

Eyes For You: A Steamy and Instalove BWWM Interracial Romance

Jsovirall

The Erotica Asylum


Copyright © 2026 Jsovirall

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

EPILOGUE


CHAPTER 1




Tesha’s POV:




The heat in Brooklyn during the late spring didn't just sit on the pavement; it pulsed. It got right down into the brick of the brownstones, mixed up with the exhaust from the B44 bus, the smell of coco bread baking down the block, and the bass line rattling the trunk of every third Maxima riding down Fulton Street. Fridays at Tesha’s Crown were always a beautiful kind of chaos, but today? Today the energy was hitting a whole different level.

I was dead in my zone. My hips were swaying side to side, rhythmic and heavy, catching the vibe of the room like the music was pumping directly through my veins instead of just the Bluetooth speakers mounted up near the ceiling. Usher’s “Yeah!” was bouncing off the mirrors, that old-school, mid-2000s club energy making everybody in the shop nod their heads. I had my shears in my right hand, clipping the dead ends off Mrs. Thompson’s fresh press and curl with the kind of precision you only get after twenty years of handling the iron.

I took pride in my work, but truth be told, I took just as much pride in the woman looking back at me in that big-ass oval mirror. I’m forty years old, but if you look up "bad as hell" in the dictionary, you’re gonna see my picture right there next to the definition. God took His sweet-ass time when He was putting this frame together, and I thank Him for it every morning in the mirror. I’m wrapped in smooth, rich brown skin that stays glowing because I mind my business and hydrate. I’ve got full, heavy breasts that sit just right in an off-the-shoulder black top, thick-ass thighs that have a mind of their own when I walk, and wide hips that fill out a pair of high-waisted Fashion Nova jeans like they were sprayed on. My arms and my collarbone are decorated in ink—roses, scripted quotes about strength, a little crown right below my throat—and my hands are thick, capable, and blessed with the touch.

“Girl, you better stop playing with me right now,” I laughed, tossing my head back as I adjusted the black cape around Mrs. Thompson’s neck. I was looking over at Keisha, who was two chairs down, currently wrestling with a head of thick, natural hair that needed a whole lot of prayer and some deep conditioner. “You are lying to my face in my own establishment. You really sat up there and let Tyrone take your fine ass to Red Lobster again? After that man ghosted your text messages for three whole weeks? Keisha, please. That is hood Hall of Fame level delusion. They’re gonna put your picture in the rafters right next to the jerseys.”

Keisha cracked up, nearly dropping her rat-tail comb. She grabbed a section of her client’s hair and twisted it with a dramatic sigh. “Tesha, shut your big-mouth up! Listen, the man knows my exact weakness. He knows I love them damn cheddar biscuits! I got weak, okay? When he texted me saying he was outside with a hot dozen in the passenger seat, my pride just evaporated. It went right out the window.”

From the front desk, Monique was cackling so loud she had to hold her stomach, her long acrylic nails tapping against the laminate counter while she pretended to look at the appointment book. “Y’all are absolutely wild in here today. But real talk, Keisha, you need your head examined. Cheddar biscuits? For three weeks of silence? Cheap-ass behavior.” Monique shifted her weight, leaning her elbows on the desk, her eyes shifting over to me with that wicked little glint she gets when she’s about to turn the tables. “But since we talking about people’s tragic love lives… Tesha, when are you gon’ let somebody actually take you out? Let’s talk about that. It’s been a whole entire year since you kicked Derrick’s dusty, broke ass straight to the curb. That man is probably still crying into a pillow in his mama’s basement over in Flatbush.”

I rolled my eyes so hard I thought I was gonna see the back of my own brain. I reached for the oil sheen, shaking the can vigorously before spraying a light, misty cloud over Mrs. Thompson’s flawless, bouncy curls. The clean, sweet scent of coconut and holding spray filled the air.

“Please,” I said, sucking my teeth with a loud choops. “I don’t need no man in my life right now to validate a damn thing. Look around you. I got my salon, I got my financial peace, I got my damn health, and I got a whole drawer full of high-grade toys at home that don’t talk back, don’t ask me what’s for dinner, and don’t need to borrow twenty dollars for gas. Dick is a want, girls. It is absolutely not a need… but Lord knows, damn if I ain’t been needing one bad lately. A real bad one.”

The whole salon went up. Keisha let out a loud shriek, dropping her head onto her client’s shoulder, while the client herself started shaking with laughter. Monique was slapping the front desk like it owed her money.

Even Mrs. Thompson—this sweet, dignified older church lady who’d been coming to me since I was doing hair out of my kitchen on Bedford Avenue—just shook her head, a beautiful, crinkly smile spreading across her face as she looked at me through the glass. “Tesha, you are truly something else, chile,” she chuckled, her voice like warm honey. “A whole handful. But you know what? You deserve somebody good. Somebody who sees that beautiful light you got inside you and actually knows what to do with it.”

I leaned down, catching her eye in the reflection, and gave her a slow, deliberate wink that made my deep dimples pop. “I hear you loud and clear, Miss Thompson. I really do. But these Brooklyn niggas out here nowadays? Honey, they are a project. They’re either completely broke, playing high school games at thirty-five, or they got three baby mamas and a permanent situationship they can’t get out of. I’m forty, Miss Thompson. My tolerance for the bullshit is at an absolute zero. I’m good on all of it.”

Right as the words left my mouth, the little brass bell above the front door chimed.

I kept humming along to the tail end of the Usher track, turning around to grab a clean towel to wipe down my shears, expecting it to be one of the regulars or maybe the mailman bringing the package of lace-fronts I’d been waiting on.

It wasn’t the mailman.

My eyes locked onto the doorway, and for a second, my brain completely misfired. Walking through the door was this tall, ridiculously fine-ass white man. He didn’t just walk in, either; he rolled right up to the threshold on a well-worn wooden skateboard, bringing it to a smooth, practiced halt before kicking the tail down so the board flipped right up into his massive hand. It was smooth as hell, like he’d done it a million times on the sidewalks of New York, completely unbothered by the chaos of Fulton Street.

He had this effortless, casual-handsome thing going on that made my throat instantly dry. His hair was this sun-kissed, messy blonde color, looking like he’d just run his fingers through it after riding against the Brooklyn breeze. But it was his eyes that caught me off guard—bright, piercing blue, like deep ocean water when the sun hits it just right. He had a strong, defined jawline with just a hint of rough blonde stubble, a relaxed smile playing at the corners of his lips, and a heavy leather camera bag slung across his broad shoulder like it was just a part of his body. The man looked like a walking, talking editorial spread. Photographer vibes written all over him.

But what really caught my eye—what made my heart do a strange, heavy thump against my ribs—was the little girl trailing just a half-step behind him. She looked about ten or eleven years old, skinny, quiet as a church mouse, and she was clutching his large hand like he was her absolute anchor in the world. She had the exact same blonde hair, pulled back into a messy, flyaway ponytail, but her eyes were cast straight down at her sneakers, looking shy enough to dissolve right into the floorboards.

The man stepped fully into the salon, scanning the space with those sharp blue eyes. I watched his gaze take in the bright pink accent walls, the glittering chandeliers, the rows of hair products, and the three black women currently staring at him like he’d just dropped down from Mars. He didn't look uncomfortable, though. He looked intrigued, his eyes lingering on the artwork I had hanging up near the dryer stations.

“Uh, hi,” he said. His voice was deep, warm, with this subtle, husky undertone and just a faint hint of a New York edge—not the thick outer-borough accent, but that cool, grounded tone that meant he’d been navigating these streets for a long-ass time. “Is this Tesha’s Crown? I called a couple of hours ago about getting my niece’s hair done. The woman on the phone said to just swing on by as a walk-in if we could make it before four.”

I felt something physical shift right in the center of my chest. It was instant. It was completely stupid. But it was real as hell. My heart did a tiny, violent flip-flop that I hadn’t felt in longer than I cared to admit. I stood there for a split second, my hand still holding Mrs. Thompson’s towel, my mind screaming: Oh, okay. So white boy is fine-fine. God really out here playing favorites today.

I had to take a quick, silent breath to gather myself. Calm your ass down, Tesha. You are a professional.

“Yeah, that’s me,” I said, stepping out from behind my station. I set the shears down on the tray and wiped my palms down the front of my black stylist apron, smoothing out the fabric over my hips. I turned the charm all the way up, flashing him my signature, high-energy, bubbly smile—the one that showed off all my white teeth and made my dimples dig deep into my cheeks. “I’m Tesha. Come on in, family, we got you covered. Don’t be standing by the door like you’re scared of us.” I looked past his broad frame, softening my eyes as I focused on the little girl hiding behind his thigh. “What’s her name, baby?”

The little girl peeked up from under her bangs, her big blue eyes wide and blinking. Now, I’ve been in this game a long time, and I know how it goes. Most white kids—hell, most kids who aren't from the neighborhood—get incredibly nervous when they walk into a Black-owned beauty salon for the first time. It’s loud. The music is bumping, there’s the intense smell of burning hair oil and chemical relaxers, and you got a bunch of loud, expressive black women talking with their hands. It can be a lot for a child. But this little girl didn't shrink back. She actually took a tiny step out from behind her uncle’s leg, her gaze wandering over to my tatted collarbone, then up to my face, looking more curious than anything else.

“Amanda,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of Usher fading out into a Mary J. Blige track.

“Well, Miss Amanda, you are absolutely too cute for your own good,” I said, my voice dropping into that warm, maternal coo I use to make the little ones feel safe. “Come on over here and sit right down in my chair, sugar. I’m all finished up with my lady.”

Mrs. Thompson was already gathering her purse, smiling sweetly at the duo as she stood up. She reached over, giving my arm a tight, affectionate squeeze before handing me her cash. “You did me right as always, Tesha. Hair feels like silk. You girls have a blessed weekend, hear?” She nodded at the man with a polite, old-school Brooklyn elegance. “Young man.”

“Thank you, ma’am. Have a good evening,” he said, stepping aside courteously to let her pass.

Once the door closed behind Mrs. Thompson, he turned his full attention back to me. He walked over to my station, helping Amanda climb up into the big hydraulic styling chair. I noticed his hands right away—they were large, capable, with clean nails and the veins showing slightly through the backs of his hands and up his forearms. Artist hands. The kind of hands that looked like they knew exactly how to handle delicate equipment—or a woman’s body. I caught myself staring at the way the muscles in his forearms flexed as he lifted the little girl, and I had to mentally slap myself across the face to snap out of it.

“She’s usually really, really shy,” he said, stepping back and leaning his hip against the long marble counter. He crossed his arms over his chest, those deep blue eyes locking dead onto mine like I was the only damn person in the entire room. The intensity of it made a sudden spike of heat shoot straight down into my belly. “She doesn't really talk to strangers much at all. But she saw some of the pictures of your work on Instagram earlier today, and she got so excited. She pointed right at one of the feed-in braid styles and said the braids looked cool. I told her if she wanted them, we’d come find the master.”

