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CHAPTER 1




Jazmine’s POV:




Lord, I was tired as hell.

Twelve-hour shift at Orlando Regional Medical Center, and my damn feet were swollen like water balloons. My lower back was aching like somebody took a Louisville Slugger to it. But that wasn’t even the worst part. The absolute worst part was that deep, throbbing, heavy-ass ache between my thighs that no amount of extra shifts, overtime paychecks, or late-night retail therapy could even begin to touch.

I’m Jazmine Clarissa. Thirty years old, and thick as hell. I’m talking a tall, plump, certified BBW with the kind of stacked curves that make these Orlando niggas stop dead in their tracks, doing double-takes in the hospital hallways and nearly tripping over their own feet. I got that round, apple-shaped ass that sits up nice and high, heavy-ass double-D titties, a soft, voluptuous belly, and thick-ass thighs that rub together and make music when I walk. I know I look good. I know I’m a whole meal and a dessert on the side. But looking good don’t mean a damn thing when you going home every single night to an empty queen-sized bed, a cold pillow, and a bedside drawer full of silicone dildos and rabbits that just don’t hit the spot no more.

Battery-operated boyfriends can only do so much. I wanted the real shit.

I was craving a real, solid man who could hold me down, claim my body, dick me down so deep into the mattress that I’d forget my own social security number, and then—after he handled his business—kiss my forehead, pull my thick body against his chest, and tell me I’m his peace. I was completely done with these regular-degular Orlando clowns, these little boys looking for a quick, one-night nut and a free meal. I was tired of scrolling through Instagram on my breaks, seeing all these fine-ass, bearded black men living their best lives, while I was sitting over here sexually frustrated to the max, paying my bills on time, and literally having full-blown conversations with my vibrator like it was my legal husband.

After finally clocking out at nine o’clock, I hopped into my blacked-out Camry, blasted some old-school R&B to soothe my nerves, and headed straight to the Whole Foods over on East Colonial Drive. I didn't really need a whole bunch of groceries since it was just me living in my cozy little two-bedroom apartment, but a girl gotta eat, and I wanted something fresh.

I grabbed a shopping cart, pushed my way through the sliding glass doors, and the second that crisp, freezing-cold grocery store AC hit my scrubs, my nipples poked straight up through my bra, hard as rocks. I was standing in the fresh produce section, minding my business and squeezing some avocados to see if they were ripe, when I suddenly felt it.

A pair of large, radiating, warm-ass fingers gently brushed against the bare skin at the small of my back where my scrub top had ridden up a little bit.

A hot jolt of electricity shot straight down my spine and pooled right between my legs. I turned around quick, my mouth already open, ready to check somebody and curse them clean out for touching me without permission.

But damn. My voice trapped itself right in the back of my throat.

The man standing in front of me was tall. Like, 6’4” easy, towering over me in the most delicious way possible. He had that smooth, flawless, dark chocolate skin that literally looked like it was glowing under the grocery store fluorescent lights. He had a fresh-ass lineup, a thick, perfectly manicured full beard that made my inner thighs twitch, and a pair of deep-set, bedroom eyes that looked like they could read your soul, your thoughts, and the color of your panties at the exact same damn time. His shoulders were incredibly broad, his chest looked like he practically lived inside the gym, and his massive, tatted-up arms were straining heavily against the sleeves of a tight black designer tee. And the smell? Lord have mercy. He smelled like money, wealth, and pure sex—some kind of expensive, woody Tom Ford cologne that made me want to lean in and inhale him.

“My bad, beautiful,” he said.

His voice was deep, a low, rumbling baritone that sounded like smooth Hennessy on a Friday night. Before I could even process his fine ass, this nigga reached down, took my hand in his massive, warm palm, lifted it up, and gently kissed the back of my knuckles while keeping his dark eyes locked dead onto mine. It felt like some old-school, vintage romance movie shit, and it completely threw me off my game.

“Name’s Tyrese,” he continued, his lips curving into a slow, wicked smirk that showed off a hint of white teeth. “And you… shit, you too damn fine to be walking around here looking this stressed out, ma. You single?”

I felt my entire face get scorching hot. Me? Jazmine? Blushing like a schoolgirl in the middle of the produce section at Whole Foods? This man literally had me completely speechless for a good three seconds.

“Yeah… I’m single,” I finally managed to get out, my voice sounding way lower and more breathy than I intended. I cleared my throat, trying to find my inner bad bitch. “I’m Jazmine.”

“Jazmine,” he repeated, saying my name real slow, like he was literally tasting it on his tongue. “Pretty as hell. You got that real, natural beauty, ma. Soft skin, pretty eyes, and that body? Shit, you carrying all that meat like an absolute queen. Respect.”

We started talking right there by the organic tomatoes, and the vibe was instant. He knew the layout of the store like the back of his tatted hand, easily guiding my cart for me, showing me the best organic brands, and helping me pick out the freshest, thickest cuts of salmon and ribeye steaks. Turns out the man is a professional chef—owns his own high-end private catering business around the city, cooking for athletes and corporate elites.

The way this nigga talked about food had my knees feeling like pure jelly. He leaned in close, his deep voice describing exactly how he would season the meat, how he’d let it marinate, what fresh herbs went with what flavor profiles… I was literally clenching my thighs together under my scrubs, trying to keep myself from dripping wet right there on the linoleum floor just listening to him talk about cooking.

He was funny as hell, too. Had me laughing loud as a motherfucker right there in the aisle when he started roasting the sad, wilted-looking lettuce on the shelf.

“Baby, don’t even look at that trash,” he whispered, shaking his bald head, his beard brushing against my temple. “That right there is depression in vegetable form. I refuse to let a queen eat like that.”

I was cracking up, pushing my cart right beside his massive frame, feeling lighter and happier than I had in months. The sexual tension between us was so thick you could cut it with a steak knife. We ended up exchanging numbers before we even made it to the checkout lanes. When he helped me load my grocery bags back into my cart, his large hand intentionally brushed against mine, and that brief, fleeting skin-to-skin touch sent a massive wave of electricity straight down to my pussy, making me gasp softly.

By the time I unlocked the door to my apartment, my whole body was literally buzzing with excitement.

I kicked off my nursing clogs, stripped out of my dirty hospital scrubs, and marched straight into the bathroom. I took a long, scorching-hot shower, letting the steaming water run over my thick, voluptuous body. I took my time soaping up, sliding the rich suds over my heavy, perky breasts, down across my soft belly, and around my wide, flared hips and that juicy, heavy apple ass. My clit was already throbbing and pulsing just from the vivid memory of the way Tyrese looked at me.

After drying off, I slathered my skin in sweet vanilla cocoa butter and threw on a silky, short pink robe that barely contained my heavy curves, leaving my deep cleavage completely exposed. I went into the kitchen and whipped up a quick bowl of creamy garlic pasta, then settled onto my plush living room couch. I turned on Netflix and pulled up The Good Doctor—it’s been my ultimate comfort show for years, and honestly, it’s the main reason I wanted to become a nurse in the first place.

I was halfway through my bowl of pasta when my iPhone buzzed aggressively against the coffee table. It was an unknown number, but my heart instantly started racing because I already knew exactly who it was.

Tyrese: Hey beautiful. Made it home safe?

I smiled so damn hard my cheeks actually started to hurt. I didn’t even type a response; I just hit the button to switch it straight to a WhatsApp video call. The second his face popped up on my screen, looking fine as hell, sitting in his modern kitchen with the ambient lights dimmed low, that familiar, heavy ache returned right between my legs.

“Damn, Jazmine,” he groaned immediately, his dark eyes instantly dragging down my screen, taking in every single inch of what he could see of my exposed skin. “You look good as hell in that pink robe, ma. Turn around and show me what you working with real quick? Let me see it.”

I let out a soft, playful laugh, feeling suddenly bold and wicked. I stood up from the couch, stepped back from the camera, and gave him a slow, teasing spin. The silky fabric of the robe rode all the way up my thick, smooth thighs, giving him a full view of my shape.

“Boy, stop playing with me,” I giggled, sitting back down and adjusting the robe.

“I ain't playing about you,” he said, his voice dropping an octave, sounding incredibly husky.

We ended up talking for hours, just flirting heavy and getting to know each other. He picked up his phone and gave me a mini-tour of his penthouse apartment—it was gorgeous, super modern, with a massive chef’s kitchen that had stainless steel everything. Then he showed me what he had just cooked for himself: a perfectly seared, juicy Tomahawk steak with grilled asparagus that looked like it belonged in a five-star Michelin restaurant. My mouth literally started watering.

As we kept talking, we both realized we shared a major obsession with The Good Doctor. Finding out this big, tatted, hood-fine chef loved the same nerdy medical drama as me made my heart do a little flip. But as the clock crawled past midnight, the conversation started getting filthier and way more explicit.

“You got me over here losing my damn mind thinking about how that thick-ass body would feel pressed up against me,” Tyrese muttered, his eyes boring into the camera, his hand sliding down his own chest. “Thinking about getting them thick-ass thighs of yours wrapped tight around my waist… holding that big, heavy, juicy ass in both of my hands while I handle my business…”

I bit down hard on my bottom lip, involuntarily squeezing my legs together as a fresh wave of wetness soaked into my silk panties. “Tyrese, stop… you seriously tryna make me wet through this phone right now?”

“Is it working, ma?” He smirked, leaning closer to his screen, his bedroom eyes darkening with pure, unadulterated lust.

“Hell yeah, it’s working,” I confessed, refusing to play coy. “You got my whole body shaking over here.”

“Good. That’s exactly where I want you,” he growled softly. He kept calling me “ma” in that deep, commanding Orlando hood accent, and honestly, I was completely done for. I was a puddle. Right before we finally decided to hang up for the night, he dropped the real hammer. “Listen, how about I come through your spot tomorrow after you clock out? I’ll bring some fresh ingredients, cook a gourmet meal right there for you, we can put on The Good Doctor, vibe out… and just see exactly where the night takes us.”

My heart did a massive Olympic backflip inside my chest. “For real? You gonna cook for me?”

“Yeah, for real, beautiful. I got you. I’m tryna spoil you,” he said smoothly. “I’ll see you tomorrow, ma.”

