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CHAPTER 1




The hum of the espresso machine was like a constant buzz in Cindy's ear, a relentless reminder that she was stuck in this fluorescent-lit hellhole called Starbucks in the heart of Atlanta. Peachtree Street buzzed outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, cars honking like impatient lovers, pedestrians weaving through the midday chaos like they had somewhere important to be. Cindy, on the other hand, was planted behind the counter, her tall frame—six feet of unapologetic curves—leaning against the cool metal edge as she handed a skinny vanilla latte to a harried businessman in a suit that screamed "mid-level corporate drone." Her caramel skin glowed under the warm overhead lights, but her lovely braids, twisted into a neat bun to meet the uniform code, felt like a cage for her wild spirit. Underneath that green apron and black polo, her body was a canvas of ink—tattoos snaking across her full hips, down her thick thighs, and over her ample breasts, hidden stories of rebellion she only revealed in the privacy of her dimly lit apartment.

It had been a year. A whole damn year of slinging overpriced coffee to entitled assholes who couldn't pronounce "venti" without sounding like they were ordering a yacht. Cindy was an introvert at her core, the kind who preferred curling up with a good book or binge-watching old sitcoms over dealing with the parade of humanity that flooded through those doors every day. The small talk drained her soul dry— "How's your day going?" "Would you like whipped cream on that?" "Have a nice one!"—each phrase chipping away at her like a dull chisel. But God, the shit she put up with? The Karens demanding remakes because their foam wasn't "foamy enough," the frat boys leering at her curves like she was on the menu, the occasional creep who thought sliding his number across the counter was a smooth move. It was emotionally exhausting, leaving her feeling like a hollowed-out shell by the end of her shift.

She wiped her hands on her apron, glancing at the clock. Three more hours. Her mind wandered, as it often did, back to the reason she was here at all. Last year, her world had shattered like cheap glass. Her mama, Gloria Reynolds, had been her rock— a fierce, no-nonsense woman with a laugh that could fill a room and a hug that mended any hurt. Leukemia had come like a thief in the night, stealing her strength bit by bit until there was nothing left but memories and medical bills. Cindy had sat by her bedside in that sterile hospital room at Grady Memorial, holding her hand as the machines beeped their cruel symphony.

"Baby girl," Mama had whispered one night, her voice raspy from the chemo, "you gotta promise me you'll keep shining. Don't let this world dim your light."

Cindy had nodded through tears, but inside, she was screaming. Why her? Why now? Mama had fought like hell, but in the end, the disease won, leaving Cindy alone at 22, staring at a future that looked as empty as the chair beside her bed.

The funeral had been a blur of black dresses and half-hearted condolences. Cindy had dipped into her savings—every penny she'd scraped together from odd jobs during college—to give Mama a proper send-off. Flowers, a nice casket, a plot in Oakland Cemetery where the Atlanta skyline watched over the dead. But it wiped her out. Completely. And then the hits kept coming. Rent was due—two grand in arrears because she'd fallen behind during those endless hospital visits. Her landlord, Mr. Grayson, a greasy little man with a comb-over and a perpetual scowl, had banged on her door like he owned her soul.

"Pay up or get out, missy," he'd snarled, his breath reeking of cheap cigars. "I ain't runnin' no charity here."

Cindy had begged for time, but he just laughed, threatening eviction notices that fluttered under her door like poison letters. She'd reached out to family—aunts, uncles, cousins scattered across Georgia and beyond. "We're prayin' for you, baby," Aunt Rita had said over the phone, her voice syrupy sweet but empty. Uncle James promised to "see what he could do," but nothing came. They hadn't helped with the funeral either, claiming tight budgets or bad timing. It stung like salt in a fresh wound, that betrayal from blood. Cindy had always been the quiet one, the observer, but in that moment, she felt the weight of their indifference crush her spirit. How could they turn their backs? Mama had raised her to believe family was everything, but apparently, that memo got lost in the mail.

Enter Abella, her ride-or-die from high school, the one friend who didn't ghost when shit got real. Abella had shown up at Cindy's cramped apartment in Midtown with a wad of cash—enough to placate Grayson for a bit—and a hookup.

"Girl, I got you," Abella had said, her edges laid perfectly, gold hoops swinging as she hugged Cindy tight. "My cousin manages that Starbucks on Peachtree. It's not glamorous, but it'll keep the lights on while you finish school."

Cindy had taken it, grateful but resentful. Barista life wasn't her dream; she was studying graphic design at Georgia State, visions of creating album covers for trap artists or branding for Black-owned businesses dancing in her head. But dreams didn't pay bills, and with tuition looming like a storm cloud, she had no choice.

A year in, and Starbucks was sucking the life out of her. The pay was decent—enough to cover rent now, grab some groceries from the Publix down the block, and chip away at her student loans—but it wasn't enough. Not for the life she craved, one where she didn't have to count every dollar or skip meals to make ends meet. That's when the podcasts hit her like a revelation. Late nights scrolling TikTok and YouTube, she'd stumble on these young queens spilling tea about OnlyFans. Girls younger than her—19, 20—bragging about raking in five figures a month just by showing a little skin.

"It's empowering," one said, flipping her weave. "Own your body, get that bag."

Cindy had paused, vibrator in hand after one of her solo sessions, thinking, Why not me?

Three months ago, she'd signed up. Anonymous, of course—face hidden behind clever angles, her braids tucked away, focus on her curves, her tats peeking out like secrets. Solo stuff: fingers dancing over her slick folds, toys buzzing against her clit, moans echoing in her quiet room. Subscribers trickled in, tips pinged her notifications like little highs. If she was lucky, three grand a month. Not bad, but not the bank those podcast chicks were talking about. Her numbers grew—guys (and a few girls) begging for more, pleading in the comments: "Show your face, baby." "Let us see those eyes." But Cindy held back, protecting her image in a city where everybody knew somebody. Atlanta was small like that; one slip, and her rep could be toast.

Lately, though, disappointment crept in. Three K felt like a ceiling, a tease of what could be. She realized the truth watching those podcasts again: to hit ten K, fifty K, she needed to level up. Show her face, get wild. Real dicks pounding her, anal scenes that made subs hit that tip button like lottery winners. It scared her a little—the exposure, the vulnerability—but damn, the money called. She could quit this job, finish school debt-free, maybe even buy a little spot in East Atlanta Village. Freedom. That's what it promised.

"Next!" Cindy called, shaking off the daydream as she handed change to a middle-aged woman with a pixie cut and a yoga mat slung over her shoulder. Coins clinked into the woman's palm—a dollar fifty-seven—and Cindy forced a smile that didn't reach her eyes. The woman nodded thanks and stepped aside, revealing the next customer in line.

And that's when he walked in.

The door chimed like a warning bell, but Cindy's body reacted before her brain caught up. He was tall—easily six-four—built like a god carved from obsidian, muscles rippling under a fitted black tee that hugged his broad chest and tapered waist. His lineup was crisp, fade tight, beard trimmed to perfection, framing a face that screamed trouble and temptation. Dark eyes scanned the room with casual confidence, lips curving into a smirk that promised sin. Prince. Holy shit, it was Prince.