Amanda nodded her head, her little shoulders relaxing as she looked at her reflection in my big mirror. A tiny, genuine smile broke across her face. “I liked the little pink and gold beads you put on the ends of the other girl’s hair in the picture. They looked like a princess.”

My heart didn't just melt; it completely liquefied. I couldn't help it. I love kids, and seeing this little girl try to find her confidence was everything to me. I crouched down right next to the chair so I was at her eye level, my thick thighs straining tight against the denim of my jeans, the ink on my cleavage flashing just a little bit beneath my top. I reached out, gently touching the tip of her little nose with my index finger.

“You want beads, baby girl? Oh, we can absolutely do that for you,” I said, my voice full of excitement. “We got every color in the rainbow back there in the supply closet. What colors are you really feeling today? You want to stick to the pink and gold? Or we can mix some purple in there? Some clear ones that sparkle when the sun hits them?”

“Pink and gold,” she said. This time, her voice wasn't a whisper. It was soft, but it was clear, and she was looking right into my eyes when she said it. She was talking. To me.

From across the room, I saw Jason’s eyebrows shoot clean up toward his hairline. He looked completely stunned.

Over at the next station, Keisha let out a low, appreciative whistle, shaking her head as she parted her client's hair. “Well, damn. Tesha got the magic touch today, y’all. That little girl didn't say two words when she first walked through that door, and now she’s picking out inventory. You better work, boss.”

Jason let out a laugh—a rich, easy, deep-chested sound that did something thoroughly dangerous to my insides. It was a confident laugh, the kind that filled up a room without trying. “No kidding,” he said, shaking his head as he looked at his niece, then shifted that heavy, blue-eyed gaze back to me. “Usually, I have to bribe her with ice cream just to get her to open up to a doctor or a teacher. You must be someone really special, Tesha.”

The way he said my name—slow, deliberate, like his tongue was taking its time with the syllables—sent a sudden, violent rush of heat straight through my veins. I felt my skin flush, a delicious warmth spreading up my neck and into my cheeks. I hadn't had a man look at me like that in a whole entire year. It wasn't just a look of appreciation; it was a look that felt heavy, intentional. Like he wanted to completely devour me, but he also wanted to learn every single chapter of my story at the exact same time.

I stood up straight, popping my left hip out and placing my hand right on it, giving him a playful, slow-motion once-over from his messy blonde hair down to his clean sneakers, letting him know I was looking right back.

“Special? Boy, you don’t even know the half of it,” I teased, my Brooklyn tonality coming out thick and dripping with attitude. “I’m the whole damn package around these parts. Bubbly, thick, tatted up, and I run this entire establishment like a real boss. You just got lucky today that your little niece here has immaculate taste in women.”

He grinned wide, those dreamy eyes sparkling with genuine humor. He didn't shrink back from my energy at all; he seemed to lean right into it.

“I’m definitely seeing that,” he said, extending a hand toward me. “I’m Jason, by the way. Jason Banks. Photographer. We were out skating around the neighborhood, just chasing the light and taking some street shots, and I figured we’d stop in. Brooklyn’s got the best energy in the city, but this block is something else.”

I took his hand, intending to give it a brief, professional shake, but the second his fingers wrapped around mine, a literal shock of electricity shot straight up my arm. His hand was warm, slightly calloused, and firm. Our eyes locked, and neither one of us let go for a beat too long.

“Skateboard and all, huh, Jason?” I pulled my hand back slowly, turning my attention to Amanda’s hair as I picked up my rat-tail comb to start parting. Her hair texture was fine, straight, and soft—completely different from what I usually work on, but hair is hair, and I know exactly how to tension it so it stays neat without hurting her scalp. “You out here on Fulton Street trying to be all young and hip, white boy? You gotta be careful out here. Brooklyn’ll eat you alive if you don't know what you're doing.”

He chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck with his free hand, looking a little boyish and incredibly charming. “I’m trying my absolute best to survive. Amanda’s my sister’s kid. She’s staying with me in my loft for the summer while her mom is working some crazy, round-the-clock hours back in Chicago. I figured I’d show her around the city, let her experience the culture, have some actual fun. She doesn't really vibe with a lot of people—she’s had a rough year with the transition—but you… the second she saw your face, she just lit up.”

Amanda was already completely relaxing into the chair, her little legs dangling and swinging back and forth. She started telling me all about her favorite cartoons and how she loved to draw, her shy demeanor melting away under the steady rhythm of my hands. I kept the conversation flowing with her, making crazy funny faces in the mirror and adding extra flair to my descriptions of how beautiful her hair was gonna look, making her giggle until her little shoulders shook.

But the whole time I was talking to Amanda, I could feel Jason’s eyes on me. They were heavy. Appreciative. Deliberate. Every time I shifted my weight, every time my hips swayed to the music, every time I leaned over to grab a fresh pack of braiding hair, his gaze followed the movement. It felt like he was framing me in his mind, capturing me through some imaginary lens.

“Tesha, do you have kids of your own?” he asked after a little while, his voice casual but his eyes telling me he was genuinely invested in the answer.

“Nah. Never had any of my own,” I said, parting a neat section of Amanda’s hair and beginning the first delicate braid. “I was entirely focused on building this little empire right here.” I nodded around at the salon, pride swelling in my chest. “But don’t get it twisted—I got a whole army of nieces, nephews, and godchildren running wild all over Brooklyn. I spoil them absolutely rotten and then send them right back to their mamas when they start acting up. What about you? You out here married? You got some baby mama drama I need to know about?”

He shook his head quickly, a small, self-deprecating smile on his face. “No. Single. Divorced about three years ago now. No kids of my own, unfortunately. Just out here trying to be the cool uncle for the summer. My photography keeps me moving—I do a lot of weddings to pay the bills, some street photography for my soul, and a little bit of editorial work here and there. I just… I love capturing real, unscripted moments. People being entirely themselves.”

There was something deep and heavy in the way he said that. It wasn't some corny line he picked up in a bar. He looked at me when he said it, and I could tell he meant it from the soul. He saw beauty in the everyday, mundane things. I liked that about him instantly. My ex, Derrick, never saw beyond the surface of things. He looked at my body like it was an asset he owned, something to show off, but he never actually saw me. This man? Jason looked at me like I was a gallery piece. Like I was art.

We kept talking as the clock ticked down, the vibe in the salon getting warmer and warmer. The girls in the shop were completely useless at this point. Keisha and Monique kept throwing me wild glances in the mirror, smirking and raising their eyebrows. At one point, Jason turned around to look at a frame on the wall, and Keisha instantly caught my eye, furiously mouthing the words: “Girl, he is fine as hell! Look at that back!” I had to bite the inside of my lip so hard I tasted copper just to keep from laughing out loud.

“You always this bubbly, Tesha?” Jason asked, stepping a little bit closer to the station now, his arms resting on the back of an empty chair so he could watch me weave the bright pink and gold plastic beads onto the ends of Amanda’s braids.

As he moved closer, his cologne hit me like a physical wave. It was clean, slightly woody, with a hint of dark amber and expensive leather. It was thoroughly masculine, and it made my thighs instantly clench together under my jeans. My breathing hitched for a microsecond.

“Every single day of the week, baby,” I said, looking up from Amanda’s head to meet his gaze directly. “Life is way too short and way too complicated to be walking around looking mean and miserable. I laugh loud, I love hard, and I dance like absolutely nobody is watching me. That’s just who I am. What about you, Mr. Photographer? You seem like the deep, quiet, mysterious type until you start shooting your shot.”

He let out another laugh, his eyes dropping down to my lips for a long, heavy second before traveling back up to meet my gaze. The heat in his eyes was unmistakable now. “Guilty as charged,” he murmured, his voice dropping an octave, sounding intimate despite the music still playing in the background. “But when I see something that is absolutely worth shooting my shot for… I don't miss, Tesha.”

Jesus Christ. The heat in his voice had my whole body reacting. My heart was thumping against my ribs like a trapped bird. A whole year with no action—just me, my lonely thoughts, and the high-powered rose toy in my nightstand drawer—and this blonde white boy was standing in my shop making me feel like I was melting from the inside out. He had a serious presence to him. He wasn't loud, he wasn't aggressive, but he filled up the space with this calm, masculine confidence that was completely intoxicating. I couldn't help but wonder if he was packing that same kind of weight in other departments. Lord, Tesha, get your nasty mind together. There is a child in the chair.

I finished up the last braid, snapping the final gold bead into place with a satisfying click. Amanda looked up, and when she saw her reflection in the mirror, her entire face transformed. She looked like a little princess. Her hair was neatly parted into beautiful, delicate braids that fell perfectly around her shoulders, the pink and gold beads clinking together musically whenever she moved her head.

Before I could even step back, she scrambled down from the hydraulic chair, threw her little arms around my waist, and hugged me tight. It caught me completely off guard. Most kids are hesitant, but she buried her face right into my stomach.

“Thank you, Miss Tesha,” she whispered against my shirt, her voice thick with emotion. “You’re really, really nice. I love it so much.”

I wrapped my arms around her, my heart swelling up until it felt too big for my chest. I hugged her back, giving her a gentle squeeze before patting her shoulder. “Anytime, baby girl. You are absolutely beautiful, you know that? You come back and see Miss Tesha whenever you’re in Brooklyn, okay? This is your spot now.”

Jason was standing there watching us, and for a second, I swear I saw his eyes soften up so much they looked misty. He reached into his pocket, pulling out his wallet, and handed me the cash for the style along with a tip that was damn near double the price of the hair service itself.

“Jason, this is too much,” I said, looking at the bills in my hand.

“It’s exactly the right amount,” he said, his voice firm. He hesitated by the door, his skateboard tucked under his left arm. Amanda was already outside, standing on the sidewalk, happily shaking her head back and forth to hear the beads click together in the afternoon sun.

Jason took a half-step back toward the counter, his voice dropping low so the girls at the desk couldn't hear him as clearly. “Hey, Tesha… I know this is random as hell, and we just met, but… are you free later tonight? There’s this new photography and street art exhibit opening up at a small gallery over in Bushwick that I was planning on checking out. I was thinking… maybe you’d want to come with me? Or we could just grab some dinner. Or both. There’s absolutely no pressure, but I’d really love to keep talking to you.”

I raised an eyebrow, sliding my hand right back onto my hip, my heart racing a mile a minute. Instalove? No, I don’t believe in that movie-script bullshit. But a spark? A real, undeniable, electric attraction? It was right there, hanging heavy in the air between us.

“You are asking me out already, Jason Banks? On a first meeting, right in front of my employees?” I teased, a slow, sensual smile spreading across my lips. “Bold move, white boy. Very bold.”

