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Alexis gazed at her reflection in the mirror. 

There was no woman in the world more attractive than she was.

Knowing she was gorgeous didn't make her vain.  She wasn't vain.  She was realistic.  That was completely different from being vain.  Some women were born with all the attributes that made a human being attractive to others.  That was her lot in life.

Not a bad lot, as far as lots went.

In the full-length mirror, Alexis admired her entire body, top to toe. 

Alexis had hair like Loni Anderson—which, in her opinion, was the best kind of hair to have.  She enjoyed being a blonde as much as she enjoyed being a girl, and that was saying something. 

Her face could launch a thousand ships.  It was sexy, but not too sexy, and cute, but not too cute.  Her lips were full and soft and pink.  Her nose was small and straight, with just a hint of a button at the tip.  Her cheekbones were high, but not too high.  Her chin pointed slightly, but not too much.  Her ears tucked neatly at the sides of her head, not too big and not too small.  

She had just the right size of forehead.

Most importantly, her eyes sparkled like the aqua waters of some Caribbean sea—a sea she'd love to see.  Someday.  With someone special.

Her neck was long, as were her arms and legs.  She stood tall, but not overwhelmingly so.  Her collarbones stuck out just enough to make you notice them, but your eyes wouldn't linger there for long—not when Alexis unbuttoned her blouse and shuffled it onto a hanger.  

That's when you'd turn your focus on her tits, if you hadn't already.

Even when they were nestled into a bra, Alexis had the most spectacular tits you could ever hope to see.  They were luscious and huge.  No getting around it.  

When she leaned forward and brought her shoulders closer together, her cleavage was beyond belief.  As she slipped her skirt down her thighs, the weight of her breasts rested heavily in the cups of that simple white bra.  

You'd think the straps would snap, with all the heft they were supporting, but they held fast even as she slid her skirt to her ankles, stepped out of the garment, and picked it up to hang it in the closet.

Underneath the skirt, she wore a tight pair of panties, but they were just for everyday wear—work attire, boring stuff.  Not sexy enough for the nighttime.  She slipped them off and kicked them into the hamper, letting her dick swing free.  It felt good to let that beast out of its cotton cage.

She took off her bra.

Big tits, big dick, wet pussy.

The only thing missing was a man.

Alexis loved men.  She craved men.  Wanted to suck and fuck and get sucked and get fucked every night.  All night.  Alexis had sex on the brain.  She could never get enough. 

Where were all the men in this town?

She wanted a good man, or maybe even good men.  One would be fine, but two would be better.  Three, four... why stop there?  She wanted men galore.  She could be their whore.  She'd give them everything, and take almost anything.  She just wanted to get her pussy fucked.  Wanted to stick her dick in a soft mouth surrounded by rugged stubble. 

Men.  Where were the men?

That's just it: there were men all over the map.  Plenty of men lived in this building of hers, this high-class dwelling in a ritzy part of town.  Eligible bachelors!  Why wouldn't they bring their dicks over to borrow a cup of sugar, then freely repay the favour?

Sexy young men.  Businessmen.  Plenty to choose from.

She noticed them noticing her in the elevator.  Why did they have to be so shy?  Why couldn't they tell her what they wanted?  Was she really so intimidating?

Her height might be the key.  Most men didn't appreciate a woman who could look them in the eye, and Alexis could certainly do that.

Looking at herself in the mirror, she considered the ample swell of her tits.  The sweet pearl nipples that blessed them looked perky and pretty and good enough to eat.  

She traced her hand down her flat belly, wondering why she couldn't step out into the hallway like this.  Completely naked.  There were no children in her building.  Adults only.  Mostly men.  Wouldn't they love to get a look at her bare skin?  Wouldn't they drool at the sight of her fat dick?

She circled her fingers around the base of her shaft, giving a slight squeeze.  Her cock jerked upward.  Her breasts rose sharply.  Every time she was aroused, her tits grew inconceivably large.  It was a feat of nature she didn't understand, and one that had ruined some very expensive bras: when she got turned on, her boobs blew up like balloons.

Alexis gripped her dick a little tighter as she watched her breasts swell in the mirror.

It wouldn't take long to get where she was going. 

As much as she loved what her soft palm and slim fingers could do for her, she more than just a cock to please.  Pussy wanted in on the action, too. 

She had to go outside of herself to pet that kitty.

Her underwear drawer housed an embarrassment of pleasures—not that Alexis was embarrassed to own them.  She loved her toys, and she was happy to spend her hard-earned cash on the best that money could buy.

She wasn't after anything too fancy—not tonight.  Just the basics.  A dildo would do.  The thick one with the fat tip.  

When she grabbed it from the drawer, her own hard-on throbbed in her hand.  

If only she could fuck herself, all her prayers would be answered!

But, alas, even Alexis's body wasn't as perfect as that.

Setting a firm pillow at the base of
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