldn’t resist taking another bite, savoring the rich flavors as they melted on her tongue.

She’d promised herself tonight was about indulgence, about treating her curvy body to something decadent. Why not? she thought, popping a piece of bread into her mouth. She deserved it.

But as she ate, she caught a glimpse of movement from the corner of her eye. A man, tall and well-dressed, was sitting a few tables away, his gaze fixed on her.

Jada froze, a forkful of pasta halfway to her lips. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. He’s watching me eat, she realized, her stomach knotting with self-consciousness. She hesitated, tempted to put her fork down and retreat into her shell.

But then, to her surprise, the man stood up and began walking toward her. Her heart pounded as he approached, his confident stride commanding the room. He stopped at her table, a warm smile spreading across his handsome face.

“Hi,” he said, his voice smooth and deep. “I couldn’t help but notice you enjoying your meal. You have a way of making even eating look… captivating.”

Jada blinked, taken aback. “Um, thank you,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. She glanced down at her plate, suddenly hyper-aware of the remnants of her indulgence.

“I’m Max Powell,” he introduced himself, extending a hand. “And I have to be honest, I’m a bit of an admirer of women like you. Big, beautiful, and unapologetically themselves.”

Her eyes widened, her mind racing. Is this for real? she wondered, her cheeks burning even hotter. But there was something in his tone, something genuine, that made her heart flutter. “I’m Jada,” she replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm, his touch sending a shiver down her spine.

“Jada,” he repeated, as if savoring the sound of her name. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Would you like to join me for a drink? Or perhaps… something more?”

She hesitated, her nerves warring with the thrill of his attention. But the way he looked at her, with such admiration and desire, made her feel something she hadn’t in a long time: wanted. “Okay,” she said, nodding. “I’d like that.”

—

That evening, a sleek black car pulled up to her apartment, its tinted windows reflecting the city lights. Jada stepped into the backseat, her heart racing with anticipation. The driver didn’t say a word as they wound through the streets, finally arriving at a sprawling mansion nestled in the hills.

Max was waiting for her at the door, his smile as charming as ever. “Welcome, Jada,” he said, taking her hand and leading her inside.

The interior was lavish, all polished wood and soft lighting. They settled in the living room, where Max poured them both glasses of wine. As they talked, Jada found herself relaxing, the wine loosening her inhibitions. Max was attentive, his eyes never leaving hers as he listened to her stories and shared his own.

The chemistry between them was undeniable, and when he finally leaned in to kiss her, she didn’t hesitate. His lips were soft yet demanding, his hands cupping her face as he deepened the kiss. Jada’s breath hitched, her body responding eagerly to his touch. This is really happening, she thought, her heart pounding as he pulled her to her feet.

“Come with me,” he murmured, his voice low and husky.

He led her to the bedroom, where a plush king-sized bed awaited. On the bedside table was a plate of strawberries and a can of whipped cream.

Max picked up a strawberry, holding it to her lips. “Open,” he instructed, his eyes dark with desire.

Jada obeyed, her lips parting as he fed her the fruit. The sweetness exploded on her tongue, and she moaned softly, her arousal growing with every passing second.

He reached for the whipped cream, shaking the can before squirting a generous dollop onto her bare shoulder. Jada gasped as he leaned in, his tongue lapping up the cream, the sensation sending shivers down her spine. Oh God, she thought, her eyes fluttering closed as he continued, moving to her collarbone, then lower.

Max’s hands were gentle yet confident as he undressed her, revealing her curvy figure. He didn’t hesitate, didn’t shy away, and Jada felt a surge of confidence as he admired her body.

“You’re stunning,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe.

He squirted more whipped cream onto her full breasts, the coolness making her gasp. Max’s mouth was on her in an instant, his lips and tongue working in tandem to clean the cream off her skin. Jada moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as he teased her nipples, his teeth grazing the sensitive peaks.

“Spread your legs for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Jada obeyed, her body trembling with anticipation as he positioned himself between her thighs.

He grabbed a strawberry, holding it up for her to see. “This is just for you,” he said, his eyes locked on hers.

Jada’s breath caught as he slowly slid the fruit into her wetness, her body instinctively clenching around it. “Taste,” he urged, pulling it out and holding it to her lips.

She opened her mouth, the tang of her own arousal mixing with the sweetness of the strawberry. It was intoxicating, and she moaned as Max’s mouth descended on her, his tongue exploring her folds.

His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he devoured her, his tongue flicking her clit with practiced precision. Jada writhed beneath him, her moans growing louder as the pleasure built. He’s so good at this, she thought, her hands clutching the sheets.

Max didn’t let up, his fingers joining his tongue as he worked her into a frenzy. Jada felt herself teetering on the edge, her body trembling with need. “Please,” she begged, her voice hoarse. “I need you.”

Max didn’t need to be asked twice. He unzipped his pants, freeing his cock, already hard and throbbing. He stroked himself as he continued to eat her out, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge. Jada’s climax hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she cried out his name.

But Max wasn’t done. He climbed on top of her, positioning himself between her thighs. He pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “You’re so perfect,” he murmured, before pushing inside her.

Jada gasped as he filled her, her body stretching to accommodate him. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, but quickly growing more urgent. Jada wrapped her legs around him, urging him deeper. Every stroke sent shockwaves of pleasure through her, and she dug her nails into his back, desperate for release.

“God, you feel amazing,” Max groaned, his thrusts becoming more erratic.

He pulled out, flipping her onto her hands and knees. Jada moaned as he entered her again from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her.

The sound of skin on skin filled the room, mixed with Jada’s cries of pleasure. Max’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp sting only intensifying her arousal. She was close, so close, and when Max reached around to rub her clit, she lost it, her body convulsing with pleasure. Max climaxed soon after, spilling his seed inside of Jada with a groan.

As they lounged on the bed, Max pulled Jada closer. “I can’t get enough of you,” he whispered, still breathless. “I want you to be my girlfriend.”

Jada couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Max Powers wanted her to be his girlfriend? “Are you sure?” she asked. “I mean, this is so soon.”

“Of course I am, Jada,” Max replied, his fingers tracing a pattern on her sensitive skin. “I don’t want to let you get away.”

Jada gave Max a big kiss. “I’ll be your girlfriend” she said, her heart racing with excitement.

33 - A RESTAURANT RESCUE
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Sherry’s hands trembled as she balanced the tray of champagne flutes, her heart pounding in her chest. The restaurant was packed tonight, the air thick with the hum of conversation and the clinking of fine china. She had been on her feet for hours, her feet aching in her too-tight shoes, but she forced a smile as she approached the table. It was then that it happened—her heel caught on the edge of the rug, and the tray tilted precariously. Time seemed to slow as one of the flutes tipped over, splashing expensive champagne onto the pristine white tablecloth.

“Sherry!” Her manager’s voice cut through the room like a whip, and all eyes turned to her. His face was red, his nostrils flaring as he stormed over. “You clumsy oaf! Look what you’ve done! I should have known better than to trust a fat cow like you with something so delicate.”

Hot tears pricked at the corners of Sherry’s eyes as she stammered an apology, her cheeks burning with humiliation. She could feel the stares of the customers, their judgmental gazes burning into her skin. She wanted to disappear, to melt into the floor and never have to face anyone again.

But before her manager could continue his tirade, a deep, commanding voice cut through the tension. “That’s enough.”

Sherry turned to see Ross Mathers rising from his seat. He was dressed in an impeccably tailored suit, his dark hair perfectly styled, and his piercing blue eyes locked onto her manager with a fierce intensity. “Apologize to her,” he said, his voice calm but laced with steel.

Her manager blinked, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. “Mr. Mathers, I-I didn’t realize—”

“Now,” Ross interrupted, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Her manager stammered out an apology, his face pale as he quickly retreated to the kitchen. Sherry could hardly believe what was happening. She had heard of Ross Mathers, of course—the eccentric CEO of one of the biggest tech companies in the world—but she never imagined he would come to her defense.

Ross turned to her, his expression softening. “Are you okay, honey?” he asked, his voice gentle.

She nodded, still too stunned to speak. She couldn’t believe he even knew her name. “I’m fine,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. “Thank you.”

Ross smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Good. And for the record, I think you’re stunning. I love a woman with curves.”

Sherry’s breath caught in her throat. Had he really just said that? She felt a warmth spread through her chest, a flicker of something she hadn’t felt in a long time—hope.

“What time do you get off work?” Ross asked, his gaze never leaving hers.

“In an hour,” she replied, her voice trembling with excitement.

“Perfect,” he said, flashing her a devilish grin. “I’ll wait for you.”

—

The limo ride was surreal. Sherry had never been in such a luxurious vehicle before, and the plush leather seats felt like a dream beneath her. Ross sat beside her, his hand resting casually on her thigh, sending shivers of anticipation through her body. She could feel the heat of his palm through the fabric of her skirt, and her heart raced as his fingers traced small circles on her skin.

“You’re even more beautiful up close,” Ross murmured, his voice low and intimate. He leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “I can’t wait to see what’s underneath that uniform.”

Sherry’s breath hitched, her body responding instantly to his words. She could feel the warmth pooling between her thighs, her core clenching with desire. She had never been with a man like Ross before, someone so confident, so commanding. It was intoxicating.

When they arrived at his mansion, Sherry could hardly believe her eyes. The place was enormous, with sprawling gardens and a grand entrance that looked like something out of a fairytale. Ross led her inside, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back as he guided her up the grand staircase to the master bedroom.

The room was breathtaking, with floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a stunning view of the city below. The bed was massive, covered in soft, white liners that looked like they belonged in a five-star hotel. Ross turned to her, his eyes dark with desire as he began to undress her.

His hands were gentle but deliberate, his fingers skimming over her skin as he peeled away her uniform, revealing the curves she had always been self-conscious about. But Ross didn’t seem to care about her insecurities; he looked at her like she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice husky with need as he cupped her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making them harden instantly.

He leaned in, capturing one in his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak as Sherry gasped, her hands tangling in his hair. His hands roamed over her body, exploring every inch of her, as if committing her to memory. He kissed a trail down her stomach, his lips brushing against her skin as he knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart.

Sherry’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as Ross’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. He licked and teased her, his mouth driving her wild as she writhed beneath him, her hands clawing at the sheets.

“Oh God, Ross,” she moaned, her voice trembling with need as he slid a finger inside her, curling it just right to hit that spot that made her see stars. Her thighs trembled as she came, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, her juices gushing onto his tongue.

Ross didn’t give her a moment to recover. He stood, shedding his clothes in a matter of seconds before he pushed her onto the bed, his body covering hers as he guided his cock to her entrance. Sherry gasped as he slid inside her, his thick length stretching her in the most delicious way.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Sherry wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as he filled her completely. She could feel every inch of him, every ridge and curve, as he moved inside her, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Ross’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Sherry could feel the tension building inside her, her orgasm cresting like a tidal wave as Ross’s movements became erratic, his breathing ragged.

“I’m close,” he groaned, his voice thick with need as he slammed into her one last time, his release filling her as Sherry cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her like a thunderstorm.

They lay there for a moment, their bodies slick with sweat, their breathing heavy as they came down from their highs. Ross kissed her gently, his lips soft against hers as he brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Quit your job,” he said, his voice soft but firm. “Be my girlfriend. I’ll take care of you.”

Sherry’s heart raced, her mind spinning as she looked into his eyes. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “Yes, I’ll be your girlfriend.”

Ross smiled, his hand cupping her cheek as he leaned in for another kiss. “Good. Because I’m not letting you go.”

34 - A DOCTOR’S LUST
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“You’re beautiful, Tammie,” Vanessa murmured, her voice low and sultry as she leaned closer across the desk, her fingers tracing the edge of it. “You know that, don’t you?”

Tammie felt her breath hitch, her cheeks flushing as she tried to form a response. But words seemed to evaporate the moment Vanessa’s eyes locked onto hers, that smoldering confidence pouring out like liquid heat. The way Vanessa looked at her—it was like she could see every unspoken thought, every flutter of doubt, every quiet longing Tammie had tried to bury.

“I… uh…” Tammie stammered, her hands fidgeting with the hem of her scrubs. The air in Vanessa’s office felt thicker suddenly, charged with something she couldn’t quite name. Was this really happening?

Vanessa chuckled softly, a sound that sent a shiver down Tammie’s spine. “I love your curves, your thick thighs, your fat ass. You look incredible. Delicious.”

“What do you mean?” Tammie asked, feeling herself blush.

“Just let me show you,” Vanessa said, her tone dripping with reassurance.

—

It had all started that morning, in the fluorescent-lit chaos of the hospital. Tammie had been rushing down the corridor, a chart in hand, when Vanessa had stepped into her path. The doctor was wearing her dark curls pinned back, her white coat clinging to her hourglass figure, and a smile that seemed to light up the entire hallway.

“Tammie,” Vanessa had said, her voice smooth and inviting. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you.”

Tammie had frozen, her heart skipping a beat. Talk to me? Although both women had curvaceous bodies, Vanessa was a doctor—confident, accomplished, and effortlessly stylish. Tammie was just a nurse, always feeling a little out of place in her scrubs that fit a bit too snugly around her plump posterior.

“Me?” Tammie had asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Vanessa had nodded, her smile widening. “Yes, you. How about lunch? My treat.”

And just like that, Tammie found herself sitting across from Vanessa in the hospital cafeteria, picking at a sandwich she could barely eat. Her stomach was in knots, her mind racing with questions. Why would Vanessa want to have lunch with me? Is this just professional? Or…?

Vanessa had leaned in, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “You know, Tammie, I’ve always admired you.”

Tammie’s fork had clinked against her plate. “Admired me? Why?”

Vanessa’s gaze had softened, her eyes roaming over Tammie’s face with an intensity that made her squirm in her seat. “You’re beautiful. And not just in the obvious way. There’s something about you—something real. I love that.”

Tammie had blinked, stunned. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. Not with such sincerity, such heat.

“I… I don’t know what to say,” she had admitted, her voice trembling.

Vanessa had reached across the table, her fingers brushing against Tammie’s hand. “You don’t have to say anything. Just let me take care of you.”

—

And now, here they were, in Vanessa’s office. The door was locked, the blinds drawn. The world outside ceased to exist, leaving only the two of them in the dimly lit space. Vanessa stepped closer, her hands resting on Tammie’s hips. The contact sent a jolt of electricity through her, her body responding instinctively to Vanessa’s touch.

“Let me see you,” Vanessa whispered, her voice a velvet command.

Tammie nodded, her breath shallow as Vanessa’s fingers reached the hem of her scrubs. As Vanessa pulled Tammie’s top over her head, Tammie felt something she had been craving without even realizing it. Vanessa pulled down Tammie’s pants, leaving her standing in nothing but her bra and panties.

Vanessa’s eyes darkened, her gaze raking over Tammie’s body with an appreciation that made her feel like a goddess. “You’re stunning,” Vanessa murmured, her hands tracing the curves of Tammie’s hips, her waist, her thighs. “I could look at you all day.”

Tammie’s breath hitched as Vanessa’s fingers dipped beneath the waistband of her panties, teasing the sensitive skin there. Her legs felt weak, her entire body trembling with anticipation. Is this really happening? she thought again, but this time, the question was laced with excitement rather than doubt.

Vanessa stepped back for a moment, her eyes never leaving Tammie’s as she cleared a space on the desk. “Bend over for me,” she said, her voice firm yet tender.