I told him I got off my shift at three o’clock sharp, and he told me that was absolutely perfect.

When I finally climbed into my bed that night, my body was practically on fire. I slipped my hand beneath the covers, sliding my fingers down into my underwear. I started touching myself real slow, closing my eyes and imagining his huge, warm, tatted hands gripping my hips instead of my own fingers. I ended up coming so damn hard, my back arching off the mattress as I hid my face in the pillows, moaning his name out into the empty bedroom like a damn fool.

***

The next day at the hospital dragged like an absolute motherfucker. Every single hour felt like ten. I kept checking the wall clocks, running around checking pulses and changing IV bags, but my mind was entirely locked on Tyrese. When three o’clock finally hit, I damn near sprinted out of the building to the parking garage.

I rushed home, stripped out of my clothes, and hopped in the shower to freshen up. I scrubbed every single inch of myself, shaved until I was completely smooth, and then lotioned my entire body from head to toe with my favorite vanilla cocoa butter, making sure my skin was glistening and smelling sweet. I picked out a tight, stretchy, form-fitting emerald green sundress that hugged every single curve of my BBW frame perfectly. My deep cleavage was popping out of the low-cut neckline, my apple ass was sitting up just right against the fabric, and I left my hair down in big, bouncy, glamorous curls.

Just as I was walking around the living room lighting a vanilla-scented candle to set the mood, a heavy, confident knock echoed at my front door.

My stomach did a nervous little dance. I took a deep breath, smoothed down my dress, walked over, and opened it.

Lord have mercy, there he was. Tyrese was standing on my welcome mat looking so fine it should’ve been a literal crime. He was wearing a tight, fitted black designer shirt that clung to his massive chest and bulging biceps, a pair of dark jeans that sat perfectly on his hips, and fresh white kicks. In his hands, he was holding a beautiful bouquet of fresh-cut roses and a bottle of expensive red wine. And that slow, dimpled smile he gave me… Jesus.

“Come on in,” I said, my voice coming out much softer and more breathless than I intended.

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him, and immediately pulled me right into his arms. His body felt completely solid—like standing against a brick wall—and he was so incredibly warm, smelling so damn good that it made my head spin. I felt his massive, heavy hands slide slowly down the fabric of my sundress, gripping the small of my back before resting right at the very top of my juicy ass. It was a dominant, possessive hold that let me know exactly what time it was, but he kept it just respectful enough for the first five minutes.

“Goddamn, Jazmine. You look even better in person than you did on that phone screen,” he murmured huskily against my ear, his hot breath sending shivers straight down to my toes.

We walked into the kitchen, and I showed him the setup. I had cleared off the counters and laid out everything he had requested text-messages prior—the heavy-duty cutting boards, the premium chef's knives, and the stainless steel pans. Tyrese smirked, unpacking the fresh steaks, heavy cream, and vegetables he brought with him. He let me tie my little pink kitchen apron around his waist, which looked absolutely hilarious wrapped around his massive, muscular 6’4” frame.

While he got to work chopping and prepping like a seasoned pro, I went over to my Bluetooth speaker and put on some Chris Brown. The song Residual started playing, the heavy R&B beat bouncing through the apartment. I couldn't help myself—I started dancing, singing along to the lyrics, slowly swaying my wide hips and letting my big ass shake and jiggle to the rhythm.

Tyrese completely stopped what he was doing. He leaned back against the counter, crossing his massive arms over his chest, watching my thick body move with a pair of hungry, dangerous, predatory eyes.

“Ma, you keep moving that fat ass like that and this gourmet dinner is gonna burn to a crisp,” he warned, his voice incredibly deep and thick with lust.

I just laughed, feeling myself get completely intoxicated by the tension. I kept teasing him, intentionally walking past him in the tight kitchen space, letting the side of my heavy ass graze against his front. The air in the apartment was boiling hot. We were laughing, flirting heavy, rapping along to the music, all while The Good Doctor was playing softly on the living room TV in the background.

Within an hour, he plated the food, and honestly, it looked like a literal masterpiece. He made perfectly seared, juicy ribeyes, homemade garlic mashed potatoes that were smooth as silk, and roasted asparagus. We carried our plates over to the living room couch, eating and talking, the vibe completely unmatched. But every single time our eyes locked, the sexual tension grew heavier, hotter, and more suffocating.

I couldn’t take it for another damn second. The throbbing between my thighs was driving me completely insane.

The moment we finished eating, I set our empty plates aside on the coffee table. I turned my body toward him on the couch, slid my hand directly up his thick, denim-clad thigh, bold and confident as hell.

“Tyrese…” I whispered, looking up at him through my eyelashes, my heart pounding against my ribs. “I been thinking about this every single second since last night.”

He locked his dark eyes onto mine, his jaw clenching hard. “Tell me exactly what you want, Jazmine. Don't play with me.”

I didn’t say another word. I reached down between his legs and fully palmed his massive dick right through his tight jeans. He was already completely rock hard, thick as a brick, and stretching the fabric of his denim to its absolute limit. My mouth literally started watering at the sheer size of him.

“I want this. All of it,” I breathed out, my voice dripping with pure hunger. “I need you to fuck me like you mean it, Tyrese. No games.”

He let out a low, guttural groan that vibrated straight through my chest. I didn’t wait for an invitation. I grabbed his zipper, yanked it down, and reached inside his boxers, pulling that big, beautiful, heavy black dick out into the open air. It was monstrous—thick, heavily veined, scorching hot, and weighing heavy in my palm. I looked up at him, ran my tongue slowly across my bottom lip, and leaned down, taking his massive head straight into my mouth like a starving, hungry slut. Because in that moment, that’s exactly what I was.

I started sucking him sloppy and fast, the loud, wet, slurping sounds completely filling the quiet living room. I bobbed my head up and down his shaft, wrapping my warm lips tight around him, taking him deeper and deeper until the thick head of his dick was slamming right against the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Jazmine… shit, ma…” Tyrese moaned out loud, his big hands instantly burying themselves deep into my bouncy curls, his hips involuntarily twitching forward into my mouth.

I slurped him down even harder, letting my saliva run down the sides of his thick shaft, coating his heavy balls, sucking him with a wild, desperate intensity like I was literally trying to pull his entire soul right out of his body. He tasted incredible—musky, clean, pure unfiltered man. I moaned loudly around his thickness, the vibrations of my throat making him groan out in pure agony. My pussy was completely overflowing, totally soaking through my panties and sticking to the couch.

He let me suck him for a few more beautiful, messy minutes before he suddenly gripped my shoulders and forcefully pulled me up. He leaned forward and captured my mouth in a deep, dirty, passionate kiss. Our tongues were fighting, slick with our mixed juices, tasting his own pre-cum on my breath. His massive hands were absolutely everywhere—squeezing my heavy breasts until they practically overflowed from my dress, digging his thick fingers deep into my fat ass, and giving it a loud, stinging slap that made the meat jiggle wildly.

“The bedroom… now,” I gasped out between breaths, completely dizzy from the pleasure.

We barely even made it through the door. Clothes were flying everywhere, ripped off our bodies in a frantic, desperate rush. When I was finally standing completely naked in the center of my bedroom, Tyrese stepped back for a quick second, his chest heaving as he stood naked himself, looking at my full BBW body like I was a literal goddess put on this earth just for him.

“Goddamn, look at you,” he growled, his eyes roaming over every single inch of my flesh. “All that beautiful-ass meat… them thick-ass thighs… them heavy, pretty-ass titties. You perfect, ma. Every single inch of you is perfect.”

He didn't waste another second. He grabbed me by my waist, lifted my thick body up effortlessly, and pushed me onto the center of the mattress. He climbed onto the bed, grabbed my thick thighs, and spread my legs as wide as they could possibly go, pinning them back before burying his entire face right between my legs.

I let out a loud, piercing cry, my back instantly arching off the sheets as his warm tongue went to absolute work. He wasn't just licking; he was destroying me. He started taking long, slow, heavy, deep licks from the bottom of my pussy all the way up to my throbbing clit. He wrapped his lips around my clit, sucking on it like a pacifier while literally tongue-fucking my wet hole as deep as he could go.

I was creaming all over his face, my slick juices dripping all over his fresh lineup and into his thick beard. My entire body was violently shaking, my toes curling as I reached down and desperately grabbed onto his bald head for pure support, my fingernails digging into his scalp as he kept pumping his tongue inside me.

“Tyrese—baby—oh my god, shit, right there! Don't stop!” I screamed out, the sound echoing off the bedroom walls.

He ate my pussy like a grown man starved, ignoring my begging, driving me completely over the edge until my entire body locked up. I came hard, my pussy walls contracting violently, squirting heavy, warm fountains of fluid all over his lips, chin, and beard as my body jerked in pure ecstasy. He stayed right down there, drinking every single drop of my juices until I was whimpering and panting for air.

Then, he slowly crawled up my body, his massive, heavy chest pressing against my bouncing breasts. That big, tatted dick of his was dripping wet, slapping heavily against my inner thigh with a loud, fleshy thud.

He looked down at me, his face covered in my wetness, his eyes dark and wild. “You ready for this real dick now, Jazmine? You ready for me to stretch you out?”

I nodded frantically, my eyes completely glassy and out of focus from the orgasm. “Yes… please give it to me. All of it, Tyrese. Please.”

He lined the head of his massive dick up against my soaking-wet pussy lips and pushed in.

He went slow at first, deliberately stretching my tight, dripping walls, inch by excruciating inch. I let out a loud, drawn-out moan as he filled my entire soul up, entering me deeper than any toy ever could, until his heavy balls were pressed tight against my fat ass. The sheer size of him was overwhelming, stretching me so perfect I thought I was gonna lose my mind.

And then, he started fucking me.

He locked into a brutal, deep, rhythmic pace, delivering hard, punishing strokes that slammed directly against my sweet spot with every single thrust. The heavy wooden headboard of my bed began slamming violently against the drywall. My large, heavy titties were bouncing wildly with the motion. Tyrese reached down, grabbing my breasts, squeezing them roughly while leaning down to suck and bite on my nipples, all while drilling his heavy pipe into my pelvis.

