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The sun dipped low over the rolling hills of rural North Carolina, painting the sky in hues of amber and rose. The air was thick with the scent of pine and the distant hum of cicadas, a familiar symphony that had been the backdrop of my life in Pine Ridge. I, DJ, had always felt like an outsider in this small town—a skinny black geek with glasses, more at home in the pages of a book or the lines of code on my laptop than in the fields where my classmates hunted deer or the courts where they played basketball. But this was home, and it was where I’d grown up alongside Casey, my best friend since we were kids.

Casey was the opposite of me in almost every way. She was a plus-sized blonde with curves that could stop traffic, a southern drawl that could charm the stars out of the sky, and a heart as big as the state itself. She was the kind of girl who could light up a room just by walking into it, and she’d always been there for me, through thick and thin. But lately, life had been throwing her curveballs she didn’t deserve.

When Casey called me that afternoon, her voice trembled with a mix of embarrassment and desperation. “DJ, I got evicted. I don’t know where else to go.” My heart sank as I heard the crack in her voice. Casey had been struggling to make ends meet, working two jobs just to keep her head above water. But the landlord hadn’t cared. He’d given her the boot, and now she was left with nowhere to go.

“You can stay with me,” I said without hesitation. My place was small—just a one-bedroom apartment above the local bookstore where I worked part-time—but it was all I had. “I’ll sleep on the couch. You can take the bed.”

Casey arrived later that evening, her pickup truck packed to the brim with her belongings. She looked exhausted, her usual radiant smile replaced by a weary frown. Her blonde curls were tied back in a messy bun, and her makeup was smudged, as if she’d been crying. “I can’t believe this is happening,” she muttered as she hauled a box inside, her voice thick with unshed tears. “I feel like such a burden.”

“You’re not a burden,” I insisted, grabbing a box from her hands. The weight of her things felt heavier than they should have, as if they carried the weight of her worries. “You’re my friend. And this is temporary. You’ll get back on your feet.”

She sighed, her blue eyes meeting mine, filled with gratitude and a hint of shame. “Thanks, DJ. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

After we finished unloading her things, I showed her to the bedroom. The room was small but cozy, with a queen-sized bed covered in a patchwork quilt my grandma had made. “Here’s the bed. I’ll set up the couch in the living room.”

Casey shook her head, her curls bouncing with the movement. “No, DJ. We’re sharing the bed. It’s big enough for both of us.”

I hesitated, my heart skipping a beat. Sharing a bed with Casey felt... weird. We’d been friends for years, but this was uncharted territory. “Are you sure? I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

She smiled, a hint of her old self returning, though it was tinged with fatigue. “I’m sure. Besides, it’s not like anything’s gonna happen.”

I nodded, trying to ignore the flutter in my chest. “Yeah, of course. Nothing’s gonna happen.”

That night, we climbed into bed, the silence between us heavy with unspoken thoughts. The room was dimly lit by the moonlight filtering through the curtains, casting soft shadows on the walls. Casey lay on her side, her back to me, her curves pressed against the mattress. Her nightgown clung to her body, accentuating her full figure, and I couldn’t help but notice the way her hips curved into a lush, rounded shape. I tried to focus on the book in my hand, a sci-fi novel I’d been meaning to finish, but my mind kept wandering.

“DJ?” Casey’s voice broke the silence, soft and hesitant, like a whisper carried on the breeze.

“Yeah?” I replied, setting the book aside, my voice steady but my heart racing.

“Thanks again for letting me stay. I promise I’ll find a place soon.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, my voice gentle. “Take all the time you need.”

She turned to face me, her expression unreadable in the dim light. Her eyes, usually so vibrant, were shadowed with worry. “You’re a good friend, DJ. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. “Same here, Casey. Same here.”

We lapsed into silence again, but this time, it felt different. Comfortable. Natural. Before I realized it, I’d shifted closer to her, my arm brushing against hers. Her skin was warm, and I felt a jolt of electricity at the contact. She didn’t pull away, and I felt a surge of relief. Maybe this wouldn’t be so weird after all.

But then, my body decided to betray me. As we lay there, my mind drifting, I felt it—a stir in my pants, a familiar tightness that had nothing to do with friendship and everything to do with desire. I froze, my heart pounding in my chest. Shit, DJ. Get it together. I tried to focus on anything else—math equations, the plot of the book I’d been reading, the recipe for my grandma’s fried chicken—but nothing worked. The harder I tried, the harder I got.