Tammie hesitated for only a second before obeying, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as she bent over, her heart pounding in her chest. The cool surface felt like a shock against her heated skin, but it was nothing compared to the sensation of Vanessa’s hand coming down on her ass, making it jiggle.

The sound echoed in the room, mingling with Tammie’s gasp. The sting was sharp, but it was followed by a warmth that spread through her, igniting something deep inside. Vanessa’s hands continued to explore, kneading the soft flesh of her ass before moving lower, her fingers slipping between Tammie’s thick thighs.

“You’re so wet,” Vanessa murmured, her voice laced with satisfaction. “Do you like this?”

Tammie moaned in response, her hips pressing back against Vanessa’s hand. Words were beyond her now, her thoughts reduced to a single, burning need. Vanessa’s fingers curled inside her, stroking that spot that made her see stars. Tammie’s moans grew louder, her body arching as pleasure built within her.

But Vanessa didn’t stop there. She reached into a drawer, pulling out a sleek, black dildo. “I want to feel you,” she said, her voice thick with desire. “All of you.”

Tammie’s eyes widened as she watched Vanessa position herself behind her, the dildo in hand. The anticipation was almost unbearable, her body aching for more. When Vanessa finally pressed the tip against her, Tammie let out a whimper, her fingers clutching the desk as the toy slid inside her.

The sensation was overwhelming, the fullness stretching her in the most delicious way. Vanessa’s movements were slow at first, allowing Tammie to adjust, but soon the pace quickened, each thrust driving her closer to the edge. Tammie’s cries filled the room, her body writhing with pleasure as Vanessa’s free hand reached around to tease her clit.

“That’s it,” Vanessa whispered, her breath hot against Tammie’s ear. “Let go for me.”

And Tammie did. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, overwhelming her senses, leaving her trembling and gasping for air. Vanessa slowed her movements, guiding her gently through the aftershocks until Tammie finally collapsed against the desk, spent and satisfied.

Vanessa stepped back, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “You were amazing,” she said, her voice filled with admiration. “I see so much potential in you, Tammie. I want to be your mentor—in every way.”

Tammie’s eyes fluttered open, her mind still hazy with pleasure. “My mentor?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Vanessa nodded, her gaze intense. “Yes. I want to help you grow, to show you what you’re capable of. This—this is just the beginning.”

Tammie felt a thrill of excitement, her heart racing at the thought of what was to come. Where will this lead? she wondered, her body still tingling with the memory of Vanessa’s touch.

Vanessa leaned in, her lips brushing against Tammie’s ear. “So, what do you say?” she murmured, her voice dripping with promise. “Are you ready to learn?”

35 - TENNIS AND TABOO DESIRES

MF / Taboo / BBW / Wealthy / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Blowjob / Sixty-nine / PIV Sex / Anal

The sun was high, the air thick with humidity, and Raina could feel the sweat trickling down her back as she gripped the tennis racket tightly. Her curvy figure was on full display, the white tank top clinging to her skin, her shorts hugging her thick thighs. Focus, she told herself, but her eyes kept drifting to Steve, her father-in-law, who stood across the court, his toned body moving with the grace of a man who’d once been a pro.

When Raina had wanted to get more active, Steve had suggested tennis. He’d even offered to give her lessons on his backyard tennis court. Eager to get in shape, Raina had accepted with her husband, Keith’s encouragement.

“You’ve got a great swing, Raina,” Steve said, his voice smooth, and his eyes lingered on her for a moment too long. “You’re a natural.”

She flushed, brushing a strand of dark hair from her face. “Thanks,” she mumbled, trying to ignore the way her heart sped up when he smiled at her. It wasn’t just his compliments—it was the way he looked at her, like he could see right through her. Like he wanted her.

The thought sent a shiver down her spine. No, she scolded herself. You’re married to Keith. This is his father. You can’t—

“Ready for another round?” Steve asked, his tone playful, and Raina nodded, trying to push away the thoughts that were making her body heat in ways that had nothing to do with the sun.

—

After the lesson, Steve wiped the sweat from his brow and gestured toward his sprawling house. “Come on in. I’ll get us something cold to drink. You’ve earned it.”

Raina hesitated, but the thought of cool air and icy water was too tempting. She followed him inside, her eyes widening at the luxury of the place. The marble floors, the high ceilings, the art on the walls—it was nothing like the modest house she shared with Keith.

Steve handed her a glass of sparkling water, and their fingers brushed as she took it. “You know,” he said, his voice low, “you’re stunning, Raina. I’ve always thought so.”

Her breath caught. “Steve, we can’t—”

“Why not?” he interrupted, stepping closer. “You’ve been looking at me the same way I’ve been looking at you.”

Her cheeks burned, and she shook her head. “It’s wrong. I’m married to your son.”

“And yet,” he murmured, his hand cupping her cheek, “you’re here with me.”

Raina’s heart pounded in her chest. She knew she should pull away, should leave, but the heat in his eyes was undeniable. She wanted him. She needed him.

Their lips crashed together, the kiss frantic and hungry. Steve’s hands slid down her body, gripping her hips as he pulled her closer. Raina moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Bedroom,” Steve gasped, breaking the kiss only long enough to grab her hand and lead her down the hall.

—

They didn’t make it far before they started shedding clothes. Steve’s shirt hit the floor, revealing his toned chest, and Raina’s tank top followed, her full breasts spilling out of her sports bra. Steve’s hands were everywhere, his fingers grazing her skin, sending sparks of pleasure through her.

By the time they reached the bed, they were both naked, their bodies pressed together, skin slick with sweat. Steve laid her down, his mouth claiming hers again as his hand slid between her legs. Raina gasped, her back arching as his fingers found her clit, rubbing tight circles that had her moaning his name.

“You’re so wet,” Steve growled, his voice thick with desire. “I want to taste you.”

He moved down her body, his tongue replacing his fingers, and Raina cried out, her hands gripping the sheets as he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, flicking and sucking until she was trembling on the edge.

“Steve, please,” she begged, and he chuckled, the sound sending a thrill through her.

“Let’s sixty-nine,” he said, pulling her up so she was straddling his face.

Raina hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself onto him, her pussy hovering over his mouth as she took his hard cock into her own. She moaned as she sucked him, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deeper. Steve’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto his face as he lapped at her folds.

The sensation was overwhelming, her body shaking as Steve’s tongue worked its magic. She couldn’t focus on anything but the pleasure, the way her body was tightening, the way his cock felt in her mouth. She sucked him harder, her hands gripping his thighs as she rode his face.

“Fuck, Raina,” Steve groaned, his voice muffled by her pussy. “You’re incredible.”

She could feel her orgasm building, her moans growing louder as she got closer. “Steve,” she whimpered, and he responded by thrusting his tongue deeper, pushing her over the edge.

When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Steve didn’t stop, his tongue still working her until she was spent, collapsing onto the bed beside him.

But he wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her hips as he positioned himself behind her. Raina gasped as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

“Fuck,” Steve growled, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You feel so good, Raina.”

She moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he pounded into her, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. He pinched her nipples, and the added sensation had her crying out, her body responding to every touch.

Then Steve’s hand came down on her ass, the sharp slap making her gasp. He did it again, and again, the sound of skin on skin filling the room as her ass jiggled with each impact.

“You like that?” he asked, his voice dark with desire.

“Yes,” Raina whimpered, her voice shaking.

Steve grabbed the lube from the nightstand, slicking his fingers before pressing one against her asshole. She tensed at first, but he was gentle, working her open until she was ready.

“Relax,” he murmured, and she did, her body going limp as he pushed his cock into her ass.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a mix of pain and pleasure that had her moaning loudly. Steve’s thrusts were slow at first, giving her time to adjust, but then he picked up speed, his cock sliding in and out of her ass as his hands gripped her hips.

Raina was lost in the sensation, her body moving with his as they both chased their release. She could feel her orgasm building again, her pussy clenching around nothing as Steve fucked her ass.

“Cum for me, Raina,” Steve growled, and she did, her body shaking as she came hard, her cries filling the room.

Steve wasn’t far behind, his thrusts growing erratic as he chased his own release. He came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, both breathing heavily, their bodies still connected. Steve pulled her close, his lips pressing against her neck as they caught their breath.

“That was—” Raina started, but Steve cut her off with a kiss.

“Perfect,” he murmured, and she knew he was right. But as she lay there with him, guilt crept in, and she knew this was only the beginning.

36 - SECRET DESIRES AT THE WEDDING

MF / Taboo / BBW / Car Sex / Public / Kissing / Handjob / Blowjob / PIV Sex

Keri had always hated weddings. The dresses, the speeches, the forced smiles—it was all too much. But this one was different. This was her mother’s wedding, and it wasn’t just any wedding. It was a lavish affair, the kind of event her mother had always dreamed of, and Keri was stuck in the middle of it, feeling more out of place than ever.

By the time the rehearsal dinner rolled around, Keri’s nerves were frayed. Her mother, a slender, elegant woman who looked like she’d stepped out of a fashion magazine, had spent the entire evening making pointed comments about Keri’s weight. Did you really need that second glass of champagne? she’d whispered during the toast, her voice dripping with disapproval. That dress would look so much better if you’d just lost a few pounds.

Keri sat at the table, picking at her food, acutely aware of how tight her dress felt around her curves. Her mother was across from her, laughing with her fiancé, a wealthy man named Richard. And then there was Jeremy, Richard’s son, sitting next to Keri. He was tall, with dark hair and a smile that made her stomach flutter in a way she wasn’t ready to admit.

When her mother made yet another comment about her food choices—"Keri, are you sure you want the pasta? Maybe a salad would be better"—Jeremy had spoken up. "I think Keri looks beautiful just the way she is," he said, his voice warm and sincere, and for the first time all evening, Keri felt like she could breathe.

—

Now, at the wedding reception, she couldn’t stop thinking about him. The way he’d defended her, the way his eyes had lingered on her as they danced earlier, like he could see something no one else could. She knew it was wrong, knew she shouldn’t feel this way about her soon-to-be stepbrother, but the thoughts wouldn’t stop. She watched him across the room, laughing with a group of guests, and when he caught her eye, her heart skipped a beat.

They’d both had a few drinks by the time he approached her. "You look like you could use some fresh air," he said, his voice low and inviting.

She followed him outside, the cool night air a relief after the stifling heat of the reception hall. They leaned against the balcony, passing a cigarette back and forth in silence, the tension between them thickening with every exhale.

"You know," Jeremy said finally, his voice husky, "I meant what I said earlier. You’re… beautiful, Keri. I can’t stop thinking about you."

Her breath hitched. "Jeremy, we—we can’t—"

"Can’t what?" he interrupted, stepping closer, his body mere inches from hers. "Who cares about our parents? We’re not related. And I like you, Keri. I like curvy women. Women like you."

Before she could protest, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent, and she melted into him. His hands were in her hair, pulling her closer, and she could feel the hardness of his body against hers. When he broke the kiss, she was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest.

"Come with me," he whispered, taking her hand and leading her down the steps to the parking lot.

She didn’t resist. He opened the back door of his car, and she slid inside, the leather seats cool against her skin. He climbed in after her, the space suddenly small and intimate, the smell of his cologne filling her senses.

He unzipped his pants, and her eyes widened as he pulled out his cock, already hard and throbbing. "Touch me," he said, his voice rough with need.

She reached out tentatively, wrapping her fingers around his length. He groaned, his head falling back against the seat as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and unsure at first, but growing bolder as she felt him respond to her touch.

"Keri," he murmured, his hands tangling in her hair as he pulled her closer. "Suck me. Please."

She hesitated for only a moment before lowering her mouth to his cock, her lips closing around the tip. He hissed in pleasure, his fingers tightening in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft. She could feel him growing harder in her mouth, could taste the saltiness of his pre-cum as she worked him, her own desire building with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he finally pulled away, his breathing heavy, she thought they were done. But then he reached for her, his hands slipping under her skirt to find the waistband of her panties. He tugged them down, and she lifted her hips to help him, her heart racing as he positioned himself between her legs. She felt the head of his cock press against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

"Ride me," he whispered, his hands gripping her hips as she moved on top of him, her body taking control.

She moaned as he thrust up into her, the sensation overwhelming, the pleasure building with every movement. She could feel him deep inside her, could feel every inch of him as she rode him, her own orgasm building quickly.

When she came, it was with a cry that escaped her lips before she could stop it, her body shuddering with the intensity of it. He followed soon after, his hips bucking as he spilled himself inside her, his grip on her hips almost painful. They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily, before he finally pulled out of her, and she collapsed against his chest.

"We—we can’t tell anyone," Keri whispered, her voice trembling as reality began to set in.

"Never," Jeremy agreed, his fingers tracing patterns on her bare skin. "But that doesn’t mean we can’t do it again."

She looked up at him, her heart pounding. “Okay,” she agreed, giving him a gentle kiss.

“We’d better get back to the reception before anyone notices we're gone,” Jeremy said, zipping up his pants.

As they walked back through the parking lot, Keri couldn’t help but smile. She’d finally met someone who liked her for who she was. And if he happened to be her stepbrother, that was okay.

37 - AN ONLINE ADMIRER

FF / Lesbian / BBW / Feeding / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo

“You’re perfect,” Kenyatta whispered, her breath hot against Zahara’s ear as her fingers traced the curve of Zahara’s waist.

Zahara shivered, her body tensing and then melting under Kenyatta’s touch. She’d never felt this way before—so seen, so desired.

Kenyatta’s lips brushed against her neck, and Zahara let out a soft moan, her hands gripping the bed sheets tightly. This was real. This was happening. And Zahara couldn’t believe how right it felt.

—

It had started with a video. A stupid, impulsive video. Mukbang. Zahara had heard about the trend—people eating large portions of food on camera—and thought, Why not? She loved food, loved the way it made her feel, loved the way it brought people together. So, one evening, she set up her phone, cooked a massive plate of chicken fried rice, and hit record. She laughed and joked as she ate, enjoying herself, not thinking much of it. It was just for fun. Just for her followers.

But then it went viral—and not in the way she’d hoped.

The comments flooded in. “Disgusting.” “How can you eat like that?” “You’re going to explode.” Zahara’s cheeks burned as she scrolled through the messages, her heart sinking with each cruel word. She deleted the video, ashamed, and retreated into herself. Why did I even post that? she thought, burying her face in her hands. I should’ve known better.

That’s when Kenyatta’s message arrived.

“Hey, beautiful. Just saw your video. Ignore the haters—you looked amazing. Don’t let anyone make you feel bad for enjoying yourself.”

Zahara stared at the message, her heart fluttering. She’d never heard from Kenyatta before, though she’d seen her around the app. Kenyatta was stunning—tall, with smooth dark skin and a confident smile that seemed to radiate through her photos. Zahara hesitated, then responded.

“Thanks… that means a lot.”

They started talking. At first, it was small—comments on posts, a few DMs here and there. But soon, the messages grew longer, more personal. Kenyatta was funny, kind, and had a way with words that made Zahara feel like she was the only person in the world. And then, one night, Kenyatta confessed something that made Zahara’s heart skip a beat.

“I’ve always been into curvy women. There’s something so beautiful about a full figure, a soft body. It’s… intoxicating.”

Zahara blushed, her fingers hovering over her phone screen. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. “Really?” she typed back, her heart pounding.

“Really. You’re gorgeous, Zahara. I’d love to see more of you.”