He was talking the filthiest, nastiest shit right into my ear, his deep voice driving me crazy. “This pussy so damn good, baby. Wet as fuck. You been waiting on this real nigga dick, haven't you? Tell me, Jazmine. Whose pussy is this?”

“Yes—fuck, yes—yours! Dick me down, Tyrese! Break it off!” I screamed out, gripping the bedsheets until my knuckles turned white.

Before I could even process the pleasure, he suddenly grabbed my hips and flipped my thick body completely over onto my stomach.

“Get on your knees. Face down, ass up, ma,” he commanded, his voice raw.

I did exactly what he said, arching my back, pushing my massive apple ass high into the air. Tyrese stood on his knees behind me, looked at my wide hips, and raised his huge palm, bringing it down in a loud, thunderous slap right across my left butt cheek. The force made my thick ass jiggle and shake violently. He grabbed both of my hips, pulling my body back, and then slammed his massive dick right back inside me from behind.

The sound of our skin slapping together was incredibly loud, wet, and filthy. The angle was wicked. He was hitting depths I didn't even know existed. He reached his hand forward, wrapping his tatted fingers tightly into my long curls, pulling my head back slightly while his other hand reached down beneath my belly, finding my swollen clit and rubbing it roughly in sync with his heavy, pounding thrusts.

It was too much simulation. My pussy walls gripped his thick shaft like a vice. I came for the second time, screaming face-first into my pillow, my entire body convulsing as my wetness lubricated his dick even more. He kept going, completely unfazed, grunting like an animal, his heavy sweat dripping off his muscular chest and landing on my bare back.

His pace became faster, harder, more frantic as his chest heaved.

“I’m finna nut, ma… shit, I’m finna flood this pretty-ass pussy,” he growled out, his voice turning into a deep, primal roar.

“Cum inside me!” I begged, shaking my ass back against his pelvis, desperate for his heat. “Fill me up, Tyrese! Put it all inside me!”

He let out one final, deep, guttural roar, slamming his hips forward and burying his entire length so deep inside me I could feel his balls vibrating against my thighs. He locked his arms tight around my waist, pinning me down as his body shuddered violently, shooting thick, scorching-hot ropes of cum deep inside my walls, completely flooding my pussy.

We stayed locked together for a long time, both of us completely exhausted, breathing hard into the quiet bedroom air. He slowly slid out of me, the wet sound of his exit echoing, and collapsed right beside me on the mattress. He wrapped his massive, tatted arms around my thick body, pulling my back tight against his chest in a warm spoon.

He leaned forward, kissing the back of my wet neck, my shoulders, before whispering softly in that deep, reassuring Orlando accent, “I got you, Jazmine. For real. I ain't going nowhere.”

And for the first time in a long, lonely time, looking out at the city lights through my bedroom window, I actually believed it.


CHAPTER 2




Jazmine’s POV:




I lay there flat on my back, my chest heaving up and down like I had just run a whole marathon around Lake Eola in the dead of July. My legs were spread wide open, shaking like newborn deer legs, and the skin on my inner thighs was completely twitching from the sheer exhaustion of it all. Tyrese’s massive, heavy-ass body was draped half on top of mine, his big chest crushing my heavy double-Ds in the most dominant, comforting way possible. Inside me, his thick-ass dick was still resting deep, twitching against my internal walls as it leaked the very last warm drops of his nut deep into my cervix—right where I needed it most. My walls wouldn't even behave; they just kept pulsing and contracting around his shaft, milking every single bit of fluid out of him like my body was literally refusing to let him slide out.

The whole bedroom smelled like pure, unadulterated sex. It was that thick, intoxicating aroma of musky male pheromones, sweet vanilla cocoa butter, and a little bit of clean sweat. Chris Brown was still playing real low on the Bluetooth speaker in the corner, but honestly, my brain was so fried and full of dopamine I couldn't even tell what track was spinning anymore. My head was pure mush.

“Goddamn, Jazmine…” Tyrese groaned against the side of my neck, his deep, rumbling voice vibrating all the way through my collarbone. He pressed his lips there, giving me a soft, lingering kiss before tracing his tongue along my collarbone, licking up the sheen of sweat like I was his absolute favorite gourmet meal on the menu. “You got some dangerous-ass pussy, ma. No cap. I almost lost my damn mind and passed out right inside you.”

I let out a breathless, hoarse giggle, my throat feeling completely dry from all the screaming I’d just been doing into my pillows. “Boy, please. You need to stop playing with me. You the one who just came into my apartment and tried to completely rearrange my internal organs. I literally feel like I need to call a certified chiropractor for my coochie right now.”

He chuckled, a rich, warm, bass-heavy sound that instantly made my stomach do a whole bunch of delicious flutters. He finally lifted his heavy bald head up, propping his massive forearms on either side of my shoulders so he could look straight down into my face. Those deep-set, dark eyes of his weren't wild and hungry no more; they were incredibly soft, filled with a real, genuine tenderness that caught me completely off guard. He reached up with one big, tatted hand, gently brushing a stray, sweaty curl away from my forehead, his thick thumb stroking along my cheekbone.

“You good, though, for real?” he asked, his voice dropping low. “I wasn’t being too rough on you, was I? You gotta tell me, ma.”

I bit down on my bottom lip, feeling him start to soften just a little bit inside my wet hole, though he was still occupying a whole lot of space in there. “Tyrese, I needed every single bit of that roughness. Don't even trip. It’s been way too long since a real man handled this body right. You fucked me like you been sitting around thinking about it ever since we were standing by them organic avocados at Whole Foods.”

“'Cause I damn sure was,” he admitted, his lips curving into a wide, wicked grin that showed off those perfect white teeth. “Soon as I saw that massive, juicy-ass sitting up high in them tight hospital scrubs, I knew I was in major trouble. I told myself, Yeah, I gotta get close to that.”

He finally started to pull out, sliding back through my slick lips real slow, and I couldn't help but let out a tiny whimper at the sudden feeling of absolute emptiness. The second his meat cleared my lips, a thick, milky glob of his cum leaked right out of me, dripping onto the silk sheets. Tyrese paused, watching that white fluid escape with a look of pure, unadulterated male pride. Then, before I could even blink, this nigga reached down, dipped his index and middle fingers right into the puddle, and pushed them straight back inside my pussy, stuffing his own nut deep back into my hole.

“Tyrese!” I squealed out, half laughing and half instantly turned on all over again. “What the hell are you doing, boy?”

“What? I can’t be letting none of this good premium nut go to waste, ma,” he said, smirking like the absolute devil himself. “This juicy-ass pussy belongs to me now. I gotta keep it properly seasoned.”

I reached up and playfully pushed against his broad forehead. “Negro, please. You just got a taste of the cookie five minutes ago and you already trying to stake permanent legal claims on it? You need to calm your big ass down, chef boy.”

He laughed out loud, the sound booming through my bedroom as he finally tumbled off me, flopping onto his back right beside me on the mattress. Before I could even adjust my dress, his long, heavy arms reached out, grabbed my waist, and hoisted my entire thick-ass body right on top of his torso. My plush, voluptuous BBW frame was pressed tight against his hard-ass chest and washboard abs. I could feel every single ridge of muscle on his body. This man really wasn't lying when he said he hit the gym seven days a week; he felt like pure iron. My heavy double-D titties were completely squished flat against his chest as I rested my chin on his breastbone, looking right up into his fine face.

For a long-ass minute, we didn't even speak. We just lay there, breathing in sync, listening to the ambient sounds of the Orlando traffic buzzing outside on Colonial Drive. His massive, warm hand started rubbing slow, hypnotic circles into the skin of my lower back, occasionally sliding all the way down to grab a firm handful of my fat ass, squeezing it gently. It felt incredibly nice. It wasn't just a sexual touch, either—it felt comforting. Genuine. It felt like this man actually wanted to be present in the moment with me, rather than just hitting the cat, getting his nut, and running out the door to go ghost like the rest of these local clowns.

***

Tyrese kept playing with one of my loose curls, twisting the dark strand around his tatted finger. “You really out here saving lives every single day at Orlando Regional, huh?” he asked softly, his eyes locked onto mine. “That shit gotta be incredibly heavy on your spirit, ma. The long hours, dealing with sick-ass people, death, all of that.”

I let out a long, heavy sigh, my finger tracing the intricate black ink patterns across his tatted shoulder. “Man… you don't even know the half of it, Tyrese. It is beautiful and rewarding as hell, because I truly do love taking care of people. I’ve always had a big heart for helping folks who can't help themselves, which is why I got into nursing in the first place. But Lord have mercy, some days? Some days these people can get so far up on your last goddamn nerve I feel like screaming.”

“For real?” he asked, tilting his head, listening to me like every word coming out of my mouth was pure gold.

“I’m telling you!” I said, shifting my weight on top of him, my thick thighs bracketing his hips. “Especially them older patients, Ty. Oh my god. They be the most stubborn, hard-headed motherfuckers on the face of this earth. I’ll walk into a room with their prescribed blood pressure medication, and they’ll sit there, look me dead in my face, and tell me they ain't taking shit because their grandmother’s root tea from 1954 works better. Or I got old men trying to sneak out the room to go smoke a cigarette while they literally hooked up to a machine supplying them with one hundred percent pure oxygen! I have to stand there, keep my professional composure, and treat them with respect when inside my mind, I’m ready to flip a whole hospital bed over.”

Tyrese burst out laughing, his chest vibrating heavily underneath my body. “Nah, old school folks are built completely different, ma. You can't tell them absolute shit.”

“Exactly!” I laughed, the frustration melting away just by venting to him. “And the bureaucracy from the administration? The endless paperwork, the understaffing, the doctors who look right through you like you just a pair of hands instead of a human being with a brain? It drains you, Ty: physically, mentally, and spiritually. There are some shifts where I come home, unlock my door, and I don't even have the energy to turn on a light. I’ll just sit on the edge of my bed in the dark and cry for a solid ten minutes just to release all that heavy energy I absorbed from the ward. On days like that… I don't even want sex. I don't want a nigga trying to talk nasty to me or get into my panties. I just want a solid man to wrap his arms around my thick ass, hold me tight against his chest, let me vent, and let me know that I’m completely safe. But finding that in Orlando? Shit is damn near impossible. These niggas out here are entirely consumed by the fast life, playing endless mind games, chasing after these little twenty-one-year-old Instagram girls with the fresh fashion-nova BBLs and absolutely zero personality.”

