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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I was horny. Really horny. The kind of horny where you're getting boners at the worst possible moments and you’ve already exhausted every new video on all the popular porn sites. Yet I couldn't seem to get laid, no matter how hard I tried.

I went to bars and struck out. I joined dating apps and got no replies.

It was like I was both invisible and surrounded by some sort of magical “girl repellent” force field. Things had never been this bad before.

Then, late one afternoon while scrolling a popular dating app, I matched with a girl. And not just any girl—a stunning redhead with huge, natural D-cup breasts and a cute face. What the rest of her looked like, I wasn't sure; all her pictures were taken from the chest up. But did it really matter? She was obviously hot. And undoubtedly she had a killer physique.

Right?

I sent her a message, hoping for a reply. And to my surprise, I got one.

Her name was Scarlett, and she'd just moved to town. She was starting a new job here and didn't know anyone yet.

I offered to show her around.

We texted back and forth for a while and eventually settled on a time and place for our first date: coffee and a walk in the park tomorrow evening after Scarlett finished work.

The park wasn't too far from my place, and I spent the rest of the night fantasizing about what it would be like if Scarlett came over—all the wild sex we'd have. Images of her big tits bouncing up and down filled my brain. Pretty soon, I was jerking off to my mental picture of Scarlett's sexy hourglass physique.

If only I'd known how wrong I was...

Scarlett wasn't some hottie with big tits, a big ass, and a thin waist.

She'd taken strategically angled pictures to deceive me. And as I'd soon find out, Scarlett was overweight and not the type of girl I was into. Or at least I'd never been into chubby girls before Scarlett.

Our date, and what happened afterward, would completely change my mind about curvy girls. And I'd soon learn to appreciate just how hot these women really are...


Chapter Two

“To be early is to be on time, to be on time is to be late, and to be late is unacceptable.” My old man drilled that into me growing up, and it stuck. So there I was, parked on a bench outside the little park café fifteen minutes early, iced coffee already sweating in my hand, scanning every redhead who walked by.

None of them were her. Not the her I’d spent all night picturing, anyway.

Then I spotted a woman heading toward the entrance—red hair in a messy bun, freckles, green eyes behind thin glasses. Cute face, same full lips I’d jerked off thinking about. She wore an oversized Marvel hoodie and black leggings, carrying a tote bag with some comic-shop logo on it. She waved timidly when she saw me stand up.

My stomach dropped.

Because beneath that baggy hoodie were the same massive tits from the photos—only now they sat on a soft, rounded belly that pushed the fabric out in front. Her hips were wide, thighs thick and rubbing together with every step. She wasn’t hiding a little extra weight. She was big. Beautiful face, incredible rack, but easily 250 pounds. Full-figured, plush, undeniably BBW.

Those chest-up shots hadn’t been an accident. She’d catfished me. Hard.

She stopped a few feet away, cheeks already pink. “Hey… you’re early.”

I didn’t smile. “Yeah. Punctuality thing.”

Her eyes flicked over me—fitted shirt, arms showing, jeans snug in all the places that usually worked. Then she looked down at herself, tugging nervously at the hem of her hoodie. She knew I knew.

“Scarlett, right?” I said, voice flatter than I meant it to be.

“That’s me.” She tried for playful, but it came out shaky. “In the flesh. All of it.”

I exhaled through my nose. “Your pictures didn’t exactly show… all of it.”

Her face fell, but only for a second. Then her chin lifted, green eyes sharpening. “No, they didn’t. Because guys like you swipe left the second they see a girl my size. I wanted a chance to talk to someone who actually seemed fun. Sue me.”

“Guys like me?”

“Yeah. Gym-fit, cocky profile pics, probably got a type that stops at size eight.” She crossed her arms under her chest, which only made those huge breasts strain harder against the hoodie. My traitor cock noticed even while the rest of me was pissed.

I stepped closer, lowering my voice. “So you lied.”

“I cropped. There’s a difference.” She didn’t back down. “And let’s be real—you liked what you saw in those photos. Liked it enough to send some pretty filthy texts.”