That night, Zahara took a risk. She snapped a few photos—her body draped in a silk robe, her curves accentuated by the soft light of her bedroom. She sent them to Kenyatta, her stomach in knots as she waited for a response.

“Zahara… you’re breathtaking. I can’t stop looking at you.”

Those words lingered in Zahara’s mind as the days turned into weeks, their messages growing more flirtatious, more intense. Kenyatta suggested they meet in person, and Zahara, after some hesitation, agreed. She was nervous—what if Kenyatta didn’t like her in real life? What if she didn’t live up to her photos? But when Kenyatta opened the door to her apartment, Zahara’s fears melted away.

Kenyatta was even more beautiful in person. Her smile was warm, her eyes soft and inviting. She greeted Zahara with a hug that made her feel safe, cherished.

“I made dinner,” Kenyatta said, leading Zahara into the kitchen.

The table was set with plates of steak and mashed potatoes, the rich aromas filling the air. Zahara’s stomach growled, and Kenyatta laughed, a sound that made Zahara’s heart swell.

They sat down to eat, the conversation flowing easily. But then, Kenyatta leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“You know… I’ve been thinking about this all day. What you’d look like, how you’d feel…” Kenyatta’s hand brushed against Zahara’s, sending a shiver up her spine. “Would you like to… make this more comfortable?”

Zahara nodded, her heart racing as Kenyatta led her to the living room. Slowly, they undressed, revealing matching sets of lingerie. Zahara looked down at herself, suddenly self-conscious, but Kenyatta’s gaze was filled with nothing but admiration.

“You’re stunning,” Kenyatta murmured, her fingers tracing the lace of Zahara’s bra. She guided Zahara to the couch, sitting close as she reached for a fork. “Open up…”

Zahara obeyed, her lips parting as Kenyatta fed her a bite of mashed potatoes. The act was intimate, erotic in a way Zahara had never experienced. Kenyatta’s eyes never left hers as she continued to feed her, each bite sending a wave of heat through Zahara’s body.

When the food was gone, Kenyatta set the plate aside and leaned in, her lips brushing against Zahara’s. The kiss started soft, tentative, but quickly grew deeper, more urgent. Zahara’s hands tangled in Kenyatta’s hair as Kenyatta’s tongue explored her mouth, her body pressing closer.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” Kenyatta whispered, her voice husky with desire.

Zahara nodded, her breath coming in short gasps as Kenyatta led her down the hallway.

In the bedroom, Kenyatta took her time undressing Zahara, her hands worshiping every curve. She kneeled before her, her lips trailing kisses along Zahara’s stomach, her hips, her thighs. Zahara moaned, her legs trembling as Kenyatta’s fingers teased the edge of her panties.

“You’re so wet,” Kenyatta murmured, her voice thick with arousal. She slid Zahara’s panties down, her breath hitching as she saw how ready Zahara was for her.

Kenyatta’s touch was exquisite—slow, deliberate, as if she was memorizing every inch of Zahara’s body. Her fingers slipped inside Zahara, curling just right, and Zahara’s back arched off the bed, a gasp escaping her lips.

“That’s it,” Kenyatta whispered, her lips brushing against Zahara’s ear. “Let go for me.”

Zahara obeyed, her body shuddering as Kenyatta brought her to the edge. But Kenyatta wasn’t done. She reached for a dildo, her eyes dark with hunger as she positioned herself between Zahara’s legs.

“Are you ready?” Kenyatta asked, her voice low and teasing. Zahara nodded, her breath catching as Kenyatta pushed the dildo inside her, the sensation overwhelming, perfect.

Kenyatta’s rhythm was relentless, each thrust sending Zahara closer to the brink. Her hands gripped Zahara’s hips, holding her steady as she fucked her with the dildo, her eyes locked on Zahara’s.

“Cum for me,” Kenyatta demanded, her voice a growl. And Zahara did, her body exploding with pleasure as she screamed Kenyatta’s name.

As they cuddled together, Zahara couldn’t have been more pleased. What had started with an embarrassing viral video had ended in true love.

Kenyatta’s fingers caressed Zahara’s soft skin. “Be my girlfriend?” she asked, her voice full of hope.

“I thought you’d never ask,” Zahara whispered, her heart pounding with joy.

38 - A STEPBROTHER’S PROTECTION

MF / Taboo / BBW / Kissing / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Nicole adjusted the straps of her sundress, feeling the fabric cling to her curves as she walked through the grocery store. The summer heat was relentless, and she could already feel a light sheen of sweat forming on her skin.

Mark trailed behind her, his presence a comforting constant in her life. They were close—always had been—and today was no different. The family barbeque was less than an hour away, and they’d been tasked with picking up the last-minute essentials. Hot dog buns, of all things.

Who forgets the buns? Nicole thought, shaking her head with a small laugh.

As they turned down the bakery aisle, a man in his late twenties leaned against the shelf, smirking as Nicole approached. His eyes raked over her, and before she could even reach for the buns, he sneered, “Damn, girl, you sure you need those? Looks like you’ve already had enough carbs for the week.”

Nicole froze, her cheeks burning. She opened her mouth to respond, but Mark was already stepping in front of her, his presence towering over the man.

“What the hell did you just say?” Mark’s voice was low, dangerous, and the man’s smirk faltered.

“I—uh—was just joking,” the man stammered, taking a step back.

“Keep your damn mouth shut,” Mark growled, his eyes narrowing. “Apologize. Now.”

The man glanced at Nicole, his face red. “Sorry,” he muttered before scurrying away.

Nicole blinked, her heart racing. She looked up at Mark, her chest swelling with gratitude—and something else. Something she hadn’t dared to name before. Mark had always been protective of Nicole, ever since they were kids. But this… this was different.

“Thanks,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Mark’s expression softened, and he gave her a small smile. “Don’t let assholes like that get to you, okay? You’re beautiful, Nicole.”

The words hit her like a jolt of electricity. Beautiful. He’d called her beautiful.

They finished their shopping in silence, the air between them thick with unspoken tension. By the time they got back to the car, Nicole’s mind was swirling. She couldn’t keep it bottled up anymore.

“Mark…” she started, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly as they pulled out of the parking lot.

“Yeah?” He looked over at her, his gaze intense.

“I… I have feelings for you. Like, more than just family.” The words tumbled out before she could stop them, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mark didn’t say anything at first, and Nicole’s stomach twisted. Had she made a mistake?

But then he reached over, his hand brushing against hers. “Nicole… I’ve felt the same way for a while now. I just didn’t know how to say it.”

Her breath caught, and she glanced at him, her eyes wide. “Really?”

“Really,” he confirmed, his voice steady.

The rest of the drive passed in a blur. When they got back to her house, Nicole led the way inside, her heart racing. They started putting away the groceries, but the tension between them was unbearable. She couldn’t wait any longer.

Mark was reaching for the last bag when Nicole turned to him, her chest heaving. “Mark…”

He looked at her, his eyes darkening with desire. Without a word, he stepped closer, his hand cupping her cheek.

And then he kissed her.

It was soft at first, tentative, but when Nicole melted into him, it deepened. His tongue slipped into her mouth, exploring every inch as his hands slid down her back, pulling her closer.

Nicole moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he pressed her against the counter. His lips moved down her neck, leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” Mark whispered against her skin, his voice rough with need.

“Me too,” Nicole gasped, her hips arching into his.

He tugged at the straps of her sundress, pulling it down until it pooled at her feet. His hands roamed over her curves, his touch electric.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his lips finding hers again.

Nicole’s hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, desperate to feel his skin against hers. When it was finally off, she dropped to her knees, her fingers working at the waistband of his jeans.

“Nicole…” Mark groaned as she freed him from his boxers, her hand wrapping around his thick length.

She looked up at him, her eyes hooded with desire, before taking him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing him as her hand stroked the base.

“Fuck,” Mark hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. “You’re so good at this.”

Nicole moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock as she took him deeper. Her free hand cupped his balls, massaging them gently as she worked him with her mouth.

When he was rock hard, Mark pulled her up, his lips crashing into hers as he guided her toward the bedroom. Clothes were shed along the way, leaving a trail of fabric behind them.

By the time they reached the bed, Nicole was trembling with need. Mark laid her down, his eyes drinking in the sight of her.

“So fucking beautiful,” he muttered before lowering his head between her legs.

His tongue flicked over her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Nicole cried out, her hips bucking against his mouth as he licked and sucked, driving her closer to the edge.

“Mark!” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets.

He didn’t stop, his tongue working magic as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right. Nicole’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shaking as she came.

But Mark wasn’t done. He moved up her body, his lips capturing hers as he positioned himself at her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

Nicole nodded, her legs wrapping around his waist. “Yes. Please.”

He pushed into her slowly, filling her inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt. They both groaned, their breaths mingling as he began to move.

“You feel incredible,” Mark whispered, his hips thrusting into hers.

Nicole’s nails dug into his back as he set a steady rhythm, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside her with every stroke.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice breaking.

Mark obliged, his thrusts growing more forceful. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

“I’m close,” Mark growled, his pace faltering.

“Me too,” Nicole panted, her toes curling as another orgasm built.

With a final thrust, they both came, their bodies shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over them. Mark collapsed on top of her, his breath hot against her skin.

For a moment, they lay there, basking in the afterglow. But then Nicole glanced at the clock on the nightstand.

“Shit,” she muttered, pushing Mark off her. “The barbeque’s going to start soon.”

They hurried to get dressed, their movements frantic as they tried to erase any evidence of what had just happened. When they were finally ready, Nicole turned to Mark, her heart racing.

“We should keep this a secret,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mark nodded, his eyes softening. “For now.”

Nicole couldn’t help but smile. She’d been so afraid that Mark would reject her, but he hadn’t. And now, she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.

39 - A STEAMY TRYST IN THE CABIN
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Hanna stood in the middle of the cabin, her curvy frame silhouetted against the soft glow of the afternoon light filtering through the windows. The rustic retreat felt quiet, secluded, and intimate, the kind of place where secrets could easily be buried beneath the sound of rustling leaves. She was unpacking her clothes, her hands lingering on the soft fabrics as she folded them neatly into the dresser. The scent of cedarwood filled the air, mingling with the faint musk of sweat from the hike they’d taken earlier.

Nick leaned against the doorframe, his eyes tracing the outline of her body. He’d always found her magnetic, her confidence in her curves something he couldn’t ignore. His brother, Sam, was out for a walk, leaving the two of them alone—a rare opportunity.

“Need any help with that?” Nick asked, his voice low and smooth, a hint of mischief lingering in his tone.

Hanna glanced over her shoulder, catching his gaze. She felt a flicker of something—arousal, curiosity—but quickly pushed it aside. “I’m fine, thanks,” she replied, her voice steady though her heart had begun to race.

Nick stepped closer, his presence filling the room. He reached for a sweater she’d left on the bed, his fingers brushing against hers as he handed it to her. “You sure? I don’t mind.”

Their eyes locked, and for a moment, neither of them moved. The air between them grew thick, charged with an unspoken tension. Hanna’s breath hitched as she took the sweater from him, her fingers trembling slightly.

“Thanks,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

Nick didn’t step back. Instead, he tilted his head, his gaze drifting down to her lips. “You know, Hanna, I’ve always admired you. The way you carry yourself, the way you own your body… it’s…” He trailed off, as if searching for the right words.

“It’s what?” Hanna asked, her heart pounding in her chest. She could feel the heat of his body, the way he seemed to pull her in without even touching her.

“It’s intoxicating,” he said finally, his voice husky.

Before she could respond, the door creaked open, and Sam walked in, his face flushed from the hike. “Hey, you two,” he said, oblivious to the tension. “Ready for some lunch?”

Hanna quickly turned away, her cheeks burning. “Yeah, of course,” she said, forcing a smile.

Nick stepped back, his gaze lingering on her for a moment longer before he turned to his brother. “Sounds good,” he said, his voice casual, though his eyes betrayed the desire simmering beneath the surface.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of activity—hiking through the woods, stretching by the lake, and laughing over dinner. But Hanna couldn’t shake the feeling that had settled in her chest, the way her body seemed to hum whenever Nick was near.

Later that evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Sam announced he was going on a late-night nature walk. “You two coming?” he asked, pulling on his jacket.

Hanna hesitated, her eyes flickering to Nick. “I think I’ll stay behind,” she said, her voice soft.

“Me too,” Nick added, his gaze steady.

Sam shrugged. “Suit yourselves. Don’t wait up.”

As the door closed behind him, the cabin fell into silence. Hanna sat on the edge of the bed, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. She could feel Nick’s eyes on her, the weight of his stare making her skin prickle with anticipation.

He crossed the room, sitting down beside her. “Hanna,” he began, his voice low and intimate. “I need to tell you something.”

She turned to face him, her heart pounding in her chest. “What is it?”

Nick reached out, his hand brushing against hers. “I’ve always had feelings for you. Ever since the first time I saw you, I’ve been drawn to you. Your curves, your confidence… you’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Hanna’s breath caught in her throat. She wanted to pull away, to tell him this was wrong, but the heat of his touch made her weak. “Nick, we can’t…”

“But we can,” he interrupted, his voice firm. “Just this once. Let me show you how much I want you.”

Their lips met in a searing kiss, the heat between them igniting instantly. Hanna’s hands tangled in his hair as Nick deepened the kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth with a desperation that made her ache. She could feel his hands roaming her body, caressing her curves as if he couldn’t get enough of her.

Nick pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his breath ragged. “Let me worship you,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire.

Hanna nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. Nick stood, pulling her to her feet as he began to undress her. His fingers moved slowly, deliberately, as if savoring every inch of her skin. He slipped her shirt over her head, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her full breasts, the soft curve of her stomach.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her neck, trailing a path of fire down to her collarbone. Hanna arched into him, her hands gripping his shoulders as he kissed her breasts, his tongue flicking over her nipples until they hardened beneath his touch.

Nick sank to his knees, his hands sliding down her hips as he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her pants. He pulled them down, leaving her exposed to him. His breath was hot against her inner thighs as he spread her legs, his eyes locked on her.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, his voice reverent.

Hanna’s breath hitched as he leaned in, his tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path up her slit. She moaned, her hands tangling in his hair as he focused on her clit, licking and sucking until she was trembling beneath him. Her hips moved of their own accord, grinding against his mouth as pleasure built inside her.

Nick’s hands gripped her thick thighs, holding her in place as he devoured her. He could feel her body tightening, her moans growing louder as she neared the edge.

“Nick, I’m so close…” she gasped, her voice trembling with need.

He doubled his efforts, his tongue working her clit with relentless precision until she came undone, her body convulsing with pleasure as she cried out his name.

Nick stood, his own arousal evident as he unzipped his pants, freeing his thick, hard cock. He guided her down onto the bed, spreading her legs wide as he positioned himself between them.

“Look at me,” he demanded, his voice rough with desire.

Hanna’s eyes met his, her body still trembling from her orgasm. She could feel the heat of him pressing against her entrance, the anticipation making her ache with need.

Nick pushed into her slowly, his breath catching as her tight, wet heat enveloped him. “God, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his hips rolling against hers.

Hanna wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as he began to thrust, his pace steady and relentless. She could feel every inch of him, the pleasure building with each movement.

“Harder,” she begged, her nails digging into his back.

Nick obeyed, his hips slamming into hers as he lost himself in the feel of her. She was perfect, her body molding to his as if they were made for each other.

Their moans filled the room, the sound of their bodies meeting a rhythm that pushed them both closer to the edge.