Tyrese’s expression turned completely serious. The playfulness completely vanished from his face as his large hand came up to cup the back of my head, his fingers gently tangling in my curls, pulling me down just enough to press a deep, lingering kiss right against my forehead.

“I completely understand you, Jazmine,” he said, his voice dropping into a comforting, husky register. “I really do, ma. I know it ain't easy at all working in a highly negative, high-stress space like a hospital emergency room. You literally surrounded by sickness, pain, and complaints all day long, and then you expected to just carry all that weight on your shoulders, come home, and be perfectly fine? That shit ain't fair to you. But I need you to know something right now: when you with me, you can leave all that heavy-ass hospital drama right outside the front door. You ain't gotta be the strong, independent nurse when you in this bed, Jazmine. You can just be my girl. Let me be your peace, let me take care of you, and let me spoil your beautiful ass. I got you.”

A sudden, intense wave of warmth flooded my entire chest, so sweet and deep it almost made my eyes water. I looked down at him, my heart doing a strange, heavy thump that had absolutely nothing to do with sex. “You always this damn smooth, Tyrese? Or did you memorize a script before you knocked on my door?”

“I only talk like this when it’s one hundred percent real, ma,” he whispered, his eyes boring straight into my soul. “I’ve been entirely focused on building my catering brand, getting my money right, and expanding my business. I didn't have no time or energy for the local bullshit or the games either. But the exact second I saw your fine ass walking down that aisle at Whole Foods… something deep inside my spirit told me, ‘Yo, Ty, that’s her right there. Go get your woman.’”

I smiled, my whole face glowing. “Oh, for real?”

“Yeah, for real,” he smirked, the romantic tenderness instantly melting back into that wicked, hood-fine mischief I was quickly becoming addicted to. Before I could even respond, his massive hand slid down past my waist and delivered a loud, stinging slap right across my juicy apple ass. SMACK. “And this big-ass, soft-ass booty right here made it very real, very quick.”

“Ouch! Boy!” I yelped out, laughing loudly as I smacked his muscular chest with my palm. “See? You play way too much! I thought we were having a beautiful, spiritual connection and you out here trying to leave handprints on my cakes!”

“I’m just trying to make sure I ain't dreaming, ma,” he chuckled, his big hands immediately gripping my waist and easily flipping my thick body over onto the mattress, reversing our positions so he was towering back over me like a giant chocolate mountain.

As he hovered over me, I could feel his dick already starting to stir against my outer thigh, growing thick and rigid once again.

“Round two already, chef?” I teased, arching my perfectly sculpted eyebrows up at him, a playful, wicked smirk dancing on my own lips.

“Hell yeah, round two,” Tyrese growled down at me, his tatted hands sliding up from my waist to firmly grasp my heavy breasts, squeezing them until the nipples puckered up tight. “But this time around, I want you to ride this dick, Jazmine. I need to sit back and watch all that gorgeous, plush, thick-ass body of yours bouncing up and down on top of me. I need to see them heavy titties shaking while I drill you from the bottom.”

He released his grip on my chest and shifted his weight, sitting back on his calves on the mattress. I sat up slowly, my silky pink robe falling completely off my shoulders, pooling around my wide hips as I straddled his lap. My thick, juicy thighs were spread completely wide open over his muscular hips. I reached my hand down between our bodies, my fingers wrapping tight around his huge, tatted dick. It was already fully erect again, veiny, heavy, and extremely hot to the touch, the large head glistening brightly under the dim bedroom lighting with the mixed juices of my pussy and his previous nut. I began to stroke him slow, running my palm up and down his length, feeling him expand even wider in my hand.

“Goddamn, look at this fat-ass, juicy-ass prize,” Tyrese groaned out loud, his massive, tatted hands slamming onto the sides of my wide hips, his thick thumbs digging so deep into my soft flesh it made me squeal. He pulled my waist forward, forcing my soaking-wet pussy lips to grind hard right against his shaft before I even dropped down all the way. “You a certified, thick-ass goddess, Jazmine. Everything about this shape is built for a nigga to sin. Them heavy-ass titties are bouncing just right, your skin taste like pure honey and silk… you sexy as an absolute motherfucker, ma. You got me about to lose my mind and act a fool inside you.”

I felt a little blush creep up my cheeks, but seeing this fine, successful, 6’4” tatted man looking up at my voluptuous body like I was a whole prize made me feel incredibly powerful. I lifted my hips up, guiding the wet, throbbing head of his dick once more right against my soaking-wet pussy lips. I paused for a split second, looking dead into his dark eyes, and then slowly, deliberately sank my weight all the way down onto him.

“Fuuuuuck, Tyrese…” I moaned out long and loud, my head tossing backward as his massive length stretched my tight, wet walls completely wide open all over again, burying himself so deep inside me I could literally feel him hitting the absolute back of my womb. “You are so damn deep like this… oh my god.”

“Take it all, baby,” he rasped out, his jaw clenched so tight the muscles were popping. “Squeeze it with that good wet-wet.”

I started to move my hips, rolling them in slow, heavy, hypnotic circles at first, letting him rub against every single nerve ending inside my walls. Then, as the friction started building and the heat between my legs turned into a full-blown inferno, I started bouncing. I lifted my thick body up and slammed myself back down onto his shaft, over and over again. With every single downward drop, my massive apple ass made a loud, thunderous, fleshy clapping sound against his tatted thighs. Clap, clap, clap.

Tyrese looked completely mesmerized. He leaned back slightly against his hands, his head tilted back, his dark eyes locked entirely onto the junction where our bodies were violently connected. He watched my heavy double-D breasts bouncing wildly up and down with every single stroke, the sweet vanilla scent of my cocoa butter filling his lungs.

“Shit, look at all that beautiful-ass cream,” he muttered through gritted teeth, biting down on his bottom lip as he watched our bodies slide together. “You out here creaming all over my whole dick, baby. Squeezing me tight as hell. You a nasty-ass girl, Jazmine. A beautiful, elite, nasty-ass bitch.”

“Only for you, Tyrese,” I moaned out, my voice sounding completely slurred from the intense pleasure.

I leaned my body forward, bracing my palms flat against his hard, solid chest for support, and really started fucking him into the mattress. The wet, messy, completely filthy sounds of our lovemaking filled the entire bedroom—plap, plap, plap, plap—mixing beautifully with our heavy, breathless moans.

Tyrese reached his massive arms up, grabbing my shoulders and pulling my upper body down toward his face. He wrapped his lips tightly around one of my aching nipples, sucking the heavy breast deep into his mouth, chewing and biting on it gently at first, before giving it a firm, demanding tug that shot a straight wire of electricity directly down into my clit.

I let out a piercing cry, my pussy violently clenching around his thick dick like a fist. Tyrese raised his large, heavy hand and started repeatedly slapping my fat ass while I rode him, the heavy impact making my skin burn in the best way possible, causing my cheeks to jiggle and shake uncontrollably.

“Yeah, ride that dick, Jazmine! Take every single inch of this shit!” he ordered huskily, his hood accent thick as hell. “Take exactly what you been missing out on all these months, ma! Fuck this dick!”

I was dripping with sweat, my long, loose curls sticking to the sides of my face and neck, but I didn't care about looking pretty anymore. I was entirely consumed by the animalistic nature of the sex. I rode him like a damn stallion, my thick thighs burning like pure fire from the exertion, until Tyrese suddenly couldn't take the passive role no more. He sat completely upright, wrapping his massive, muscular arms entirely around my lower back, hoisting my ass up slightly, and began thrusting his hips upward with a terrifying, violent power.

We were locked face-to-face now, our chests slamming together, kissing each other sloppy and deep. Our tongues were fighting for dominance, swallowing each other's breathless moans, breathing in the exact same air. He was drilling me from the bottom so hard my vision was literally going blurry.

“Tyrese—baby—I’m finna cum again!” I whimpered out against his wet lips, my entire pelvic floor tightening up to the point of explosion. “Oh my god, I’m finna squirt!”

“Do it, ma! Cum all over this dick!” he roared out, his grip tightening on my ass cheeks until his fingers dug deep into my skin. “Let me feel every single drop of that wet-wet! Let it flood me!”

I exploded right then and there. I let out a loud, dramatic scream, shouting his name into the empty room as my pussy violently gushed out a massive wave of warm fluid all over his thick shaft. My whole body started shaking so violently I almost lost my balance and tumbled backward off him, but his massive arms held my thick frame tight against his chest, refusing to let me fall. He let out a loud, guttural grunt, delivered three more deep, bone-crushing thrusts into my pulsing hole, and then groaned out loud as he pumped me completely full of his hot, thick ropes of nut for the second time tonight.

We eventually collapsed sideways onto the mattress, still tightly connected inside, our bodies covered in a thick sheen of sweat, laughing and panting for air like two crazy people.

“Whew, chile…” I said, using my hand to fan my burning face dramatically. “You trying to see me end up in a stretcher at my own workplace tomorrow? You tryna kill a girl before we even go out on our first official date?”

Tyrese grinned, leaning over to press a sweet, lingering kiss right against my sweaty forehead. “Baby, what you mean? This right here is the date. Gourmet food, a little Netflix, and the absolute best, tightest pussy I ever had in my entire life. This is a perfect night in my book.”

Eventually, after laying there in our juices for another twenty minutes, we finally decided to get up and clean ourselves up a little bit. Tyrese followed my thick ass straight into the bathroom, and we ended up taking a quick, warm shower together. Standing under the running water, his massive, soapy hands were incredibly gentle as he massaged my sore shoulders, my aching lower back, and the wide curve of my hips and ass, washing away the sweat and fluids. It felt deeply intimate. I took the washcloth and carefully washed his broad chest, tatted arms, and muscular back, completely admiring how beautifully cut his physique was up close.

Once we dried off, we hopped back into the bed. I threw on a fresh, oversized t-shirt, and Tyrese pulled me straight into his arms, my back pressed flat against his hard chest as he spooned me under the covers. His semi-hard dick was resting right between my plush butt cheeks, warm and heavy, like it completely belonged there. We turned The Good Doctor back on, watching another episode while commenting on all the crazy medical procedures. I started breaking down the technical terminology for him, explaining how certain surgeries worked in real life versus how they showed it on TV, and telling him all about how the show’s main character inspired my own journey into healthcare. Tyrese didn't look bored for even a second; he listened to me talk with genuine curiosity, his eyes focused entirely on my face.