Casey must have sensed something, because she shifted again, her ass pressing against my thigh. I held my breath, praying she wouldn’t notice. But then, she did it again, this time deliberately. Her hips moved in a slow, rhythmic motion, her soft curves grinding against my growing hardness. My breath caught in my throat, and I felt my control slipping.

“Casey...” I whispered, my voice hoarse, barely audible even to my own ears.

She turned to face me, her eyes glinting in the moonlight, a mixture of curiosity and something else—something hotter, more primal. “What?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. My throat felt tight, and my words came out in a raspy murmur. “I thought... you said nothing was gonna happen.”

She smiled, a sly, knowing smile that sent a jolt of heat straight to my core. Her lips curved into a mischievous grin, and her voice was low and husky. “I did. But maybe... just this once.”

My heart raced as she leaned in, her lips brushing against mine. It was a soft, tentative kiss, but it ignited a fire inside me that I couldn’t ignore. I hesitated, my mind screaming at me to stop, to remember that this was Casey, my best friend, but my body had other plans. I kissed her back, my hands tangling in her hair, pulling her closer. Her curls were soft between my fingers, and the scent of her—lavender and something uniquely Casey—filled my senses.

“DJ...” she murmured against my lips, her voice breathless, her body pressing into mine. “Do you have a condom?”

I nodded, my brain foggy with desire. My thoughts were a jumble, but one thing was clear: I wanted this. Needed it. “Yeah. In the nightstand.”

She pulled away slightly, her eyes searching mine, her expression a mix of anticipation and nervousness. “Are you sure about this? We can’t go back after this.”

I hesitated, my heart warring with my head. But as I looked at her—her soft, flushed cheeks, her lips swollen from our kiss, her eyes filled with uncertainty and desire—I knew I couldn’t say no. This was Casey, the girl who’d been my rock, my confidant, my everything. And in that moment, I wanted to give her everything she needed, even if it meant crossing a line we could never uncross.

“I’m sure,” I whispered, my voice steady despite the storm raging inside me. “Just this once.”

I reached for the nightstand, my hands trembling as I fumbled for the condom. The drawer stuck, and I cursed under my breath, my frustration mirroring the tension building inside me. Finally, my fingers closed around the foil packet, and I tore it open, my movements clumsy with urgency. I kicked off my boxers, my hard cock springing free, and rolled the latex down my length. The coolness of the condom contrasted with the heat of my skin, and I felt a shiver run through me.

Casey’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of me, her gaze lingering on my slender frame and the contrast of my dark skin against the pale condom. Her breath hitched, and her voice was a whisper. “You’re... wow,” she breathed, her cheeks flushing deeper.

I smiled, feeling a surge of confidence I rarely felt. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

She laughed, a soft, nervous sound, and began to undress. Her shirt came off first, revealing her full, pale breasts, their weight straining against the lace of her bra. My mouth went dry as she unhooked it, letting it fall to the floor. Her nipples were pink and plump, her areolas large and dark, and I felt my cock twitch in anticipation. Her fingers trembled as she pulled her nightgown over her head, and for a moment, she hesitated, her eyes meeting mine as if seeking reassurance.

I gave her a small nod, my heart pounding in my chest. “You’re beautiful, Casey.”

She smiled, a mix of relief and desire, and continued. Next came her jeans, which she shimmed out of with a little wiggle of her hips. Her panties followed, leaving her completely naked before me. I drank in the sight of her, my eyes tracing the curves of her body—her soft belly, her thick thighs, her big, round ass. She was beautiful, every inch of her, and I felt a surge of protectiveness mixed with desire. Her skin was like porcelain, dappled with the moonlight, and her body was a masterpiece of softness and strength.

“You’re gorgeous,” I murmured, reaching out to trace the curve of her hip. My fingers trembled as they made contact with her skin, warm and smooth beneath my touch.

She smiled, but there was a hint of sadness in her eyes, a shadow that I knew all too well. “My ex used to say I was too fat.”

I frowned, my hand stilling. Anger flared in my chest, hot and sharp. “He was an idiot. You’re perfect, Casey. Just the way you are.”

She blinked, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. Her lower lip quivered, and for a moment, I thought she might pull away. But then she smiled, a small, fragile smile that made my heart ache. “Thank you, DJ.”

I pulled her closer, my lips brushing against hers. “Come here.”