Hanna’s breath came in short gasps as pleasure coiled tight in her core. “I’m going to…” she managed to say, her voice barely audible over their ragged breathing.

“Come with me,” Nick growled, his pace quickening as he felt her body tighten around him.

They came together, their cries of pleasure mingling as they clung to each other, their bodies trembling with the force of their release.

As they lay tangled together, catching their breath, the sound of the door opening broke the silence.

“I’m back!” Sam called out, his voice cheerful.

Hanna and Nick froze, their eyes wide with panic.

“We need to clean up, fast,” Hanna whispered, her heart racing as she scrambled to get dressed.

“Later,” Nick promised, his voice low and urgent as he zipped up his pants. “This isn’t over.”

Hanna nodded, guilt and desire warring within her as she smoothed down her clothes, her body still humming from what they’d done.

40 - CHEERLEADING TRYOUTS

FF / Lesbian / BBW / College / Sports / Age Gap / Public / Kissing / Cunnilingus

Jessie stood in the fluorescent-lit gymnasium, her hands resting on her hips as she surveyed the scene around her. The air smelled faintly of sweat and the sharp tang of disinfectant, and the sound of sneakers squeaking against the polished floor echoed in the cavernous space.

She had just finished her tryout for the college cheerleading squad, and though her performance had been strong—her kicks high, her flips precise—she couldn’t shake the feeling of being out of place. The other girls were lithe and angular, their bodies a perfect match for their matching crop tops and spandex shorts. Jessie, with her soft curves and fuller frame, felt like she didn’t belong.

She tugged at the hem of her tank top, trying to smooth out the fabric over her hips, when she heard a voice behind her. “Jessie, right?”

She turned to see Lexi, the cheerleading coach, walking toward her. Lexi was a striking woman—tall and muscular, with short, dark hair that framed her sharp jawline. Her fitted athletic gear hugged her body in a way that made it clear she was in peak physical condition. She was older than Jessie, maybe in her mid-thirties, and there was an air of confidence about her that made Jessie feel both intimidated and intrigued.

“Yeah, that’s me,” Jessie replied, her voice a little quieter than she intended.

Lexi stopped in front of her, her piercing eyes scanning Jessie up and down. “You’ve got potential,” she said, her tone firm but not unkind. “Your energy is great, and your technique is solid. You just need a little polish.”

Jessie’s heart skipped a beat. Potential. That was more than she’d been expecting. “Thanks,” she said, a small smile tugging at her lips. “I really love cheerleading. I’ve been practicing for weeks.”

Lexi nodded, her expression thoughtful. “I can tell. You’ve got a natural talent. And…” She paused, her gaze lingering on Jessie’s body for a moment longer than necessary. “You’ve got a beautiful physique. I’ve always appreciated women with curves. They’ve got a power to them.”

Jessie felt a flush of warmth spread through her cheeks. She wasn’t used to hearing compliments about her body, especially not from someone like Lexi. “Oh,” she stammered, unsure of how to respond. “Thank you.”

Lexi smiled, a hint of something playful in her eyes. “Why don’t we do some one-on-one training? I can show you a few things to help you stand out even more.”

Jessie hesitated for a moment, her mind racing. She hadn’t expected this, but the idea of spending more time with Lexi, of getting her undivided attention, was undeniably appealing. “Okay,” she said, nodding. “I’d like that.”

“Great,” Lexi said, her tone businesslike but with an undercurrent of something else. “Let’s head over to the mat.”

Jessie followed Lexi across the gym, her pulse quickening with each step. The mat was soft under her feet as she stepped onto it, and she turned to face Lexi, waiting for instructions.

“Let’s start with a basic pose,” Lexi said, moving behind Jessie. “Stand tall, arms up, and arch your back slightly.”

Jessie did as she was told, raising her arms and adjusting her posture. She felt Lexi’s hands on her waist, guiding her into position. Lexi’s touch was firm but gentle, and Jessie couldn’t help but notice how warm her hands felt through the thin fabric of her tank top.

“Good,” Lexi murmured, her voice low and close to Jessie’s ear. “Now, shift your weight onto your left leg and angle your hips like this.”

Jessie obeyed, feeling Lexi’s hands slide down to her hips to adjust her stance. The touch sent a shiver through her, and she tried to focus on maintaining her balance.

“Perfect,” Lexi said, her hands lingering on Jessie’s hips for a moment longer than necessary. “You’ve got a great ass, Jessie. You should be proud of it.”

Jessie felt her breath catch in her throat. She wasn’t sure how to respond to that, but before she could say anything, Lexi’s hands were moving again, sliding down to her thighs. “And these,” Lexi continued, her voice dropping to a near whisper. “Thick, strong, and full of power. You’re built for this.”

Jessie’s heart was pounding now, her senses heightened by the feel of Lexi’s hands on her body. She could feel the warmth of Lexi’s breath on her neck, and when Lexi’s fingers brushed against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, she couldn’t suppress the small gasp that escaped her lips.

Lexi chuckled softly, the sound sending a jolt of electricity through Jessie. “You’re sensitive,” she murmured, her hands moving back up to Jessie’s waist. “I like that.”

Jessie turned her head to look at Lexi, her eyes wide with a mixture of surprise and anticipation. Lexi’s gaze was intense, her lips curved in a small, knowing smile. Without a word, Lexi leaned in, her lips brushing against Jessie’s in a soft, tentative kiss.

Jessie’s mind reeled, but her body responded instinctively, her lips pressing back against Lexi’s. The kiss deepened, Lexi’s hands moving up to cup Jessie’s face as she explored her mouth with a slow, deliberate passion. Jessie felt her knees weaken, her hands instinctively reaching out to steady herself against Lexi’s strong shoulders. When they finally pulled apart, Jessie was breathless, her cheeks flushed and her heart racing.

Lexi’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she took a step back, her hands sliding down Jessie’s arms until they reached her hands. “Let’s lie down,” she said, her voice soft but commanding.

Jessie nodded, allowing Lexi to guide her down onto the mat. She lay back, her chest rising and falling rapidly as Lexi positioned herself on top of her, straddling her hips. Lexi’s hands moved to the hem of Jessie’s tank top, and she looked into Jessie’s eyes, as if asking for permission.

Jessie gave a small nod, her breath hitching as Lexi slowly pulled the tank top up and over her head, exposing her full, round breasts. Lexi’s eyes darkened with desire as she leaned down, her lips brushing against Jessie’s collarbone before moving lower, capturing one of her nipples in her mouth.

Jessie gasped, her back arching off the mat as Lexi’s tongue teased her nipple, her hands moving to cup and knead her breasts. The sensation was overwhelming, and Jessie felt a rush of heat flood her core.

Lexi’s hands were everywhere, exploring Jessie’s body with a confidence and skill that left Jessie trembling. She moved lower, her lips trailing kisses down Jessie’s stomach until she reached the waistband of her shorts. Lexi looked up, her eyes locking with Jessie’s as she hooked her fingers into the fabric and slowly pulled them down, revealing Jessie’s wetness.

Jessie’s breath came in shallow gasps as Lexi positioned herself between her legs, her hands spreading Jessie’s thighs apart. Lexi’s gaze was heated as she leaned in, her tongue flicking out to taste Jessie’s arousal.

Jessie’s hands flew to her mouth, biting down on her knuckles to stifle the moan that threatened to escape. Lexi’s tongue was relentless, licking and sucking at her sensitive folds, driving her higher and higher until she was teetering on the edge.

“Lexi,” Jessie gasped, her hips bucking against Lexi’s mouth. “I’m close… I’m so close…”

Lexi’s response was to increase her pace, her tongue moving faster, her hands gripping Jessie’s hips to hold her in place. The tension in Jessie’s body coiled tighter and tighter until, with a cry, she shattered, her orgasm washing over her in waves of pure pleasure.

When it was over, Jessie lay there, her body boneless and her mind blissfully blank.

Lexi crawled up beside her, a satisfied smile on her lips. “You were amazing,” she said, brushing a strand of hair out of Jessie’s face.

Jessie turned to look at her, her chest still heaving. “That was… incredible,” she managed to say.

Lexi’s smile turned serious. “This stays between us, okay? No one else needs to know.”

Jessie nodded, her mind still reeling. “Okay,” she whispered.

Lexi leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to Jessie’s lips. “You’re going to make a great cheerleader,” she said, her voice filled with promise.

41 - A MAN WHO APPRECIATES CURVES

MF / Cheating / Romantic / BBW / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

Ella stared at her phone screen, her thumb hovering over the notification. A message. From Ken. Him again. She’d seen his name pop up a few times over the past week—polite comments on her posts, a like here and there. But this… this was different. Her pulse quickened as she read the words: “You’re stunning. I mean it. Curvy women are my weakness.”

She blinked, her cheeks flushing. It wasn’t the first time someone had complimented her, but it was the first time it felt… real. Not some half-hearted “You’re pretty for a bigger girl” or “You’d be so hot if you lost weight.” Ken’s words felt like a warm hand cupping her chin, lifting her gaze to meet his.

But then, from the other room, Chuck’s voice cut through the moment like a knife. “Ella! Get your fat ass in here! I’m starving!” His tone was sharp, edged with irritation, and it made her stomach twist.

She glanced down at herself—her soft belly, her full thighs, the way her curves spilled over the edge of her jeans. She hated the way he made her feel, like she was too much and not enough all at once.

Her thumb hovered over the screen again. Should I reply? She felt guilty, of course she did. She was married. But the way Ken’s message had made her feel… it was intoxicating. And Chuck’s words “fat ass” echoed in her mind, stinging like a slap. Before she could second-guess herself, her fingers moved. “Thank you. That means a lot.”

The response came almost immediately. “You’re welcome. Can I take you out to dinner? I’d love to treat you.”

Ella’s breath caught. Dinner. With another man. This was crossing a line she’d never crossed before. But then Chuck called out again, louder this time, and something inside her snapped. “Okay,” she typed quickly, her heart pounding. “Where?”

—

The restaurant was cozy, with soft lighting and the faint hum of conversation filling the air. Ella felt out of place as she sat across from Ken, her hands fidgeting in her lap. He was… breathtaking. Tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw that looked like it belonged on a magazine cover. And the way he looked at her—his hazel eyes sweeping over her curves with obvious appreciation—made her feel like she was the most beautiful woman in the room.

“I took the liberty of ordering for us,” Ken said, his voice smooth and confident. “I hope that’s okay.”

Ella nodded, though her stomach clenched with nerves. She wasn’t used to men taking charge like this, especially not with food. When the server arrived with a plate piled high with pasta, bread, and a side of fries, her cheeks burned.

“This is… a lot,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ken chuckled, a low, warm sound that made her shiver. “You deserve to indulge,” he said, leaning forward slightly. “I want to see you enjoy yourself.”

Hesitantly, she picked up her fork, but Ken stopped her with a gentle hand on her wrist. “Let me,” he murmured, scooping up a bite of pasta and holding it out to her.

Her lips parted, and he fed her, his gaze never leaving hers. The flavor exploded in her mouth—creamy, rich, decadent. “Good?” he asked, his voice tinged with amusement.

She nodded, swallowing hard. “It’s amazing.”

The meal went on like that, Ken feeding her bite after bite, his eyes darkening with something she couldn’t quite place. By the time the dessert arrived—a slice of chocolate cake so rich it made her head spin—Ella felt lightheaded, her body humming with a strange, unfamiliar warmth.

“I don’t usually… I mean, I shouldn’t be eating like this,” she admitted, her voice trembling.

Ken reached across the table, his fingers brushing against hers. “Why not? You’re beautiful. And I love a woman who isn’t afraid to enjoy herself.”

His words sent a rush of heat through her, and she bit her lip, her heart pounding. “Thank you,” she whispered.

When he suggested they go back to his place for a drink, Ella hesitated for only a moment before nodding. She knew this was dangerous, that she was playing with fire. But the way Ken looked at her, the way he made her feel… it was worth the risk.

—

The apartment was sleek and modern, all clean lines and soft lighting. Ella barely had time to take in her surroundings before Ken’s lips were on hers, his kiss hungry and possessive. She gasped into his mouth, her hands tangling in his hair as he backed her against the wall.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured against her lips, his hands roaming over her curves. “I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you.”

She moaned softly as he cupped her breasts through her shirt, his thumbs brushing over her nipples in a way that made her knees weak. “Ken,” she breathed, her voice trembling.

He didn’t waste any time, tugging her shirt over her head and exposing her lace bra. Her cheeks burned as he stared at her, his gaze raking over her full breasts and soft belly. “Perfect,” he growled, his hands sliding down to grip her hips.

Ella’s breath hitched as he unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs along with her panties. She stood before him, completely bare, her heart pounding in her chest. She expected him to say something, to comment on her size, but instead, he knelt before her, his hands spreading her thighs apart.

“Ken,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

“Let me taste you,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

She gasped as his tongue flicked over her clit, her hands gripping his shoulders for support. He licked and teased her, his fingers sliding inside her as she moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

“You’re so wet,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire. “I could eat you all night.”

Ella’s back arched as he sucked on her clit, her body trembling on the edge of release. But just as she was about to cum, he pulled away, leaving her gasping and desperate.

“Ken, please,” she begged, her voice shaking.

He smirked, standing and stripping off his clothes to reveal his muscular body and hard cock. “Not yet,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “I want to feel you.”

He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the bed and laying her down before climbing over her. Her breath caught as he pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance, his eyes locked on hers.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered, thrusting into her with a single, deep stroke.

Ella cried out, her nails digging into his back as he began to fuck her, his pace hard and relentless. He grabbed her hips, pulling her closer as he slammed into her, his cock hitting her in all the right places.

“You feel so good,” he groaned, his hands roaming over her body. “I want to see you cum.”

She didn’t have a choice. The pleasure built inside her, overwhelming and intense, until she was screaming his name, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

But Ken wasn’t done. He flipped her onto her hands and knees, his hands gripping her ass as he pressed his cock against her tight hole.

“Ken,” she gasped, her voice trembling.

“Relax,” he murmured, pushing inside her slowly. “You can take it.”

She moaned as he filled her, her body adjusting to his size. He started to move, his pace slow and deliberate as he fucked her ass, his hands gripping her hips.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his voice thick with pleasure.

Ella’s hands clenched the sheets as he picked up the pace, slamming into her with a force that made her see stars. She could feel another orgasm building, her body trembling with pleasure.

“Cum for me,” Ken commanded, his voice rough and urgent.

She screamed as she came, her body convulsing around his cock. He pounded into her a few more times before groaning, his cum filling her as he collapsed on top of her.

They lay there, breathless and tangled together, their bodies slick with sweat. Ken brushed a strand of hair from her face, his gaze warm and tender.

“Next time,” he whispered, his voice low and promising.

Ella’s heart fluttered, her body still humming with pleasure. Next time. The words echoed in her mind, filling her with a sense of anticipation.

But then, Ken’s voice broke through her thoughts, pulling her back to the present.

“So, when can I see you again?” he asked, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her hip.

Ella hesitated for only a moment before answering, her voice soft but firm. “Soon.”

Ken smiled, his lips brushing against her skin in a gentle kiss. “Good.”

42 - A SECRET AFFAIR AT THE GYM

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re not even trying, Mica. Look at yourself. When’s the last time you even tried to take care of your body?” His words cut through the air like a knife, sharp and unrelenting.