He shrugged his broad shoulders, that charming, crooked smile spreading across his handsome face. “When the vibe hits this hard, Tesha? Yeah. You gotta be bold. You’re beautiful, you’re funny, you’re incredibly talented… and Amanda doesn't vibe with anybody like that. That means something to me. Plus, if I’m being completely honest, I haven't been able to stop looking at you since I walked through that door.”

Behind me, the salon was completely falling apart. Monique was fake-fanning herself with a client magazine, making silent choking noises, while Keisha was biting her knuckles to keep from screaming.

I bit my lower lip, feeling that deep, sensual pull vibrating right between my thighs. My body was waking up in a way it hadn't in centuries. “Alright, Mr. Photographer. You got me intrigued. The gallery sounds real cute. But let’s get one thing straight right now—I pick the food after. None of that tiny, bougie, expensive-ass food that leaves me hungry twenty minutes later. I’m a thick girl, Jason. I need flavor, and I need real portions.”

He grinned wide, his teeth bright against his stubble. “Deal. I’ll pick you up at seven? Text me your number so I can send you the details?”

I took his phone when he handed it to me, our fingers brushing against each other as I grabbed the device. A literal jolt of heat shot straight up my arm. Straight fire. I quickly typed my number in, saved it under my name with a crown emoji, and handed it back.

As he walked out the door, skateboard under his arm, Amanda waving at me through the glass, I leaned my back against the marble counter and let out a long, heavy breath, fanning my face with my hand.

“Whew, chile,” Keisha said, walking over and leaning against my chair. “That man was staring at you like you were a three-course meal and he hadn't eaten in a whole month. You really going out with him, Tesha?”

I smiled, a deep, warm feeling settling into my spirit—something I hadn't felt in forever. Hope, excitement, and a whole lot of straight-up lust. “Yeah, girl. I’m going. It’s been way too long since a man made me feel that flash just by looking at me. He’s fine, he’s respectful, he loves his niece, and he’s got a skateboard? I’m all the way in.”

The rest of the afternoon flew by in a complete blur of clients, loud laughter, and me constantly replaying every single word he said in my head. His deep blue eyes. The way he actually listened when I spoke. The way his niece opened up to me like we were family. By the time closing time rolled around, I was in my private office in the back of the shop, touching up my lip gloss and my mascara, my heart thumping hard against my chest. This wasn't just a regular date. Something deep down in my soul told me this was gonna be different. Jason Banks had walked into my hood salon on a skateboard and completely flipped my whole entire world upside down.

I couldn't wait to see where the night was gonna take us.

***

By the time seven o’clock rolled around, the Brooklyn air had cooled down just enough to feel delicious against my skin. I stood inside the foyer of my brownstone, taking one last look at myself in the full-length mirror, and honey, I was not apologizing to a single soul for what I was about to do to this man’s blood pressure.

I had chosen a crimson-red, ribbed knit dress that clung to every single curve of my body like a second skin. It had a deep sweetheart neckline that showed off the fullness of my breasts and gave a perfect view of the rose tattoo trailing down into my cleavage, and the hemline hit just right at the knee, showing off my smooth, thick calves. I paired it with a set of four-inch black strappy heels that made my calves look tight and my ass sit even higher than usual. My hair was styled into a high, voluminous, curly ponytail that cascaded down, and my hoop earrings were big enough to pass a fist through. I looked like a million dollars in cash.

Right on time, a sleek, midnight-black Jeep Wrangler pulled up to the curb outside. The engine idled with a deep, low rumble. The door swung open, and Jason stepped out.

If I thought he looked good in the salon, he looked absolutely devastating right now. He had changed into a dark navy, tailored button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing those thick, veiny forearms, and a pair of dark, well-fitting jeans that showed he definitely didn't skip leg day. His blonde hair was still perfectly messy, and when he caught sight of me walking down the brownstone steps, his entire body froze.

He just stood there by the hood of his Jeep, his mouth slightly open, his blue eyes roaming down the entire length of my body, taking in the hips, the thighs, the chest, the heels. He looked like he’d just been hit by a stun gun.

“Damn, Tesha,” he breathed out as I reached the bottom step. His voice was husky, thick with immediate attraction. He stepped forward, opening the passenger door for me, his gaze still locked onto mine. “You look… absolutely incredible. Seriously. I don’t even know what to say.”

“You clean up real nice yourself, white boy,” I teased, stepping close to him as I climbed into the high seat of the Jeep. As I passed him, the scent of his cologne—that deep, woody amber—mixed with my vanilla perfume, creating this intoxicating, heavy cloud between us. I looked down at him from the seat, giving him a smoldering look. “But don’t go getting used to me dressing up like this so fast, Jason. Usually, after a long Friday at the shop, my ass is in oversized grey sweats, a silk bonnet, and some furry slides.”

He let out that rich laugh, closing my door gently before walking around to the driver’s side and sliding in behind the wheel. He started the engine, pulling out into the Brooklyn traffic, but before he even looked at the road, he glanced over at me with a look that made my stomach do a backflip.

“Tesha, I’d take you any way I can get you,” he murmured, his voice dead serious underneath the humor. “Sweats, bonnet, all of it. You’re beautiful.”

The drive over to Bushwick was pure electricity. The windows were rolled down, the warm night air blowing my hair around, and the sounds of the city filling the cabin. We talked the entire way—no awkward silences, no forced small talk. It felt like we had been doing this for years.

The gallery was a hidden gem, tucked away in a converted warehouse down a graffiti-lined side street. The vibe inside was pure New York—dim lighting, exposed brick walls, a diverse crowd of artists and locals, and massive, vibrant canvases filled with street art and raw, emotional photographic portraits that looked like they were breathing.

We walked close together through the crowd, so close that our arms brushed with every step we took. Every single time his bare forearm made contact with the skin of my arm, a violent shiver of pure lust shot straight up my spine. He was incredibly attentive, his large hand gently finding the small of my back to guide me through the crowded room. Every time his palm pressed against the fabric of my dress, right above the swell of my hips, my breath hitched and I felt a dangerous, throbbing ache start to bloom right between my thighs.

We stopped in front of a massive black-and-white portrait of an elderly woman sitting on a stoop in Harlem, her face lined with a lifetime of stories.

“This is incredible,” I whispered, leaning in closer to examine the detail.

Jason stepped up right behind me, his chest nearly pressing against my back. I could feel the heat radiating off his body. He leaned down, his lips so close to my ear that his warm breath tickled my neck, making my nipples instantly harden against my bra.

“Look at the way the photographer caught the light in her eyes,” Jason whispered, his voice low and raspy. “It’s not just a picture of an old woman. It’s a picture of resilience. You can see her whole youth, her whole heartbreak, and her whole strength right there in the reflection of her pupils. That’s what I try to do when I shoot. I want to capture the soul, not just the skin.”

I turned my head slowly, my face only inches from his. Our noses were almost touching. His blue eyes were burning into mine, full of an intense, raw passion that had nothing to do with the artwork on the wall and everything to do with the woman standing in front of him.

“You’re deep, Jason Banks,” I murmured, my voice dropping into a sultry, thick register. “I like a man who actually looks at things. Most men just glance and move on.”

“I’m not most men,” he said, his gaze dropping to my lips before rising back to my eyes. “And I’m definitely not moving on from you.”

***

After we finished at the gallery, my stomach started let me know it was time to eat. I guided Jason down to my favorite hole-in-the-wall Caribbean spot on Utica Avenue—a tiny, brightly lit storefront where the music was loud and the smell of pimento wood and Scotch bonnet peppers hit you from half a block away.

We grabbed our food to go—two massive styrofoam containers packed to the brim with succulent jerk chicken, rich rice and peas, cabbage, and sweet, fried plantains—and sat outside at one of the small metal tables on the sidewalk, the neon lights of the restaurant painting us in shades of green and gold.

I didn't hold back. I opened my container and dug right in, tearing a piece of the juicy, spice-rubbed chicken off the bone. I looked across the table at him, chewing happily. “Mmm. See? This is what I’m talking about, Jason. Flavor. If you had taken me to some bougie Manhattan spot where they serve you three leaves of lettuce and a drizzle of foam, I would’ve had to fight you.”

Jason laughed, completely unbothered, and took a massive bite of his own chicken. His eyes widened as the spice hit his tongue, and he let out a low groan of approval. “Oh my god. You weren't lying. This is hands down the best chicken I’ve ever had in my life. The heat is incredible.”

“Told you,” I said, picking up a sweet, caramelized plantain and holding it out toward him. “Here. Take a bite of this. It cuts the heat of the pepper.”

He leaned across the small table, his eyes locked dead onto mine, and closed his mouth around the plantain, taking it right from my fingers. His lips brushed against the tips of my fingers, a slow, deliberate movement that made a hot spike of desire shoot straight through my belly. He chewed slowly, his gaze never leaving my face.

“You know,” he said after swallowing, leaning his elbows on the table and looking at me with an intensity that made the rest of the street noise completely fade away. “I don’t do this, Tesha. I don’t meet a woman, completely lose my train of thought, and ask her out a few hours later. I’m usually the guy who takes his time, analyzes everything, stays in his lane. But from the exact second I walked into your salon today, watching you laugh with your girls, seeing the way you moved… something just clicked inside me. It was like a physical pull.”

I reached across the table, my long acrylic nail gently tracing a slow line over the back of his large, veiny hand. The skin-to-skin contact felt like fire. “Same here, Jason. It’s completely crazy, and it makes absolutely no sense, but I’m not gonna lie to you—I like it. I like it a lot. I’ve been needing somebody to walk into my life and actually make me feel alive again. You might be a whole lot of trouble, white boy.”

“The absolute best kind of trouble,” he murmured, his voice low, promising, and completely seductive. He flipped his hand over, wrapping his thick fingers tightly around mine, squeezing gently.

We sat outside for hours, talking about everything under the stars. We talked about my childhood growing up in Bed-Stuy, about how my mama passed away five years ago and how I used the last of her savings to build Tesha’s Crown from the ground up as a tribute to her. He listened to every word like it was gospel. He told me about his travels through Europe, about the painful divorce that had left him feeling hollow, and how taking care of Amanda this summer was finally bringing his joy back. The chemistry between us was so thick you could’ve cut it with a knife. It was a beautiful mix of deep, soulful connection and pure, unadulterated physical lust.

By the time he drove me back to my brownstone, the clock was creeping past midnight. The street was quiet, the lamps casting long shadows on the pavement. He killed the engine, turned in his seat, and looked at me.

He got out, walking around to my side to open my door. I stepped down from the Jeep, my heels clicking against the concrete, and stood close to him in the shadow of my stoop. The sexual tension was so heavy it felt like a physical weight pressing down on both of us.

Jason stepped into my personal space, his large hands coming up to gently cup both sides of my face. His palms were warm against my cheeks. His thumbs traced slow, soft circles over my cheekbones, his blue eyes searching my face in the dim light.