She climbed onto the bed, her soft body pressing against mine. The scent of her skin, the feel of her curves, the warmth of her breath—it was all overwhelming, intoxicating. I shifted, positioning myself between her thighs, my cock nestled in the warmth of her folds. She gasped as I entered her, her nails digging into my shoulders as I slid inside. She was tight, so tight, her walls clinging to me like a glove, and I felt a groan escape my lips.

“Oh God, DJ,” she moaned, her head falling back as I began to move. Her hair cascaded over the pillow, and her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples hardening further. “You feel so good.”

I groaned, my hips snapping forward as I thrust into her. Her body was like a dream, her softness enveloping me, her moans music to my ears. I kissed her neck, her shoulders, her breasts, savoring the taste of her skin, the feel of her curves beneath my hands. Her skin was salty with sweat, and her moans grew louder, more desperate, as I explored every inch of her.

“Faster, DJ,” she panted, her hips meeting mine with urgency. Her nails raked down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake. “Please.”

I obliged, picking up the pace, my cock pounding into her with abandon. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard banging against the wall as we moved in sync, our bodies slick with sweat. Casey’s moans grew louder, more desperate, her nails digging into my back as she clung to me. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I felt her body tighten around me.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice trembling. Her eyes were screwed shut, her face flushed, and her lips parted in a silent cry. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I drove into her harder, my balls tightening as I felt my own release building. My thighs burned, and my breath came in ragged gasps, but I didn’t care. All I wanted was to feel her, to be inside her, to give her everything she needed.

“Casey...” I groaned, my voice hoarse, my throat raw. “I’m gonna—”

“Me too,” she cried, her body tensing as she climaxed around me. Her walls fluttered, milking my cock, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a hoarse cry, I came, my hips stuttering as I filled the condom, my seed spilling into her. My vision blurred, and my body shook with the force of my orgasm, every nerve ending on fire.

We collapsed onto the bed, our bodies glistening with sweat, our hearts pounding in unison. Casey turned to face me, her eyes shining with a mix of emotions—relief, satisfaction, and something deeper, something I couldn’t quite name. “DJ...”

I brushed a strand of hair from her face, my thumb grazing her cheek. Her skin was soft, and I felt a tenderness I hadn’t expected. “Yeah?”

She smiled, but it was tinged with uncertainty. Her lips curved into a small, hesitant smile, and her voice was soft, almost vulnerable. “Where do we go from here?”

I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. The question hung in the air, heavy with implications. I didn’t have an answer. All I knew was that in that moment, with Casey’s soft body pressed against mine, her scent lingering on my skin, I didn’t want to think about the future. I just wanted to hold her, to feel her warmth, to savor the connection we’d shared.

“I don’t know,” I whispered, pulling her into my arms. My voice was hoarse, and my throat felt tight. “But for now... let’s just enjoy this.”

She nodded, snuggling into my chest, her breath evening out as she relaxed against me. I held her close, my fingers tracing lazy patterns on her back, feeling the rise and fall of her breath. The moonlight filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow over the room, and for a moment, the world felt still, perfect.

But as I lay there, my mind began to race. Where would this lead? What did this mean for our friendship? Had I just crossed a line I couldn’t uncross? The questions swirled in my head, but I pushed them aside. For now, this was enough. Casey was here, in my arms, and that was all that mattered.

The night deepened, and I held her closer, my heart full yet uneasy. I didn’t know what the future held, but in that moment, with Casey’s steady breathing against my skin, I felt a sense of peace. But as I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was just the beginning—of something beautiful, something complicated, something I couldn’t yet name. And as the moonlight bathed us in its soft glow, I wondered where this journey would take us.
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The morning sun filtered through the blinds, casting a warm, golden glow across the room. I blinked, my eyes adjusting to the light, and found myself staring at Casey’s curvy figure. She lay beside me, her smooth, pale skin glistening faintly in the sunlight. Her chubby thighs were pressed together, and her big, full breasts rose and fell gently with each breath. I couldn’t help but admire her. Last night had been... unexpected, to say the least. But as I lay there, my mind still foggy with sleep, I felt a strange sense of contentment wash over me. It was as if the world had paused just for us, allowing us to exist in this fleeting moment of intimacy.

Casey stirred, her blue eyes fluttering open like petals unfolding in the morning light. She smiled lazily, her hand reaching out to brush a strand of her blond hair from her face. The movement was so effortless, so natural, that it felt like an extension of the dream I’d just woken from. “Good morning,” she murmured, her voice soft and husky, like velvet brushing against my ears.