Mica stood frozen in the kitchen, her hands gripping the edge of the counter as if it were the only thing keeping her upright. Her husband, Greg, was leaning against the fridge, his arms crossed, his expression a mix of frustration and disappointment.

She wanted to say something—anything—but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she just nodded, her eyes dropping to the floor. “I’ll do better,” she whispered, though the words felt hollow even to her.

—

That night, Mica lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, Greg’s words echoing in her mind. She’d always been curvy, but lately, she’d noticed the way her clothes fit a little tighter, the way her reflection in the mirror seemed to mock her. She’d tried to brush it off, to tell herself it didn’t matter, but Greg’s words had shattered that fragile confidence.

The next morning, she woke up with a determination she hadn’t felt in years. She dug out an old pair of sneakers, threw on a loose-fitting tank top and leggings, and drove to the nearest gym. The moment she stepped inside, she felt out of place. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and cleaning products, and the sound of weights clanging and treadmills whirring filled the space. Everyone seemed to know what they were doing—everyone except her.

She started with the treadmill, walking at a slow pace, her heart pounding not from the exercise but from the anxiety of being there. She kept her head down, avoiding eye contact with anyone, until she felt a presence beside her.

“Hey,” a deep, smooth voice said.

Mica glanced over, her breath catching in her throat. The man standing next to her was tall, with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline. His dark hair was slightly damp with sweat, and his fitted tank top clung to his muscular frame. He was, without a doubt, the most attractive man she’d ever seen.

“Hi,” she managed to squeak out, her cheeks flushing.

“I’m Max,” he said, offering her a warm smile. “I’m a personal trainer here. You new?”

Mica nodded, feeling suddenly self-conscious. “Yeah, I just… I thought I’d try to get in shape.”

Max’s eyes swept over her, and for a moment, she braced herself for the same kind of criticism she’d gotten from Greg. But instead, he said, “You’ve got a great foundation. With a little work, you could be unstoppable.”

His words caught her off guard. “Really?”

“Absolutely,” he said, his tone confident. “Let me show you a few exercises. You’ll be amazed at what your body can do.”

Mica hesitated, but there was something about the way he looked at her—like he genuinely believed in her—that made her nod. “Okay.”

Over the next hour, Max guided her through a series of exercises, his hands occasionally brushing against her as he corrected her form. Each touch sent a jolt of electricity through her, and she found herself stealing glances at him when he wasn’t looking. He was so… intense. His focus, his confidence, the way his muscles flexed with every movement—it was intoxicating.

“You’re doing great,” he said at one point, his hand resting lightly on her lower back as she did a set of squats. “You’ve got natural strength. And your curves? They’re sexy.”

Mica’s breath hitched at his words. No one had ever called her sexy before—not like that. She felt a warmth spread through her, a mix of pride and something else she couldn’t quite name.

When they finished, Max handed her a water bottle and said, “You’ve got my number if you want to schedule another session. Or… if you just want to talk.”

Mica took the bottle, her fingers brushing against his. “Thanks,” she said softly.

As she left the gym, her mind was racing. She couldn’t stop thinking about Max—his voice, his touch, the way he’d looked at her. She felt a pang of guilt when she thought about Greg, but it was quickly overshadowed by the thrill of what had just happened.

—

That evening, her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number. Hey, it’s Max. I had a great time today. Want to come over tomorrow? I can show you some more… advanced techniques.

Mica stared at the screen, her heart pounding. She knew she shouldn’t. She knew it was wrong. But the thought of seeing Max again, of feeling his hands on her body, was too tempting to resist.

The next day, she found herself pulling up in front of Max’s house, a sleek, modern home that looked like something out of a magazine. She took a deep breath, smoothing her hands over her dress, and rang the doorbell.

Max opened the door, his smile as dazzling as ever. “Hey, Mica. Come on in.”

He led her into the living room, where a bottle of wine and two glasses were waiting. They talked for a while, the conversation flowing easily, but there was an undercurrent of tension that neither of them acknowledged.

Then, without warning, Max leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, tentative, but when Mica didn’t pull away, it deepened, his hands sliding around her waist, pulling her closer.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against her lips.

Mica’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—guilt, desire, fear, excitement. But when Max took her hand and led her to the bedroom, she didn’t resist.

He undressed her slowly, his hands exploring every inch of her body, his lips following. “I love your curves,” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. “You’re perfect.”

Mica’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as he moved between her legs, his tongue teasing her clit until she was writhing beneath him. She’d never felt anything like this before—the intensity, the pleasure, the way he seemed to know exactly what she needed.

When he finally entered her, she let out a moan, her nails digging into his back. He moved with a rhythm that was both gentle and relentless, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot against her neck.

“You feel amazing,” he groaned, his voice thick with desire.

Mica’s body responded to his every touch, every thrust, until she was on the edge, her muscles tightening, her breath catching. And then she was falling, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, her cries muffled against his shoulder.

Max followed soon after, his body shuddering as he spilled inside her. They lay there for a moment, tangled together, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

As the reality of what had just happened began to sink in, Mica felt a pang of guilt. She’d cheated on Greg. She’d crossed a line she could never uncross.

But when Max turned to her, his eyes dark with desire, and asked, “Will I see you again?” she found herself nodding.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Max smiled, his hand brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Good.”

Mica’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions as she lay there, her body still tingling from the intensity of their encounter. She knew she should leave, should go home and try to forget this ever happened. But the thought of walking away from Max, from the way he made her feel, was unbearable.

“Stay,” Max murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “Just for a little while longer.”

Mica hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew she was playing with fire, but the warmth of his body against hers was too tempting to resist.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Max’s arms tightened around her, his breath warm against her skin. “Good girl.”

Mica closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the moment, even as the guilt gnawed at the edges of her mind. She knew this was wrong, but for now, she didn’t care. For now, she just wanted to feel alive.

As they lay there, the room filled with the sound of their breathing, Mica couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next. Would she see Max again? Would she tell Greg? Or would she keep this secret buried, a guilty pleasure she could never share?

43 - TURNED OUT BY BIG BERTHA

FF / Lesbian / BBW / Gangster / BDSM / Nipple Play / Vibrator / Dildo

“You lost my product?” Big Bertha’s voice was low, almost a purr, but it carried the weight of a storm cloud ready to burst. She leaned back in her plush leather armchair, her fingers tapping rhythmically against the armrest. Her eyes, sharp and unyielding, locked onto Zayla’s. “Do you have any idea what that costs me, girl?”

Zayla swallowed hard, her throat dry. She stood in the center of Big Bertha’s penthouse, the city lights glittering through the floor-to-ceiling windows behind her. The room was a testament to luxury—crystal chandeliers, silk drapes, and a bar stocked with bottles that probably cost more than Zayla’s rent for a year. But none of that mattered now. She was here to beg.

“I-I’m sorry, Bertha,” Zayla stammered, her hands clenching at her sides. “I got robbed. I didn’t see it coming. But I’ll get you the money. I just need a little more time.”

Big Bertha raised an eyebrow, her lips curling into a smirk. She shifted in her seat, her full body moving with a grace that seemed almost at odds with her size. She was a force of nature—a big, beautiful woman with curves that could stop traffic. Her ass was legendary, her stomach soft and inviting, and her chest was a masterpiece that even Zayla, in her panic, couldn’t help but notice.

“Time,” Bertha repeated, her voice dripping with skepticism. “Time doesn’t pay my bills, Zayla. Time doesn’t fix my problems. You think I’m running a charity here?”

“No, of course not,” Zayla rushed to say, her mind racing. She’d known coming here was a risk, but she didn’t have a choice. Bertha wasn’t just her supplier; she was the queenpin of the city. Cross her, and you might as well kiss your life goodbye. “I just… I don’t know what else to do.”

Bertha’s smirk widened, and she leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees. “Oh, I think you do.” Her eyes roamed over Zayla’s body, taking in her slim frame, her nervous posture. “You’re a pretty girl, Zayla. Smart, too. I’m sure we can work something out.”

Zayla’s heart skipped a beat. She’d heard rumors about Bertha—about her tastes, her appetites. But she’d never thought she’d be on the receiving end of that kind of attention. She licked her lips, her voice barely above a whisper. “What… what do you mean?”

Bertha stood, her towering presence filling the room. She walked over to Zayla, her heels clicking against the marble floor. When she was close enough to touch, she reached out and brushed a strand of hair from Zayla’s face. Her fingers lingered, tracing the line of Zayla’s jaw. “You’re in debt to me, sweetheart. And debts need to be paid. One way or another.”

Zayla’s breath hitched. She could feel the heat radiating from Bertha’s body, the intoxicating mix of her perfume and her natural scent. “You want me to…” She trailed off, unable to finish the sentence.

“To come to bed with me,” Bertha finished, her voice smooth as silk. “And if you do a good job, I’ll consider your debt paid. Simple as that.”

Zayla’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions—fear, confusion, and, surprisingly, a spark of curiosity. She’d never been with a woman before, let alone someone like Bertha. But the thought wasn’t entirely unpleasant. In fact, the idea of surrendering to someone so powerful, so confident, was strangely enticing.

“Okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling but resolved. “I’ll do it.”

Bertha’s smile was triumphant. “Good girl.” She took Zayla’s hand and led her through the penthouse, past the opulent living room and down a hallway lined with art that probably cost a fortune. They stopped at a set of double doors, which Bertha pushed open to reveal her bedroom.

The room was just as extravagant as the rest of the apartment, but it was the bed that caught Zayla’s attention—a massive, king-sized monstrosity draped in silk sheets. Bertha gestured for Zayla to sit on the edge, and she did, her legs trembling beneath her.

Bertha stepped back and began to undress, her movements slow, deliberate. She pulled off her blouse, revealing a lace bra that barely contained her ample breasts. Her skirt came next, sliding down her hips to pool at her feet. She stood there in nothing but her bra and panties, her body on full display.

Zayla couldn’t look away. Bertha was breathtaking—a goddess of curves and softness. Her stomach was round and inviting, her ass a masterpiece of proportion, and her thighs thick and powerful. Zayla felt a heat pooling between her legs, a warmth she hadn’t expected.

“Your turn,” Bertha said, her voice low and commanding.

Bertha stepped closer, her hands reaching for Zayla’s shirt. Zayla didn’t resist as Bertha pulled it over her head, baring her small, pert breasts to the cool air. Bertha’s hands were gentle but firm as they moved to Zayla’s jeans, unbuttoning and sliding them down her legs. Soon, Zayla was naked, her body exposed to Bertha’s gaze.

Bertha’s eyes roamed over her, taking in every inch. “Beautiful,” she murmured, her hands following her eyes as they traced Zayla’s skin. She cupped Zayla’s breasts, her thumbs brushing over her nipples, eliciting a soft moan from the younger woman.

Bertha leaned in, her lips capturing one of Zayla’s nipples, sucking gently. Zayla’s hands flew to Bertha’s shoulders, her fingers digging into the soft flesh there. The sensation was overwhelming—her nipple hardening under Bertha’s tongue, her body responding in ways she hadn’t anticipated.

Bertha’s hands moved lower, her fingers finding the soft curls between Zayla’s legs. She teased her with light touches, just enough to make Zayla squirm, but not enough to give her relief. Zayla’s hips bucked, seeking more, her breath coming in short gasps.

“Please,” she begged, her voice barely audible.

Bertha chuckled, the sound deep and throaty. “Patience, sweetheart.” She reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a sleek, black vibrator. She turned it on, the low hum filling the room, and pressed it against Zayla’s clit.

Zayla’s back arched, a moan escaping her lips. The vibration was intense, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Bertha watched her, her free hand sliding down her own body, her fingers disappearing beneath the waistband of her panties.

“That’s it,” Bertha murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “Let it happen, Zayla. Cum for me.”

Zayla’s hands gripped the sheets, her toes curling as the pleasure built, a tight coil ready to snap. And then it did—a wave of ecstasy crashing over her, leaving her breathless and trembling.

Bertha turned off the vibrator, setting it aside as she leaned in to kiss Zayla, her lips claiming hers with a fierceness that left no doubt about who was in control. When they broke apart, Bertha reached for the nightstand again, this time pulling out a thick, black dildo.

“Ready for more?” she asked, her voice a mix of challenge and promise.

Zayla nodded, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She spread her legs, her heart pounding as Bertha positioned the dildo at her entrance. The stretch was intense, pain and pleasure mingling as Bertha pushed it inside, inch by inch.

Zayla’s moans filled the room, her hands clawing at the sheets as Bertha thrust the dildo in and out, each movement sending her closer to the edge. When she came again, it was with a cry that echoed off the walls, her body shaking with the force of it.

Bertha pulled the dildo out, setting it aside as she leaned down to kiss Zayla once more. “Debt’s paid,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “You did good, sweetheart.”

44 - GETTING HER REVENGE BODY

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Bianca stood in front of the full-length mirror in her apartment, her breath hitching as she traced the curves of her body with her fingertips. The reflection staring back at her was soft, round, and undeniably her, but it wasn’t the her she wanted to see. Not anymore. Not after what had happened.

Her heart clenched as the memory of Jeff’s betrayal flooded her mind—the way he’d laughed with her best friend, the way they’d whispered secrets when they thought she wasn’t looking, and the way she’d finally caught them in her own bed.

She clenched her fists, her nails digging into her palms. This isn’t about him, she told herself, but deep down, she knew it was. She wanted him to see what he’d lost. She wanted to make him regret it.

With a deep breath, she grabbed her phone and scrolled through the fitness app she’d downloaded the night before. Her eyes landed on a profile—Colby, a personal trainer with a chiseled jawline, piercing blue eyes, and a smile that could melt butter. His bio boasted years of experience helping clients transform their bodies, and his reviews were glowing. She hesitated for only a moment before hitting the “Book Now” button.

—

Two days later, Bianca found herself standing in the middle of a brightly lit gym, her stomach churning with nerves. She tugged at the hem of her workout tank top, self-conscious about how it clung to her curves. What if he thinks I’m too big? she thought, her cheeks flushing. But before she could spiral further, a deep, smooth voice cut through her thoughts.

“Bianca?”

She turned, and there he was. Colby. Tall, muscular, and even more handsome in person. His blue eyes scanned her face, and a warm smile spread across his lips. “You ready to get started?”

She nodded, her throat suddenly dry. “Yeah. I mean, yes. Ready.”

He chuckled, the sound low and reassuring. “Good. Let’s start with some basics.”

The next hour was a blur of stretching, squats, and lunges. Colby was patient but firm, guiding her through each movement with a steady hand. His fingers brushed against her waist as he corrected her posture, and Bianca felt a jolt of electricity shoot through her. She glanced at him, but his expression was focused, professional. It’s just part of the job, she told herself, trying to ignore the way her body reacted to his touch.

By the time they finished, Bianca was drenched in sweat, her muscles trembling. Colby handed her a water bottle, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled. “You did great. Seriously. You’ve got potential.”

She flushed, taking a sip of water to hide her grin. “Thanks. I, uh, I really needed this.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “You wanna talk about it?”

She hesitated, then shook her head. “Not really. Just… life stuff.”

He nodded, understanding flickering in his eyes. “Alright. But if you ever want to vent, I’m a good listener. In the meantime, how about we schedule our next session? I’ve got some specialized equipment at my place. It’s more private, and we can really push you.”

Her heart skipped a beat. “Your place?”

He grinned. “Yeah. Don’t worry, I’m not a creep. Promise.”

She laughed despite herself. “Okay. That sounds… good.”