Cindy's heart slammed against her ribs like a bass drop at a Magic City strip club. She'd seen him—oh, she'd seen him plenty—in those late-night porn binges, her fingers buried deep in her wetness, vibrators humming as she watched him rail women on screen. Black women, white women, it didn't matter; he was a beast, a ten-inch monster that stretched and filled, his strokes deep and relentless. She'd cum imagining it was her, her thick thighs wrapped around his waist, his hands gripping her ass as he pounded her into oblivion. And now, here he was, in a fucking Starbucks of all places, striding toward the counter like he owned the joint.

What the hell was he doing here? Shouldn't he be on a set somewhere, lights-camera-action, making some starlet scream his name? Atlanta was porn central sometimes—studios popping up in Buckhead lofts, shoots in swanky Airbnbs—but a coffee run? Her clit throbbed traitorously, pussy clenching behind the counter as heat flooded her core. Get it together, girl, she thought, but her body wasn't listening.

Prince's eyes locked on hers as he approached, that smirk deepening. He saw it—the recognition, the hunger in her gaze—and it lit something in him. "Hello, beautiful," he drawled, voice like warm cognac, smooth and intoxicating, sending shivers down her spine.

Cindy blushed, heat rising to her cheeks as she smiled despite herself. Damn, he was finer in person, that cologne wafting over—something spicy and masculine, making her nipples harden under her bra. She knew from his vids he had a thing for heavy women, BBWs like her—full-figured queens he worshipped on camera, eating them out like his last meal, fucking them with a passion that left marks.

"Hello, Prince," she replied, her voice steadier than she felt.

He paused, one brow arching as he reached for his wallet. "Wait, you know me?" Those lips—full, kissable—curved into a curious grin.

"Yeah, seen you here and there," she said, still blushing, her fingers fumbling with the register keys.

Here and there? Girl, you've seen every inch of him, she chided herself inwardly, a playful spark igniting despite her introverted nature.

He chuckled, low and throaty, pulling out his debit card. "When you say 'here and there,' what exactly do you mean?" He leaned in a bit, smiling down at her—towering, dominant, but with a flirtatious glint that made her twirl one of her braids nervously.

Cindy's pulse raced. This was so not her—flirting boldly, especially at work. But desperation mixed with desire pushed her forward. She needed that bag, and Prince? He was the key. Famous male adult star, millions of views, collabs with top names. One scene with him could blow up her OnlyFans, subscribers flooding in, tips raining like confetti at a parade.

She leaned over the counter, her full breasts brushing the edge, and whispered in his ear, her breath hot against his skin. "I've seen your movies, the naughty ones, and I'm a fan. Think you'll be down to blow a fan's back out?" Her voice dropped to a sultry drawl, laced with urban grit, the words slipping out like silk.

Prince licked his lips, eyes darkening with interest. Damn, she was speaking his language—direct, no games. Her whisper sent a jolt straight to his dick, stirring under his jeans.

"Twirl for me," he said, voice husky, peeping over the counter. "I wanna see if you have the assets."

Cindy hesitated for a split second—introvert alarms blaring—but then she spun, slow and deliberate, her fat ass jiggling just enough under her work pants to tease. She knew she had it: thick, juicy, the kind that made men weak. When she faced him again, his eyes were hooded, approval evident.

"Damn," he murmured, nodding. "Tell you what, here’s my business card—Black Ice Pass Production." He slid a sleek black card across the counter, gold embossing catching the light. "As a matter of fact, give me your phone."

Cindy fished it out of her apron pocket, heart pounding, and handed it over. His fingers brushed hers—electric, promising—and he typed in his number swiftly. "That’s my personal number. Call me tomorrow, and we can do a scene if you’re up to it. No pressure. I’ll have my secretary send over the contracts—just a one-time thing, and after, I’ll wire you your money."

She smiled, tucking the phone away, a thrill zipping through her. "I like the sound of that. I’m tired of working behind this counter."

Prince grinned, pocketing his wallet. "Well, the money I’ll be wiring you after the scene will move you from behind this counter for sure."

Cindy bit her lip, playful heat in her eyes. "Hmm, I like the sound of that, Prince. So, what are you having?"

He laughed, a rich sound that filled the space between them. "I much rather have you, but for now, I’ll settle for an iced white chocolate mocha."

She smiled wider, punching it in. "Ah, nice selection. Iced white chocolate mocha it is." He offered his debit card, but she waved it off. "No need—it’s on me, Prince." She turned to her coworker, a bubbly Latina named Maria. "Maria, can you whip up an iced white mocha for me?"

Maria nodded, eyeing Prince with a knowing smirk, and got to work. The machine whirred, steam hissing as the drink came together. Five minutes later, Cindy handed it to him, their fingers brushing again—lingering this time.

"Thanks," he said, sipping it tentatively. "What’s your name, beautiful?"

"It’s Cindy... Cindy Reynolds."

Prince smiled, slow and sexy. "Mmm, nice name. Thanks, Cindy Reynolds. You have my number—call me when you get off work or anytime you desire, and we’ll make something happen. And by the way..." He leaned in closer, voice dropping. "I feel a spark, Cindy. Between you and me. I can’t quite explain it."

Cindy blushed harder, brushing back her braids, a shy giggle escaping. "Aww, me too. Enjoy the rest of your day, Prince, and look out for my call."

He nodded, starting toward the door, but paused to throw her one last look—a wink that promised everything. "Will do, Cindy. And thanks for the coffee."

The door chimed as he left, and Cindy exhaled, fanning herself subtly. What the hell just happened? Her pussy was still tingling, mind racing with possibilities. Business? Naughty? Both? Shit, life was about to get lit.

"Next!" she called, snapping back as a blonde girl stepped up, early twenties, with highlights and a crop top showing off her navel piercing.

The blonde grinned, swiping her card already. "Girl, that was Prince, wasn't it? The porn guy? Oh my God, he's packing—I’ve seen his stuff. You're in for a treat if you're tapping that."

Cindy laughed, a genuine one this time, swiping the card for her caramel macchiato. "You know it. Here's your receipt."

The blonde took her coffee, winking. "Get it, sis!" She sauntered off, hips swaying.

Cindy shook her head, amused. Atlanta folks were bold like that—no filter. Another customer approached—an older Black woman, maybe in her fifties, with salt-and-pepper hair in a neat twist-out and a pantsuit that said "boss lady."

"What can I get for you, ma'am?" Cindy asked, still buzzing from Prince.

"A Grande black coffee, no room," the woman said, voice crisp but kind. "And make it quick—I've got a meeting at the King Center in twenty."

"Coming right up." Cindy poured it efficiently, handing it over with a smile. "That'll be $2.95."

The woman paid in cash, tipping a dollar into the jar. "You look like you've got the world on your shoulders, honey. Smile—it's gonna get better."

Cindy nodded, touched. "Thank you. Have a good one."

As the woman left, Cindy's mind drifted back to Prince. That spark he mentioned? She felt it too, electric and undeniable. Imagining his hands on her, that big dick sliding in... She shivered, glancing around to make sure no one noticed her flush. But deeper, it stirred something emotional. After Mama's death, the loneliness had been a constant ache. Family's betrayal left scars, Grayson’s threats a bitter pill. Abella was great, but Prince? He represented escape—money, passion, maybe even connection.

The afternoon dragged, orders blending into a haze: a pumpkin spice for a teen giggling with friends, a flat white for a hipster typing furiously on his laptop, a refresher for a mom wrangling two kids. Cindy moved on autopilot, but Prince dominated her thoughts. What would a scene with him be like? Rough, intense, like his vids? Or something more... tender? She pictured his lips on her neck, hands kneading her ass, whispering her name. Cindy Reynolds. It sounded right coming from him.