“Can I take you out again tomorrow, Tesha?” he asked, his voice rough, full of a deep, aching desire. “I want to take you to the movies. Something fun, something easy. And then… whatever happens after that, happens.”

I felt a shiver run through my entire body at the promise in his words. I bit my lower lip, my hands coming up to rest against his broad chest, feeling the heavy, steady thud of his heart beneath his shirt.

“Yeah, Jason. You can absolutely take me out tomorrow,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. “But I need you to know what you’re getting yourself into with a woman like me. I don’t play games. I don’t do half-ass situationships. Once I open my heart up to somebody, I go all the way in. I am a whole lot of woman to handle.”

He leaned down slowly, his face closing the distance between us until his lips were brushing right against the sensitive skin of my earlobe, his voice a dark, possessive growl that made my thighs completely soak through my underwear.

“Good,” Jason murmured, his lips pressing a soft, lingering kiss to my neck that made me gasp. “Because I want every single piece of you, Tesha. I can handle it.”

That night, as I lay awake in my king-sized bed, my body was humming like a live wire. My skin still felt like it was on fire from where his hands had touched me. A whole entire year of nothing, and this blonde white boy from outside the neighborhood had me completely soaked and losing my mind just from a conversation, a plate of jerk chicken, and a couple of touches.

Instalove? Maybe it was. Or maybe it was just two lonely, searching souls who finally found exactly what they needed in the middle of Brooklyn’s beautiful chaos.

Tomorrow afternoon couldn't come fast enough.


CHAPTER 2




Tesha’s POV:




The theater lobby off Flatbush Avenue was absolutely packed to the gills, looking less like a sterile movie house and more like a block party in Bed-Stuy on a sweltering Friday night when the fire hydrants are uncapped. The air smelled of burnt sugar, extra-butter popcorn, and the collective aroma of cocoa butter, expensive hair oils, and body mists. The energy was electric, vibrating right down into the scuffed linoleum floors as hundreds of people milled about, laughing, shouting across the room, and aggressively cutting each other in the concession line.

Me and Jason squeezed through the dense crowd, our shoulders glued together out of pure necessity. We had managed to secure a prime spot in the middle row of the main theater—the golden zone where you didn't have to crane your neck or stare at the side exits. We had a massive, grease-stained bucket of popcorn resting precariously on the armrest between our seats, but honestly, the snack was just an excuse for the real main event.

Every single time I reached my hand down into that cardboard bucket, my fingers would purposefully brush against his. It wasn't no accident, and he knew it too. Each little contact of our skin felt like a live wire sparking right between my thighs, sending a deep, throbbing tremor straight down to my pussy. I hadn't felt this genuinely giddy, this lightheaded and butterflies-in-the-stomach ridiculous, in a whole entire decade. At forty years old, with plenty of life experience, a thriving business, and a body that required respect wherever I walked, I honestly thought I was done with the whole schoolgirl crush routine. But Jason Banks—with that messy, golden-blonde hair, those piercing blue ocean eyes, and that laid-back, confident white-boy charm—had my ass acting completely brand new.

“Jason, this theater is full as hell,” I whispered, leaning my upper body deeply into his side. I didn't hide the movement at all. I let the full, heavy weight of my right breast press firmly against his bicep, feeling the hard muscle beneath his navy button-down shirt. I looked up at him through my eyelashes, my voice dropping into a smoky, suggestive register. “You sure you ain't just trying to slide me in here so you can feel me up under the cover of the darkness, Mr. Banks?”

He grinned, those incredible blue eyes flashing with pure mischief as he turned his head to face me. Our noses were barely an inch apart, and I could smell the clean, minty scent of his breath mixed with that intoxicating woody amber cologne. “I wouldn't dream of such a thing, Tesha… unless, of course, you ask me very nicely. I’m a gentleman first.”

I let out a loud, booming laugh—that heavy, bubbly hood laugh that came straight from my stomach and instantly turned three rows of heads in front of us. I didn't care. I slapped his knee playfully, my palm lingering on the denim of his thigh. “Boy, you play entirely too much for your own good. But you keep talking to me with that reckless mouth of yours, and we might not even make it through the trailers.”

Before he could answer, the overhead house lights began to dim, plunging the massive room into a deep, velvety shadow. The opening chords of the Michael Jackson biopic boomed through the high-end surround-sound speakers, rattling the change in my purse. From the very first frame, the theater turned into a literal sanctuary. Jaafar Jackson was up on that screen completely killing the performance—he didn't just look like the King of Pop; he moved with that exact same gravity, that sharp, skeletal precision that made your chest tight.

Every single time the movie dropped a classic track, the entire audience lost their collective minds. People were singing along in full three-part harmony, shouting at the screen like we were at a live stadium tour in 1988. But when the opening, eerie synth chords of “Thriller” hit the speakers? Oh my God. The whole damn room erupted. Three teenagers in the front row stood right up in the aisle, completely unbothered by the people behind them, and started doing the iconic choreography—the shoulder pops, the rigid zombie claws, the works. One grown-ass man near the emergency exit tried to do a full spin-and-moonwalk combo on the carpet and ended up violently catching his sneaker on a discarded cup.

Me and Jason were clutching each other, laughing so hard we were practically crying. He leaned his head down, his lips brushing directly against the sensitive outer shell of my ear, his stubble scratching gently against my skin.

“Yo, look at dude by the rail,” Jason whispered, his deep voice vibrating right into my skull. “He thinks he’s at Wembley Stadium right now. Bro just completely tripped over his own legacy.”

I snorted loud, slamming my hand over my mouth to keep from screaming with laughter. I leaned back into his chest, my head resting right in the crook of his shoulder. “Stop it! Leave that poor man alone, Jason! At least he out here living his absolute best life. What about you? You got some hidden talents? You gonna get your fine ass up there in the aisle and show these Brooklyn folks how a white boy moonwalks?”

“Hell yeah, I will,” he said, his tone dropping into something much thicker, much more deliberate as his large hand slid off the armrest and cupped the thick, heavy meat of my thigh. He squeezed it firmly, his fingers digging into my skin through the fabric of my dress. “But I’m only doing it if you get up there and do the iconic spin with me. We're a team now, right?”

By the time the final credits rolled and the screen went black, the entire theater was on its feet. People were clapping, stomping on the floorboards, cheering like crazy, some folks still frantically trying to nail that legendary toe-stand in the dark. I was laughing so hard my sides were literally aching as we finally filed out into the bright, fluorescent light of the lobby. Jason didn't hesitate for a fraction of a second; he reached down and grabbed my hand, lacing his long, thick fingers tightly through mine. His grip was heavy, warm, and possessive in the absolute best way possible. It sent a clear message to every single man watching us walk by: She’s with me. And honey, I liked it. I liked it a whole lot.

***

We stepped out of the crowded lobby and into the crisp, cool Brooklyn night air, both of us still riding incredibly high off the music, the energy, and the sheer joy of the crowd. The street was buzzing, the neon signs of the local bodegas and Caribbean take-out spots casting long, colorful streaks across the damp pavement.

“Tesha, that was absolutely incredible,” Jason said, his voice rich and full of genuine warmth. He pulled his arm back, tugging my body closer to his side as we navigated the sidewalk toward his parked Jeep. “I honestly can't remember the last time I had that much pure fun just sitting in a movie theater. You have this way about you, you know? You just make everything around you ten times better.”

I looked up at him, my gaze locking onto the sharp line of his jaw and those beautiful blue eyes reflecting the city lights. I bit down hard on my lower lip, trying to steady the frantic beating of my heart. The truth was, my pussy was already throbbing with a heavy, rhythmic ache just from sitting next to him in that dark theater for two hours. Smelling the clean, masculine scent of his skin, feeling the heavy pressure of his leg pressed tight against mine—it had me completely unraveled. A whole entire year with absolutely no real male attention, nothing but my collection of plastic toys, and this man had me dripping wet before we even touched.

I found myself staring at his crotch for a brief second as we walked, my mind wandering down a dark, wicked path. I couldn't help but wonder what he was working with under those dark jeans. Now, I’ve been around the block a time or two, and I know white boys can be a roll of the dice—sometimes they surprise you with a whole entire blessing, and sometimes they leave you looking at the ceiling wondering why you wasted your good perfume. But looking at Jason—at his broad shoulders, his massive hands, and the sheer, commanding way he carried himself—something deep in my gut told me this man was absolutely not coming up short.

He caught me staring, a slow, knowing smirk spreading across his face. He knew exactly what I was thinking. We finally reached the passenger side of his Jeep, and instead of just opening the door, he stepped right into my space, backing my thick hips gently against the metal body of the vehicle. He placed his left hand on the curve of my waist, his thumb stroking the fabric of my red dress.

“My place or yours, Tesha?” he asked, his voice dropping into a low, gravelly rasp that sent a heavy shiver straight down to my toes.

I gave him a slow, coy smile, my long acrylic nails reaching up to trace a line down the center of his button-down shirt, stopping right over his hard chest. “Let's take it back to my brownstone, baby. I just bought a brand-new, deep-seated velvet Chesterfield couch last month, and I’ve been looking for the perfect opportunity to properly christen it.”

He let out a low, primal growl, his eyes darkening with immediate heat. “Mhmm. I like the sound of that. Your place it is, then.” He turned and opened the door for me, his hand lingering on the small of my back to help me up into the high seat like a true gentleman.

The drive back to my apartment was a beautiful mix of playful flirting and thick, suffocating sexual tension. I directed him through the familiar, tree-lined streets of Brooklyn, my left hand resting heavy on the meat of his thigh the entire way. As the miles ticked by, I let my fingers inch higher and higher up his leg, feeling the muscle tighten like iron beneath my touch. We were still buzzing from the energy of the film, singing classic Michael Jackson tracks completely off-key, our voices echoing out into the night air.

“You are absolutely wild for trying to hit that falsetto, Jason,” I teased, tossing my head back as he butchered the high notes of “Billie Jean.” “Please, for the love of God, don't go quitting your day job as a photographer, baby.”

“Hey, your laugh is officially my new favorite song,” he shot back, glancing over at me for a split second with those dreamy blue eyes, his expression full of so much heat it made my breath catch. “I’ll hit whatever note I need just to keep hearing it.”

When he finally pulled the Jeep up to the curb in front of my brownstone, the air inside the vehicle was so thick with lust you could’ve sliced it open. We didn't say a single word as we climbed out. My heels clicked loudly against the concrete stoop as I fumbled with my keys, my hands literally shaking with anticipation. The very second the heavy wooden door swung shut behind us, plunging us into the privacy of my hallway, the dam completely broke.

We didn't even make it past the foyer before we were all over each other like two starving people who hadn't seen food in a lifetime. Jason slammed his skateboard down onto the floorboards with a loud clatter and lunged forward, his massive hands wrapping around my waist as he pinned my thick frame flat against the hallway wall. His mouth crashed into mine with a fierce, possessive intensity that took my breath clean away.