Heat crawled up my neck because she wasn’t wrong. “That was before I knew the whole picture.”

“Right. The whole picture you’re currently judging.” She gestured at her body. “Look, if you want to bail, bail. I’ll finish my coffee alone and we’ll pretend this never happened.”

Part of me wanted to walk. I’d spent weeks chasing slim, toned girls who ghosted me anyway. This wasn’t what I’d signed up for.

But another part—the part still half-hard from last night’s fantasies—didn’t move. She smelled good, like vanilla and something warm. Her face really was gorgeous up close. And those eyes were daring me to leave.

I sighed. “I already bought two coffees. Might as well drink them.”

Her shoulders relaxed a fraction. “Okay. Truce?”

“For now.”

We grabbed the drinks and started down the park trail. Conversation stayed surface-level at first—her new job, my sales gig, favorite takeout spots. She was funny, same sharp wit from the texts, and every time she laughed her whole body moved in a way that kept drawing my eyes. Soft. Abundant. Nothing like the hard-bodied girls I usually chased.

The anger simmered, though. Every few minutes I’d remember the cropped photos and feel that twist of betrayal again.

Halfway around the lake, she stopped under a big oak tree. “You’re still mad.”

“Little bit, yeah.”

“I get it. I’d be pissed too if someone did that to me.” She leaned against the trunk, hoodie riding up just enough to show a strip of pale belly. “But I didn’t lie about anything else. The flirting, the dirty talk—that was all me. I just… wanted you to see me first before you saw this.” She waved a hand down her curves.

I stepped closer without thinking. “And what if I’d seen this first?”

She met my eyes, unflinching. “You wouldn’t have matched.”

Silence stretched between us. Birds chirped overhead. A jogger passed.

“Maybe not,” I admitted. “But I’m still here.”

Her lips parted, surprise flickering across her face. “Why?”

Good question. I didn’t have a clean answer. The anger was still there, but so was the heat from last night’s texts. And standing this close, I could see how soft her mouth looked, how her chest rose and fell a little faster now.

“Because you’re still the girl who sent that hoodie picture with nothing underneath,” I said, voice rough. “And I’m still the guy who couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

Her breath hitched. We were close enough now that I could feel the warmth coming off her body.

“Then maybe,” she whispered, “you should stop thinking and start doing.”

I don’t know who moved first. Maybe both of us.

One second we were glaring at each other, the next my mouth was on hers.

The kiss started angry—hard, demanding, all the frustration pouring out. She kissed back just as fierce, fingers curling into my shirt, pulling me closer. Her lips were softer than I expected, full and eager, tasting like the caramel latte she’d been sipping.

Then the edge melted into something hotter.

I backed her gently against the tree, hands sliding to her hips—thick, plush, so much to grab. She moaned into my mouth when my fingers dug in, arching so those massive breasts pressed against my chest. I could feel how heavy they were even through the hoodie.

One of her hands slipped up to my neck, the other down my back, pulling me tighter. My thigh nudged between hers, and she rolled her hips instinctively, rubbing against me. Fuck, she felt good—soft everywhere I was hard.

I broke the kiss long enough to drag my mouth down her neck, nipping at the spot below her ear. She gasped, fingers tightening in my hair.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed.

So I didn’t.

My hands moved up under the hem of her hoodie—finally touching bare skin. Warm, silky, endless curves. I cupped the underside of one breast through her bra, thumb brushing over a stiff nipple. She shuddered, grinding harder against my thigh.

We made out like teenagers who’d just discovered tongue—deep, wet, desperate. Every time I squeezed her ass or rolled her nipple she whimpered into my mouth. My cock strained painfully against my jeans, trapped between us, and she deliberately pressed her soft belly against it until I groaned.

Minutes blurred. The park faded. All that existed was her mouth, her body, the little sounds she made when I touched her just right.

Eventually we had to breathe. I pulled back an inch, forehead resting against hers. Both of us panting.