“You smart as a motherfucker, you know that?” he said, leaning down to kiss the bare skin of my shoulder. “Beautiful, thick as hell, and got a whole medical brain? Man, I hit the absolute jackpot in the produce section at Whole Foods. I blessed.”

I giggled, poking his thigh. “Boy, you are so damn corny.”

“But you love it though,” he teased.

I paused, looking back at him. “…Yeah, I really do.”

We stayed up talking for hours in the dark, the conversation flowing completely natural and easy. He told me all about his childhood growing up in the rougher parts of Miami, his struggles moving up to Orlando to establish his own independent brand, and the absolute grind of being a Black chef trying to make it in the high-end culinary world. I opened up to him about my past toxic relationships, how I’d been cheated on, lied to, and how I had completely given up on ever finding a real, genuine man who could value me for who I am. We laughed a whole lot, too—especially when he started mercilessly roasting all the stupid, unnecessary kitchen gadgets I had cluttered on my countertops.

“Baby, I need you to explain this to me right now,” he laughed, shaking his bald head. “Who the hell needs three different types of specialized avocado slicers? You a nurse or an avocado mechanic?”

“Hey! Leave my avocado tools alone!” I shouted, laughing loudly and hiding my face in his chest. “They are very efficient, thank you very much!”

As we kept laughing, the conversation drifted back to his culinary career. Chris Brown’s track No Guidance started playing softly in the background, and I let out a soft sigh, resting my head back on his shoulder.

“Man, I swear Chris Brown can do no wrong in my eyes,” I muttered, closing my eyes. “His music has literally gotten me through some of the worst breakups of my life. He’s a legend.”

Tyrese let out a smooth, knowing chuckle, his chest vibrating against my back. “Oh, word? You a real Breezy fan, ma?”

“A die-hard fan,” I corrected him, turning my head to look at him. “Don't play with it.”

Tyrese smiled, reaching over to the nightstand to grab his iPhone. He unlocked the screen, swiped through a few folders, and then turned the screen toward my face. “Well, check this out then.”

My eyes widened instantly, my jaw dropping completely open. Standing on the screen was Tyrese, looking fine as hell in a white chef’s coat, with his arm thrown around Chris Brown himself. They were standing inside a massive, high-end mansion kitchen, both of them throwing up peace signs and smiling big at the camera.

“Oh my god!” I gasped out, sitting straight up in the bed, snatching the phone out of his hand to inspect the picture closely. “Are you serious right now? You actually met Chris Brown?”

“Met him? Baby, I was his personal private chef for a whole week when he and his family came down to Orlando for a private vacation last year,” Tyrese said, a proud, confident smirk on his face. “I cooked breakfast, lunch, and dinner for his entire crew. Man is cool as hell, real down to earth, and he tipped me heavy as a motherfucker.”

“No way!” I squealed, my inner fangirl completely taking over.

I started swiping through his phone gallery, my eyes popping out at the incredible, high-definition photos of the dishes Tyrese had prepared for him. There were images of beautifully seared lamb chops drizzled in a deep red wine reduction, massive platters of garlic butter lobster tails, gourmet stuffed chicken breasts, and artisanal desserts that looked like pure art. “Tyrese… oh my god, this food looks absolutely insane. You really are a master chef. Look at the presentation on these ribeyes!”

“Yeah, I don't play when it comes to my craft, ma,” he said smoothly, leaning his head closer to mine to watch me scroll through his digital portfolio.

But as I kept swiping through the pictures, my eyes wide with admiration, I suddenly felt a distinct, heavy change happening right against my back. Tyrese’s large tatted arms had wound themselves back around my waist, and his large, thick dick—which had been resting completely flaccid against my ass cheeks—suddenly began to swell up. I felt it stiffen, growing long, rigid, and rock hard, throbbing aggressively against the cotton fabric of my t-shirt, pushing directly into the crack of my backside.

I paused my scrolling, a slow, wicked, knowing smile spreading across my face. I didn't turn around; I just tilted my head back, looking at him through the corner of my eye.

“I guess someone is completely ready for round two point five, huh?” I teased, my voice dropping into a sultry, bedroom purr.

Tyrese let out a deep, wicked laugh, his large hands instantly abandoning my waist to slide up beneath the fabric of my oversized shirt, gripping my bare waist tightly. “Like an absolute motherfucker, ma. Seeing you get all excited over my success? That shit is turning me on more than anything else.”

Before I could even put his phone down onto the nightstand, Tyrese forcefully grabbed my hips, pulling my thick body backward against his pelvis, letting me feel the absolute monstrous size of his hard-on pressed dead against my spine.

“Turn over, Jazmine. Get on your hands and knees right now,” he commanded, his voice completely stripping away any trace of the gentle chef from ten minutes ago. He was fully back in his dominant, hood-fine bags now. “I’m tryna see how dirty you can get for a nigga.”

My heart started racing all over again, my pussy instantly letting out a fresh wave of wet cream that coated my thighs. I threw his phone onto the nightstand, turned over on the mattress, and dropped down onto my hands and knees, arching my lower back completely until my huge apple ass was cocked up high in the air, practically begging for his attention.

Tyrese didn't immediately rush to put his dick inside me this time. Instead, he crawled up the bed, positioning his massive frame right behind my backside. He reached down with his large hands, grabbing both of my heavy, thick butt cheeks, and forcefully spread them completely wide open, exposing my entire private area to the cool air of the bedroom.

“Goddamn, look at this view,” he muttered, his breath scorching hot against my skin. “This whole area is glistening, ma. You still dripping wet from my last nut.”

Suddenly, before I could even ask him what he was doing, Tyrese leaned his head all the way down and pressed his warm, wet tongue directly against the rim of my tight asshole.

I let out a loud, violent gasp, my hands instantly gripping the wooden headboard for pure survival. “Tyrese! Oh my god! What are you—ahhh!”

He completely ignored my screaming. He kept his large hands locking my hips in place so I couldn't pull away from him, and he went to absolute town. He started licking my ass in long, slow, wet, deliberate upward strokes, running his tongue from the very bottom of my asshole all the way up to my dripping pussy, blending the juices together. He pushed his tongue deep inside my rim, swirling it around in circles, eating my ass like it was the most premium, expensive dessert he’d ever laid his eyes on.

The sensation was completely overwhelming. I had never had a man eat my ass with so much raw, unbothered confidence before. It felt so completely dirty, so filthy, and so incredibly good it made my entire brain short-circuit.

“Tyrese—oh shit—you nasty as hell for that!” I screamed out into the dark room, my hips involuntarily shaking and twitching against his face. “Oh my god, baby, that feels insane!”

While his tongue was tearing my asshole apart, he reached his tatted right hand around beneath my stomach, sliding his long index and middle fingers straight into my soaking-wet pussy hole. He started finger-fucking me fast and deep, his tatted thumb finding my swollen, throbbing clit and aggressively rubbing it in sync with his tongue strokes.

The double stimulation was too much for my thick body to handle. My pussy walls were violently spasming around his fingers, contracting so tight I was practically choking him out. I started crying out, my voice sounding completely hoarse, my toes curling so hard they were cramping.

“I’m finna cum! Tyrese, I’m finna explode again! Oh my god!”

I violently hit my limit, my body locking completely straight as a massive, powerful wave of an orgasm ripped through my entire frame. I squirted heavily for the second time tonight, my warm fluids completely spraying out over his tatted hand and wrist, my pussy walls squeezing his fingers like a vice grip.

Tyrese finally pulled his face away from my backside, his mouth and beard completely wet and shining with my juices. He let out a dark, deep, predatory growl that made my skin crawl with pure lust. He didn't let me rest for even a single second. He grabbed his massive, fully erect dick, lined the soaking wet head up against my cum-filled pussy hole, and with one massive, violent thrust, he drove his entire length straight back inside me from behind.

“Ahhhh! Fuck!” I screamed out, my head slamming down into the pillows as he completely bottomed out inside my pelvis.

The fit was even tighter now, my walls swollen and engorged from all the orgasms. Tyrese locked his massive hands onto my hip bones, using them as handles, and began pounding my pussy with a wild, primal, animalistic fury. The sound of his pelvis slamming against my fat, jiggling ass cheeks was incredibly loud and filthy—SMACK, CLAP, SMACK, CLAP—reverberating through the walls of my apartment.

“Yeah, take this dick, Jazmine! Squeeze this shit with that loose, wet-ass pussy!” he talked his shit, his voice completely raw and heavy with lust as he drilled me into the mattress. “You a whole slut for this dick, huh? Look at how you taking all this goddamn wood!”

“Yes! Fuck me, Tyrese! Drill my pussy!” I screamed back, completely losing all my professional composure, talking just as hood and filthy as he was. “Pound this wet-wet! Make me your bitch!”

He kept going and going, driving his massive pipe into my body for another ten straight minutes, completely relentless. He pulled my hair back, forcing me to look at him over my shoulder as he delivered deep, bone-crushing strokes that had my whole bed sliding across the hardwood floor. My internal walls were squeezing him so hard I could feel his veins pulsing inside me.

Finally, I felt his entire body go completely rigid behind me, his chest expanding as he hit his absolute limit.

“Jazmine… I’m finna bust… I’m finna flood you again, ma!” he roared out, his hips delivering three final, rapid-fire, violent thrusts that had his balls banging up against my clit.

“Put it all in me! Don't you pull out!” I begged, screaming into the darkness.

He roared out like a wild animal, holding himself deep inside my body as his dick violently convulsed, shooting heavy, hot, endless ropes of his thick nut deep inside my cum-filled pussy, completely filling me up to the brim until the fluid was literally leaking out the sides of our connection.

He held me tight against him for a long, quiet minute as his breathing slowly started to come back down to earth. Eventually, he slid out of me with a loud, wet pop, and we both collapsed sideways onto the sheets, completely covered in sweat, fluids, and pure satisfaction.