—

Two days later, Bianca pulled up to Colby’s house, her stomach aflutter. She smoothed her hands over her workout leggings, took a deep breath, and rang the doorbell. He answered almost immediately, dressed in a tight black tank top and shorts that left little to the imagination. His biceps flexed as he leaned against the doorframe, a playful smirk on his lips.

“Hey, Bianca. Let’s get to work.”

The session was intense. Colby pushed her harder than he had at the gym, guiding her through a series of exercises that left her gasping for breath. His hands were everywhere—on her shoulders, her hips, her thighs—and each touch sent a spark of heat through her. She tried to focus, but it was impossible not to notice the way his eyes lingered on her curves, the way his breath hitched when their bodies brushed.

“You’re doing amazing,” he murmured, his voice low and husky as he helped her out of the bench press.

She flushed, her chest heaving. “Thanks. You’re… a really good trainer.”

He chuckled, his eyes darkening. “Glad you think so.”

As they moved to the next exercise, Colby’s hand lingered on her waist a moment longer than necessary. Bianca’s heart raced, and she glanced at him, her breath catching at the intensity in his gaze. For a moment, neither of them moved. Then, slowly, he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss.

Bianca froze, her mind racing. This is wrong, she thought, but her body betrayed her, leaning into him as the kiss deepened. His hands slid down her back, pulling her closer, and she melted against him, her hands tangling in his hair.

When they finally broke apart, Bianca was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. Colby’s eyes searched hers, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me to stop, and I will.”

She swallowed, her body trembling with anticipation. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t hesitate. His lips crashed against hers again, hungry and demanding, as he lifted her into his arms and carried her toward the bedroom. Bianca’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—his hands on her skin, his mouth on her neck, the heat of his body pressing against hers. He laid her gently on the bed, his eyes raking over her figure as he slowly peeled off her clothes.

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion as he revealed her curvy body.

She shivered under his gaze, her insecurities melting away as he lowered his head to her chest, his lips capturing one of her nipples. She gasped, her back arching as he sucked and teased, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peak. His hand found its way between her thighs, stroking her through her soaked panties until she was trembling with need.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice barely a whisper.

Colby didn’t make her wait. He stripped off his clothes, his erection straining against his briefs, and Bianca’s breath hitched at the sight of him. He was every bit as perfect as she’d imagined. He climbed onto the bed, his body hovering over hers as he kissed her deeply, his hand trailing down her stomach to her core.

He slid his fingers inside her, curling them just right, and Bianca moaned, her hips bucking against his hand. “You’re so wet,” he growled, his breath hot against her neck. “I need to taste you.”

Before she could respond, he was between her legs, his tongue lapping at her folds with a hunger that made her dizzy. She tangled her fingers in his hair, her moans growing louder as he teased her clit, his tongue working her into a frenzy. When she came, it was with a cry that echoed through the room, her body shuddering with pleasure.

Colby didn’t give her time to recover. He kissed her again, his lips tasting of her, and positioned himself at her entrance. “You ready?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

She nodded, her body trembling with anticipation. He slid into her slowly, inch by agonizing inch, and Bianca moaned, her nails digging into his back. He filled her completely, his thickness stretching her in the best way possible. He began to move, his hips grinding against hers, and Bianca lost herself in the rhythm, her moans mingling with his.

Bianca felt the pleasure building with each thrust. Finally, Colby pushed her over the edge. Her eyes rolled back as she climaxed, her fingers gripping the sheets. Colby kept going, drawing out the satisfaction until they were completely exhausted. They flopped to the bed, a tangle of limbs.

“Did you like that?” Colby asked, pulling Bianca closer.

Bianca could only nod, her body still humming with pleasure.

Not only had Bianca improved her fitness, but she’d also found a new lover. After Jeff’s infidelity, she never thought she’d find love again. But during her quest to get her revenge body, she’d realized that Jeff’s opinion didn’t matter anyway.

Bianca gave Colby a kiss. “You know, I’m really glad I met you,” she whispered.

45 - A CURVY WIFE’S AFFAIR

MF / Cheating / BBW / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Cliff murmured, his breath hot against Connie’s ear as his hands slid down her sides, gripping her hips with a possessiveness that made her shiver. She could feel the heat of his body pressing into her, the hardness of his cock against her thigh, and for a moment, she forgot to breathe.

“I shouldn’t be here,” she whispered, her voice trembling, but her body betrayed her, arching into his touch.

“But you are,” he said, his lips brushing against her neck, sending a jolt of electricity through her. “And you’re not going anywhere.”

—

It had started innocently enough. Connie had been sitting at the bar, swirling the ice in her glass of white wine, her mind wandering. The bar was dimly lit, the kind of place where people went to disappear for a while. She wasn’t sure why she’d come here tonight. Maybe it was the way Bill had barely looked at her over dinner, his eyes glued to the TV as he shoveled food into his mouth. Maybe it was the way he’d stopped noticing her altogether, as if she’d become part of the furniture.

She’d dressed up tonight—a tight red dress that hugged her curves, the kind of dress that used to make Bill’s eyes light up. But he hadn’t even noticed. So here she was, alone at a bar, feeling invisible.

That’s when he’d approached her.

“You look like you could use some company,” he’d said, sliding onto the stool next to her. His voice was smooth, confident, and when she turned to look at him, she was struck by how handsome he was. Dark hair, sharp jawline, eyes that seemed to see right through her.

“I’m fine,” she’d replied, though her voice lacked conviction.

“I’m Cliff,” he’d said, extending a hand. She hesitated, then shook it, his grip firm and warm.

“Connie,” she’d said, and he’d smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made her stomach flutter.

They’d talked for hours, the conversation flowing easily. He’d complimented her—on her laugh, her smile, the way her dress clung to her curves. It had been so long since anyone had noticed her like that, and it felt intoxicating.

“You’re stunning,” he’d said, his eyes lingering on her. “I love big, beautiful women. You have the perfect body.”

She’d felt a warmth spread through her chest. “T-thank you,” she stammered, trying not to sound so nervous. Bill never complimented her. In fact, he was always encouraging her to lose weight.

When Cliff had invited her back to his place, she’d hesitated. She’d thought of Bill, of the life they’d built together, of the vows she’d made. But then she’d thought of the way he’d looked right through her, and something inside her had snapped.

“Okay,” she’d said, her voice barely above a whisper.

—

Now, in Cliff’s apartment, Connie felt like she was in a dream. His hands were everywhere, his lips trailing fire across her skin. He’d kissed her the moment the door had closed behind them, his mouth claiming hers with a hunger that left her breathless.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he growled, his hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her closer.

She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her, and a moan escaped her lips. “Cliff,” she whispered, her voice trembling, but he silenced her with another kiss, his tongue sliding into her mouth, claiming her.

He led her to the bedroom, his hands never leaving her body. When he undressed her, she felt a moment of self-consciousness, but the way he looked at her—like she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen—made her forget all her insecurities.

“God, you’re perfect,” he said, his eyes raking over her curvy figure. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped, her body arching into his touch.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, sucking hard, and she cried out, her hands tangling in his hair. He switched to the other breast, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, and she felt a rush of wetness between her legs.

“Cliff,” she moaned, her hips rocking against him, and he chuckled, the sound low and dark.

“You like that, don’t you?” he said, his hands sliding down to her hips, holding her still as he continued to tease her nipples.

“Yes,” she gasped, her body trembling with need.

He pulled back, his eyes locking with hers, and she saw the hunger in them, the raw desire that mirrored her own. He undressed quickly, his cock springing free, thick and hard, and she felt a thrill of anticipation.

“Suck it,” he said, his voice rough, and she dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his shaft. She took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, and he groaned, his hands tangling in her hair.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” he said, his hips thrusting forward, and she took him deeper, her mouth working him until he was rock hard.

When he pulled her to her feet and laid her on the bed, she was trembling with need. He spread her legs, his eyes dark with desire, and then he lowered his head, his tongue sliding through her wetness.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets as he licked and sucked, his tongue driving her closer and closer to the edge.

When he finally slid his cock inside her, she cried out, her body arching to meet his. He fucked her hard, his hips slamming into hers, and she felt herself unraveling, the pleasure building until it was almost too much.

“Turn over,” he growled, and she obeyed, getting on her hands and knees. He entered her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her, the sound of skin slapping against skin filling the room.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he said, his hand coming down on her ass, the sting only adding to the pleasure.

When she came, it was with a cry, her body shaking with the force of it. He followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.

They lay together afterward, her head on his chest, his fingers trailing lazily over her skin. She felt a pang of guilt, but it was quickly overshadowed by the memory of how good it had felt.

“Will I see you again?” he asked, his voice soft, and she hesitated, her mind racing.

“Yes,” she said finally, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Cliff smiled, his hand tightening around hers, and she felt a thrill of anticipation. She knew she was playing with fire, but for the first time in a long time, she felt alive.

“Good,” he said, his lips brushing against her forehead. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Connie’s heart raced, her mind already spinning with thoughts of what might come next. She knew she should leave, should go back to her life, to Bill. But as Cliff’s hand slid down her body, his fingers teasing her already sensitive flesh, she knew she wasn’t going anywhere.

“Cliff,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

“Shh,” he said, his lips brushing against hers. “Just let me take care of you.”

And as his fingers slid inside her, she let herself fall, the guilt and the fear fading away, replaced by nothing but pure, unadulterated pleasure.

46 - GIVING JERMAINE A CHANCE

MF / Age Gap / Romantic / BBW / Kissing / Blowjob / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex

Carrie sighed as she adjusted the grocery bags in her hands, the paper handles digging into her palms. She was only a few blocks from her apartment, but the weight of the bags made the distance feel endless.

Just as she crossed the street, the bottom of one bag gave way, sending cans of soup and a carton of eggs tumbling to the ground. She muttered under her breath, crouching down to scoop up her scattered groceries.

“Need a hand?” a deep, warm voice asked from behind her.

She looked up to see an older man, maybe in his sixties, with silver hair and a kind smile. He was dressed sharply in a button-up shirt and slacks, his eyes twinkling with genuine concern.

“Yeah, thanks,” Carrie said, offering a small smile. “This day keeps getting better.”

He knelt beside her, his movements smooth and deliberate. “Name’s Jermaine,” he said as he handed her the soup cans.

“Carrie,” she replied, stacking the cans back into the bag. “Thanks for stopping. Most people would’ve just walked by.”

“Well, I’m not most people,” Jermaine said with a chuckle. He stood, offering her a hand to help her up. His grip was firm, his skin warm against hers. “Where you headed? I’ll walk with you, make sure these bags make it in one piece.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I insist,” he said, cutting her off gently. “Besides, it’s not every day I get to help a beautiful woman.”

Carrie felt her cheeks heat up. She wasn’t used to compliments, especially from someone like Jermaine. She nodded, and they started walking toward her apartment.

As they walked, Jermaine made conversation, asking about her day and making her laugh with a few well-timed jokes. He carried the heavier bags without complaint, his presence surprisingly comforting. When they reached her building, he set the bags down by the door and turned to her.

“You live here?” he asked, glancing up at the modest apartment complex.

“Yeah,” Carrie said, fidgeting with the strap of her purse. “Thanks again for your help. Seriously, you didn’t have to do all that.”

“It was my pleasure,” Jermaine said, his voice low and smooth. He hesitated for a moment, then added, “You know, I’d love to take you out sometime. If you’re interested.”

Carrie blinked, caught off guard. She’d been so focused on how kind he was that she hadn’t considered the possibility that he might be interested in her romantically. “Oh, um… I don’t know…”

“No pressure,” Jermaine said quickly. “I just enjoyed your company, and I’d like to get to know you better. How about dinner? My treat.”

Carrie bit her lip, weighing her options. She hadn’t been on a date in months, not since her ex had dumped her, calling her fat and worthless. But Jermaine seemed different. Kind. Genuine. And there was something about the way he looked at her that made her feel seen in a way she hadn’t in a long time.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Dinner sounds nice.”

Jermaine’s smile widened. “Great. How about tomorrow? I’ll pick you up at seven.”

“I’ll be ready,” Carrie said, feeling a flutter of excitement in her chest.

—

The next evening, Jermaine arrived right on time, looking even more handsome than she remembered. He took her to a cozy Italian restaurant, where the dim lighting and soft music created an intimate atmosphere. Over plates of pasta and glasses of wine, they talked for hours, sharing stories and laughing like old friends.

Jermaine’s compliments were sincere and frequent, and Carrie found herself relaxing, letting her guard down. He made her feel beautiful, desirable in a way that her ex never had. By the end of the night, she was thoroughly charmed.

When he drove her back to her apartment, Carrie hesitated at the door. “Do you want to come up for a drink?” she asked, her voice tinged with nervousness.

Jermaine’s eyes softened. “I’d like that,” he said.

Inside her apartment, the air was charged with tension. Carrie poured them both a glass of wine, but neither of them took a sip. Instead, they stood close, their eyes locking. Jermaine reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“You’re stunning,” he murmured.

Carrie’s breath caught, and before she could overthink it, she leaned in, pressing her lips to his. The kiss started slow, tentative, but quickly deepened as Jermaine’s hands slid around her waist, pulling her closer. His touch was electric, sending shivers down her spine.

She broke the kiss, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she whispered.

Jermaine followed her without a word, his eyes dark with desire. In the dimly lit room, Carrie turned to face him, her fingers trembling as she reached for the buttons of his shirt. She undressed him slowly, savoring the feel of his warm skin beneath her hands. When she unzipped his pants, her breath hitched at the sight of his erection, thick and ready.

She sank to her knees, her eyes locking with his as she wrapped her lips around him. Jermaine groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. She loved the way he responded to her touch, the way his body tensed with pleasure.

When she stood, Jermaine’s hands quickly found the hem of her dress, pulling it over her head. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in every curve. Carrie felt a surge of confidence under his gaze, and she stepped closer, letting him trail his fingers over her skin.

“That ass. Those thighs. Damn, you’re so sexy,” Jermaine confidently declared.

He cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened. Lowering his head, he took one into his mouth, swirling his tongue and drawing a moan from her lips. Carrie’s hands gripped his shoulders, her knees weakening from the sensation.

She led him to the bed, laying back and spreading her legs. Jermaine knelt between them, his hands sliding up her thick thighs. He leaned in, his breath warm against her core, and then his tongue was on her, teasing and tasting her until she was writhing beneath him.

Carrie’s fingers tangled in the sheets, her moans filling the room. The pleasure built, coiling tightly in her belly until it finally snapped, sending her over the edge. Jermaine didn’t stop, drawing out her climax until she was gasping for air.

When he finally pulled back, Carrie reached for him, pulling him up to kiss her. She could taste herself on his lips, and the thought only heightened her arousal. Positioning himself between her legs, Jermaine guided himself inside her, the stretch making her moan.

He started slow, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Carrie’s nails dug into his back, urging him to go faster, harder. Jermaine obliged, his pace increasing as they moved together, their bodies in perfect sync.

The room was filled with the sound of their moans, the slap of skin against skin. Carrie’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. She could feel the tension building again, her climax approaching with every thrust.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice shaky.

“Me too,” Jermaine groaned, his hips stuttering.

They reached their peak together, their cries mingling as they came undone. Jermaine collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms. They lay there, tangled together, their breathing slowly returning to normal.

Carrie rested her head on his chest, a smile playing on her lips. For the first time in a long time, she felt truly happy. Jermaine stroked her hair, pressing a kiss to the top of her head.