She laughed shakily. “Still mad?”

I dragged my thumb across her swollen lower lip. “Getting less mad by the second.”

“Good.” Her eyes were dark, pupils blown. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

Neither was I.


Chapter Three

The walk back from the park was pure agony. Scarlett's hand in mine felt electric, her thick fingers interlaced with mine, squeezing just enough to promise what was coming. Every sway of her wide hips in those skin-tight leggings made my cock strain against my jeans, the memory of her soft lips and the way her massive tits had pressed into my chest during that makeout session burning in my brain. We barely spoke—broken sentences about "your place" and "now"—but the tension crackled like a live wire. By the time we reached my apartment building, I was ready to fuck her right there in the hallway.

The door had barely clicked shut before she was on me. Scarlett slammed me back against the wood, her plush body pinning me with surprising force. All that soft weight—her rounded belly smooshing against my abs, those enormous breasts flattening against my chest—hit me like a drug. Her mouth crashed into mine, hot and demanding, tongue plunging deep with the pent-up hunger of someone who'd been teasing me for days. She tasted like caramel latte and raw need, full lips sucking on mine, teeth nipping my lower lip hard enough to draw a growl from my throat.

"Fuck waiting," she panted against my mouth, hands fisting my shirt and yanking it up. Her nails raked down my chest as the fabric came off, leaving red trails that stung in the best way. I could feel her heart hammering through her hoodie, her breath coming in short, desperate bursts.

My hands were everywhere—grabbing fistfuls of her ass through the leggings, feeling the thick, jiggly flesh overflow my palms. God, it was massive, two perfect pale globes that wobbled with every shift of her weight. I kneaded them roughly, pulling her hips flush against mine so she could feel how rock-hard I was, my cock throbbing against her soft mound.

"You're so fucking thick," I groaned, breaking the kiss to drag my teeth down her neck. She arched, whimpering, freckled skin breaking out in goosebumps under my lips.

"Show me how much you like it," she challenged, voice husky, green eyes blazing behind her glasses. She shoved me harder, walking me backward toward the bedroom while her hands fumbled with my belt.

We didn't make it all the way. Halfway down the hall, I spun her around and pinned her face-first against the wall. My fingers hooked into the waistband of her leggings and yanked them down in one brutal tug, exposing her bare ass—pale, dimpled, and so fucking huge it made my mouth water. No panties. Her pussy peeked out between thunder thighs, already glistening, lips puffy and pink.

"Shit," I hissed, dropping to my knees. The scent hit me first—musky, sweet, intoxicating. I spread her cheeks wide, thumbs digging into the soft fat, and buried my face in her from behind. My tongue speared into her dripping slit, lapping up the tangy juices that coated her folds. She bucked against my mouth, a guttural moan ripping from her throat as I sucked her swollen clit between my lips, flicking it mercilessly.

"Oh God—yes! Eat that fat pussy," she begged, pushing back, smearing her wetness across my chin and nose. Her thighs quivered, thick and cellulite-kissed, clamping around my ears like warm pillows. I thrust two fingers deep inside her—fuck, she was tight, walls fluttering and sucking me in, hot as a furnace. I curled them against her G-spot, pumping hard while my tongue lashed her clit. Juices gushed down my hand, dripping onto the floor as she trembled.

She came fast and filthy, screaming my name—well, "fuck yes!" in a voice that echoed off the walls. Her pussy spasmed wildly around my fingers, squirting a hot spray that soaked my wrist. I didn't stop, licking her through it, feeling every pulse, every clench, until she was grinding back like a woman possessed.

"Bed—now," I snarled, standing and scooping her up like she weighed nothing. At 250-plus pounds of pure curves, she was heavy in the best way, all soft belly and swinging tits pressed against me as I carried her the last few steps and tossed her onto the mattress.