***

We just lay there in the dark for a long time, the cool AC of the bedroom slowly drying the sweat on our skin. Tyrese reached out, pulled my thick, exhausted body back against his chest, wrapping his massive tatted arms around my waist, tightly spooning me from behind. His semi-hard meat rested peacefully right back between my butt cheeks, completely content.

“I really like you, Jazmine,” he whispered quietly into the darkness, his voice sounding incredibly soft and sincere against my ear. “No cap. This shit right here… this don't feel like just some regular-degular hookup to me. You different, ma.”

I slowly turned around in his arms so I could face him, my dark eyes searching his face in the dim light of the bedroom. I reached up, my soft fingers gently tracing the edge of his thick, manicured beard. “I really like you too, Tyrese. For real. But please… don't play with my fucking heart, okay? I’m so completely tired of these Orlando niggas and their endless mind games. I can't do it no more.”

“I ain't playing no games with you, beautiful. I’m trying to build something real with you,” he said, his face completely serious, looking dead into my eyes. Then, that slow, dimpled, wicked smirk returned to his lips as his hand slid down past my waist, giving my fat cheek a firm, playful squeeze. “But I am definitely gonna keep playing with this massive-ass booty, though. Don't even think about it.”

I burst out laughing, the sound echoing through the room as I smacking his tatted chest with my palm all over again. “See? You are absolutely ridiculous!”

We fell into another round of playful wrestling, laughing and giggling like two schoolkids, which quickly turned into another long, slow, sweet, passionate make-out session under the covers. By the time my eyes finally started getting heavy and we drifted off to sleep, my entire body was deliciously sore, my heart felt completely full, and what was surprising was, I wasn't dreading waking up in the morning.

Tyrese held onto my well-fucked frame like I was something incredibly precious to him. Like I was entirely his.

And damn if that emotional security didn't feel even better than the masterful dick down he had just blessed me with tonight.


CHAPTER 3




Jazmine’s POV:




Two days later, my stomach was doing whole-ass Olympic backflips worse than any rollercoaster at Universal Studios. Tyrese had been texting my phone entirely nonstop, completely throwing me off my game. This nigga was sending me early morning voice notes—his deep, raspy, waking-up bedroom voice rumbling through my speakers, telling me to have a good shift—that had me smiling like a certified schoolgirl fool right in the middle of the nurse's station. He’d drop spicy, hilarious memes in the middle of my medication rounds, and right around lunchtime, he sent a ten-second video of himself inside his professional kitchen, flipping a sizzling skillet of shrimp, only to look directly into the camera lens, wink with those bedroom eyes, and mutter, “This could be your dinner tonight, ma. Don't play with me.”

I was completely hooked. My thick-ass body was floating on pure cloud nine, but if I’m keeping it one hundred percent real, I was still a little bit terrified. Orlando men stay playing games out here; the city is completely full of scammers, players, and dudes who will sweet-talk you just to get a taste of the cat and then turn around and act like they don't know your government name. But Tyrese? This man was showing up entirely different. He wasn't just talking a good game; he was consistently putting action behind every single word coming out of his mouth.

Right around seven o’clock in the evening, a heavy horn honked outside my window. I peeked through the blinds, and my heart did a massive thud. Pulled up into my apartment parking lot was a brand-new, clean-as-hell, ceramic-white Range Rover, the rims glistening under the streetlights. Tyrese stepped out of the driver's side, and Lord have mercy, the man looked like a whole twenty-course gourmet meal. He was wearing a tight, black silk button-up shirt with the designer sleeves rolled up perfectly to his elbows, exposing those massive, tatted forearms and bulging veins. He had on a pair of dark-wash designer jeans that hugged his thick, muscular thighs just right, and his bald head and beard were looking so fresh and lined up it looked like art.

I took one final look in my full-length mirror, smoothed down my outfit, and stepped outside. I had picked out a short, stretchy, bright yellow sundress that completely hugged every single voluptuous curve of my frame. My deep, heavy double-D cleavage was teasing like crazy out of the low-cut neckline, my soft belly looked cute and curved, and my big, round apple butt was sitting up perfectly against the fabric. The second my heels clicked against the concrete and he spotted me walking down the stairs, Tyrese stopped dead in his tracks. He let out a low, long, appreciative whistle, his dark eyes instantly dragging across my body like a vacuum cleaner.

“Jazmine… shit, you seriously tryna get a nigga arrested out here in public tonight?” he growled, shaking his head as a massive, dimpled smile broke through his thick beard. He stepped toward me, his massive 6’4” frame completely towering over me, making me feel so small and protected. “That big-ass, juicy booty inside that yellow dress… goddamn, girl. You look phenomenal. You carrying that meat like an absolute queen I tell ya.”

I let out a soft, playful giggle, doing a slow, teasing twirl right there in the asphalt parking lot so he could get a full three-sixty view of the cakes. “You really like what you see, chef? You think you can handle all this plump-ass dessert?”

“Ma, I don't just like what I see, I am completely in love with what I see,” he muttered, his voice dropping into that deep, husky baritone that instantly turned my thighs into pure jelly. He didn't even care who was watching in my complex; he reached out with his massive, warm hands, firmly grabbed the sides of my waist, and pulled my thick body hard against his chest. He leaned down and captured my lips in a deep, dirty, passionate-ass kiss right there by the cars. His tongue slid smoothly into my mouth, swirling against mine, tasting like sweet mint and pure dominance, while his hands slid down to give my big ass a heavy, possessive squeeze. I gasped into his mouth, my pussy instantly letting out a hot gush of wetness through my thong. He pulled back slow, smirking down at my dazed face. “Come on, let’s go have some real fun in the city before I lose my composure and bend your fine ass right over the hood of this Range Rover.”

***

We hopped into the Rover, the rich smell of luxury leather and his expensive Tom Ford cologne filling my nose, and he blasted some smooth, bass-heavy R&B as we cruised over to Icon Park on International Drive. By the time we parked, the sun had fully set, painting the Orlando sky in deep shades of neon purple and orange. The energy of the park was absolutely everything—bright neon lights flashing from the massive Ferris wheel, groups of people laughing, music pumping from the outdoor bars, and that heavy, delicious-ass smell of fried funnel cake and hot popcorn hanging thick in the warm Florida air.

The second we walked through the entrance gates, Tyrese bought us two VIP all-day wristbands. He didn't even hesitate—he reached down, grabbed my hand, and laced his long, tatted fingers tightly through mine, locking our palms together like we’d been doing this for a whole lifetime. That small gesture made my heart swell so damn much; it let me know he wasn't embarrassed to be seen with a big, thick woman, he was claiming me out here in the public eye.

“First stop, we gotta get you some sugar, ma,” Tyrese said, grinning down at me as he guided our locked hands over to the giant cotton candy concession stand.

He bought us this massive, ridiculous, pink cloud of cotton candy that was literally bigger than both of our heads combined. We walked along the brick pathways, tearing off big, sticky pieces of the pink sugar and feeding it to each other, laughing like two damn kids. I tore off a piece and pushed it into his mouth, watching his thick beard move as he chewed, feeling a sudden wave of pure, unfiltered happiness wash over me. But of course, because I’m clumsy as hell, a big chunk of the sticky sugar got completely stuck right onto my bottom lip.

Tyrese stopped walking, turning his big body to face me. “Hold up, beautiful. You got a little something right here on your lips,” he murmured, his bedroom eyes darkening as he looked down at my mouth.

Instead of grabbing a napkin like a regular nigga, Tyrese leaned his fine face down close. His large fingers gently cupped my jaw, tilting my face up, and he extended his warm tongue, licking the sticky pink sugar completely off my bottom lip in a slow, agonizingly sexy, circular motion. He didn't just lick it; he sucked on my bottom lip for a quick second, his beard scratching deliciously against my chin.

“Mmm,” he groaned softly, his eyes locking back onto mine as he pulled away just an inch. “Damn. Sweet as hell… but honestly, it ain't even a fraction as sweet as how this mouth tastes.”

I felt my entire face get scorching, boiling hot, my heart slamming against my ribs. “Boy… you are so entirely corny, I swear to God,” I giggled, using my hand to playfully push against his solid chest, though underneath my yellow sundress, my pussy was literally throbbing and dripping wet from that single touch of his tongue. “If you keep this wild shit up, we ain't even gonna make it through half of these rides tonight, Tyrese. I’m telling you.”

“That’s the whole plan, ma,” he whispered, winking at me. “I’m tryna get you worked up.”

Next up, we hit the gourmet ice cream parlor because a thick girl never says no to dairy. We grabbed two massive waffle cones; I got my absolute favorite, strawberry cheesecake, and he got a double scoop of rich dark chocolate. We walked around the crowded boardwalk, licking our cones, completely people-watching and roasting the hell out of the tourists. The humor between us was so effortless; it felt like we’d known each other for ten years.

“Yo, Jazmine, look at dude over there by the fountain,” Tyrese whispered in my ear, leaning his shoulder against mine as he pointed discreetly. “Look at the fit, ma. Dude got on knee-high Nike tube socks with some raggedy-ass leather sandals. My brother in Christ, it is literally the year 2026… please either let them toes breathe naturally or put them away in a box permanently. That shit is a hazard to society.”

I almost completely choked on my strawberry ice cream, letting out a loud, unladylike snort-laugh that had people turning around to look at us. “Tyrese, shut up!” I screamed, smacking his arm while wiping my mouth, my ribs aching from laughing so hard. “You are absolutely stupid, oh my god! But for real, though, who in the hell raised these niggas? Who let him leave the house looking like a full-blown cartoon character?”

“Hey, I’m just saying, I protect my eyes from structural damage,” he chuckled, his deep bass laugh wrapping around me like a warm blanket.

***

We finally line up for the main attraction—The Wheel at Icon Park. It’s this massive, four-hundred-foot tall Ferris wheel that looks out over the entire city. When our private air-conditioned glass capsule pulled up, Tyrese stepped inside, holding the door open for me like a true gentleman, and guided my thick ass onto the plush leather bench seat. As the machine slowly started to rotate, lifting us higher and higher into the night sky, the bustling sounds of International Drive began to fade away, replaced by a quiet, intimate stillness.