“Carrie,” he said softly, “will you be my girlfriend?”

She looked up at him, her heart swelling. “Yes,” she said without hesitation.

Jermaine’s smile was radiant, and he kissed her again, slow and sweet. Carrie sighed contentedly, wondering if she was dreaming. But the warmth of his body against hers was real, and so was the love she felt brewing in her heart.

“Stay the night,” she murmured.

“Always,” Jermaine replied, his voice filled with promise.

—

The next morning, Jermaine woke her with soft kisses, his hands roaming her body as he whispered sweet words in her ear. Carrie’s eyes fluttered open, a smile spreading across her face as she turned to face him.

“Morning,” she murmured, her voice still thick with sleep.

“Good morning, beautiful,” Jermaine replied, his hands sliding down her sides.

He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth as he pressed his body against hers. Carrie moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer.

Jermaine’s lips trailed down her neck, sucking lightly on the sensitive skin. Soon, his mouth was on her nipples, sucking and teasing.

Carrie’s hands gripped his shoulders, her hips bucking against his as the pleasure built. She could feel his erection pressing against her thigh, and she reached down, wrapping her hand around him. Jermaine groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand as she stroked him.

She positioned herself above him, guiding him inside her. The stretch was intoxicating, and she moaned as she sank down onto him, taking him fully. Jermaine’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as she rode him.

The pace started slow, but quickly increased as their pleasure built. Carrie’s eyes rolled back in her head, her moans growing louder with each thrust. She could feel her orgasm approaching with every movement.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, her voice strained.

Jermaine climaxed first, shooting his seed deep into Carrie. Soon, Carrie was screaming with delight, her pussy pulsing around Jermaine’s cock. Carrie collapsed onto his chest, her breathing rapid and uneven. Jermaine wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as they caught their breath.

“I love you,” Carrie whispered, her voice barely audible.

Jermaine’s eyes softened, and he kissed her gently. “I love you too,” he replied, his voice filled with emotion.

Carrie snuggled closer, her mind drifting as she listened to the steady beat of his heart. She couldn’t believe how lucky she was to have found him. And as she fell asleep in his arms, she knew that this was just the beginning of something beautiful.

47 - RAIDING THE REFRIGERATOR

FF / Lesbian / BBW / Kissing / Food Play / Feeding / Nipple Play / Cunnilingus / Cucumber Dildo

Casey sat in the corner of the small, cozy donut shop, her plate piled high with a glazed donut, a chocolate croissant, and a bowl of fresh fruit. She was savoring every bite, her eyes half-closed as the sweet flavors melted on her tongue. The morning sun streamed through the window, warming her skin and making her feel content in her own little world. She was a woman who knew how to enjoy herself, and today was no exception.

She was just about to take another bite of her croissant when she felt a presence beside her. A soft, melodic voice broke through the quiet hum of the shop. “I always admire a woman who isn’t afraid to indulge.”

Casey turned her head, her eyes widening slightly as she took in the woman standing next to her. She was stunning—tall, with sleek, dark hair that framed her face like a portrait. Her eyes were a deep brown, almost black, and they seemed to hold a thousand secrets. She was dressed in a fitted blouse and skirt that hugged her curves perfectly, and her smile was warm, inviting, and just a little bit mischievous.

“Oh,” Casey said, her voice tinged with surprise. “I, uh… thank you.” She felt a flush rise to her cheeks, unsure of how to respond to such a direct compliment.

The woman chuckled softly, her gaze lingering on Casey’s face. “I’m Aniya,” she said, extending a perfectly manicured hand. “And you are?”

“Casey,” she replied, shaking Aniya’s hand. Her touch was warm, soft, and sent a shiver down Casey’s spine.

“Casey,” Aniya repeated, as if testing the name on her tongue. “I like that. It suits you.” She leaned in slightly, her voice lowering just enough to make Casey’s heartbeat quicken. “You have a beautiful energy about you. I couldn’t help but notice you when I walked in.”

Casey blinked, unsure of how to respond. She wasn’t used to such blatant attention, especially from someone as striking as Aniya. “I… I don’t know what to say,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Aniya chuckled again, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “You don’t have to say anything,” she said, pulling a small card from her purse. “But if you’re interested, I’d love to get to know you better. Here’s my number. Call me sometime.”

She placed the card on the table in front of Casey, her fingers brushing lightly against the edge of the plate. Then, with one last smile, she turned and walked away, her heels clicking softly against the tiled floor.

Casey stared at the card for a long moment, her mind racing. She wasn’t sure what had just happened, but she couldn’t deny the way her body had reacted to Aniya’s presence. There was something about her—something magnetic, intoxicating—that pulled Casey in, even as she tried to resist.

After a few minutes of deliberation, she picked up her phone and dialed the number. Her heart was pounding in her chest as the phone rang, and she almost hung up when Aniya’s voice came through the line.

“Hello, Casey,” Aniya said, her voice smooth and confident. “I was hoping you’d call.”

“I… I wasn’t sure if I should,” Casey admitted, her voice trembling slightly.

“But you did,” Aniya replied, her tone playful. “And I’m glad. How would you like to come over to my place? I’d love to show you around.”

Casey hesitated for a moment, but the excitement bubbling inside her was too strong to ignore. “Okay,” she said, her voice firm despite the butterflies in her stomach.

Aniya gave her the address, and Casey made her way to the luxurious home nestled in the heart of the city. The house was stunning—a modern mansion with floor-to-ceiling windows and a perfectly manicured garden. She felt a little out of place as she approached the front door, but her nerves melted away when Aniya opened it, a warm smile on her face.

“Welcome,” Aniya said, stepping aside to let Casey in. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

Casey stepped inside, her eyes wide as she took in the elegant decor. The house was even more impressive on the inside, with sleek furniture, soft lighting, and a hint of vanilla in the air. She felt a little overwhelmed, but Aniya’s presence was grounding, calming.

“Would you like a drink?” Aniya asked, leading her to the living room.

“Sure,” Casey replied, her voice a little breathless.

Aniya poured her a glass of wine, their fingers brushing as she handed it to her. The touch sent a spark through Casey’s body, and she couldn’t help but notice the way Aniya’s eyes lingered on her.

They sat down on the couch, and Aniya began to ask her questions—about her life, her interests, her dreams. Casey found herself opening up in ways she hadn’t expected, her words flowing freely as she talked about her love for baking, her passion for photography, and her desire to travel the world. Aniya listened intently, her eyes never leaving Casey’s face, and when she spoke, her voice was soft, encouraging, and full of genuine curiosity.

As the conversation continued, Casey felt a growing attraction to Aniya. It wasn’t just her beauty—it was the way she carried herself, the way she made Casey feel seen, heard, and appreciated. She found herself leaning in closer, her body responding to the subtle energy that seemed to radiate from Aniya.

Eventually, Aniya stood up and held out her hand. “Come with me,” she said, her voice low and inviting.

Casey hesitated for a moment, but the look in Aniya’s eyes was impossible to resist. She took her hand and followed her to the kitchen, where the soft lighting and warm atmosphere made the room feel intimate, cozy.

Aniya turned to face her, her gaze intense as she stepped closer. “You’re beautiful, Casey,” she whispered, her breath warm against Casey’s skin. “I’ve wanted to do this since the moment I saw you.”

Before Casey could respond, Aniya leaned in and kissed her. It was soft at first, a gentle exploration that made Casey’s knees weak. But then it deepened, their lips moving together in a rhythm that felt natural, inevitable.

Aniya’s hands moved to Casey’s waist, her fingers lightly tracing the curve of her hips. “I love your curves,” she murmured, her voice husky with desire. “They’re perfect.”

Casey felt a shiver run through her body as Aniya began to undress her, her hands moving slowly, deliberately. Each piece of clothing that fell away revealed more of Casey’s soft, curvy body, and Aniya’s eyes darkened with hunger as she took her in.

When Casey was completely naked, Aniya stepped back and began to undress herself. Casey’s breath caught in her throat as she watched, her eyes drinking in every inch of Aniya’s toned, flawless body. It was like looking at a work of art—every curve, every line, every contour was perfect, mesmerizing.

Once Aniya was naked, she walked over to the refrigerator and pulled out a can of whipped cream. She gave Casey a devilish smile as she shook the can, then began to spray the fluffy cream all over Casey’s breasts. The cold sensation made Casey gasp, but the look in Aniya’s eyes made her body heat up in anticipation.

Aniya leaned in, her tongue darting out to lick the whipped cream off Casey’s skin. The sensation was electric, sending waves of pleasure through Casey’s body. She moaned softly, her hands gripping the edge of the kitchen table for support.

When the whipped cream was gone, Aniya grabbed a fresh strawberry from the counter and placed it between Casey’s legs. Casey’s breath hitched as Aniya began to rub the fruit against her folds, the juices mingling with her own. The sensation was almost too much to bear, and Casey’s hips bucked involuntarily.

Aniya brought the strawberry to her lips, her eyes locked on Casey’s as she took a bite. “You taste amazing,” she purred, her voice dripping with desire.

Casey could feel herself getting wetter, her body aching for more. Aniya poured chocolate sauce over her pussy, the cool liquid making her gasp in pleasure. Then, without warning, Aniya dove in, her tongue licking and teasing Casey’s clit with practiced precision.

Casey’s moans filled the kitchen as Aniya worked her magic, her tongue moving in just the right way to bring her closer and closer to the edge. When she finally came, her body convulsed with pleasure, her fingers tangling in Aniya’s hair as she rode out the waves of ecstasy.

But Aniya wasn’t done. She reached into the refrigerator and pulled out a large cucumber, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time,” she said, her voice low and sultry.

Casey’s eyes widened as Aniya slid the cucumber inside her, the cool, smooth sensation sending shivers through her body. Aniya began to thrust the vegetable in and out, her movements slow and deliberate at first, then faster and harder as Casey’s moans grew louder.

Casey came again, her body shuddering with pleasure as Aniya continued to fuck her with the cucumber. When she finally pulled it out, Casey was panting, her body spent and satisfied.

Aniya leaned in and kissed her, their lips meeting in a slow, tender embrace. “You’re incredible,” she whispered, her voice filled with admiration.

Casey smiled, her heart swelling with emotion. She had never felt so wanted, so desired, and she couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.

48 - A WORK OUT CONFESSION

FF / Lesbian / BBW / Sports / Public / Shower / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Jenna’s sneakers thudded rhythmically against the elliptical machine, her breath coming in steady puffs as she pushed herself harder than she had last week. The gym was her new sanctuary, a place where she could escape the nagging voice in her head that whispered she wasn’t good enough, that her curves were too much, too soft. But here, in the hum of machines and the faint smell of rubber and sweat, she felt a flicker of pride with every drop of perspiration. She was doing this. She was trying.

Her eyes drifted across the room, scanning the familiar faces of regulars and the occasional newbie. That’s when she saw her. A woman, curvy and confident, lifting weights with an ease that made Jenna’s breath hitch. Her dark hair was pulled into a messy ponytail, and her toned arms glistened with sweat. There was something magnetic about her—the way she moved, the way she seemed entirely comfortable in her own skin. Jenna’s gaze lingered, her heart pounding harder than it had on the machine.

The woman caught her staring. For a split second, their eyes locked, and Jenna’s cheeks flamed. She quickly looked away, her fingers tightening on the handles of the elliptical. Stupid, stupid, stupid. Why did you stare? She focused on the numbers on the machine, willing herself to keep going, to forget the embarrassment.

But she couldn’t forget. The woman’s image stayed with her as she finished her workout, her legs wobbly as she stepped off the machine. She headed to the locker room, her mind racing. What if the woman thought she was weird? What if she said something? Jenna ducked into the showers, her hands trembling as she turned the water on. The warm spray hit her skin, and she closed her eyes, letting it wash away the sweat and the anxiety.

“Hey.”

Jenna jumped, her eyes snapping open. Standing there, just a few feet away, was the woman from the weight room. She was wearing a tank top and shorts that hugged her curves perfectly. Her smile was warm, teasing even.

“I saw you looking at me earlier,” the woman said, her voice smooth and confident. “Name’s Casey.”

Jenna’s throat went dry. “I—uh—I’m Jenna. And yeah, I… I was looking. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

Casey chuckled, cutting her off. “Relax. It’s flattering. You’ve got a good eye.” Her gaze traveled over Jenna’s body, lingering just long enough to make Jenna’s skin tingle. “You’re gorgeous, you know that?”

Jenna’s breath caught. No one had ever called her that before. Not like this. Not with such certainty. “I… um… thank you. But I’m not—”

Casey stepped closer, her hand brushing Jenna’s arm. “Don’t sell yourself short. You’ve got a body most women would kill for. Trust me.” Her fingers traced a slow, deliberate path down Jenna’s arm, sending shivers down her spine.

Jenna’s heart was racing now, her mind a whirlwind of confusion and desire. She’d never been this close to someone so confident, so sure of themselves. And Casey’s touch—God, it was electric.

Casey’s lips curved into a smirk. “You’re nervous. That’s cute.” She leaned in, her breath warm against Jenna’s ear. “Relax. I don’t bite… unless you want me to.”

Jenna’s pulse spiked, her body responding to Casey’s words in ways she hadn’t expected. Before she could think, Casey’s hand was on her waist, guiding her toward the shower room.

“Let’s get you out of these clothes,” Casey murmured, her fingers already tugging at the hem of Jenna’s shirt. Jenna didn’t resist. She couldn’t. Her body felt like it was on fire, every nerve alight with anticipation.

Casey peeled the shirt off slowly, her eyes never leaving Jenna’s. “Beautiful,” she whispered, her hands moving to Jenna’s sports bra. It joined the shirt on the floor, and then Casey’s hands were on Jenna’s bare skin, tracing the curves of her stomach, her hips.

Jenna’s breath hitched as Casey’s fingers brushed the waistband of her shorts. “Casey, I—”

“Shh,” Casey interrupted, her voice soft but firm. “Just let me take care of you.”

The water was running, steam rising around them as Casey led Jenna into the small shower stall, closing the curtain behind them. Casey dropped to her knees, her hands sliding Jenna’s shorts and underwear down in one smooth motion. Jenna stepped out of them, her heart pounding as Casey looked up at her.

“You’re incredible,” Casey said, her hands resting on Jenna’s hips. “Every inch of you.” She leaned in, her lips brushing against Jenna’s inner thigh.

Jenna’s legs trembled, her hands gripping the shower wall for support.

Casey’s tongue teased her, just a light flick that made Jenna moan. “That’s it,” Casey murmured, her voice low and sultry. “Let me hear you.” Her tongue dipped lower, exploring Jenna’s folds with a skill that left her breathless.

Jenna’s head fell back against the tile, her moans mingling with the sound of the water. Casey’s tongue was relentless, circling her clit, sucking gently, driving her wild. Jenna’s fingers tangled in Casey’s hair, urging her on.

“Casey, I—oh God—” Jenna’s words dissolved into a gasp as Casey’s fingers joined her tongue, pushing inside her. The combination was too much, too good. Jenna’s body arched, her climax crashing over her with a force that left her shaking.

Casey didn’t stop until Jenna’s legs were too weak to stand. She rose to her feet, her hands steadying Jenna as she caught her breath. “You okay?” Casey asked, her voice tender now.

