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Joe had never been one for big women, but something about Alexis’s profile picture – a full-bodied shot of her lounging confidently on a sofa, a sly smirk playing on her lips – had snagged his attention. Her bio was even more direct: "No small talk, just big appetites. Come get a taste." He was skinny, almost fragile-looking, a contrast to her undeniable mass, and maybe that was the allure. It was a dare, a challenge to his usual type, and he found himself swiping right.
Their online exchange was quick, devoid of the usual dating pleasantries. Alexis cut straight to the chase, demanding to know what he was looking for, what truly excited him. Joe, surprisingly, found himself being brutally honest, laying out his deepest, most primal desires. Her replies were short, punctuated with emojis that hinted at a shared dark humor. Within two days, a real-life meeting was set.
The café they chose felt too small for Alexis when she walked in, a vibrant force of nature in a tight, emerald green dress that hugged every generous curve. Joe felt a nervous flutter in his stomach, a mix of apprehension and raw, unadulterated lust. She wasn't just big; she was monumental, radiating an almost gravitational pull. Her eyes, dark and knowing, locked onto his, and he felt utterly seen.
“Joe,” she rumbled, her voice a low purr that vibrated through him. No polite handshake, just a stare that stripped him bare.
“Alexis,” he managed, his voice a little higher than he’d intended.
They skipped the coffee. Alexis leaned forward, her vast breasts pressing against the table, her scent a heady mix of expensive perfume and something muskier, more carnal. “Let’s not waste time, skinny boy,” she breathed, her lips curving into that same sly smirk from her photo. “My place is five minutes away. You coming?”
Joe’s decision was instantaneous, primal. He nodded, his throat suddenly dry.
Her apartment was dim, scented with vanilla and something else, something uniquely hers, that made his dick twitch. She didn't bother with small talk, didn't offer him a drink. The moment the door clicked shut, her gaze was on him, intense and devouring. She slowly reached behind her, unzipping the emerald dress, letting the fabric slither down to pool around her feet.
Joe’s eyes widened, fixated on the expanse of flesh revealed. A matching emerald lace bra struggled to contain her massive breasts, their sheer weight causing them to spill over the top, the nipples dark and engorged, peeking out from the delicate lace. Below, a pair of high-waisted briefs attempted to tame her belly and wide hips, only accentuating the lush valley of her pussy. Her ass, monumental and round, was a promise of untold pleasures.
“Like what you see, boy?” she purred, her voice dripping with insolence and raw desire. She took a slow step towards him, her bare feet silent on the rug. Each deliberate movement of her body was a challenge, a seduction. Joe felt small, almost insignificant next to her towering, abundant form, and the feeling was incredibly arousing.
She reached out, her large hand engulfing his much smaller one, pulling him closer until his chest was pressed against her soft, yielding belly. He could feel the heat radiating from her, smell the salty tang of aroused female. Her other hand went to his belt, her fingers surprisingly nimble as she unbuckled it, then unzipped his fly.
“You’re trembling,” she whispered, her hot breath on his earlobe, sending shivers down his spine. “Good. That’s how I like my men. Eager.” Her fingers wrapped around his straining cock, already hard against the fabric of his boxers. “Let’s see if that skinny body can handle a real woman.”
She pushed him gently backward until his back hit the wall, her body pressing against his, trapping him. Her weight felt glorious, overwhelming. Her mouth descended, not to his lips, but to his neck, sucking a bruising mark there, her teeth grazing his skin. Joe gasped, his hands finding purchase on her vast, soft ass, squeezing the generous mounds of flesh.
“You’re mine tonight,” she growled, pulling back slightly, her eyes blazing with lust. “And I’m going to use every inch of you. That cock is going to disappear inside me, and then we’re going to find out just how much of my asshole you can take. We’re going to get wild, Joe. Real wild. And you’re going to beg for it, aren’t you?”
He could only nod, his breath coming in ragged gasps, as her fingers worked expertly, finally freeing his pulsing cock from his boxers, letting it spring free, straining for her. She eyed it, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Perfect. Now, come here. Let’s get you on your knees for your queen.” She gestured towards the thick rug in the middle of the room, her eyes gleaming with a promise of absolute surrender and explosive pleasure. Joe dropped to his knees without hesitation, ready to worship every inch of her.
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Joe knelt, his eyes fixed on the lush, tantalizing expanse of her lower body. The high-waisted briefs that had attempted to contain her generous curves now seemed a mere suggestion, clinging to her immense hips and the swell of her belly. Below them, framed by the dark lace, was the promise, the undeniable center of her power. Her pussy, a magnificent, abundant mound, seemed to pulse with its own heat, the fabric straining to hold back the dark, inviting folds of her labia. He could already smell her arousal, a rich, musky scent that mixed with her perfume, intoxicating him.
“Good boy,” Alexis purred, her voice a low thrum that vibrated through the floorboards and into his kneeling body. She spread her legs slightly, a deliberate, sensual move that pulled the lace tight, revealing more of the dark, glistening cleft. “Now, open wide. I want you to taste every drop.”
He didn't need further instruction. His hands, still trembling, reached out to grip the soft, yielding flesh of her massive thighs, his fingers sinking into the plushness. He leaned forward, his nose brushing against the warm, damp lace, inhaling deeply. The scent was overpowering, a raw, primal essence that made his head spin. He nudged the fabric aside with his nose, his tongue already peeking out, eager to lap at the source of that intoxicating aroma.
––––––––
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His tongue found the delicate lace first, then slid past it, encountering the warm, slick folds beneath. Her pussy was even larger, wetter, and more fragrant than he could have imagined. He buried his face into her, his nose pressing into the soft, springy pubic hair, his mouth seeking out the clit hidden within the wetness. He tasted her—salty, sweet, undeniably female, a flavor so potent it sent a jolt straight to his groin.
Alexis gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair, guiding his head deeper, pressing his face firmly against her. “Yes, Joe. Lick it. Get it all.”
He obeyed, his tongue becoming a relentless instrument of worship. He lapped at her clitoris, then ran his tongue along the wet, plump lips of her pussy, exploring every crease, every fold. He sucked at her clit, drawing it into his mouth, the sensitive nub swelling against his tongue. Her hips began to rock, a slow, deliberate grind against his face. Her moans grew louder, a deep, throaty sound that vibrated against his ears.
“Oh, God, yes... that’s it, skinny boy,” she breathed, her voice thick with pleasure. Her hands tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, pushing his face harder into her wet core. He felt the intense pleasure radiating from her, fueling his own desire to please her, to drown in her. Her juices were flowing freely now, warm and abundant, coating his tongue and chin, dripping down the vast expanse of her inner thighs.
He sucked harder, his mouth working hungrily, his lips occasionally brushing against her massive inner labia, feeling their plush softness. He was consumed by her, lost
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