He didn't kiss me like a stranger on a first date; he kissed me like he actually loved me already, like he’d been searching the entire grid of the city his whole life just to find this exact mouth. His tongue slid deep inside, thick and hot, dancing with mine in a wild, unhurried rhythm that had me moaning out loud against his lips. I reached up, my fingers tangling desperately into his messy blonde hair, pulling him closer, arching my heavy chest until my breasts were completely crushed against his torso.

“Damn, Tesha,” he groaned against my mouth, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps as he pulled back for a fraction of a second to suck on my bottom lip. “You taste so fucking good. Better than I even imagined.”

“So do you, white boy,” I breathed out, my voice raw, heavy with the hood tonality that always came out when I was losing my mind. “I’ve been wanting this mouth on me since the exact second you rolled into my salon. Don't stop.”

Before the words could fully leave my lips, Jason dipped his knees and slid his massive, powerful arms right under the heavy swell of my thick ass. He lifted my forty-year-old frame off the floor like I weighed absolutely nothing, his muscles flexing hard against my skin. I let out a soft gasp and instantly wrapped my thick thighs tightly around his waist, locking him in.

“So… is that the famous couch?” he asked, his voice rough and ragged as he nodded his head toward the spacious living room, where my deep-green, plush velvet Chesterfield sat under the soft glow of a corner lamp.

“Right over there, baby,” I pointed, giggling like a schoolgirl despite the filth rolling through my mind as he carried me through the archway like I was the ultimate prize he’d won.

He laid me down onto the soft velvet cushions nice and slow, his blue eyes completely devouring the image of me stretched out beneath him. The contrast of my rich brown skin against the deep crimson of my dress and the emerald green of the couch was beautiful, and I knew the photographer in him was losing his mind. But then, this man did something that made my entire body go rigid with desire—he dropped straight down to his knees on the hardwood floor right between my feet, looking up at me like he was preparing to pray at an altar.

He didn't rush. He reached out and gently took hold of my right ankle, unbuckling the black strappy heel with slow, deliberate movements. He pulled the shoe off and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to the arch of my foot, then my ankle, before moving to the left leg and doing the exact same thing. His hands were warm, heavy, and steady as they began to slide slowly up my calves, moving past my knees, and pushing the fabric of my red dress up, up, up, until it was bunched around my waist.

There I lay, completely exposed to his burning gaze, wearing nothing on my lower half but a tiny, stringy pair of red lace panties. And honey, those panties were already completely soaked through, a heavy, dark oval of wetness blooming right over my lips, glistening under the lamp light.

“Fuck, just look at you,” Jason murmured, his voice a deep, gravelly whisper as he stared at the juicy thickness of my thighs and the soaking-wet lace between them. “You are so fucking beautiful, Tesha. Look how wet you are for me already.”

I let out a low moan, my hips involuntarily arching off the velvet cushion as the cool air hit my damp skin. “Jason… please, baby. Stop looking at me like that and do something. Don't tease me.”

He didn't listen to me. Instead, he leaned his upper body forward, burying his entire face right into the crook of my thighs. He pressed his hot, open mouth directly against the thin, wet fabric of my red panties, right over my swollen clit, and let out a deep, heavy breath that sent a shockwave of pleasure through my core. Then, he started to lick me.

He licked me right through the lace, his tongue taking long, flat, heavy strokes from the bottom of my slit all the way up to my clit, sucking the wet fabric deep into his mouth along with my hot, sweet juices. The friction of that damp lace rubbing aggressively against my highly sensitive, swollen nub had me losing my absolute mind within seconds.

“Oh shit—yes! Eat this pussy, baby!” I cried out, my head tossing back against the armrest as my hands flew down to grip the blonde hair at the back of his head, pinning his mouth tighter against my crotch. “Just like that! Oh fuck, Jason!”

He let out a loud groan against my skin, the deep vibration of his voice rattling through my bones and making my toes curl tight. “You taste so fucking sweet, Tesha,” he growled, his words muffled by my flesh. “I could stay down here and eat this fat, juicy pussy for the rest of my life.”

With a quick, rough movement of his fingers, he hooked his thumbs into the sides of my red panties and pulled them completely to the side, exposing my bare, glistening, dripping-wet entry to the room. He didn't hesitate; he dove right back in, his tongue fucking my tight hole with deep, wet thrusts before curling upward to lap hungrily at my clit. He was slurping loud and nasty, completely unbothered by the filth of it, my slick cream and his spit running down the stubble of his chin as he devoured me like a starving man at a banquet.

I was shaking all over, my thick thighs violently trembling as I tried to squeeze his head between them, my hips lifting completely off the couch to meet every stroke of his tongue. “Goddamn, Jason! You are nasty as hell—don't you dare stop sucking that clit! I'm about to cum, baby! I'm 'bout to cum right now!”

He pulled his face back for a split second, looking up at me with those piercing blue eyes, his mouth and chin completely shiny and soaked with my slick juices. “Cum for me, beautiful,” he demanded, his voice thick with dominance. “Flood my fucking tongue. Give it all to me.”

Before I could even process the words, he attacked my clit again with a vicious, rapid licking motion, while simultaneously sliding two long, thick fingers straight into my tight, dripping hole. He drove them in deep, curling his knuckles upward to press hard against my G-spot with a ruthless, come-hither motion.

The double assault was entirely too much for my body to bear. I bucked wildly, my hands ripping the cushions of the couch as a violent explosion of pleasure ripped through my lower half. “Fuck! I'm cumming—Jason! Baby, yes!” I screamed to the ceiling, my pussy walls contracting like a vice around his fingers as I squirted a heavy, hot stream of my juices right across his hand and chin, completely soaking the velvet of my new couch. He didn't pull away; he kept licking and sucking hungrily right through the climax, drawing out every single wave of the orgasm until I was completely breathless and spent.

***

I lay there for a minute, my chest heaving up and down, my breath coming in ragged, shallow gasps as the aftershocks of that massive orgasm slowly faded from my nerve endings. I looked down at Jason, who was still kneeling between my legs, wiping the back of his hand across his wet chin, a dark, primal look of satisfaction settled deep into his handsome features.

“My turn, white boy,” I breathed out, my voice thick, sultry, and full of that raw hood confidence.

I reached down, grabbing him by the shoulders, and pulled his upper body up until he was sitting back on the edge of the couch. I scrambled around, shifting my weight until I was on my knees right in front of him. I didn't waste any time. I reached down and unbuckled his leather belt, unbuttoning his dark jeans and pulling the zipper down with a sharp, decisive zip. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of his denim and his boxers, pulling them down past his hips in one heavy motion.

The second his cock sprang free into the room, my eyes went wide as saucers, and my jaw literally dropped.

“Holy shit… look at this big-ass white dick!” I shouted out, completely unable to contain my utter shock.

Honey, when I say Jason Banks was blessed, he was blessed by the heavens themselves. He wasn't just working with a standard package; this man had a literal monster tucked into his jeans. His dick was thick as a brick, long, heavy, and beautifully veiny, the smooth skin a dark pink color that contrasted wildly with his blonde hair. The massive, mushroom-shaped head was already dark, swollen, and leaking a heavy, clear drop of precum that glistened in the lamplight. It was easily a solid nine inches of pure, unadulterated meat, heavy enough to hang down against his thighs.

“You been hiding this damn monster in your pants this whole entire time, Jason?” I asked, my hand trembling slightly as I reached out and wrapped my thick fingers around the shaft. I couldn't even get my whole hand around it; it was that thick.

He let out a low, husky chuckle, his hands coming down to rest on my shoulders as he leaned back against the cushions. “Surprised, Tesha? I told you I don't come up short.”

“Very damn surprised,” I said, a wicked, filthy smile spreading across my lips as I gave the shaft a slow, heavy stroke, watching the skin stretch tight. “But you know Miss Tesha loves a good surprise.”

I didn't hesitate. I brought my hand up to my mouth, gathered a massive pool of spit, and spat nasty and wet right onto the head of his cock, letting the thick saliva run down the veins of the shaft. I gave him two more slow, wet strokes before leaning forward and taking the massive head straight into my mouth.

I sucked down hard, my lips forming a tight, sealing ring around his girth as I began to bob my head up and down. I didn't just play with it; I went to work like a professional. I ran my tongue aggressively around the ridge of his head, sucking the precum from the tip before plunging his shaft deeper into my throat. The sheer length of him hit the back of my throat instantly, making me gag and cough, my eyes watering, but I didn't back off. I gripped the base of his dick with both hands, pumping my mouth up and down, looking straight up into his blue eyes the entire time so he could see the filth in my gaze.

“Fuck, Tesha,” Jason groaned out, his hips involuntarily twitching forward as his hands dug tightly into my hair, guiding the rhythm of my head. “That mouth of yours is fucking dangerous. Jesus Christ… suck it just like that. Shit, you're gonna make me cum too fast if you keep doing that.”

I popped my mouth off his rock-hard shaft with a loud, slick, dripping pop, leaving his monster dick completely soaked, sloppy, and glistening from my saliva. I clamped both of my hands around his thick trunk, stroking him rapidly up and down with an aggressive, tight grip, keeping my eyes locked dead onto his.

“Oh, you better hold that hot nut in, white boy. Don't you dare cum yet, baby,” I talked nasty to him, my voice dripping with pure hood filth. “I need this big-ass, thick-ass dick sliding deep inside me and stretching my walls completely open first. You gon’ fuck me good and proper, right, Jason? You really think you can handle all this wet, juicy thickness, or is that big-ass dick just for show?”

“Hell fucking yeah, I can,” he growled out, his voice dropping into a dark, guttural rasp that made my thighs violently shake. He grabbed me tightly by the meat of my waist, his large fingers digging deep into my skin as he pulled my body up onto the cushions. “I’m gonna absolutely destroy this fat, wet, thick Black pussy, Tesha. I’m gonna stretch you out until you’re screaming my name. Now get on your hands and knees and throw that big ass back for me. Nah, fuck that. I’m gonna switch it up.”

He flipped me onto my back on the plush velvet cushions, his heavy body hovering over mine like a shadow. He grabbed my thick, heavy thighs and spread them wide apart, pinning my knees almost to my chest, completely exposing my dripping-wet, swollen pink entry to his gaze. He took his massive, throbbing cock in his hand and began to rub the fat, wet head up and down along my slippery slit, coating the length of his shaft in my natural juices.

“You ready for this white dick, baby?” he whispered, his blue eyes burning with a wild, animalistic hunger.

“Stop fucking playing with me and fuck me, Jason!” I demanded, my hands reaching up to grip his broad shoulders, pulling his weight down onto me. “Give me that big-ass white cock right now!”

He grunted, aligned the head of his dick with my opening, and pushed forward. He went in slow at first, the massive girth of his shaft stretching my tight walls completely open, forcing a loud, involuntary shriek of pure pleasure from my throat. We both moaned loud, the sound echoing through the quiet brownstone.