A rude customer snapped her out—a suit demanding his latte be remade because it was "too milky." Cindy bit her tongue, remaking it with a plastered smile. Asshole. But even that couldn't dim the glow. Prince's number burned in her pocket, a lifeline.

As the clock ticked toward closing, another wave hit: nostalgia for Mama. She'd love this story—laughing, teasing Cindy about "getting her some."

"Baby, life's too short not to grab what you want," she'd say.

Tears pricked Cindy's eyes, but she blinked them away. Mama's gone, but her spirit? Still pushing Cindy forward.

Shift's end neared, and Cindy wiped down the counter, mind on Prince. Call tonight? Tomorrow? The possibilities swirled—money to breathe easy, passion to feel alive. For the first time in a year, hope flickered. Shit was about to change.

But for now, she was still here, in Starbucks, thinking of him constantly. The man who'd walked in like fate, stirring her body and soul. Prince. Her prince? Maybe. Time would tell.


CHAPTER 2




The Atlanta evening traffic was a beast, horns blaring like angry spirits as Cindy maneuvered her beat-up Honda Civic through the snarled veins of I-75. The sun dipped low behind the skyline, casting long shadows over the graffiti-splattered overpasses and the glittering towers of downtown. Her shift at Starbucks had dragged like molasses, every latte foam and customer complaint grinding against her nerves. But today? Today had that spark—Prince. His face, his voice, that damn smirk—kept replaying in her mind like a looped TikTok. By the time she pulled into the parking lot of her Midtown apartment complex, a squat brick building with peeling paint and balconies overflowing with plastic chairs and potted plants, her thighs were still tingling from the memory of his gaze raking over her curves.

Cindy killed the engine, the car shuddering to a stop like it shared her exhaustion. She grabbed her bag, slung it over her shoulder, and trudged up the concrete stairs, the humid air thick with the scent of barbecue from a neighbor's grill and faint weed smoke wafting from somewhere below. Her keys jangled as she unlocked the door to her one-bedroom sanctuary—a cozy but cluttered space with mismatched furniture, posters of old-school R&B divas like Aaliyah and Beyoncé on the walls, and a faint vanilla candle scent battling the lingering aroma of last night's takeout. She kicked the door shut behind her, the thud echoing in the quiet hall.

"Finally," she muttered, kicking off her black sneakers with a satisfying thump.

They landed near the entryway mat, one lopsided like her mood. Her feet ached from standing all day, but her mind? Buzzing. Prince. That business card burned a hole in her apron pocket—she'd transferred it to her jeans during the drive. She fished out her phone, thumbs hovering over the screen, debating a text. Something flirty? Straight to business? Her heart raced at the thought of his sultry voice on the line.

Before she could decide, her phone vibrated, Abella's name flashing across the screen with a selfie of them from last summer's Essence Festival—both grinning, braids flying in the wind. Cindy swiped to answer. "Hey, girl."

"Cindy! What's good? I'm 'bout to pull up on you. Been a minute since we kicked it proper. You home yet?"

Cindy smiled, warmth flooding her despite the fatigue. Abella was her lifeline, the one who didn't flake when life hit the fan. "Yeah, just walked in. Aight, bet. Door's unlocked—well, I'll unlock it when you get here."

"Cool, see you in ten." Abella hung up, and Cindy felt a lift.

She loved being in Abella's company—the easy laughs, the real talk. Especially after Mama. When Gloria passed, the world had caved in. Cindy remembered the hospital room at Grady, the beeps fading as Mama's hand went limp in hers. The funeral, the empty promises from family. Abella had been there, holding her through the sobs, fronting cash for rent when Grayson came knocking like a vulture.

"We family now," Abella had said, and she'd meant it. Cindy would never forget that—how Abella showed up with grocery bags and bad jokes to pull her from the abyss.

A knock rattled the door—sharp, insistent. Cindy padded over in her socks, peeking through the peephole to see Abella's familiar face, edges laid, gold hoops glinting. She unlocked it, and Abella swept in like a force of nature, one arm pulling Cindy into a warm hug that smelled of cocoa butter and perfume. The other hand clutched a greasy KFC bag, the aroma of fried chicken hitting Cindy like a hug of its own.

"Mmm, I smell chicken, girl," Cindy sniffed dramatically, pulling back with a grin.

Abella laughed, her voice rich and teasing. "It's for me and you, bitch—don't be greedy. You got any good movies to watch?"

She stepped fully inside, kicking the door shut with her heel, her curvy frame draped in a cropped hoodie and leggings that hugged her hips. Abella was shorter than Cindy—five-six to her six feet—but she carried herself like she owned the block, confidence radiating from her dark chocolate skin and bold makeup.

"I got Netflix if that counts," Cindy replied, locking the door behind her.

"That'll do. You into paranormal series?" Abella asked, plopping the KFC bucket on the scarred wooden coffee table, which was already littered with remotes and half-empty water bottles.

"Not really—I'm more of a crime thriller type of girl. But if you find a nice paranormal, one with some romance in it, I'll gladly watch it with you," Cindy said, shrugging off her work shirt. Underneath, her tats peeked out—a rose vine curling around her collarbone, a quote from Maya Angelou in script down her side. She balled up the shirt and socks, heading for the laundry room.

Abella settled onto the sagging couch, grabbing the remote. "Say less. Mind if I start scrolling?"

"Go 'head. But mind if I take a shower first? I smell like espresso and entitlement," Cindy called from the hall.

Abella chuckled. "Make it fast, girl. I don't wanna eat this KFC alone, and I don't microwave shit—it ruins the crisp."

"Aight, I'll be quick," Cindy promised, disappearing into the bathroom.

The door clicked shut, and soon the hiss of water filled the apartment. Abella scrolled through Netflix, the TV's glow casting blue hues on the walls adorned with family photos—mostly of Mama, her smile frozen in time. Nostalgia tugged at Abella; she remembered Gloria's Sunday dinners, the way she'd cackle at their teenage antics. Good times, before the cancer stole it all.

Ten minutes later—true to her word—Cindy emerged, steam billowing behind her like a dramatic entrance. A towel wrapped around her full figure, water droplets tracing paths over her caramel skin. She darted to her bedroom, the door ajar, revealing glimpses of her unmade bed and scattered clothes. Minutes ticked by, and she reappeared in comfy gear: oversized sweats that hugged her thick thighs, a tank top showing off her braids now loose and damp, cascading like dark rivers over her shoulders. She smelled fresh—lavender body wash cutting through the chicken scent.

"You cleaned up nicely," Abella teased, patting the spot next to her on the couch.

Cindy plopped down, the cushions sighing under her weight. "Thanks. So, what we watching?"

"The Order," Abella revealed, highlighting the thumbnail—a moody shot of werewolves and magic. "It's paranormal romance. Never watched it before, but it got good reviews. Magic, hot guys, some steamy shit—perfect."

Cindy smiled, reaching for the KFC bucket. "Alright then, start it up. But you better not scare the shit outta me with jump scares."

Abella hit play, the intro music swelling as she leaned over, planting a playful kiss on Cindy's cheek. "Nah, besides, there's no need to be scared when I’m around."

Cindy blushed lightly, a soft laugh escaping. "Thanks." They dug in—spicy chicken tenders tearing between teeth, fries crispy and salted, washed down with cold Pepsis from the fridge. The show unfolded: college kids discovering secret societies, forbidden love blooming amid spells and shadows. They munched in companionable silence at first, but soon the commentary flowed.