“Morning,” I replied, clearing my throat. My gaze drifted down her body again, and I felt a flush creep up my neck. Her curves were hypnotic, a landscape I could spend hours exploring. “Uh, last night was... fun.” The word felt inadequate, but it was all I could manage in that moment.

She chuckled, a deep, infectious sound that made my heart skip a beat. Propping herself up on one elbow, she looked at me with a knowing glint in her eyes. “Yeah, it was. Didn’t expect that, but I’m not complaining.” Her tone was light, but there was an undercurrent of something more—a shared understanding that what had happened wasn’t just a random hookup.

I laughed nervously, running a hand through my hair. The room felt smaller now, the air thicker with unspoken thoughts. “Me neither. I mean, we’re cool, right? Just friends?” The question hung in the air like a fragile thread, waiting to be either strengthened or snapped.

Casey nodded, her smile widening. “Of course. Friends. No pressure, no expectations. Just... fun.” Her words were like a balm, soothing the anxiety that had begun to creep in. I exhaled, relieved, the tension in my shoulders easing.

“Cool. Cool,” I repeated, more to myself than to her. I swung my legs over the side of the bed, feeling the cool hardwood beneath my feet. The sensation grounded me, pulling me back into the present. “I’m gonna grab a shower. Make yourself at home.”

“Will do,” she said, already scrolling through her phone. Her casualness was reassuring, a reminder that we were both adults navigating this uncharted territory with ease.

The shower was quick, the hot water cascading over my skin like a reset button. It gave me time to clear my head, to process the events of the night before. By the time I stepped out, wrapped in a towel, I felt almost normal again. Almost. I padded back into the bedroom, only to freeze in my tracks. Casey was sitting cross-legged on the bed, a stack of DVDs in her hands. She looked up at me, one eyebrow raised, her expression a mix of amusement and curiosity.

“You’ve got quite the collection,” she said, holding up a couple of cases. The titles were... explicit. BBW Cravings, Curvy Confessions, Black on White. My face burned with embarrassment. It was one thing to have these DVDs, another entirely to have them discovered by someone I’d just slept with.

“Uh... yeah,” I stammered, crossing my arms over my chest. “Since the state shut down online porn, I had to resort to DVDs. Feels like something my dad would do.” The words tumbled out, clumsy and awkward, but Casey’s laughter put me at ease.

“No judgment here,” she said, her laughter deep and genuine. “But I guess you have a type.” Her tone was teasing, but there was no malice in it. Just a playful observation.

I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “I mean, I like what I like. Big beautiful women... they’re just... amazing.” The words felt inadequate, but they were the truth. Casey’s presence, her body, her essence—it all fit into that category of amazing.

She smirked, setting the DVDs aside with a casual flick of her wrist. “I’m a big beautiful woman, DJ. And I like taking black cock. You want to give me yours?” Her words were bold, unapologetic, and they hit me like a punch to the gut. I hadn’t expected that. My breath caught in my throat, and for a moment, I was speechless.

“I thought we were just friends,” I finally managed, my voice cracking slightly. “Last night was a one-time thing.” The words felt like a shield, a way to protect myself from the vulnerability of wanting more.

Casey grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “It doesn’t have to be just a one-time thing. We can have some fun if you want.” Her offer was tempting, irresistible even. The way she looked at me, with that mix of confidence and desire, made my heart pound in my chest.

I glanced at the DVDs still on the bed, then back at Casey. She was right. She was everything I’d ever fantasized about. And here she was, offering herself to me again. The decision was easy, yet it felt monumental.

I took a deep breath, the air filling my lungs with a sense of purpose. “Okay,” I said, my voice steady this time. “Let’s do it.”

She pounced, her lips crashing against mine with a hunger that took my breath away. Her kiss was demanding, urgent, and I fell back onto the bed, pulling her with me. Her body was soft and warm, her curves pressing against me as she straddled my hips. I groaned into her mouth, my hands sliding down her back to grip her plump ass. The flesh was firm yet yielding, a perfect handful that I couldn’t resist squeezing.

Casey broke the kiss, her breath coming in short gasps. “Condom,” she said, her voice thick with desire. She reached for the nightstand, grabbing a packet and tearing it open with her teeth. The sound of the foil ripping was like a starter pistol, signaling the beginning of something intense. She rolled it down my already hardening shaft, her fingers brushing against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. The sensation was electric, a jolt of anticipation that made my heart race.