She bounced once, red hair flying, glasses askew, and immediately peeled off her hoodie and tank top. Holy fuck. Those tits—massive, pendulous G-cups at least, spilling across her chest like overripe melons. Pale skin stretched taut over them, faint blue veins and silvery stretch marks mapping the undersides, nipples thick and erect, the size of erasers. Her belly hung soft and round over her hips, a perfect apron of plush fat that jiggled with her laughter.

"Like what you see now?" she teased, cupping them and lifting, letting them drop with a heavy slap against her ribs. "No more cropped pics. All yours."

I stripped the rest of my clothes in seconds, cock springing free—thick, veined, nine inches of aching need, pre-cum beading at the slit. Her eyes widened, licking her lips. "Come here," she purred, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy winked at me, stretched and sloppy from my mouth, inner thighs slick.

I crawled over her, the mattress dipping under our combined weight. She was a landscape of curves—wide hips flaring out, ass cheeks spreading on the sheets, belly rising and falling with ragged breaths. I kissed her deep, then trailed my mouth down: sucking each nipple until they were shiny and throbbing, biting the soft undersides of her breasts, tonguing the salty stretch marks. She writhed, hands in my hair, moaning nonstop.

Lower still. I nipped her belly rolls, shoved my face into the warm crease where it met her thighs, inhaling her scent. Then I was between her legs again, hoisting those meaty thighs over my shoulders. Her ass lifted off the bed, pussy presented like a feast. I devoured her slower this time, tongue-fucking her hole, swirling around every fold, sucking her clit until she was babbling incoherently.

"Can't—fuck—gonna cum again—"

She did, harder this time, thighs crushing my head, pussy convulsing in waves that soaked the sheets. I rose up, cock nudging her entrance, the fat head parting her lips.

"Condom?" I rasped, even though I already knew the answer I wanted.

Her legs locked around my waist, heels digging into my ass. "No. Raw. I want to feel every inch." She bit her lip, eyes feral. "I'm not on birth control. Haven't been in months. You could knock me up right now."

The risk hit like a punch—her fertile, unprotected womb, begging for my load. My cock jerked against her, leaking inside just from the thought.

"Breed you?" I growled, teasing her clit with my tip.

"Yes," she whimpered, hips bucking up. "Pump this fat BBW full of cum. Make me yours."

I slammed home.

We both roared. She was a vice—tight despite her size, velvety walls rippling around my bare shaft, sucking me deeper. No barrier, just raw, slick heat milking me from tip to balls. I bottomed out, my pelvis grinding against her clit, pubic bone pressing into her soft belly.

Slow at first—long, deep strokes, feeling every ridge of her pussy drag along my length. Her tits swayed hypnotically, slapping together wetly. I grabbed them for leverage, squeezing the heavy flesh, pinching nipples until she yelped.

"Faster—harder—fuck your curvy slut!"

The bed became our battlefield. I pounded her missionary-style, skin slapping skin in obscene rhythm—clap-clap-clap—her ass rippling with every impact, belly jiggling wildly. Sweat poured off us, mixing with her pussy cream that frothed at our junction, soaking my balls.

She raked my back, drawing blood, legs trembling. "Deeper! Ruin me!"

I flipped her onto all fours—ass up, face down, back arched. That view—endless pale expanse, ass cheeks parted like mountains, pussy gaping and drooling—nearly made me cum. I mounted her like an animal, hands sinking into hip fat for grip, and railed her doggy-style. Her tits swung like pendulums, slapping her arms; her belly hung low, swaying. The angle let me hammer her cervix, each thrust jolting her whole body forward.

"Yes—breed this fat ass—fill my womb!"

She came again, pussy gushing around me, squirting back onto my thighs. The clench milked me mercilessly, but I held back, flipping her onto her side for spooning—me behind, one leg hooked over hers, cock spearing deep while I mauled her tits from behind.

"You're perfect," I grunted, biting her shoulder. "So fucking soft—so much woman."

We rolled into cowgirl. She straddled me, thighs engulfing my hips, belly resting on my abs as she sank down. Inch by inch she took me, moaning like a pornstar, until her ass met my balls. Then she rode—hard. Bouncing with full weight, ass clapping down, tits flopping wildly across her chest and into my face. I sucked them, slapped them, watched red handprints bloom on the pale flesh.