"Girl, that werewolf dude is fine as hell," Abella said around a mouthful. "Reminds me of that boy from high school—what was his name? Trey? The one who tried to holler at both of us at prom."

Cindy burst out laughing, nearly choking on a fry. "Trey Washington! Oh my God, yes—with his ashy ass elbows and that fake gold chain. He thought he was Usher or something. Remember when he slipped on the dance floor trying to dougie?"

Abella howled, slapping her knee. "And spilled punch all over Principal Hayes' shoes! We ran like hell, hid in the bathroom giggling for an hour."

Nostalgia wrapped around them like a warm blanket, pulling up memories of simpler days—sleepovers in Gloria's living room, sneaking out to Waffle House at 2 a.m., dreaming of futures beyond Atlanta's concrete jungle.

"Those were the days," Cindy sighed, her voice softening. "Mama used to pack us lunches for school—those peanut butter sandwiches with the crusts cut off. She'd say, 'Y'all gonna take over the world one day.'"

Abella nodded, her eyes misty. "She was the best. Remember her dragging us to church every Sunday, making us sing in the choir? I sounded like a dying cat, but she swore I had potential."

Cindy chuckled, but emotion thickened her throat. "Yeah... I miss her laugh. The way she'd roast anybody who came at us wrong. God, Bella, sometimes I still expect her to call, you know? Check in on my day."

Abella squeezed her hand. "I know, boo. She raised a queen, though. You're out here grinding, finishing school. She'd be proud."

They watched a bit more, the show's romance heating up—a steamy kiss scene making them both fan themselves. "Whew, that's hot," Cindy said. "Speaking of, how's Josh?"

Abella rolled her eyes playfully. "Same ol'—working that mechanic job, coming home smelling like oil. But he treats me right. How 'bout you? How was work today? Any crazy customers?"

Cindy's face lit up, Prince flashing in her mind. "Work was the usual bullshit, but... I met somebody."

Abella paused the show, turning fully. "Ooh, spill! Who? Some fine brother in line for his Frappuccino?"

Cindy grinned, pulling the business card from her pocket. "His name's Prince. Tall, muscular, lineup on point. We flirted a lil'—he gave me his number."

Abella took the card, eyes widening at the gold-embossed "Black Ice Pass Production." "Wait, this ain't no regular nigga. Production? Like movies?"

Cindy leaned in, voice dropping conspiratorially. "Not just any movies. He's a famous porn star—male adult actor. I've... uh, seen his work."

Abella's jaw dropped, then she burst into laughter. "Girl! You out here pulling porn stars at Starbucks? Let me see—show me some videos. I gotta verify."

Cindy hesitated, cheeks heating, but pulled up her phone, navigating to a discreet site. She queued a clip—Prince in action, railing a curvy MILF with rhythmic power, his ten-inch beast on full display. Moans filled the room, the screen glowing with sweat-slicked bodies.

"Holy shit, that nigga is packing," Abella whispered, eyes glued. "I'm getting hot just watching this. I wish Josh was as endowed as him." She fanned herself dramatically, crossing her legs.

Cindy smirked, pausing the video. "I thought Josh was packing. You always bragging 'bout how he puts it down."

Abella shook her head, still staring at the frozen frame. "So I’d thought too, but not after seeing Prince's dick. That shit is huge. You see how he had that MILF cumming? Sweet Jesus! She was shaking like she got the Holy Ghost."

"Yes, I saw that—he's gifted," Cindy agreed, tossing her phone aside. "I'm planning on doing a scene with him. I need the money, and I'm tired of Starbucks. That counter life's killing me."

Abella's laughter faded, concern etching her features. She set down her Pepsi, turning serious. "You? Porn? You sure about this, Cindy? Once you go into shit like that, there's no turning back. You're scarred for life."

Cindy's expression hardened, memories of Mama's hospital bills and Grayson’s threats flashing. "I'm already scarred, Bella. Losing Mama, family dipping out, scraping by... This is a way out."

Abella sighed, her voice gentle but firm. "Porn is a different type of scarred, Cindy. The judgment, the exposure—people see you different forever."

"I know, Bella, but that's a risk I'm willing to take. Besides, I've dipped in it a bit already," Cindy admitted, fiddling with a braid.

Abella's brows shot up. "What do you mean by 'dipped in it a bit,' Cindy?" She hit pause on the remote again, the room falling quiet save for the hum of the fridge.

Cindy took a deep breath, tears pricking her eyes. "I... I have an OnlyFans, Bella. I've had it for like three months now. Doing solo stuff—masturbating, toys, all that. Face cut off, of course. Anonymous."

Abella stared, processing. "And you were gonna share this when with me?" Her tone was stern, but hurt flickered in her eyes.

"I'm embarrassed, Abella. I thought if I told you I'm on OnlyFans, you'd disown me. I can't lose you—you're the only person I have... my rock." Cindy's voice cracked, tears spilling over her lashes, tracing salty paths down her cheeks.

Abella's face softened instantly. She pulled Cindy into a tight hug, rubbing her back. "Cindy, you can tell me anything. I will never be embarrassed of you. You're like the sister I never had—we tight like that."

She held her at arm's length, wiping Cindy's tears with her thumb. "We been through too much—your mama's funeral, that time we got stranded in Buckhead after that bad date... I'm here, always."

"I'm sorry, Bella. I should've told you," Cindy sniffled, hugging her back fiercely.

"Yeah, but it's all gravy now. Tell me about your OnlyFans—are you making that paper?"

Cindy wiped her face, composing herself. "Not really, or at least not like I want to. If I'm lucky, three K a month. Subscribers are growing, but they keep demanding more—kinky stuff, wanting to see my face, me taking a real cock. That'll definitely bring in more money for sure. Like, ten K, fifty K levels."

Abella nodded slowly. "Damn. And linking up with Prince... that could blow you up. His name alone—fans would flock."

"Exactly," Cindy said, excitement creeping back. "One scene with him, promote it on my page... I could quit Starbucks, pay off tuition, breathe easy. No more counting pennies."

Abella studied her, then smiled. "Aight, I'm on board. Just promise me—never lose yourself. Remember your roots, what Gloria taught you. You're more than your body, Cindy. You're smart, talented—that graphic design degree gonna take you places."

"I promise," Cindy said, hugging her again. Emotion swelled—gratitude for this friendship, a bond forged in fire.

Their moment was interrupted by Abella's phone buzzing—Josh's ringtone, a trap beat. She glanced at it, smirking. "Sorry I gotta leave so early, Cindy. Josh gets antsy when I'm not around, and when he wants to get his dick sucked." She stood, stretching.

Cindy laughed, wiping residual tears. "Go handle your man.”

“Call me when you get laid and paid. And be safe, girl."

Abella blew a kiss, heading for the door. "Bye, boo. Love you."

"Bye, Abella," Cindy called, watching her step into the hallway. Voices echoed—young niggas loitering, their sagging pants and fresh fades marking them as neighborhood hoodlums.

"Damn, girl, you look fine as hell," one catcalled, adjusting his drooping jeans, gold chains clinking.

Abella didn't miss a beat, flashing a grin but pulling her hoodie aside to reveal the glint of her "blick"—a compact pistol tucked in her waistband. "Already taken, nigga. Keep it moving."