Up at the absolute peak of the wheel, the entire city of Orlando was completely sparkling beneath us like a million tiny diamonds—the highway lights stretching out toward downtown, the theme park castles glowing in the distance. Tyrese shifted his massive body closer to mine on the bench, his thick, muscular thigh pressing heavily against my plump, bare leg. He threw his long arm over my shoulder, pulling my voluptuous frame tight against his side.

“This feels good, Jazmine. Real, real good,” he said softly, his voice losing all its playful edge, replaced by a deep, emotional sincerity. He leaned down and pressed a soft, lingering, beautiful kiss right against my temple, inhaling the sweet vanilla scent of my hair. “I’m keeping it one hundred with you, ma… I ain't been out on a real, simple, genuine date like this in years. Just… having fun, laughing, no business talk, no stress. It feels peaceful with you.”

“Me either, Tyrese,” I admitted honestly, resting my heavy head against his broad shoulder, closing my eyes as I felt the steady, calming beat of his heart against my cheek. “My entire life has just been an endless, exhausting loop of work, hospital shifts, coming home to an empty apartment, talking to my vibrator, and repeating the same sad script over and over. You really out here changing the entire movie on me, Tyrese. It’s scary but… it feels amazing.”

He let out a slow smirk, his tatted hand sliding down my arm to firmly grip my thick thigh under the yellow dress, squeezing the meat gently. “Good. That’s exactly what I’m here for, beautiful. Because I’m telling you right now, that battery-operated boyfriend in your nightstand is officially about to be permanently unemployed. I’m taking over all executive operations.”

“Oh, you think you got the credentials for that job, chef?” I teased, looking up at him through my eyelashes.

“Ma, I got the master's degree and the practical experience,” he growled, leaning down to press a firm, warm kiss onto my lips that left me completely breathless as the capsule slowly began its descent back to earth.

After the high-class romance of the Ferris wheel, we decided to hit the scary, indoor haunted house tunnel ride, and honey, it turned into pure, unadulterated comedy. The ride was pitch black inside, the little cart moving slowly along the tracks while fake ghosts popped out of the walls, animatronic ghouls let out horrific screams, and heavy iron chains rattled in the dark. Every single time a jump-scare happened, I would let out a tiny yelp and jump, and Tyrese would let out a deep chuckle, wrapping his massive arm even tighter around my shoulder, pulling me into his chest like a protector.

But then, out of nowhere, right as our cart rounded a sharp corner, this massive, horrific-looking animatronic clown with glowing red eyes and a bloody chainsaw jumped straight out of the ceiling, screaming right into our faces.

Honey, this big-ass, 6’4”, tatted-up, hood-fine, muscular black man let out a high-pitched, terrifying shriek that was literally three octaves higher than anything that had ever come out of my own mouth. He practically leaped straight into my lap, his huge arms wrapping around my neck like a frightened toddler.

The cart rolled out into the bright exit lights, and I was literally dying. I was clutching my stomach, tears streaming down my face, gasping for air because I was laughing so hard my ribs felt like they were going to fracture.

“Tyrese! Oh my god!” I screamed, pointing at his embarrassed face. “You literally hollered like a seven-year-old little girl! Big-ass, tough chef man out here terrified of a plastic clown!”

“Man, shut the hell up, Jazmine,” he laughed, his face turning a deep shade of dark chocolate as he rubbed the back of his bald head, cracking up at his own self. “I’m telling you, that damn clown looked exactly like my ex-bitch’s new dude. It was completely traumatizing on a spiritual level. Don't judge me, ma.”

“I am absolutely judging you for the rest of our natural lives!” I hollered, wiping the tears from my eyes as we stepped out of the cart.

We kept the heavy jokes and the playful banter going all through the carnival section. Eventually, we stopped by the high-stakes shotgun shooting game booth. Tyrese’s whole demeanor suddenly changed; he got completely serious, his eyes locking onto the targets like a sniper.

“Alright, watch this right here, ma,” he whispered, leaning close, his voice dripping with pure male confidence as he picked up the toy rifle. “I told you I got you. I’m finna win you the absolute biggest, highest-tier teddy bear they got in this whole establishment.”

He lifted the rifle to his shoulder, his massive bicep flexing hard against his black silk shirt. He lined up his sight and went to work—POW, POW, POW, POW—nailing every single moving target right in the dead center, talking major hood shit the entire time. “Yeah, that’s exactly how we handle business, baby. Precision in the kitchen, precision on these Orlando streets, and precision in the bedroom. They can't fuck with me.”

The teenage worker at the booth looked completely amazed, nodding his head as he reached up to the very top rack and pulled down this absolutely monstrous, fluffy-as-hell, pure white teddy bear that was literally almost as tall as my 5’8” self. Tyrese took the massive bear, a proud, goofy-ass grin breaking through his beard, and hoisted it over to me.

“For my thick-ass, beautiful queen,” he said softly, his eyes locking deep onto mine.

I hugged that giant, fluffy bear tight against my chest, and then I stepped right around it, throwing my arms entirely around Tyrese’s neck. I lifted myself up on my tip-toes and kissed him right there in front of the game booth—a long, slow, beautifully sweet, deeply passionate kiss that tasted like strawberry ice cream and pure romance.

“Thank you, baby,” I whispered against his lips, my heart feeling so heavy and full it was crazy. “I absolutely love it.”

By the time we finally walked out to the parking lot, my cheeks were literally aching from how much I’d been smiling and laughing all night. We stood right outside the passenger door of his white Range Rover, the flashing neon lights of the park reflecting beautifully off the polished white paint. I stepped close to him, trapping his body against the door, and looked up at him.

“Tyrese… I’m keeping it completely real with you. I ain't had fun like this in years,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion as I reached up to stroke his soft beard. “For real, though. Thank you so much for tonight.”

He looked down at me, his bedroom eyes turning incredibly dark, intense, and filled with a sudden, boiling-hot sexual hunger. “You deserve to feel like this every single day of your life, Jazmine. You a prize. Fuck all that talking—come home with me tonight, ma. My penthouse. I need you inside my bed right now. I need to claim all this meat.”

My breath hitched in my throat, a heavy wave of pure lust crashing straight down into my pelvis. I didn't even hesitate for a split second. “Let’s go.”

Before I could even unlock the car door, Tyrese surprised the hell out of me. He reached down, scooped his massive arms beneath my thighs and my back, and lifted my thick, tall, plump-ass and heavy frame clean off the concrete ground, carrying me effortlessly like I weighed absolutely nothing to him. I let out a loud gasp, laughing and clutching onto my massive white teddy bear in one arm while wrapping my other arm tight around his neck. I felt like a whole Disney princess and a total, desperate slut at the exact same damn time.

***

His penthouse apartment downtown was absolutely nice as hell. It was a massive, open-concept luxury loft with floor-to-ceiling glass windows that looked out over the Orlando skyline, a high-end designer living room, and a massive, professional chef’s kitchen that instantly made me incredibly jealous. But the second he guided my hand back into his master bedroom, my mouth completely dropped open.

Standing right in the center of the massive room was a giant, custom-built, California king-sized waterbed, framed in rich mahogany wood with silk black sheets. It looked like pure, high-end luxury.

“A whole waterbed? Okay, Mr. Boujee, I see you,” I teased, walking over and setting my massive white teddy bear carefully in the corner armchair.

Tyrese stepped up right behind me, his massive chest pressing hard against my back. His tatted arms wound tightly around my waist, pulling my big yellow-dressed ass back against his rock-hard groin, and he began burying his face into the crook of my neck, leaving a trail of wet, sucking kisses that made my knees shake. “Oh, you think it’s just for show, ma? Just you wait until you feel how this mattress moves and sloshes around when I’m drilling you deep from the back on top of it. It’s a whole different experience.”

He spun my thick body around in his arms, and the playfulness completely vanished, replaced by a wild, frantic, desperate passion. We started kissing heavily, our tongues fighting, our hands scrambling to rip the clothes off each other's bodies. My yellow sundress was unzipped and slid straight down my wide hips, hitting the carpet in a puddle. Tyrese ripped his black silk shirt open, buttons flying, and kicked his designer jeans across the room. Within thirty seconds, we were both completely naked, our bare skin pressing together in the dark room.

He lifted me up and laid my thick, voluptuous body down onto that silk-covered waterbed. The second my weight hit the mattress, the bed let out a soft sloshing sound, shifting and moving fluidly beneath my ass and back, creating a rolling wave of pure luxury that instantly had me moaning out loud before he even touched me.

Tyrese climbed onto the bed, hovering over me like a beast. He began kissing his way down my entire body—pressing heavy, wet kisses onto my neck, sucking hungrily on my heavy double-D breasts until I was screaming, tracing his tongue down over my soft, plump belly, and biting gently on the thick meat of my wide hips. He reached down, grabbed my thick thighs, and forcefully spread them as wide as they could possibly go, pinning my knees back toward my chest.

“Let me taste this beautiful-ass pussy first, ma. I need a snack before the main course,” he growled.

He dove his face straight between my legs like a starving man who hadn't eaten a meal in a whole lifetime. His warm tongue began taking long, heavy, soaking-wet stripes straight up my pussy-slit, sucking on my swollen clit like it was a lifeline. He reached his tatted hand up, sliding two thick, heavy fingers straight inside my tight, dripping-wet hole, pumping them deep inside me. I was creaming all over his face so fast it was crazy, my wide hips grinding uncontrollably against his thick beard as the waterbed sloshed and rolled beneath us, amplifying every single movement.

“Fuck, Tyrese—eat that pussy, baby! Yes! Oh my god!” I screamed, my fingers digging deep into the silk pillows.

While his tongue was destroying my clit, I suddenly felt the heavy, thick tip of his index finger slide lower, leaving a trail of slick pussy juice down across my perineum, before it began slowly circling around the very edge of my tight, sensitive asshole.

My whole body instantly tensed up, my eyes widening in the dark. “Tyrese… hold up, baby…” I gasped out, a sudden rush of nervous, kinky adrenaline hitting my system.

“Relax, Jazmine. Ssshh, I got you, ma,” he murmured against my wet lips, lifting his head up just enough to look at me, his eyes completely dark with pure, unfiltered filth. “Trust your man. You clean, you soft, you smelling like pure vanilla. Let me open this fat ass up for you.”