Jenna nodded, her chest still heaving. “That was… I’ve never…”

Casey smiled, brushing a strand of wet hair from Jenna’s face. “I know. And there’s more where that came from.” She reached into her bag, pulling out a sleek black dildo. “Your turn,” she said, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

Jenna hesitated, but the look in Casey’s eyes was impossible to resist. She took the dildo, her heart racing as Casey turned around, bending slightly against the shower wall.

“Make me feel good, Jenna,” Casey said, her voice a low purr.

Jenna’s hand trembled as she positioned the dildo, her other hand gripping Casey’s hip. She pushed in slowly, watching Casey’s back arch, her moan echoing off the tiles.

“That’s it,” Casey breathed. “Just like that.”

Jenna’s rhythm quickened, her own body responding to the sounds Casey made, the way she moved. It was intoxicating, overwhelming, and Jenna couldn’t believe this was happening. That she was doing this.

Casey’s moans grew louder, more desperate, until finally, she cried out, her body trembling as she came. Jenna held her, her own breathing ragged, her mind spinning.

They stood there for a moment, the water cascading over them, their bodies pressed together. Casey turned, her eyes meeting Jenna’s. “You’re amazing,” she said, her voice soft but filled with conviction.

Jenna’s lips curved into a shy smile. “So are you.”

Casey’s fingers brushed Jenna’s cheek, her gaze intense. “Give me your number,” she said. “I want to see you again.”

Jenna’s heart fluttered. “Okay,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the water. “I’ll call you soon.”

As Jenna left the gym that day, she felt like a different woman—the kind who hooked up with strangers in public showers. She’d never done something so bold, so daring. And she couldn’t wait to do it again. Jenna clutched Casey’s number in her hand, looking forward to their next encounter.

49 - THE HOT GIRL AND THE HOT POT

FF / BBW / Kissing / Fingering / Dildo / Cunnilingus

Amy had never been one to hold back when it came to food. The hot pot restaurant was one of her favorites, and tonight, she was indulging. The broth was rich and savory, the thinly sliced beef tender, and the vegetables perfectly crisp. She dipped another piece of meat into the bubbling pot, savoring the warmth that spread through her as she chewed.

Her plate was piled high, and she was unabashedly enjoying every bite. She wasn’t the kind of woman who let societal expectations dictate her appetite, and she was proud of that. But as she leaned forward to scoop another mound of noodles into her bowl, she felt something—a gaze.

She looked up, her chopsticks hovering mid-air. Across the room, a stunning woman was staring at her. The woman’s auburn hair cascaded over her shoulders, her lips parted slightly as if she were captivated. Amy froze. Her cheeks burned. Was she judging her? Amy glanced down at her plate, suddenly self-conscious. The woman didn’t look away. If anything, her gaze intensified. Amy’s stomach churned, not from the food but from the humiliation. She set her chopsticks down, her appetite vanishing.

But the woman wasn’t done. She stood, her movements graceful, and began walking toward Amy’s table. Amy’s heart raced. She wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor. The woman stopped in front of her, a soft smile playing on her lips. “I’m sorry for staring,” she said, her voice low and smooth. “I just couldn’t take my eyes off you. You’re absolutely beautiful.”

Amy blinked. Beautiful? She wasn’t used to hearing that word directed at her, especially not from someone like this. The woman was effortlessly elegant, her fitted dress clinging to her curves in all the right places.

Amy stammered, “I—uh, thank you?”

The woman extended a hand. “I’m Leslie. I noticed you’re dining alone. Would you like to join me? I hate eating without company.”

Amy hesitated. She wasn’t sure what Leslie’s intentions were, but something in her eyes felt genuine. Plus, she couldn’t deny the flattery. “Sure,” she said, gathering her things and following Leslie to her table.

As they sat, Leslie’s gaze lingered on Amy, her eyes tracing the curve of her jaw, the fullness of her lips. “You know,” Leslie began, her tone playful, “there’s something incredibly sexy about a woman who isn’t afraid to enjoy her food. Most people act like they’re ashamed, but you? You’re unapologetic. It’s intoxicating.”

Amy’s cheeks flushed again, but this time it wasn’t from embarrassment. Leslie’s words were bold, her flirtation undeniable. “I’ve just never been one to care what people think,” Amy admitted, her voice steady despite the butterflies in her stomach.

Leslie leaned in closer, her perfume intoxicating. “I can see that. It’s one of the many things I admire about you already.”

They continued eating, the conversation flowing effortlessly. Leslie’s attention was unwavering, her compliments frequent and genuine. By the time they finished, Amy felt a warmth she hadn’t experienced in a long time.

Leslie paid the bill before Amy could protest, then turned to her with a smile. “I’d love to continue this conversation at my place. What do you say?”

Amy hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “I’d like that.”

They left the restaurant, Amy following Leslie’s sleek car through the city streets. When she pulled up to a grand, modern house, Amy’s eyes widened. Leslie got out of her car, leading Amy inside.

The interior was just as impressive as the exterior, but Amy barely had time to take it in before Leslie took her hand. “Come with me,” she said, her voice low and inviting.

They ascended the stairs, the air between them charged with anticipation. Leslie led Amy into a spacious bedroom, the lights dimmed to a soft glow.

Without a word, Leslie turned to Amy, her fingers brushing against her cheek. “You’re stunning,” she whispered before closing the distance between them.

Their lips met, the kiss soft at first but quickly deepening. Amy’s hands found Leslie’s waist, pulling her closer. Leslie’s touch was electric, her fingers trailing down Amy’s neck, over her shoulders, and to the hem of her shirt.

Leslie broke the kiss only to lift Amy’s shirt over her head, her eyes drinking in the sight of her. “God, you’re perfect,” she murmured, her hands exploring the soft curves of Amy’s body.

Leslie unhooked Amy’s bra, letting it fall to the floor, and cupped her breasts, her thumbs circling the sensitive peaks. Amy gasped, her head falling back as Leslie’s mouth latched onto one nipple, her tongue swirling expertly.

They moved to the bed, Leslie guiding Amy down with gentle pressure. Leslie’s hands roamed over Amy’s body, her touch sending shivers through her. She kissed her way down Amy’s stomach, her lips brushing against the sensitive skin just above the waistband of her pants. Leslie unbuttoned them, sliding them down along with her underwear, leaving Amy completely exposed.

Leslie’s eyes darkened as she took in the sight of Amy’s glistening core. “So wet for me already,” she said, her voice husky.

She spread Amy’s legs, her fingers teasing her folds before slipping inside. Amy moaned, her hips bucking against Leslie’s hand. Leslie added a second finger, her thumb pressing against Amy’s clit as she curled her fingers just right.

Amy’s breaths came in short gasps, her body trembling with pleasure. Leslie didn’t let up, her pace steady as she brought Amy closer and closer to the edge. When Amy finally came, her back arched off the bed, a cry escaping her lips, Leslie smiled triumphantly.

She reached for the nightstand, pulling out a large dildo. “You’re not done yet,” she said, her voice dripping with desire. She positioned herself between Amy’s legs, the tip of the dildo pressing against her entrance. “Relax for me,” she instructed, and Amy obeyed, her body opening to her.

Leslie pushed the dildo in slowly, her eyes locked on Amy’s. She began to thrust, her rhythm slow and deliberate, each movement drawing a moan from Amy’s lips. Leslie leaned down, capturing Amy’s mouth in a searing kiss as she sped up, the dildo hitting that sweet spot deep inside her.

Amy’s second orgasm hit her like a wave, her body convulsing as she cried out. Leslie didn’t stop until she was sure Amy had ridden out every last ripple of pleasure.

Then, Leslie spread her own legs, her fingers finding her clit. Amy, still panting, watched with fascination as Leslie pleasured herself. Without hesitation, Amy moved between Leslie’s thighs, her tongue replacing Leslie’s fingers. Leslie’s moans filled the room, her hands tangling in Amy’s hair as she guided her. When Leslie came, her body trembling, Amy didn’t stop until Leslie pushed her away, breathless and satiated.

They lay side by side, their bodies still tingling with the aftershocks. Leslie turned to Amy, her eyes soft. “Will I see you again?” she asked, her voice hopeful.

Amy smiled. “Yes. I’d like that.”

Amy couldn’t believe what had just happened. One moment, she’d been enjoying a meal at the hot pot restaurant, and now she was in bed with a stranger. But she had to admit, she was glad she’d met Leslie.

50 - POLE DANCING CLASS PASSION

FF / Pole Dancing / BBW / Kissing / Fingering / Cunnilingus / Dildo

Caroline stood outside the studio, her heart pounding in her chest. The neon sign above the door flickered slightly, casting a soft pink glow on the sidewalk. Pole Dance Fitness. The name had caught her eye when she’d scrolled through Instagram a week ago.

It wasn’t the kind of thing she usually did—pole dancing classes—but something about it had called to her. Maybe it was the promise of empowerment. Maybe it was the chance to finally feel good in her own skin. This could help me lose weight and get healthy, she thought, trying to ignore her anxiety. She took a deep breath, adjusted the strap of her gym bag, and pushed the door open.

The studio was warm, the air thick with the scent of lavender and faintly of sweat. Mirrors lined the walls, reflecting the soft lighting and the polished chrome of the poles that stood like sentinels in the center of the room. A few women were already there, stretching or chatting quietly.

Caroline hesitated, feeling suddenly out of place in her oversized hoodie and leggings. What am I doing here? she thought, tugging at the hem of her shirt. But before she could turn and bolt, a voice called out.

“Hey, you must be Caroline.”

She turned to see a woman walking toward her, her hips swaying with a confidence that made Caroline’s breath catch. Nora. The instructor. She was gorgeous—curvy in a way that made Caroline’s insecurities feel silly. Her dark hair was pulled into a high ponytail, and her athletic tank and shorts hugged her figure in a way that was both practical and unapologetically sexy.

“Yeah, that’s me,” Caroline said, her voice sounding smaller than she intended.

Nora smiled, a warm, inviting smile that made Caroline feel instantly at ease. “Welcome. I’m so glad you’re here. First class?”

Caroline nodded. “Yeah. I, uh, I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Nora reached out, placing a reassuring hand on Caroline’s arm. “That’s okay. Everyone starts somewhere. And trust me, this is a safe space. No judgment, just fun.”

The class began with a warm-up, and Caroline quickly found herself loosening up. Nora’s voice was calm and encouraging as she guided the group through stretches and simple moves. “It’s all about feeling your body,” Nora said, demonstrating a slow, fluid motion. “Let the music guide you.”

By the time they moved to the poles, Caroline was surprised at how much she was enjoying herself. She’d always been self-conscious about her curves, but here, it felt like they were an asset.

Nora demonstrated a simple spin, her body gliding effortlessly around the pole. “Don’t overthink it,” she said, catching Caroline’s eye. “Just feel it.”

Caroline stepped up to the pole, her hands tentative at first. But as she began to move, something clicked. The music pulsed through her, and she let herself go, sliding up and down the pole with more confidence than she’d thought possible. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Nora watching her, a small smile playing on her lips.

“That’s it,” Nora said, coming over to adjust Caroline’s grip slightly. “You’re a natural.”

Nora’s hands were warm against her skin, and Caroline felt a shiver run down her spine as Nora guided her into a more advanced position.

“You’ve got the strength for this,” Nora murmured, her breath hot against Caroline’s ear. “Just trust yourself.”

The contact was professional, but there was something in Nora’s tone, in the way her hands lingered just a moment too long, that made Caroline’s stomach flutter. She pushed the thought aside, focusing on the move instead. But the way Nora looked at her, the heat in her eyes—it was impossible to ignore.

By the end of the class, Caroline was flushed and breathless, but in the best way possible. She’d never felt so alive, so connected to her body. As the other women began to pack up, Nora approached her.

“You were amazing tonight,” Nora said, her voice low and intimate. “Seriously, I don’t think I’ve ever had a student pick it up that quickly.”

Caroline felt a rush of pride, and something else—something warm and electric that settled low in her belly. “Thanks. I mean, I just kind of went for it.”

Nora smiled, her eyes locking with Caroline’s. “Sometimes that’s all it takes.” She hesitated for a moment, then added, “You know, if you’re not in a hurry, I could show you a few more moves. Just the two of us.”

Caroline’s heart skipped a beat. “Yeah,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’d like that.”

The studio emptied quickly, leaving just the two of them.

Nora turned the music back on, something slow and sultry, and stepped closer to Caroline. “Let’s try something a little more advanced,” she said, her voice husky.

She guided Caroline’s hands to the pole, her own hands sliding over Caroline’s hips as she positioned her. “Relax into it,” Nora murmured, her lips brushing against the shell of Caroline’s ear. “Let your body do the work.”

Caroline’s breath hitched as Nora’s hands moved over her, adjusting her stance, her touch lingering in a way that sent sparks through her body. She could feel the heat radiating off Nora, could smell the faint scent of her perfume—something floral and intoxicating. Her mind was spinning, her heart pounding as Nora’s hands slid lower, guiding her into a dip.

“Perfect,” Nora breathed, her voice thick with something that made Caroline’s knees weak. “You’re so damn beautiful, Caroline.”

Caroline’s cheeks flushed, but before she could respond, Nora’s lips were on hers, soft and insistent. The kiss started slow, tentative, but quickly deepened, Nora’s tongue sliding against hers as she pressed closer. Caroline’s hands went to Nora’s waist, pulling her in, her body responding to the heat between them.

Nora broke the kiss, her eyes dark with desire. “Is this okay?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Caroline nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. “Yes.”

Nora smiled, a wicked, hungry smile that sent a shiver down Caroline’s spine. “Good,” she said, her hands moving to the hem of Caroline’s leotard. “Because I’ve been wanting to do this all night.”

She peeled the leotard off, baring Caroline’s curves to the soft light of the studio. Her hands cupped Caroline’s breasts, her thumbs circling the nipples as Caroline let out a soft moan.

“Beautiful,” Nora murmured, her lips trailing down Caroline’s neck. “So fucking beautiful.”

Caroline’s hands fumbled with the straps of Nora’s tank, pulling it off and tossing it aside. Their bodies pressed together, skin sliding against skin, as their hands explored each other. Nora’s fingers dipped between Caroline’s legs, finding her wet and ready, and Caroline’s head fell back as a whimper escaped her lips.

“Let me taste you,” Nora whispered, her voice thick with need. She led Caroline to a bench at the edge of the room, gently urging her to sit.

Kneeling between Caroline’s legs, Nora’s tongue began to explore, slow and deliberate, her fingers dipping inside to stroke in rhythm with her mouth. Caroline’s hands tangled in Nora’s hair, her hips rocking against Nora’s mouth as the pleasure built, hot and electric. She was close, so close, but Nora pulled back, leaving her trembling on the edge.

“Not yet,” Nora said, her voice a low purr. She reached for her purse, pulling out a sleek black dildo. “I want to see you come on this.”

She coated the toy with lube from her bag, her eyes never leaving Caroline’s as she positioned it. The first thrust was slow, deliberate, and Caroline’s breath caught in her throat. Nora’s fingers found her clit, rubbing in tight circles as she worked the dildo deeper, her own hips rocking in time.

Caroline’s vision blurred as the pleasure overtook her, her body shuddering as she came, her cries echoing through the studio. Nora rode out the orgasm with her, her own fingers slipping between her legs as she watched Caroline fall apart.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, Nora leaned in, her lips brushing against Caroline’s ear. “You’re incredible,” she whispered. “I want to see you again. Outside of class. What do you say?”

Caroline smiled, her body still humming with the aftershocks. “I’d like that.”
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