“So fucking tight… goddamn, Tesha,” he growled, sweat already starting to bead up on his forehead as he pushed past the tight ring of my muscles, buried all the way to the root. “You feel like absolute heaven.”

“Deeper, baby—fill me up!” I cried out, my legs wrapping tightly around his lower back, locking him deep inside me.

He didn't need to be told twice. Jason started thrusting with a heavy, violent rhythm, his hips pounding against mine with a ruthless force. Every single deep stroke he took hit my cervix dead-on, sending a jolt of pure electricity straight to my brain. The explicit, wet sound of his heavy balls slapping rhythmically against my thick, meaty ass filled the quiet room—a loud, filthy, perfect rhythm that sounded like a synchronized applause.

“Take this dick, Tesha,” he growled out, his pace quickening as he plunged in and out, his chest slick with sweat. “This pussy is gripping my cock so fucking good. It’s milking me.”

“Yes! Fuck me harder, Jason! Pound this tight pussy!” I screamed out, my long nails digging deep into the skin of his back, leaving red marks as he drove himself into me over and over again.

He was slamming into me with everything he had, his broad chest crushing my breasts, his breathing heavy and ragged. He leaned his head down, his mouth finding my large, heavy breasts, biting and sucking on my hard nipples right through the crimson fabric of my dress, destroying my inner walls with every single thrust.

“You like this big white dick inside you, don't you?” he growled, his voice dripping with raw filth as he pulled back nearly all the way out before slamming back in balls-deep.

“I love it—oh shit, I'm cumming again!” I screamed, my entire body going into violent convulsions as my pussy walls began to pulse and contract like a vice around his shaft, squeezing him so hard he let out a loud, pained groan of pure pleasure.

He didn't stop through my climax. He kept pounding right through the contractions, driving me higher and higher. With a sudden, powerful movement, he gripped my hips and flipped me over onto my hands and knees on the couch, leaving my massive, round ass up in the air. He didn't waste a second; he stepped up behind me, grabbed my hips with his large hands, and drove his massive cock straight back into my soaking-wet hole from behind.

The angle was absolutely devastating. He was hitting my spot with every single thrust, his long shaft stretching me out to the absolute limit.

“Throw that fat ass back on it, baby,” Jason growled, his palm coming down with a loud, ringing slap against my right butt cheek, leaving a bright red handprint on my brown skin. “Let me see this ass clap on my dick.”

I worked my hips in a wild, hypnotic circle, twerking my massive ass right back against his pelvis with every single thrust he took, making the wet friction sound even louder in the room. “Like that, Jason? You love this fat ass, don't you, white boy?”

“Fuck yes,” he groaned out, his fingers digging deep into the meat of my hips, leaving bruises as he slammed his groin against my backside with brute force. “This is the best fucking pussy I’ve ever had in my entire life, Tesha.”

We went at it for what felt like hours right there on that velvet couch, the boundary between our bodies completely dissolving. We changed positions over and over again—I flipped around and rode his massive dick reverse cowgirl, my heavy breasts bouncing wildly, my head tossed back as I watched his blue eyes gaze up at my ass moving on his shaft. Then, he pinned me back down in a heavy missionary position, grabbing both of my legs and draping them over his broad shoulders as he stared dead into my eyes, making me scream as I came for a third, exhausting time.

“Tesha… look at me,” Jason gasped out, his eyes wide, the veins in his neck standing out thick as ropes as his body began to tremble. “I’m gonna cum… I’m gonna cum so deep inside this beautiful pussy.”

“Do it, baby—fill this pussy up! Give me all that hot cum!” I begged, my arms wrapping around his neck, pulling him down for a messy, saliva-filled kiss as he took five more rapid, violent, earth-shattering thrusts.

He buried himself balls-deep inside me, his entire body locking up as he let out a loud, primal scream against my throat. I felt the unmistakable, scorching-hot ropes of his cum shooting deep inside my womb, wave after wave of thick, hot fluid flooding my internal walls. The sheer sensation of his release triggered another violent orgasm in my own body, my pussy clamping down on his shaft, milking every single drop of his cream out of him.

***

We collapsed together onto the damp, ruined velvet cushions of the Chesterfield, our chests heaving in perfect unison as we tried to draw air back into our lungs. The room was silent except for the sound of our ragged breathing and the ticking of the clock on the wall. Our skin was slick with a heavy layer of mixed sweat, my crimson dress completely ruined and bunched around my ribs.

Jason shifted his heavy frame, rolling onto his side but keeping his long arms wrapped tightly around my waist, pulling my thick back flat against his chest. He leaned forward, pressing a soft, tender kiss directly onto my sweat-damp forehead, his fingers gently stroking the skin of my arm.

“Damn, Tesha,” he whispered, his voice full of a deep, post-coital reverence that made my heart swell. “That was… honestly, I don't even have the words for what just happened. That was incredible.”

I turned my head around slowly, a soft, exhausted smile spreading across my face as I traced a finger down the center of his chest, playing with the blonde hairs there. “I told you we were gonna properly christen this couch, baby. Miss Tesha doesn't ever lie. But tell me the truth, Jason… you got enough energy left in you for round two down in the bedroom later tonight?”

He grinned wide, those beautiful blue eyes sparkling with that familiar, charming mischief as he squeezed my hip. “You are a whole lot of trouble, you know that?”

“The absolute best kind, baby,” I replied, pulling his face down to mine for another deep, sweet, lingering kiss that tasted like the beginning of something beautiful.

We spent the rest of the night tangled up together in the dark, alternating between deep, emotional conversations about our futures, dirty whispers that made us flush all over again, and raw, passionate lovemaking that lasted until the sun began to peek through the blinds. Jason Banks had rolled into my hood salon on a skateboard and walked straight into my heart—and my pussy. This crazy, beautiful instalove shit was real, and honey, I was fully checked in for every single second of it.


EPILOGUE




Tesha’s POV:




Weeks had flown by like Brooklyn summer days—fast, hot, thick with humidity, and completely drenched in color. If you had told me two months ago that Tesha Jenkins, the undisputed baddest forty-year-old independent woman on Fulton Street, was going to fall this deep, this hard, and this motherfucking quick for anybody, I would have sucked my teeth so violently I’d probably have cracked a tooth. I was the woman who had it all mapped out: my salon running like a finely oiled machine, my financial independence entirely secure, and a drawer full of mechanical satisfaction at home that didn’t talk back, didn't ask me what was for dinner, and sure as hell didn’t try to borrow twenty dollars for gas. I was set. I was peaceful. I was completely unbothered.

But Jason Banks? That fine-ass, tall, blue-eyed white boy had flipped my whole entire world upside down from the very second he pulled up outside my salon on a skateboard, looking like a walking, talking luxury editorial spread. He had me completely hooked, caught up in a whirlwind of emotional and physical intoxication that had me waking up with a permanent smile plastered across my face. It wasn't just the fact that he was packing a literal, veiny masterpiece between his legs—though Lord knows that monster dick had been stretching my walls out on a regular basis and keeping my spirit thoroughly aligned—but it was his soul. It was the way he looked at my thickness like I was a museum exhibit, the way he respected my mind, and the way he loved his family.

And speaking of family, little Amanda? That quiet, ten-year-old white girl with the big, solemn ocean-blue eyes had stolen a whole entire, massive chunk of my heart before I even realized what was happening. She wasn't that shy little mouse who had clung to his hand like a lifeline on that first Friday afternoon anymore. Not even a single little bit. Once she realized that Miss Tesha’s salon was a sanctuary of love, laughter, and premium styling, her little shell had completely evaporated, revealing a beautiful, bright, brilliant little girl underneath.

That particular Saturday evening, the heavy gold-trimmed glass door of Tesha’s Crown was locked to the public, the "Closed" sign flipped to the street. The regular stylists, Keisha and Monique, had already packed up their shears and headed out to cause their usual weekend trouble on Flatbush Avenue. The big-ass speakers up near the ceiling were gently bumping a smooth, soulful old-school playlist—Anita Baker’s voice washing over the room like warm velvet. The smell of coconut holding spray, rich leave-in conditioner, and sweet jasmine oil hung heavy in the air. It was just us girls left in the building.

Amanda was sitting tall in my main hydraulic leather styling chair, her feet dangling a few inches off the footrest, swinging back and forth in perfect time with the music. I had spent the last three hours meticulously working on her hair, free of charge, of course, because you don’t bill family for love. I had hooked her up with a fresh, flawless set of knotless braids, using premium extensions that matched her natural golden-blonde shade perfectly, weaving them close to the scalp with the kind of light, professional touch that didn't pull or cause tension. On the ends of each individual braid, I had snapped on a beautiful, alternating pattern of shiny pastel-pink and metallic-gold beads, capping them off with clear accent clips that caught the light like tiny diamonds.

Every single time she moved her head, the beads clicked together with this heavy, musical rhythm that filled the empty salon. She kept staring at her reflection in the massive oval glass in front of her, a wide, breathtaking grin spreading across her face. She reached up with her little hands, gently touching the smooth parts and running her fingers down the length of the braids like she was convinced they were made of actual magic.

“Miss Tesha,” she whispered softly, though the sheer scale of her smile was absolutely loud enough to wake up the whole block. “I look… I think I look like a real princess. Like, for real.”

I let out a soft, deep chuckle from my belly, placing the can of high-gloss oil sheen down onto the marble counter with a satisfying click. I caught her eye in the mirror and gave her a dramatic, slow wink that made my deep dimples pop. “What do you mean you think you look like a princess, baby? Let’s get one thing straight right now. You already were a princess when you walked through that door. Miss Tesha just made the crown official for you.”

I shook the can of sheen once more and sprayed a light, fragrant mist over her head, watching the gold beads instantly catch the reflection of the chandeliers. I stepped up behind the chair, my heavy, full breasts pressing gently against the back of the leather seat as I wrapped my thick, tatted arms around her small shoulders, pulling her into a warm, protective embrace. My smooth, rich brown skin was glowing against the black tank top I was wearing, the script ink across my collarbone peeking out proudly. Amanda leaned back into my thickness without a trace of hesitation, her little hand reaching up to gently trace the intricate petals of the rose tattoo on my forearm with her index finger, looking at it like it was the most fascinating piece of art she’d ever seen.

A half-hour later, we were walking hand-in-hand down Fulton Street, the early evening sun painting the Brooklyn sky in shades of warm terracotta, deep amber, and dusty purple. The block was alive, the bass from passing cars rattling through the concrete, the smell of sweet Jamaican beef patties and fried chicken wafting from the storefronts. We hit the artisanal ice cream shop right around the corner from the park—a spot that knew my face well.