The guys backed off quick, hands up in surrender. "Aight, aight—my bad, sis." Abella sauntered down the stairs, heels clicking confidently.

Cindy closed the door, heaving a sigh of relief. The apartment felt quieter now, but lighter. She cleared the coffee table—crumbs swept into the KFC bucket, leftovers stashed in the fridge alongside half-eaten yogurt and takeout containers. The Pepsi cans clinked into the recycling bin. Her mind itched to call Prince, that number a siren song.

She sank back onto the couch, phone in hand. The screen glowed, his digits typed in. Heart pounding, she hit call. It rang twice before his voice answered—deep, smooth, like velvet over gravel.

"Yo, this Prince."

"Hey, it's Cindy—from Starbucks today."

A chuckle rumbled through the line. "Cindy Reynolds. I was hoping you'd hit me up. What's good, beautiful?"

"Just got home, chilling. Thinking 'bout you, actually." Flirtation laced her words, bold despite her introversion.

"Oh yeah? Good thoughts, I hope. Listen, you still down for that scene tomorrow? My spot in Buckhead—studio setup. Bring your skimpiest outfit, something that shows off those assets. And your bank info, ID—for the contracts and wire transfer."

Cindy's pulse quickened, excitement mingling with nerves. "Yeah, I'm down. Send the address?"

"Bet. Texting it now. Be there at noon. We gon' make magic, Cindy. Not just physical—I felt something today. Like you different, special. Wife material, even. Kids someday? Who knows."

His voice dropped intimate, sincere.

Cindy blushed, a smile spreading. "We'll see, Prince. Looking forward to it."

"Same here. Night, beautiful."

The call ended, his text pinging: an address in upscale Buckhead, promises of connection lingering in the air.

Prince hung up, leaning back in his leather recliner in his lavish loft overlooking the Atlanta skyline. The city lights twinkled like stars, but his mind was on Cindy. Not just her body—though damn, that ass had him hooked—but her vibe. Real, grounded. In an industry of fakes, she felt like home. Wife? Kids? Yeah, he was thinking that far. Tomorrow couldn't come soon enough.


CHAPTER 3




The Atlanta sun hung high in the sky like a golden medallion, casting a warm glow over the winding roads of Buckhead as Cindy navigated her Honda Civic toward the address Prince had texted her. The GPS chimed its final directions, leading her off the main drag onto a secluded drive lined with towering oaks draped in Spanish moss. Her heart thudded in her chest, a mix of excitement and nerves churning like a storm in her gut. What the hell was she doing? Driving to a porn star's estate to film a scene that could either launch her into financial freedom or drag her deeper into regret. But damn, the thought of Prince—his muscles, his smirk, that ten-inch promise—had her thighs clenching involuntarily. She glanced at her reflection in the rearview mirror, braids pulled back neatly, caramel skin flushed.

"You got this, girl," she whispered, echoing Mama's old pep talks. "Grab life by the balls."

The estate came into view like something out of a dream—or a high-end music video. Palm trees swayed gracefully along the manicured lawns, their fronds whispering in the breeze. The house itself was a majestic sprawl of white stucco and glass, with arched windows reflecting the azure sky and a fountain gurgling in the circular driveway like a symphony of luxury. Exotic flowers bloomed in bursts of pink and orange, and the air carried the faint scent of chlorine from what had to be a pool out back. Cindy's jaw dropped as she parked beside a sleek black Tesla, her rusty Civic looking like a peasant next to royalty. This was Prince's personal space? No wonder he was in the game—he was living like a king.

She grabbed her small suitcase from the trunk—packed with that skimpy black babydoll lingerie she'd bought on a whim from a boutique in Little Five Points, heels that made her ass pop, and her ID and bank info tucked safely inside. Her palms were sweaty as she approached the grand double doors, adorned with intricate ironwork. Before she could knock, the door swung open, revealing a woman in her mid-forties, with smooth mahogany skin, a stylish bob haircut, and a warm smile that lit up her face like sunshine breaking through clouds.

"You must be Cindy Reynolds," the woman said, her voice rich and welcoming, like a favorite aunt pulling you into the kitchen for sweet tea. She extended a hand, adorned with gold rings that caught the light. "I'm Naomi Franklin, Prince's secretary. Come on in, honey. We've been expecting you."

Cindy shook her hand, the firmness grounding her jittery nerves. "Hi, Naomi. Yeah, that's me. This place is... wow."

Naomi laughed, a melodic sound that echoed in the foyer, which was all marble floors and high ceilings with a chandelier dripping crystals like rain. "It is something, isn't it? Prince has good taste. Let me help you with that suitcase." She reached for it without hesitation, her tailored pantsuit—navy blue and crisp—swishing as she moved.

Cindy hesitated, but Naomi waved her off. "Girl, don't even. You're family now. Come on, let's get you settled."

As they walked through the house, Cindy couldn't help but gawk. The walls were lined with abstract art—bold strokes of color that screamed expensive—and the air smelled of fresh citrus and sandalwood, probably from some fancy diffuser. Naomi led her down a hallway with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking lush gardens, chatting like they'd known each other forever. "So, how was the drive? Traffic in Atlanta is a beast, especially around lunchtime."

Cindy chuckled, her shoulders relaxing a bit. "Tell me about it. I-85 tried to end me today. But I made it. You been working for Prince long?"

"Oh, honey, going on five years now," Naomi replied, her eyes twinkling with fondness. "Started as his assistant when he was just blowing up in the industry. Man's a workaholic, but he's got a heart of gold. Treats his team like kin. You nervous? It's okay to say yes—I see it in your eyes."

Cindy bit her lip, nodding as they entered a sleek office space with a mahogany desk piled neatly with papers and a laptop humming softly. "A little. Okay, a lot. This is all new to me. I mean, I've done some solo stuff online, but this? With him? Feels like jumping off a cliff."

Naomi set the suitcase down and pulled out a chair for Cindy, gesturing for her to sit. "Baby, every woman who's walked through these doors felt the same. But Prince? He's professional, respectful. No funny business unless it's in the script—and even then, it's all consent and comfort. Now, let's get this paperwork out the way so you can relax."

She slid a short contract across the desk, printed on crisp white paper. "It's straightforward—one-time scene, rights to the footage for his production company, your cut wired within 24 hours after wrap. No hidden clauses. Read it over, ask questions."

Cindy scanned the document, her introverted nature making her pore over every word. It was clean: payment terms generous—enough to cover her rent for months and chip at tuition—confidentiality agreements both ways, health and safety protocols. She signed with a flourish, her hand steadying as Naomi's calming presence washed over her like a balm. "Looks good. Here's my ID and bank info." She handed over her driver's license and a slip of paper with her routing numbers.

Naomi scanned the ID with a small device on her desk, typing swiftly into the laptop. "All set. You're officially in the system. See? Painless." She stood, suitcase in hand again. "Now, let's get you to Prince. He's out by the pool, probably pretending to read while he waits for you."

Cindy laughed, the sound genuine and light. "Pretending? He seems like the type who actually reads."

Naomi winked, leading her back through the house toward French doors opening to the backyard. "Oh, he does. Smart as a whip, that one. But don't tell him I said that—his ego's big enough."

They stepped out into the sunlight, the pool area a paradise of turquoise water rippling gently, surrounded by chaise lounges upholstered in white cushions. Palm trees framed the scene, their shadows dancing on the flagstone patio. Prince lounged on one chair, wrapped in a plush white robe that contrasted beautifully against his dark skin, a book in one hand and a cigar in the other. Smoke curled lazily upward as he took a puff, his muscular frame relaxed but alert.

