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I couldn't believe my luck when I matched with Eleanor on that dating app. Her profile had caught my eye immediately—a gorgeous plus-sized white woman with a love for books and a shy smile that made my heart flutter. I swiped right without hesitation, and to my delight, we connected. After a few days of messaging back and forth, we decided to take the plunge and meet in person.

The date was set for a Saturday afternoon at the mall in Virginia Beach. I arrived early, my heart pounding with anticipation. I had never been great with first impressions, and meeting someone I had only spoken to online made me even more nervous. As a lanky geek introvert, my dating history in the past has been bad. Not to mention, she was a white woman and I was black, so I didn’t know how comfortable she would be dating someone outside her race. I hoped she would be okay with the idea of being seen with a black man in public. I really liked her. Especially her personality. We connected on so many levels it was amazing. 

I chose a spot in the food court, near a popular pizza parlor, hoping the bustling atmosphere might ease my anxiety. I sat down, my hands slightly sweaty, and waited, trying to calm my racing thoughts.

And then she appeared, a vision of beauty in a soft pink cardigan and a long, flowing skirt. Her chestnut hair was indeed wavy, and she wore it in a messy bun, just as her profile picture had shown, and her pale skin looked flawless in the afternoon sun. But it was her eyes that drew me in—warm and expressive, framed by those round, wire-framed glasses. I stood up, feeling suddenly self-conscious about my appearance, and waved to get her attention.

"Eleanor?" I called out, my voice cracking slightly.

She smiled, and my nerves melted away. Her smile was like a ray of sunshine, lighting up her entire face. I felt an instant connection as she approached, her cheeks flushing slightly.

"Hi, I'm Kai," I said, extending my hand.

"It's nice to finally meet you, Kai," she replied, her voice soft and melodic. Her hand was warm and slightly calloused, probably from years of turning the pages of countless books as a librarian. I couldn’t help but to notice the beautiful mix of colors our two skin tones made.

We sat down, and couldn’t help but to ogle her curves. I was really attracted to her plus sized figure including her full breasts and thick thighs. Her body in that skirt made me squirm in my seat. As my eyes drifted over her, I could tell she was doing the same as we sat in silence for a few moments. I wondered if she she found me equally attractive. As I admired her, my eyes were drawn the small crescent-shaped scar on her collarbone. I felt a surge of curiosity about her, wanting to know every detail of her life. 

We broke the silent sexual tension with a laugher, before she asked me how my day was. I told her it was better now that she’s there. She giggled again and I couldn’t get over her smile. From the the conversation flowed naturally. We ordered pizza, sharing a large pepperoni, and talked about everything and nothing all at once. Eleanor was a librarian, just as her profile had said, and her love for books was infectious. I found myself drawn into her world, listening intently as she spoke about her favorite authors and the magic of storytelling.

As we ate, I noticed her shyness, the way she would occasionally tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear, her cheeks flushing ever so slightly. She had a gentle, calming presence, and I felt myself relaxing in her company. I told her about my work as a video game developer, my passion for creating immersive worlds, and the challenges of bringing my visions to life. She listened intently, her eyes never leaving my face, making me feel like the most interesting person in the room.

After finishing our pizza, we decided to walk around the mall, continuing our conversation. We strolled past shops and kiosks, occasionally stopping to browse. Eleanor's style was unique, and I found myself wanting to know the story behind each piece of clothing she wore. I learned about her love for vintage finds and how she enjoyed adding her own personal touches to her outfits.

As we walked, I felt a growing attraction to her, an urge to reach out and touch her soft hair, to see her smile up close. I wanted to know more, to delve deeper into her world. We stopped at a pretzel stand, and she insisted on treating me to a cinnamon sugar pretzel. The sweet, buttery aroma filled my senses as we stood there, eating, laughing and talking, the pretzel becoming a prop in our playful banter.

"You have a bit of sugar right here,"she said, reaching up to wipe a speck from my cheek. Her pale plump fingers grazed my skin, sending a jolt of electricity through my body.

I caught her hand in mine, my heart pounding. "Eleanor, I—" I began, but my words were cut off as she leaned in and kissed me. It was a soft, tentative kiss, but it sent a shockwave of desire through my body. I didn’t think we’d kiss on the first date, but now all I wanted was her. I pulled her closer, deepening the kiss, my hands tangling in her hair. I could taste the sweetness of the pretzel on her lips, and it only fueled my hunger for her.