I went straight for my absolute holy grail—a massive, double scoop of premium butter pecan piled high inside a fresh, sugary waffle cone that smelled like vanilla heaven. Amanda, on the other hand, went completely wild, ordering a massive cup of cookies and cream topped with extra hot fudge, rainbow sprinkles, and two maraschino cherries sitting right on top like prizes. We walked over to the park and found an empty wooden bench under the sprawling shade of a massive maple tree. We sat down close together, our legs swinging in unison, completely focused on devouring our treats before the summer heat could melt them down our wrists.

Amanda caught a drip of hot fudge with the tip of her plastic spoon, swallowed it, and then looked up at me with those piercing blue eyes that looked so much like her uncle’s it sometimes made my stomach do a little flip.

“Uncle Jason loves you so much, Miss Tesha,” she said suddenly, her tone completely matter-of-fact as she licked her spoon clean. “Like, he really, really loves you. All he ever does at the loft is talk about you. It’s always ‘Tesha said this,’ or ‘Tesha thinks that,’ or ‘I gotta go show Tesha this picture I took.’ It never stops.”

I damn near choked on a whole pecan piece, my breath catching in my throat for a quick second. I managed to swallow, my heart instantly doing a violent, happy summersault against my ribs. It wasn't because the information itself was a surprise—Jason made it abundantly clear every single hour of the day exactly how gone, how utterly obsessed, and how deeply infatuated he was with me. The man worshipped the ground my thick thighs walked on. But honey, hearing it come directly out of the mouth of his ten-year-old niece hit an entirely different layer of my spirit. A heavy, delicious wave of pure warmth spread right through the center of my chest, feeling exactly like a smooth shot of top-shelf whiskey hitting an empty stomach.

“Oh, is that right, sugar?” I asked, a massive, uncontainable smile breaking across my face, my dimples digging deep into my cheeks as I looked down at her. “He’s really out here running his mouth about me like that?”

Amanda nodded vigorously, her new braids clicking together beautifully. “Yes! For real. He even showed me some of the pictures he took of you at the salon and when we went to that street festival last week. The ones where you weren't looking and you were just laughing with Monique. He stared at his laptop for like an hour, and then he looked at me and said that you are hands down the most beautiful, stunning woman he has ever seen in his entire life.”

I felt a hot flush of affection rise up my neck, my brown skin tingling with pure happiness. I reached over and gently nudged her shoulder with mine. “Well… I love your uncle too, baby. More than I ever thought I could. He’s a truly good man, Amanda. He makes me laugh until my sides hurt, he makes me feel completely safe when the world gets crazy… and Lord knows the man is fine as hell, too.”

Amanda let out a loud, bubbly giggle, covering her mouth with her hand. “I know! He gets this really goofy, massive smile on his face whenever your name pops up on his phone screen. It’s honestly kinda gross to watch, but it’s also really cute.”

We finished up every single bite of our ice cream, threw the trash into the bin, and headed straight into the heart of the playground. The energy was high, children running wild, mothers chatting on benches. Amanda pulled on my arm, her eyes wide with excitement as she pointed toward the swings.

I ended up chasing her across the rubberized pavement, my heavy frame moving with surprising speed, my heels left by the bench as I ran barefoot. We played a wild game of tag, both of us laughing so incredibly loud that we were actively turning the heads of every single person in the park. I walked over to the swing set, grabbed the heavy black rubber seat, and had her climb in. I stood behind her, placing my thick, capable hands against the center of her back, and gave her a massive, steady push.

“Higher, Miss Tesha! Push me higher!” she screamed with pure delight, her head thrown back, her braids flying wildly through the air like golden ribbons, the pink and gold beads clinking together like a musical symphony.

“I got you, baby! Hold on tight!” I shouted back, throwing my whole weight into the next push, watching her soar up toward the blue Brooklyn sky. “You’re flying now, sugar!”

I stood there watching her, my lungs burning slightly from the exercise, a deep, profound sense of peace settling into my soul. I knew what the people around the park were seeing—they were looking at this thick, heavily tatted, voluptuous Black woman from the neighborhood running around and screaming with this little, pale, blonde-haired white girl. It was a contrast, a visual that didn't fit the typical script of the block. People were staring, some with curiosity, some with smiles. But honey, I did not give a single, solitary damn about a soul on that sidewalk. This felt completely right. It felt aligned. It felt like family already, and nobody’s judgment was going to touch the magic of this moment.

By the time we finally walked back up the stone steps and entered my brownstone apartment, the sun had fully set, and the flat was cool and inviting. I was practically glowing from the inside out, my spirit light. I kicked off my shoes, tied my hair up into a messy bun, threw on a large kitchen apron over my tank top, and went straight to work in the kitchen. If there is one thing Tesha Jenkins knows how to do besides styling hair, honey, it is throwing down on a stove.

I put on a masterclass of soul food cooking. I seasoned several pounds of fresh chicken wings in my secret blend of garlic powder, onion powder, paprika, and a heavy pinch of cayenne, dredging them in seasoned flour before dropping them into a deep skillet of bubbling hot oil. The loud, crackling hiss of the frying chicken filled the kitchen, the mouth-watering aroma immediately taking over the entire apartment. While that was frying to a golden, crispy perfection, I whipped up a massive pan of baked macaroni and cheese, using four different types of premium, sharp cheeses, heavy cream, and a perfectly browned, bubbling crust. I let a pot of fresh collard greens simmer on the back burner with smoked turkey wings, and finished it all off with a tray of sweet, sticky candied yams swimming in a rich syrup of brown sugar, butter, and cinnamon.

Amanda was curled up on my plush velvet Chesterfield couch, her legs tucked under her, completely mesmerized by some colorful, high-octane anime show streaming on Netflix—something about big-eyed characters with giant swords fighting ancient demons. When I finally walked into the living room balancing two massive, heavy ceramic plates loaded down with food, her eyes went wide as actual saucers.

She took her fork, stabbed a piece of the golden mac and cheese along with a fragment of the crispy chicken skin, and shoved it into her mouth. The second the flavors hit her tongue, her entire face went into a state of pure shock.

“Oh my gosh,” she declared, her mouth completely full as she chewed rapidly, her eyes blinking in disbelief. “Miss Tesha… this is literally, hands down, the best food I have ever tasted in my entire life! Like, for real. The chicken is so crunchy!”

I sat down right next to her on the couch, setting my own plate down, a smug, playful grin spreading across my face as I gently nudged her side with my elbow. “Oh, is that right, baby? You like that? Is it safe to say it’s way better than your uncle’s cooking?”

Amanda leaned in closer to me, lowering her voice into a conspiratorial whisper as if she was about to reveal a top-secret government operation. “Way better, Miss Tesha. Uncle Jason tries really hard, but he makes this weird, bland baked salmon with asparagus like three times a week, and it has absolutely no salt on it. This is a million times better. Please don't tell him I said that, though.”

I threw my head back and let out another loud, booming laugh, clutching my stomach. “Your secret is entirely safe with me, sugar. I won't hurt his little feelings.”

Right at that exact, perfect moment, the heavy brass lock on the front door turned with a sharp click. The door swung open, and in walked the man of the hour himself. Jason stepped into the foyer, his heavy leather camera bag slung casually over his broad shoulder, his golden-blonde hair looking completely windblown and messy from the evening breeze. Those piercing, dreamy blue ocean eyes scanned the room, instantly lighting up with an intense, radiant warmth the exact second they landed on me and his niece curled up together on the couch.

“Damn, it smells absolutely incredible in here,” he said, kicking off his sneakers by the door and setting his camera bag down on the side table. He stretched his arms over his head, his tight navy shirt flexing against the hard muscles of his chest and torso. “The graduation gig went completely great, by the way. The lighting was perfect, and I got some absolute killer candid shots of the families.”

He walked over to the couch with a smooth, confident stride. He leaned down first, dropping a tender, affectionate kiss right onto the top of Amanda’s newly braided head, his hand resting gently on her shoulder. Then, without a single second of hesitation, he turned his full attention to me. He reached down, his large, warm hands finding the sides of my neck, his thumbs tracing my jawline as he pulled my face up toward his. He dropped his mouth onto mine, delivering a deep, lingering, heavy kiss that instantly tasted like pure hunger and sweet affection. His tongue slid just a fraction of an inch past my lips, tasting the residual sweetness of the butter pecan ice cream, sending a sudden, violent jolt of pure electricity straight down into my belly, making my toes curl tight inside my bare feet.

“Hey, beautiful,” he murmured against my lips, his voice low, husky, and completely intimate.

“Eww, oh my gosh, please don't do that right in front of me,” Amanda giggled loudly, slamming her hands over her eyes, though she was peeking through her fingers with a massive, happy grin.

Jason let out a rich, deep-chested laugh, stepping around the couch and sitting down right next to me, effectively squeezing my thick frame between his broad body and the armrest. He pulled his professional digital camera out of his pocket, flipping the screen open so we could see the results of his long day of work. While we sat there eating, he scrolled through the images—beautiful, high-resolution photographs of proud young graduates in their caps and gowns, mothers crying tears of pure joy, grandparents hugging their babies tight, and raw, candid moments that captured the absolute essence of human happiness. His work was stunning. It had a heartbeat. It was real.

“These are absolutely fire, baby,” I told him, my voice dropping into a husky, appreciative tone as I leaned my upper body deeply into his side, letting the full thickness of my heavy thigh press firmly against his leg. “You really got a gift with that lens, Jason. For real.”

Amanda swallowed another bite of her mac and cheese and pointed her fork directly at her uncle. “Yeah, his pictures are okay, but Tesha can cook a million times better than you, Uncle Jason. For real. Her chicken actually has flavor.”

I let out a sharp chuckle, covering my mouth with my hand to keep from spilling my food as I looked at Jason’s reaction.

Jason instantly clutched his left breast with both hands, gasping dramatically as if he had just been struck by a physical arrow right through his heart. “Betrayal! Pure, unadulterated betrayal in my own girlfriend’s living room! Is this how it’s gonna be now? After everything I’ve done for you this summer, Amanda? That is absolute madness. That’s it, young lady. You are officially grounded from anime for the next twenty-four hours.”

“Oh, please, don't you go trying to bully my girl,” I said playfully, reaching over and tapping his broad shoulder with a long acrylic nail. “She’s out here speaking absolute facts and truth. Your little baked salmon could never compete with this kitchen, baby. Accept your defeat gracefully.”

Before I could even pull my hand back, Jason’s movement tightened up. He turned his torso fully toward me, reached out with both of his massive hands, and firmly cupped my face. He leaned in and gave me a quick, firm, incredibly sweet kiss right there on the lips, completely unbothered by his niece’s presence. Amanda just smiled, shook her head so her pink and gold beads clicked together, and went right back to watching her anime like this was the most geometric, comfortable, and beautiful thing in the whole entire world.

This was just the beginning of the night, but sitting there on that green velvet couch, surrounded by the people who had completely taken over my heart, I knew one thing for certain—the crown on my head had never felt heavier, or more beautiful.