The minute his eyes landed on Cindy, he stubbed out the cigar in a crystal ashtray and set the book aside, standing with the grace of a panther. "Cindy Reynolds, you made it," he said, his voice that sultry rumble that sent shivers down her spine. He pulled her into a hug, his arms strong and warm, cologne wrapping around her like an embrace.

"Yeah, I like the place," Cindy chuckled, hugging him back, her curves pressing against his solid chest. Damn, he felt good—real, not just a screen fantasy.

"Glad you like it. This is my personal space," he revealed, gesturing to the expansive grounds. "No shoots here usually, but for you? Felt right." He motioned for her to sit beside him on the lounge, the cushion sinking under their weight.

Naomi smiled, setting the suitcase down. "Paperwork's all done, boss. Makeup artist's waiting."

"Okay, tell Marcia she'll be there in five," Prince said, nodding as Naomi walked off back into the lavish building, her heels clicking efficiently.

Prince turned to Cindy, his dark eyes searching hers. "You nervous, Cindy? It's okay if you are—most models are on their first time."

"I was nervous at first," she admitted, tucking a braid behind her ear. "But you and Naomi have a calming energy that I like. Made the jitters fade."

"Hmm, energy? I like that." He grinned, reaching for the book beside him. "I'm actually reading a book on energy right now." He held it up, the cover featuring ethereal swirls and the title Psychic Appeals: Harnessing Inner Energy.

Cindy took it, flipping through the pages curiously. "Hmm, Psychic Appeals. I didn't take you for the superstitious type."

He laughed, a deep, infectious sound that made her stomach flip. "You simply saw the word 'psychic' and say I'm superstitious. But then again, people see what they believe, not believe what they see."

Cindy chuckled, handing it back. "You high right now, aren't you?"

He smiled, his gaze lingering on her lips. "Yeah, high on you."

The remark hit her like a spark, heat blooming in her cheeks as she blushed. "Smooth, Prince. Real smooth."

He stood, taking her by the wrist gently, his touch electric. "Come on, let's get you to makeup." He grabbed her suitcase, leading her inside through cool, air-conditioned halls lined with more art—some erotic, tasteful nudes that made her pulse quicken.

Pretty soon, they entered a room bursting with mirrors, vanity lights glowing like stars, and a plump Black woman standing by a massive makeup kit, her curves accentuated by a flowing maxi dress in vibrant patterns.

"Marcia, this is Cindy. Cindy, this is Marcia—my makeup artist. She's the best. She'll fix you up nicely." Prince set the suitcase down. "You brought something skimpy?"

Cindy looked up at him, a playful glint in her eye. "Yeah, it's in my suitcase."

He smiled, that predatory yet charming grin. "Good. Get sorted out, and Marcia, when you're done, carry her to the studio."

Marcia nodded, her warm brown eyes sparkling. "Okay, boss."

Prince lingered for a second, his hand brushing Cindy's arm. "Can't wait to see the final product." Then he walked out, closing the door softly behind him.

Marcia turned to Cindy, extending a hand with nails painted in glittering gold. "Hey, sugar. I'm Marcia—reintroducing myself since boss man already did. Don't be nervous; Prince is good people. He treats us right, pays on time, no drama. Sit down, let's make you shine."

Cindy sat in the swivel chair facing the mirror, the lights highlighting her features. "Thanks, Marcia. I'm trying not to freak out."

Marcia chuckled, unpacking brushes and palettes with expert efficiency. "Girl, everybody's first time is a trip. But you're gorgeous already—those braids, that skin? We're just enhancing." She started with foundation, dabbing gently. "So, how'd you meet Prince? Starbucks, right? He mentioned you over coffee this morning."

Cindy relaxed into the chair, the soft bristles tickling her skin. "Yeah, I was behind the counter, recognized him from... well, his work. Flirted a bit, and here I am."

Marcia laughed heartily. "Bold! I like that. Most fans just stare. But you? Snagged his attention quick." She moved to eyeshadow, a smoky palette that made Cindy's hazel eyes pop. "You got that BBW magic—curves for days. Prince loves that. He's got a type, and honey, you're it."

Cindy glanced at her reflection, seeing the transformation unfold. "You think? I mean, I've watched his stuff—those women are pros."

"Pros my butt," Marcia waved a brush dismissively. "It's about vibe. And you got it. Now, close your eyes—time for lashes." She applied them with precision, long and fluttery. "Tell me, what's your story? Why dip into this world?"

Cindy sighed, emotion bubbling up. "Lost my mama last year to leukemia. Wiped out my savings, family ghosted, rent piled up. Friend hooked me with the Starbucks gig, but it's draining. Started OnlyFans anonymously—solo vids, no face. Making okay money, but to level up? Need more. Prince... he could change that."

Marcia paused, her expression softening. "I'm sorry about your mama, sugar. That's heavy. But you're strong—I see it. This industry's tough, but if you own it, it can empower you. Just set boundaries." She stepped back, admiring her work. "Okay, lips—gloss or matte?"

"Gloss," Cindy said, smiling. "Make 'em pop."

Marcia applied a shimmering nude, then nodded to the suitcase. "Go on, change. Let's see the full effect."

Cindy slipped into the adjacent bathroom, shedding her clothes for the black babydoll lingerie—sheer fabric hugging her full breasts, lace trimming that teased without revealing too much. The G-string wedged perfectly, accentuating her fat ass. She oiled up her thick thighs, the shine highlighting her tattoos—a phoenix on her hip, symbolizing rebirth after Mama's death. Slipping on the heels, she stepped out, striking a pose.

Marcia's eyes widened, a grin splitting her face. "Fuck, you gonna drive Prince nuts. I can see why he likes you. You are sexy as fuck, and I've seen plenty of sexy, but you're something else, Cindy. That ass? Lethal. And those tats? Chef's kiss."

Cindy laughed, twirling. "Thanks, Marcia. Feels good to hear."

Marcia took her by the wrist, leading her out. "Come on, studio time. Heels clicking like that? You're a goddess."

They walked down the hall, Cindy's strides confident now, body shiny and beautiful under the lights. Lip gloss popped, makeup flawless, lashes batting like butterflies.

Minutes later, Marcia pushed open a door to the studio—a lavish room with plush couches in deep velvet, soft lighting from overhead spots, and a balcony overlooking the driveway and swaying palm trees. The air was cool, scented with vanilla. Prince stood there, robe still on, chatting with a woman holding a camera—tall, athletic build, locs tied back, dressed in black cargos and a tank.

Prince's eyes went wide when he saw Cindy, his gaze raking over her like fire. "Damn, Cindy... you look incredible." He removed his robe, revealing a chiseled, ripped body—abs carved like stone, arms bulging with veins, tattoos snaking across his chest. He was even more hot and beautiful in person, Cindy thought, her eyes dropping to the bulge in his boxer briefs. Thick, promising.

"Thanks," she said, voice husky. "You ain't bad yourself."

The woman with the camera smiled. "I'm Sasha—the photographer and director today. We'll start with stills out on the balcony, then move to video inside. Sound good?"

Cindy nodded, adrenaline pumping. "Yeah. Let's do it."

Sasha snapped photos first—Prince and Cindy posing on the balcony, wind teasing her lingerie, palm trees framing them like a postcard. Laughter bubbled up as Prince whispered jokes in her ear. "You know, if this porn thing don't work, we could model for calendars," he teased.