Her rhythm faltered—orgasm number four building. "Close—cum with me—inside!"

I thrust up savagely, hands bruising her hips. "Where?"

"Deep! Breed me—knock up your geeky BBW—pump every drop into my fertile pussy!"

The dam broke. I exploded with a bellow, cock swelling as ropes of thick, potent cum blasted straight into her womb. Pulse after endless pulse—hot, sticky jets flooding her, overflowing around my shaft, bubbling out with wet squelches. She screamed through her climax, pussy convulsing like a fist, milking me dry, determined to keep every seed. Her body shuddered, belly quaking, tits heaving as she ground down, sealing me inside.

We collapsed in a sweaty, cum-soaked heap, my cock still twitching deep in her plugged pussy. Thick white cream leaked out despite her clenches, painting her thighs and sheets. She sighed contentedly, reaching back to stroke my thigh.

"Stay," she murmured. "Keep me full. Maybe it'll take."

I kissed her neck, arms wrapping her soft form. "Yeah. Maybe."

The weeks that followed were bliss. Scarlett practically moved in—our apartments were next door, so she'd pad over in panties and one of my tees, the fabric stretched obscenely over her curves, nipples poking through. We'd fuck first thing in the morning: her bent over the kitchen counter, ass rippling as I drilled her from behind while coffee brewed, breeding loads dripping down her legs before breakfast.

Nights were marathons. Gaming sessions on the couch—she'd straddle my lap mid-race, grinding her soaked pussy on my thigh until I paused the game, ripped her panties aside, and filled her raw again. "Oops," she'd giggle, clenching around the creampie. "Gonna have to keep that in all night."

She dragged me to comic cons, her in a tight Poison Ivy cosplay that barely contained her tits and ass. We'd sneak off to hotel bathrooms for quickies—me pinning her against the sink, fucking her throat-deep while she gagged and drooled, then bending her over for a risky breeding against the door.

I showed her my world too: gym dates where I'd spot her on light weights, then reward her with post-workout showers, soaping her endless curves, fingering her to squirting orgasms under the spray before pounding her against the tiles.

I learned to worship every inch. The way her thighs engulfed my head during oral, muffling my world in plush warmth. How her belly made the perfect cushion for lazy 69s, her pussy grinding on my face while she deepthroated me. The stretch marks I traced with my tongue, calling them "my map to heaven." The way her ass cheeks clapped louder than any skinny girl's, rippling hypnotically as I railed her prone-bone, cock disappearing into her fat pussy.

No more apps. No more chasing ghosts. Scarlett ruined me for "fit" girls—their bony hips and flat asses couldn't compare to handfuls of jiggling softness, to the sight of her waddling around post-fuck, cum trickling down her inner thighs, hand on her belly like she was already swelling.

One night, months in, she climbed onto me reverse cowgirl, that glorious ass facing me as she impaled herself. She rode slow at first, ass cheeks spreading wide, pussy lips gripping my shaft visibly. Faster then—bouncing so hard the bed groaned, tits probably flopping wildly out of sight, belly slapping her thighs.

"Love this cock," she moaned. "Love how you fill me—breed me every time."

I slapped her ass—crack—watching it wobble red. "You're my perfect fat slut now. No more catfishing. Just this."

She came with a wail, pussy flooding me. I followed, erupting deep, painting her cervix white again. As she collapsed back onto my chest, both of us panting, she turned her head for a lazy kiss.

"Still mad about the pics?"

I chuckled, cock softening inside her, cum oozing out. "Nah. Best mistake ever. You're my curvy obsession."

She grinned, eyes sparkling. "Good. Because I'm late this month. Might be your kid in here already."

My heart skipped—then swelled. I pulled her closer, hands roaming her softness. Friends with benefits? Fuck that. We were hooked. For life.

And tonight? Round two. Raw. Risky. Perfect.
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