“You ready?” she asked, her eyes locked on mine. Her gaze was intense, filled with a raw, unfiltered desire that mirrored my own.

“Yeah,” I groaned, my hands sliding up to cup her heavy breasts. They felt even better than they looked, soft and full, her nipples hardening under my touch. I thumbed them gently, watching as her eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting in a silent moan.

Casey lowered herself onto me, her wet heat engulfing my cock. She moaned, her head falling back as she began to ride me. Her body jiggled with each movement, her tits bouncing as she moved up and down. I watched, mesmerized, as her curves shook and swayed, her skin glowing in the soft light. The sight was intoxicating, a visual feast that fueled my desire.

“Do you like that, baby?” she panted, her hands braced on my chest. Her voice was breathy, laced with pleasure, and it sent a jolt of excitement through me.

“Yes,” I groaned, my hands moving to her waist, helping her set the rhythm. “Fuck, Casey, you feel so good.” The words were barely coherent, but they were the truth. Every movement, every sensation, was pure bliss.

She smiled, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. “Do you like my fat curves?” The question was playful, but there was an underlying vulnerability in it, a need for validation that I was more than willing to provide.

“Yes,” I growled, my thumbs brushing over the soft flesh of her hips. “I love them. You’re perfect.” The words were sincere, and I meant every one of them. Her body was a masterpiece, every curve a testament to her beauty.

Her moans grew louder, her movements more urgent. I reached up, grabbing her tits and squeezing gently. She gasped, her nails digging into my chest as she rode me harder. The sensation of her soft flesh in my hands, the weight of her breasts, was overwhelming.

“You like my thick ass?” she asked, her voice trembling with need. The question was rhetorical, but I answered anyway, my voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” I groaned, my hands moving to her ass, squeezing and slapping the soft, plump cheeks. “Fuck, Casey, your ass is amazing.” The sound of my hand connecting with her flesh was a wet smack, a rhythm that matched the pace of our passion.

She threw her head back, her hair cascading over her shoulders as she moaned loudly. “Fuck me, DJ. Fuck me hard.” Her words were a command, and I obeyed without hesitation.

I flipped her onto her back, her curvy body spreading out beneath me like a feast laid before a starving man. I thrust into her, my hips snapping as I pounded her relentlessly. Her tits bounced with each thrust, her hands gripping the sheets as she cried out in pleasure. The sight and sound of her, the feel of her body beneath mine, was almost too much to bear.

“You like that, baby?” I growled, my voice rough with need. “You like my black cock filling you up?” The words were dirty, explicit, but they were exactly what we both needed to hear.

“Yes,” she whimpered, her legs wrapping around my waist. “Fuck, DJ, I’m close.” Her voice was desperate, her body tense with anticipation.

I could feel it too, the pressure building in my balls. I leaned down, kissing her neck, her shoulder, her breasts, as I fucked her with abandon. Her body was a wonderland, every curve, every soft inch of her driving me wild. The scent of her skin, the taste of her sweat, was intoxicating, fueling my desire to heights I’d never experienced before.

“Cum for me, Casey,” I groaned, my thrusts becoming erratic. “Let me feel you squeeze my cock.” The words were a plea, a demand, and she responded with a scream that echoed through the room.

Her body arched off the bed as she climaxed, her pussy clenching around me, milking my cock. I roared, my hips stuttering as I filled the condom to the brim. The sensation was overwhelming, a release that left me breathless and shaking.

We lay there, breathless, our hearts pounding in unison. Casey’s arms wrapped around me, her head resting on my chest. I stroked her hair, my fingers tangling in the soft strands. The moment was intimate, tender, a stark contrast to the raw passion we’d just shared.

“That was... incredible,” she murmured, her voice sleepy and satisfied.

I smiled, kissing the top of her head. “Yeah, it was.” The words were simple, but they carried the weight of what we’d just experienced.

She lifted her head, her eyes meeting mine. “So... friends with benefits? No strings, just fun?” The question was casual, but I knew it was important. It was about defining what we had, setting boundaries that would allow us to continue without complications.

I nodded, my heart swelling with a strange mix of relief and excitement. “Yeah. Friends with benefits. I’m down.” The agreement felt right, a natural progression of what we’d already started.

Casey grinned, her hand sliding down to squeeze my softening cock. “Good. Because I can’t wait to do that again.” Her touch was playful, a promise of more to come.
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