***

After we wrapped up dinner, Amanda started yawning, her little head dropping onto my shoulder as the anime credits rolled. Jason and I got her settled into the guest room. I’d picked out the softest, thickest lavender sheets for her, and she tucked herself in like a little burrito. Jason sat on the edge of the mattress, dropping his voice to a soft, soothing rumble as he read her a quick bedtime story about a runaway star. Within ten minutes, her breathing slowed, and those big blue eyes fluttered completely shut.

Jason quietly closed her door, leaving it cracked just an inch, and the second he turned around to face me in the dim hallway, the atmosphere in the brownstone completely shifted. The sweet, domestic family vibe evaporated, replaced by a sudden, heavy wave of pure, unadulterated sexual tension that made the air feel thick enough to cut with a knife.

He didn't say a single word. He just walked up to me, his blue eyes burning in the shadows, entirely dark with a hunger that made my stomach violently drop. He reached out, his large hands anchoring firmly around the meat of my waist, and pulled my thick body hard against his chest. My heavy breasts smashed right up against his torso, and I could feel the immediate, rigid length of his rock-hard dick pressing straight into my belly through his jeans.

He leaned down, burying his face into the crook of my neck, inhaling deep before biting down gently on the soft skin right above my collarbone.

"Jason, stop, mmm..." I gasped out a quiet, trembling whisper, my hands instantly gripping his broad shoulders. "Amanda’s right next door, baby."

"Don’t worry," he murmured, his lips brushing against my skin as he moved up to my jawline, his voice a dark, guttural rasp that sent a shiver straight down my spine. "We’ll be quiet. But I’ve been thinking about this wet, fat pussy all damn day, Tesha. It’s all I could picture while I was working."

"I can’t keep quiet when you're throwing that big-ass dick inside me, white boy," I chuckled softly, already feeling a heavy, sticky wave of arousal pool right between my thighs.

"Then I’ll just have to cover your mouth," he growled, locking his lips onto mine in a deep, bruising, desperate kiss that completely stole my breath.

He guided me backward into my bedroom, closing the door softly behind us and clicking the lock. The room was bathed in the warm, ambient glow of the city lights filtering through the sheer curtains. The second the door was secured, Jason’s hands went wild, tearing off his own shirt, revealing those broad, tatted shoulders and sculpted chest muscles that always made my mouth water.

I didn't wait for him to undress me. The sight of him standing there, completely devoured by lust for my body, turned me on so bad I felt entirely feral. I reached up, grabbed him by the back of his neck, and aggressively flipped him onto his back across my large, king-sized bed. He let out a low groan, looking up at me with pure worship as I climbed over him, straddling his waist with my thick thighs.

I unbuttoned his jeans, zipping them down with a sharp clack, and peeled his black boxers down to his knees. His massive white cock sprang out instantly, entirely rigid, veiny, and throbbing with a slick drop of pre-cum already glistening at the head. It was a literal masterpiece. I licked my lips, my eyes locked onto his.

"Look at this pretty, heavy-ass dick," I whispered, my voice dripping with pure filth. "Look how it’s begging for Miss Tesha."

I leaned forward, wrapping my tight, warm hands around the base of his shaft, and brought the head right to my lips. I opened wide, sliding his thick trunk deep down into my throat with a loud, wet, sloppy suck. Jason immediately let out a ragged hiss, his hips violently jerking off the mattress as his large hands clutched my hair, guiding the rhythm. I worked that shaft aggressively, my tongue swirling tightly around the crown, dropping my head lower and lower until I was swallowing every single inch he had to offer. The sloppy, dripping sound of my mouth fucking his dick filled the quiet bedroom, a heavy, hypnotic rhythm. I dropped my hands down, squeezing and kneading his heavy balls, sucking on them gently until he was shaking all over.

"Fuck, Tesha... that mouth feels incredible," he choked out, his fingers digging deep into my scalp. "You’re gonna make me blow a nut right into your throat if you keep sucking it like that."

Before he could pull away, I popped my mouth off the shaft with a loud, slick pop, leaving him completely soaked and glistening with my spit. I slid my body up his torso, shifting my weight so my soaking wet, heavy cunt was hovering just inches away from his face.

"Sit that fat, juicy pussy on my mouth, baby," he growled, his hands reaching up to grab the cheeks of my ass, pulling me down onto his face.

I lowered my dripping, cream-soaked folds right onto his hungry lips. Jason went absolutely wild. He buried his face entirely into my thickness, his tongue sliding deep inside my soaking wet hole, lapping up my natural juices like a dying man in a desert. He used his thumbs to part my outer lips, exposing my swollen clit, and began to suck on it aggressively, swirling his tongue in tight, heavy circles.

"Oh, fuck, Jason... mmm," I choked out, a heavy groan escaping my throat.

I had to violently bite down on the meat of my own hand to keep from screaming out loud. The sheer, intense pleasure of his mouth devouring me was overwhelming. My thick thighs began to violently shake around his head as a massive wave of an orgasm rolled over my entire body. I buckled against his face, my pussy clamping down tight on his tongue as I poured my wetness out all over his mouth.

He didn't slow down for a second. He kept eating me out right through the climax, lapping up every drop of my cream, pushing me over the edge a second time within minutes. I was losing my mind, my eyes rolling back into my head, my fingers clawing at the bedsheets. As a third, even more violent wave started to take over my body, Jason reached up, firmly covering my mouth with his large, heavy palm to muffle the loud, ragged cries of pleasure tearing from my throat.

"Shhh, beautiful. I got you. Let it out," he whispered against my stomach, his tongue still working me into a complete frenzy underneath.

Once my body finally stopped shivering, he gripped my waist with an iron hold and flipped me onto my back, pinning my heavy legs over his broad shoulders. He grabbed his throbbing, glistening cock, lining the thick head up against my soaking wet, swollen entrance.

"Look at me, Tesha," he commanded quietly, his blue eyes burning deep into my soul.

I looked up at him, my breath coming in ragged gasps, completely exposed and entirely his. He leaned forward, burying his face in my neck, and sank his entire length deep inside me in one smooth, powerful, relentless stroke.

The sheer stretch was absolutely everything. My pussy walls gripped his thick shaft like a vice, completely filled to the absolute maximum. I let out a muffled, desperate moan into his shoulder as he began to ram up into me, the heavy wooden bedframe creaking softly with every deep, powerful thrust. He was fucking me with a raw, primal passion that made my entire chest swell with emotion. His hands slid down to my ass, lifting my cheeks off the mattress, spanking and gripping the heavy flesh as he pounded himself senseless into my tight wetness.

“You feel so fucking good, Tesha,” he whispered, his chest heaving aggressively as he stared down at me, his blonde hair damp with sweat and his blue eyes turning completely feral. “This wet-ass pussy was made exactly for my dick to stretch out. You’re my property tonight. Tell me whose slut you are.”

“Fuck me, baby… stretched out and overflowing with your spit, I’m your little hood freak,” I gasped out, my hands clawing violently at the hard muscles of his back, drawing his heavy chest down onto mine. “Claim this pussy, Jason. Break it completely open for me.”

He shifted our bodies, pinning my arms above my head, locking his mouth onto mine as he transitioned into a slow, deep, romantic missionary stroke that felt like it was touching my actual soul. It wasn't just a dirty, filthy fuck anymore—it was pure, raw lovemaking. Every single slide of his thick dick inside me felt heavy with devotion. He looked down at me like I was the only woman left on the face of the earth, his thumb gently wiping away a stray tear of pure, overwhelming happiness that had slipped down my cheek.

"I love you so much, Tesha," he murmured, his pace quickening again, the friction inside my wet walls reaching a fever pitch. "I’m about to cum, baby. I’m about to fill you completely up."

"Beg for it," I whispered, mimicking his dark tone, a wicked, needy smile breaking through my pleasure.

"Please let me cream this fat pussy, Tesha. Let me put my babies inside you," he growled quietly, his thrusts becoming completely erratic, hard, and desperate.

"Yes, Jason! Put it all inside me! Cum for me, white boy!" I talked nasty to him, my hips violently arching up to meet every single slam of his waist.

"Fuck, here it comes!" he groaned, a dark, guttural roar tearing from his throat as he buried his entire length up to the absolute hilt inside me and locked his hips tight.

I felt the explosive, rhythmic fire of his orgasm as he pumped hot, thick, heavy ropes of cum deep into the very back of my pussy. The sensation was so intense it triggered my own climax, my walls milking his dick violently, squeezing every single drop of his hot nut out of him.

We stayed locked together like that for what felt like an eternity, the room completely silent except for the heavy, synchronized sound of our breathing. Jason didn't pull out. He kept his heavy cock lodged deep inside my warm, cream-filled wetness, collapsing his heavy chest down over my body, burying his face in my hair. He kissed my temple, my cheeks, my lips, his hands gently stroking my thick hips with a sweetness that made my heart ache.

"I love you, Tesha," he whispered into the darkness, his voice full of a deep, unshakeable peace. "All of you. Your beautiful heart, your loud laugh, this incredible body, and the way you care for my niece. You’re my home, beautiful."

"I love you too, Jason," I whispered back, wrapping my tatted arms tight around his neck, pulling him closer into my warmth. "You walked into my salon on that stupid skateboard and changed my whole entire world."

We drifted off to sleep just like that—our bodies completely tangled up in the damp sheets, his softening cock still resting deep inside my swollen, cream-filled pussy, keeping us anchored together in the dark. Every time I took a breath, I could feel the rhythmic, heavy thud of his heart beating perfectly in sync with mine, a silent promise vibrating against my chest. Listening to the quiet rhythm of his breathing, a profound wave of raw emotion hit me so hard it brought fresh tears to my eyes.

I hadn’t just found a man who could handle all this thickness and wreck my body until I screamed; I had found my absolute forever. My protector. My rock. My family. For the first time in my forty years, the heavy crown I’d always carried by myself didn’t feel so heavy anymore, because Jason was right here, strong enough and devoted enough to help me bear the weight of it.

When the soft morning sun finally began to peek through the sheer curtains, painting the bedroom walls in warm, golden hues of amber and rose, Jason stirred. He didn't pull away. Instead, he locked his hips, his cock instantly hardening right back up inside my wet, sticky walls, drawing a tight, breathless gasp from my lips. He buried his face in the crook of my neck, kissing me slow, deep, and passionate, murmuring how much he loved me against my skin while his hands molded to my hips.

From the kitchen down the hall, the faint, sweet sound of Amanda’s soft laughter drifted through the door, followed by the clinking of bowls as she started getting things ready for breakfast. My heart swelled to the absolute breaking point. Hearing her happiness mix with the raw, intimate heat of the man worshiping my body beneath the covers was the most beautiful symphony I’d ever experienced. I knew right then, with my soul completely full and my body wrapped in absolute adoration, that our story wasn’t just continuing—the real magic was only getting started.
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