Cindy giggled. "With my luck, it'd be the 'Baristas Gone Wild' edition."

Back inside, Sasha set up the camera on a tripod. "Alright, scene starts from the balcony. Cindy, shake that ass for the intro—tease it. When I signal, stop and come in, join Prince on the couch. We'll roll from there."

Cindy took a deep breath, her body humming with anticipation. This was it—the step that could change her miserable life. Freedom from the counter, from the grief's weight. And Prince? That spark felt real. She glanced at him, his eyes locked on hers, intellectual depth shining through the flirtation.

"Ready?" he asked softly.

"Ready," she replied, stepping toward the balcony doors. The sun beckoned, the scene about to begin.


CHAPTER 4




The studio air hummed with anticipation, the soft whir of Sasha's camera the only sound breaking the charged silence. Sunlight streamed through the balcony doors, casting golden rays across the plush couches and tiled floors, turning the room into a gilded stage for seething lust. Cindy's heart pounded like a trap beat, her body alive with a cocktail of nerves and raw desire. All the lights were set—soft spots highlighting every curve, every tattoo snaking across her caramel skin like forbidden art. Sasha adjusted the lens one last time, her locs swaying as she nodded.

"Alright, Cindy. Go ahead. Make it hot."

Cindy stepped out onto the balcony, the warm Atlanta breeze kissing her oiled thighs, palm trees rustling like whispering spectators below. She bent over the railing, her fat, caramel-flavored ass on full display, tattoos blooming like dark flowers across her cheeks. The black G-string wedged deep between them, a thin strip of lace barely containing her juiciness. She started slow, popping her hips to an invisible rhythm, that ass jiggling like jelly on a plate. Then she ramped it up, twerking hard, making her cheeks clap with a rhythmic smack that echoed off the estate walls. Prince watched from the couch inside, his dick stirring under the blanket, hardening as he eyed her—those curves bouncing, the G-string straining, her pussy lips pouting out from the sides like they were begging for attention.

"Fuck," Prince muttered under his breath, his hand itching to stroke himself.

Sasha grinned behind the camera, zooming in on the action. "That's it, girl—work it."

All that introverted shit Cindy carried like baggage was gone now, tossed out with the wind. She was in the zone, stepping out of her shell for thousands—hell, hopefully millions—to see. She reached back with both hands, spreading her ass cheeks wide, exposing her crack and those pouty pussy lips protruding greedily from the G-string. The sun glinted off her oiled skin, making her shine like a goddess of lust. Sasha loved it, thinking, ‘This girl's a natural’. But Cindy knew the game—she'd watched enough porn flicks, fingering herself to the pros, dreaming of the day she'd play the role. She clapped her cheeks harder, the sound like thunder, her thighs quaking with the effort.

Five minutes in, sweat beading on her lower back, Sasha gave the signal—two fingers slicing the air. Cindy spun around, her heels clicking sharply on the tiled floor as she sauntered back in, ass swaying like a pendulum of temptation. Sasha trailed her with the camera, capturing the shape of that ass, those thick thighs flexing, heels adding that extra strut. Prince lounged on the couch, eyes half-closed in feigned sleep, a blanket draped over his lower half. But that dick? Wide awake, tenting the fabric from watching her twerk.

The script was simple: horny wife wakes her sleeping husband with a surprise blowjob. Cindy played the part, her lingerie clinging to her sultry curves perfectly.

Sasha circled around, lens focused on the couch as Cindy gently pulled the blanket away. Prince stirred dramatically, still "asleep." She tugged his boxers down, and that cock plopped out—hard, heavy, ten inches of veiny black perfection. It nearly slapped her in the face, and Cindy let out a real laugh, marveling at how even more impressive it was up close, throbbing with need.

She wrapped her hand around it, stroking slow, feeling the heat pulse under her palm. Leaning in, she stuck out her tongue, running it up and down the length of his shaft, tasting the salt of his skin. Prince stirred more, biting back a groan—the script said wait for the signal. But damn, her tongue was fire, twirling round and round the tip, planting light, beautiful kisses along his length like she was worshiping a king. She kissed the head, sucking lightly on the slit, drawing out a bead of pre-cum that she lapped up hungrily.

Sasha snapped her fingers—the cue. Cindy popped that dick in her mouth, working the shaft like a pro, sucking him real good, just like she did her dildos back home. Her cheeks hollowed, lips stretching around his girth as she bobbed, slurping noisily. Prince's legs shook; this was torture, pretending to sleep while her warm, wet mouth devoured him.

"Fuck," he whispered internally, toes curling.

Sasha snapped again, and Prince "woke," opening his eyes, looking down with mock surprise. "Babe, what are you doing?"

She came off his dick with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the head. "What does it look like I'm doing? I'm sucking on your cock, and it seems you're loving it." She dove back down, wagging her mouth all over the head, slurping greedily.

Prince dropped his head back in ecstasy. "Fuck yeah, get it, baby. Suck that fucking dick." He grabbed her head, thrusting up into her mouth, the gawking sounds filling the room—gluck, gluck, gluck—as she slobbered all over him, drool dripping down his balls.

She pulled off with another pop, and he stood, stepping fully out of his boxers. Cindy hunkered down on her knees, resuming the suck, stroking it above her head as she tongued his balls, sucking them into her mouth one by one, making him tremble and groan above her.

"Let me fuck that fucking mouth, babe," he hissed, voice gritty with lust.

Cindy opened wide, shifting her G-string aside to rub her already wet pussy. Her fat lips were moist, slick with arousal, fingers circling her clit. Sasha zoomed in, capturing it all—Prince fucking her throat, his cock bulging in her jaw as he pounded harder, trying to bury all ten inches. She gagged, eyes watering, drool spilling like a faucet. Sasha licked her lips behind the lens, wishing she could taste those pouty lips, but duty called. She zoomed on Cindy's pussy, then back to the throat-fuck, mascara running down Cindy's cheeks as he messed her up.

When he pulled out, she was a slobbering mess, his cock shiny and dripping with her saliva. Cindy stood, slipping out of her babydoll, peeling the G-string down her thighs, stepping through it in her heels.

Naked now, tats on full display, she lay back on the couch, spreading her legs wide. Prince knelt between them, spreading her wider with rough hands, holding her thighs apart. Sasha circled for the angle as he dove in, sucking on her beautiful butterfly-shaped pussy.

"Yes, eat your wife," Cindy moaned, eyes rolling back, head thrashing, thighs quivering as his tongue lapped her folds.

She was so fucking wet, dripping with arousal, and even wetter now as he placed passionate kisses all over her labia, then pulled on her clit with his moist lips, making her shudder. "Yes, baby, pull that fucking clit," she breathed, hands coming down to hold his head, pushing him deeper.

He lapped at her wetness, loving her flavor—sweet, musky, addictive. He'd marry her right now off this pussy alone, but he was a pro.

Two fingers slid into her tight heat, finger-banging her while he made love to her clit, sucking and flicking. The dual sensation hit her like lightning—she came hard, eyes rolling back, head whipping side to side, body convulsing.

Prince pulled his fingers out, bringing them to her mouth. "Taste yourself, slut."

"Mmm, I love it," she moaned, licking them like a cock, sucking clean her cream.

