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Chapter 1: Big Tit Date Night
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Emma lounged in her custom black wheelchair, the soft leather cradling her curves as she propped her phone against a pillow on her lap.

The glow of the screen bathed her alabaster skin in a blue hue, casting shadows that accentuated the deep valley of her cleavage.

At 25, she was a force of nature—long dark hair spilling over her shoulders like liquid fire, emerald eyes glinting with predatory mischief, and a pair of double-D breasts that defied gravity, straining against a sheer black tank top that left little to the imagination.

Her nipples, already hard from the thrill of the hunt, poked through the fabric like beacons of her insatiable desire.

Confined to her wheelchair since a car accident at 19, Emma had transformed limitation into liberation, her body a temple of pleasure she worshipped nightly.

Her dating app profile was a siren’s call: Naughty slut in wheels. Huge tits, zero limits. Come play if you dare.

She swiped with purpose, her manicured nails tapping rhythmically, her thighs clenching beneath a silk skirt as she imagined the possibilities.

Most men messaged with timid pleasantries or crude one-liners. Then, a notification pinged, cutting through the noise like a blade.

Rob, 28. His profile picture stopped her cold: a ruggedly handsome face with a chiseled jaw shadowed by stubble, hazel eyes that promised trouble, and a body honed by hours in the gym—broad shoulders, thick arms, and a torso that tapered to a V-line disappearing into low-slung jeans.

His bio was cocky but intriguing: Adventurer. Can you keep up with me? Emma’s pussy throbbed at the challenge.

She typed, her fingers flying: Big talk. Prove you can handle a girl like me. His reply was instant, a spark to her kindling: Name the place. Tonight.

Her grin was feral. The Velvet Room. 9 PM. Don’t be late, or I’ll find someone who isn’t. She hit send, then rolled to her closet, selecting a dress that screamed sin—a crimson bodycon number with a plunging neckline that barely contained her massive tits and a hem that rode high on her thighs.

She adorned herself with a spritz of jasmine perfume, the scent mingling with her natural musk, and wheeled out the door, her heart pounding with anticipation.

The Velvet Room was a downtown hotspot, all dim lights and pulsing bass, the air thick with lust and liquor. Emma glided through the crowd, her wheelchair cutting a path as heads turned.

Her dress clung to every curve, her breasts bouncing slightly with each push of the wheels, drawing hungry stares. She spotted Rob at the bar, his broad frame leaning casually against the counter, a whiskey in hand.

His eyes locked on her, widening as she approached, drinking in the sight of her voluptuous form.

“Fuck me,” he muttered, voice low and reverent, his gaze glued to her chest. Emma leaned forward, letting her tits nearly spill out, her lips curling into a wicked smile.

“That’s the plan, handsome. But first, buy me a drink.” Rob snapped out of his daze, signaling the bartender with a grin.

“Tequila, top shelf,” he said, never breaking eye contact with her. “For the lady who’s clearly trouble.”

They downed shots, the burn of the liquor loosening their inhibitions. Emma’s laughter was throaty, her hand brushing his thigh under the table, testing his reaction. Rob didn’t flinch; instead, his calloused fingers grazed her bare knee, inching higher until they brushed the lace edge of her panties.

Emma’s breath hitched, her nipples tightening visibly through her dress. She grabbed his wrist, guiding his hand beneath the fabric, letting his fingers feel the slick heat of her arousal.

“Don’t tease unless you’re ready to deliver,” she whispered, her voice dripping with need.

Rob’s eyes darkened, pupils blown with lust. “Cab. Now.” His tone was a command, and Emma loved it. She nodded, her pussy clenching as they moved.

The ride to her apartment was a blur of heated kisses, Rob’s tongue claiming her mouth, his hands kneading her breasts through the dress, thumbs circling her nipples until she moaned into him.

Emma’s fingers dug into his hair, pulling hard, her other hand palming his cock through his jeans—thick, hard, and straining.

Her apartment was a sensual sanctuary: low lighting, silk sheets on a reinforced bed frame built for her needs, and a faint scent of vanilla and sex lingering in the air.

Rob lifted her from her wheelchair with effortless strength, his biceps flexing as he cradled her against his chest. Emma wrapped her arms around his neck, her tits pressed against him, and nipped his earlobe.

“Bed. Now,” she growled.

He laid her down, and Emma’s dress was gone in a frenzy, peeled away to reveal her naked glory—curves glistening with a sheen of sweat, her massive breasts bouncing free, nipples pink and begging for attention.

Rob groaned, a primal sound, and fell on her, his mouth latching onto one tit, sucking hard as his tongue flicked the sensitive peak. Emma arched, her fingers tangling in his hair, urging him on.

“Bite me,” she demanded, and he did, his teeth grazing her nipple, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her clit.

She tugged at his shirt, buttons popping as she ripped it open to reveal his chiseled chest, dusted with dark hair. Her hands fumbled with his belt, freeing his cock—thick, veiny, and pulsing with need.

Emma licked her lips, stroking him slowly, savoring his gasps. “Fuck me, Rob,” she said, spreading her legs wide, her pussy glistening under the soft light. He grabbed pillows, positioning them under her hips to support her, his care seamless with his hunger.

His first thrust was deep, stretching her walls, and Emma cried out, her nails raking his back.

“Harder,” she gasped, her breasts jiggling with each powerful stroke. Rob obliged, his hips slamming into her, the bed creaking under their rhythm. He gripped one tit, pinching her nipple as he fucked her, his other hand bracing against the headboard.

Emma’s moans filled the room, her body trembling as her first orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him like a vice.

Rob pulled out, flipping her onto her side for a better angle, her wheelchair a silent sentinel nearby. He entered her again, one hand sliding between her thighs to rub her clit, the other squeezing her breast.

Emma’s second climax hit faster, her cries raw as she soaked his cock. He wasn’t far behind, pulling out to spill across her stomach, thick ropes of cum painting her skin in hot, sticky jets.

Emma scooped some onto her fingers, licking them clean with a moan, her eyes locked on his.

But she wasn’t sated. “Again,” she demanded, crawling over him, her tits swaying as she straddled his thighs. Her lips wrapped around his still-hard cock, sucking greedily, tasting herself on him.

Rob groaned, his hands guiding her head as she deep-throated him, her tongue swirling around the tip. Within minutes, he was ready, and Emma climbed atop him, sinking onto his length with a shudder. She rode him hard, her breasts bouncing in his face, his mouth catching a nipple as she ground against him.

They fucked against the wall next, Rob holding her up, her legs draped over his arms, her wheelchair angled for balance. His thrusts were punishing, her back arching as she came again, her
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