He pushed the very tip of his thick finger straight into my tight ring, while his tongue immediately went back to aggressively sucking on my clit. Honey, the contrast of that thick finger stretching my asshole while his mouth worked my pussy sent a wave of pleasure through my body that was so completely crazy I started crying out.

“Oh shit… Tyrese… that feels so completely nasty… please don't stop,” I begged, my voice cracking.

He started fingering my ass slow, sliding one, then two thick fingers deep inside my tight rim, stretching the muscles out while his tongue kept tongue-fucking my wet pussy hole until I hit a massive, violent climax. My thighs violently shook around his head, my juices completely soaking his beard as I came so hard my back arched entirely off the waterbed, the mattress sloshing violently beneath us.

I was panting for air, completely overwhelmed, but I was entirely thirsty for his dick now. I reached down, grabbed his massive shoulders, and forcefully flipped his tatted body over onto his back, climbing on top of him. His tatted chocolate cock was standing straight up against his belly, completely rock-hard, heavily veined, and dripping with his clear pre-cum. I leaned my body down, took that massive head straight into my mouth, and began sucking him sloppy. I was deepthroating him, taking his thickness all the way down until I was gagging, spit dripping down his shaft and coating his heavy balls. I took his balls into my mouth, sucking on them gently while my hand stroked his length at a rapid pace.

“Damn, Jazmine… ugh, shit, ma,” Tyrese groaned out loud, his hands grabbing the mattress tightly as his hips twitched forward. “You suck dick so damn good, girl. You a certified nasty-ass bitch, I swear to God.”

I pulled my mouth off his shaft with a loud, wet popping sound, looking straight up into his dark eyes, my own eyes completely watery and wild. “Tyrese… you gonna fuck my ass tonight, ain't you? You trying to stretch a girl out.”

He let out a wicked, deep grin, reaching up to grab my jaw, pulling my face down to whisper right against my lips, his hot breath smelling like sex. “Hell yeah, I am, ma. I’m fucking that big, juicy, fat-ass booty tonight. I been thinking about stretching this tight asshole open since the day I met you. I’m taking all of it.”

“Dayum, Tyrese… your dick is way too big to fit back there,” I said, half genuinely worried about the sheer size of him, but half entirely excited, biting my lip as a fresh wave of heat hit my core. “You gonna split me in half.”

“It’s gonna fit perfectly, girl. Trust your boyfriend,” he growled, reaching over to his bedside drawer and pulling out a massive, professional bottle of high-end silicone lube. “Get on all fours for me right now, Jazmine. Arch that big ass up high to the sky.”

I shifted my weight on the black silk sheets, dropping down onto my hands and knees right in the center of that California king waterbed. I pushed my big apple ass as high into the air as it could possibly go, arching my lower back so deep it formed a perfect curve. Tyrese poured a massive, freezing-cold puddle of lube straight onto my tight asshole, the slick liquid running down into my pussy. He used his large palms to rub the lube deep into my skin, working one, then two, and finally three thick fingers deep inside my rim, massaging the muscles, stretching me out slow and deliberate.

“Relax, beautiful… just breathe for me. Don't fight it,” he whispered huskily behind me, his big chest pressing down against my back. “This ass is so damn fat and pretty, Jazmine. I’ve been craving this exact view.”

He pulled his fingers out, and I felt the scorching-hot, massive, blunt head of his tatted dick press directly against my tight, lubed-up ring. I let out a loud, dramatic moan as he slowly began to push his weight forward, forcing his way inside me, inch by excruciating inch. The sheer size of him stretched my asshole wider than I had ever felt in my entire life, a sharp, burning heat instantly turning into a crazy, intense, mind-melting wave of pleasure as his thickness fully penetrated me, entering all the way until his heavy balls were slapping hard against my wet pussy lips.

“Fuuuuck, Tyrese! Oh my god! It is so damn deep inside my ass!” I screamed out, my fingers gripping the silk sheets until my knuckles turned white. “Oh my god, you filling my whole stomach up!”

He paused for a quick second to let my body adjust, and then he started stroking. He went slow at first, pulling almost all the way out before plunging deep back inside, and honey, that waterbed made every single thrust feel like waves crashing in the ocean. The motion of the water mattress amplified the depth, sending his dick hitting spots I didn't even know existed. The sounds in the bedroom were completely filthy—the loud, squelching sound of the silicone lube, the heavy slap of his balls against my skin, and my loud, unbothered hoarse moans completely filling the penthouse.

“This tight-ass booty is gripping my whole dick so crazy… shit, Jazmine,” he growled out, sweat dripping off his bald head onto my bare shoulder blades. “Throw that fat ass back on this cock, ma! Work it!”

I lost all my legal senses. I started pushing my hips backward, twerking my big apple-shaped butt hard against his pelvis with every single thrust he made, matching his rhythm perfectly as the waterbed sloshed wildly beneath us. Tyrese reached his long arm around beneath my stomach, his fingers finding my swollen clit and rubbing it roughly, before he suddenly pulled his dick completely out of my asshole with a loud shuck sound, and immediately slammed his thickness straight into my dripping-wet pussy hole without a single second of warning.

I let out a piercing shriek, my pussy walls instantly gripping his shaft. He delivered five hard, rapid-fire paces into my vagina, before pulling out and slamming right back into my stretched-out asshole, switching between both of my holes like it was absolutely nothing to him.

“Pussy… and then ass… you completely nasty for a nigga, huh, Jazmine?” he gasped out, his chest heaving as he kept up the brutal, kinky rotation.

“Hell yeah! Both of these motherfucking holes belong to you tonight, daddy!” I screamed out, entirely out of my mind with pleasure. “Take all of it! Destroy me!”

He fucked my pussy hard for another full minute, then pulled out and slammed back into my ass, going faster and harder, his thrusts becoming completely wild. The waterbed was sloshing so loud it sounded like a storm. My internal muscles were violently contracting, and I hit another massive, screaming orgasm with his thick dick buried deep inside my asshole, my juices gushing out everywhere.

“I love this nasty-ass shit!” Tyrese groaned out, his jaw clenching. “I love how you taking this big-ass dick everywhere, ma!”

Before I could even catch my breath, he grabbed my waist and flipped our positions entirely. Now, I was riding him reverse cowgirl, my back facing his chest as I sat down on his thick dick, taking him deep inside my stretched-out asshole. I started bouncing up and down on him like a wild animal, my heavy double-D titties jiggling wildly, my fat ass clapping incredibly loud against his tatted thighs with every single drop. Tyrese reached up with his massive palms, repeatedly slapping my butt cheeks until they were completely red, talking the filthiest, most explicit hood shit right into my spine.

“Yeah, ride that big dick, Jazmine! Fuck me with that big-ass, plump booty! You absolutely love getting your asshole stretched wide open by a real nigga, don't you? Tell me the truth, ma!”

“Yes, daddy! Fuck my ass! Stretch it open! This asshole belongs to you!” I screamed out, my head tossing back against his shoulder as I bounced on his wood until my thighs were burning like pure fire.

He suddenly grabbed my waist, flipped me completely over onto my back, hoisted my thick legs all the way up onto his broad shoulders, and began drilling my ass deep from the top. The eye-contact between us was so intense it felt like our souls were literally fusing together. He kept his dark eyes locked dead onto mine, watching my face contort in pure, raw pleasure. He switched his dick back into my soaking-wet pussy one final time, pounding me completely senseless, before pulling out and driving his length back into my burning asshole for the grand finale.

“I’m finna cum deep inside this beautiful ass, baby!” he growled out, his pace turning into a terrifying, rapid-fire speed, his muscles straining to the max.

“Do it! Flush my whole ass out, Tyrese! Fill me up!” I screamed, the tears finally flowing freely down my cheeks from the sheer intensity of the lovemaking. In the heat of the moment, with my heart hammering and my soul completely exposed, the words just slipped straight out of my mouth before I could stop them. “I love you, Tyrese West! Fuck, I love you so damn much!”

I meant every single syllable of it. Tyrese’s eyes widened, a sudden, powerful wave of emotion washing over his face. He delivered three more deep, bone-crushing, desperate thrusts into my tight asshole, and then he let out a loud, primal, echoing roar that sounded like a lion. He buried his dick all the way inside me, his balls tight against my skin, and exploded. Massive, thick, boiling-hot ropes of his nut flooded deep inside my stretched-out asshole, filling me completely up. At the exact same time, my pussy walls convulsed in another violent climax, gushing fluid all over the silk sheets as the waterbed gently rocked our shaking bodies.

***

He collapsed his massive, heavy frame completely on top of me, his heart slamming against my breastbone, his tatted arms wrapping around my waist. He didn't immediately pull out; he stayed buried deep inside my ass, keeping us connected as our breathing slowly started to slow down. He leaned up, pressing a million soft, sweet, deeply passionate kisses onto my wet eyelids, my nose, my hot cheeks, and finally capturing my lips in a beautiful, gentle kiss.

“I love you too, Jazmine Clarissa,” he whispered into my mouth, his deep voice completely thick with a heavy, raw emotion that had nothing to do with sex. “For real, ma. I ain't playing with you. This right here… this ain't just about the sex. You got my whole heart, girl. I’m locked in with you.”

Fresh tears pricked my eyes as the waterbed beneath us gently sloshed and rocked us to sleep like a cradle. He slowly, carefully slid his dick out of my backside, and a thick mixture of lube and his warm white nut leaked out of my stretched hole onto the black sheets. He didn't care about the mess; he just pulled my thick body tight into his chest, pulling the heavy duvet cover up over our shoulders, spooning me from behind. His massive hand came down to tenderly stroke my lower back, occasionally resting on my sore ass with a sweet, protective warmth.

“I ain't never letting you go, beautiful,” he murmured softly into my hair as the lights of downtown Orlando sparkled outside our window. “We building something real out here. I got you.”

I smiled in the dark, my heart feeling completely full, my body entirely satisfied, and my spirit finally at peace. “Good. Cause I’m staying right here by your side, chef.”

The night ended with us whispering sweet, silly nothings to each other, laughing about his high-pitched scream at the haunted house clown, planning a million more official dates, and falling deep into a peaceful sleep wrapped up in each other's flesh—two completely lonely, tired-ass souls who had finally found their way home.
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