We broke apart, breathless, both of us slightly dazed by the sudden intensity.

"I'm sorry, I shouldn't have—" she started, her cheeks now a deep rose.

"No, don't apologize," I said, taking her hand again. "I wanted to do that since I first saw you."

She smiled, her dimples finally making an appearance. "Me too," she whispered.

We continued walking, our fingers intertwined, and I felt a sense of comfort and connection I had never experienced before. While it was only our first date, it felt like we’ve been dating for months. Everything felt natural with her, and I felt like I craved to be around her every second. 

As we walked, Eleanor told me about her childhood in a small town, her love for nature, and the tragic loss of her parents. I shared my own story, about growing up in the city, my passion for gaming, and my dreams of creating something truly special.

As we passed by the arcade, the flashing lights and retro game sounds drew us in. We spent the next hour playing old-school games, laughing and teasing each other like kids. I beat her at Street Fighter, and she challenged me to a dance-off on the Dance Dance Revolution machine, which she won effortlessly.

"You're amazing," I said, watching her move with such grace and rhythm. I loved watching her body bounce as she slammed her feet on the lit up squares. I’d be lying if I didn’t say my cock twitched watching her tits and ass jiggle as she danced. I was always a fan of BBWs and her body was perfect. 

She blushed, taking my hand again. "So are you, Kai. I've never met anyone like you."

I felt my cheeks heat up at her words. "I could say the same. This has been the best date I've ever been on."

Eleanor's eyes sparkled. "Me too. I don't want it to end."

I knew then that I didn't want it to end either. I wanted to spend more time with this incredible woman, to get to know her on a deeper level. "Would you like to come back to my place? We could watch a movie, maybe order some takeout."

She bit her lip, considering my offer. "I'd love to."

We left the mall, hand in hand, and made our way to my apartment. It was a cozy space, filled with gaming memorabilia and the warm glow of my computer screen. I offered her a seat on the couch, and she snuggled into the corner, her skirt pooling around her. I put on a movie, a romantic comedy she had mentioned loving, and we settled in, sharing a bowl of popcorn.

As the movie played, I found myself more interested in watching Eleanor than the screen. The way she would laugh, her whole body shaking, or how she would chew on her bottom lip when she was deep in thought. I wanted to kiss her again, to feel her lips against mine, but I didn't want to rush things. I wanted this night to be perfect.

During a particularly funny scene, Eleanor leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder, her soft hair brushing against my neck. I put my arm around her, pulling her closer, and she sighed contentedly. I could feel her warmth, her breath on my skin, and my desire for her grew stronger.

"Kai, I—" she began, turning to face me.

I silenced her with a finger on her lips, my heart pounding. "Shh... I know. I feel it too."

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a slow, sensual kiss. This time, there was no hesitation, only passion and a deep longing. Her lips were soft and responsive, and I tasted the saltiness of her skin as our tongues met. I pulled her onto my lap, her skirt riding up her thighs, and I couldn't help but admire her curves, the softness of her body.

She moaned into my mouth, her hands roaming over my chest, and I felt her desire matching my own. I wanted to strip her bare, to explore every inch of her, but I forced myself to slow down, to savor the moment. I kissed her neck, nipping gently at her sensitive skin, and she arched into me, her hands now tugging at my shirt.

"Take it off," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

“Are you sure?” I asked knowing what could happen if I took off my shirt.

“Yes, I want this. I want you...”

I obliged, shedding my shirt and reveling in her touch as she explored my chest, her fingers tracing the lines of my muscles. I unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lacy black bra that accentuated her full breasts. I kissed my way down her neck, my hands cupping her breasts, feeling the weight of them in my palms.

"Oh, Kai," she sighed, her head falling back as I teased her nipples through the lace.

I unhooked her bra, revealing her beautiful breasts, and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently, then harder as she squirmed in my lap. Her hands were in my hair now, her nails gently scraping my scalp, urging me on. I switched to the other breast, lavishing it with attention, while my hands explored her waist, her hips, and the curve of her thighs.
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