He dove back down, lapping her through the aftershocks until she was a quivering mess. Sasha was soaked behind the camera, panties drenched from the heat—her turn later. For now, she filmed as Prince rubbed his cock side-to-side on her labia, then up and down, making Cindy's pussy wetter, dribbling onto the couch. She rubbed her clit, moaning.

Sasha knelt on the couch, zooming in as Prince's cock began entering her. "Fuck," he moaned, loving her tight, wet, warm grip.

"Kiss me, babe," Cindy said, pulling him down. Their lips met, deep and hungry, tongues wrestling as he moved slow, sensually, rocking his hips, twirling his waist.

"Oh God," she moaned into his mouth, his dick touching spots no dildo ever had—real, throbbing, filling her completely.

Sasha's arousal scented the air, but yeah, normal when filming fire like this. Cindy wrestled his tongue as he sank deeper, stretching her, her cream coating his shaft. He pounded now, opening her up, her tits bouncing wildly. He took a nipple in his mouth, sucking hard, making her arch like a slut.

"Damn, look at all that cream on my dick," he growled, slamming in.

Sasha zoomed on it—the white ring of her juices on his black cock. Then she moved behind, capturing his sexy ass pumping between her legs, balls slapping her asshole. The sounds—wet smacks, queefs from her pussy—had Sasha creaming harder. This Cindy was amazing; Prince really liked her.

"Yes, fuck your wife's pussy," Cindy moaned. "God, look at all that cream—you got me cumming all over your fucking big dick."

"Take it, slut. Take this fucking dick," Prince urged, hammering harder, her tatted tits jiggling.

She pulled him down, whispering off-script, "I love you."

"I love you too," he whispered back, eyes locked, sweat dripping as he rammed deeper, making her cum again. She bit her lip, rubbing her clit, soaking his cock.

Minutes later, he pulled out, standing. Cindy slid to her knees, sucking him clean, tasting her pussy—sweet and tangy—moaning over his cock. She slapped her face with it, then sucked more, driving him wild.

Prince then hauled her up, guiding her to the balcony. He bent her over the rails, one leg up, her pouty lips dripping cream. He tapped his heavy dick against her pussy, making her tremble.

"Fuck me," she begged, looking back with those "fuck me" eyes.

He slipped in, pounding hard, her spreading her cheeks. He spanked her caramel ass, cheeks rippling as he drilled, her juices raining down on his cock and the balcony floor.

"Yes, keep cumming just like that," he urged as she pushed him out, squirting hard.

He tapped her clit with his head, making her gush more, floor slick beneath them. He fucked through it, balls banging her clit.

"You want this fucking nut?" he teased.

"Yes, give it to me—decorate this fucking cunt," she urged, spanking her ass.

"Fuck, here it comes," he hollered, pausing as his cock twitched, pulsing, cumming deep inside. Sasha captured the throb, the spill as he pulled out with a pop, nut running out.

Prince grabbed the camera. Sasha bent down, lapping Cindy's creampied pussy—off-script, but who cared? Her tongue delved deep, cleaning the mix, making Cindy cum again. Then both women sucked Prince off—Sasha on balls, Cindy on cock—alternating, tongues swirling, driving him nuts until he groaned.

When it wrapped, Cindy and Sasha showered together, no cameras—just steam and desire. Cindy dropped to her knees, eating Sasha's pussy, tongue flicking her clit, fingers curling inside. Sasha moaned, backing Cindy against the tile, kissing passionately under the jets.

"You're perfect," Sasha whispered, nibbling her neck, sucking nipples, then diving down to lick her ass and pussy, making her cum hard, legs shaking.

An hour later, dried and dressed, Sasha revealed her OnlyFans. "We should collab—girl on girl."

Cindy grinned, exchanging info. "Hell yeah. Thanks for everything—this was fire."

Sasha nodded. "You killed it for your first time."

Cindy grabbed her luggage, heading out. Marcia spotted her. "How was the shoot?"

"Amazing," Cindy said, smiling ear to ear, legs wobbly.

"I can see that—you can barely walk," Marcia laughed. "Prince wants to talk. He's by the pool."

Cindy turned, thanking Marcia, making her way to the pool, heart still racing from the high.


CHAPTER 5




The flagstone path from the French doors to the pool felt longer than it should, each step of Cindy's heels clicking like a slow heartbeat against the warm stone. The late-afternoon sun had softened to amber, draping the estate in honeyed light that made the palm fronds glow like emerald flames. Water lapped gently at the pool's edge, a quiet rhythm that matched the lingering pulse between her thighs, the aftershocks of the shoot still humming beneath her skin. She carried the faint scent of sex and oil, mixed now with the jasmine blooming along the hedges, and every breath reminded her how alive she felt—raw, exposed, and strangely whole.

Prince waited on the wide chaise at the far end, robe loosely knotted at the waist, chest bare and gleaming with the day's heat. A bottle of Pinot Noir stood sweating on the small glass table beside two stemless glasses, ruby liquid already poured. When he saw her, he rose in one fluid motion, the robe parting just enough to reveal the hard planes of his abdomen, the shadow of muscle that had pressed against her earlier. His smile was slow, private, the kind that made her stomach tighten.

"Cindy Reynolds," he said, voice low and warm like the wine waiting for them. "You look like you just walked out of a dream I didn't know I was having."

She laughed softly, the sound surprising her. "I feel like I did." She stepped closer, letting him pull her into his arms. The hug was different from the ones before—no script, no camera, just skin meeting skin through thin fabric. His cologne wrapped around her again, spicy cedar and something darker, and she pressed her cheek to his shoulder for a heartbeat longer than necessary.

"Come sit," he murmured against her hair. "I've been saving this bottle for someone who deserved it."

They settled side by side on the wide chaise, thighs brushing, the cushion dipping under their combined weight. He handed her a glass, their fingers grazing in the exchange, a small electric current that made her breath catch. The wine tasted of black cherry and earth, velvet on her tongue. She watched the surface of the pool ripple, tiny diamonds of light scattering like secrets.

Prince lifted his glass. "To new chapters," he said.

"To rewriting the old ones," she answered, and they clinked, the sound sharp and intimate in the quiet.

For a while they drank in silence, letting the moment breathe. The sun slid lower, painting the water gold, then rose, then amber. Cindy felt the day's weight settle—not heavy, but present. The shoot had cracked something open inside her; now the pieces were still settling.

"You okay?" Prince asked finally, voice gentle but searching. "Not just your body. All of you."

She turned the stemless glass in her fingers, watching the wine catch the light. "I'm... more than okay. That was intense. Beautiful, in a way I didn't expect. But it also felt like I was finally saying yes to something I've been afraid of for a long time."

He nodded, eyes on her profile. "Fear's a hell of a gatekeeper. Keeps us safe, but it also keeps us small."

Cindy looked at him then, really looked. The man who had just fucked her senseless on camera was watching her now with something softer, something unguarded.

"What scares you?" she asked.

Prince exhaled through his nose, a small, almost amused sound. "Used to be nothing. Then everything started feeling... temporary. The money, the attention, the women—it's all smoke. I wake up some mornings and wonder if anybody's ever going to see past the performance." He took a slow sip. "Then I walked into Starbucks, and when our eyes met, you kept looking at me like you already knew the man behind the dick. That scared me. Because it felt real."

Her throat tightened. She set her glass down, turned her body toward him. "My mama used to say real is the only thing worth chasing, even when it hurts." The words came easier than she expected. "She died last year. Leukemia. I spent everything burying her right, and then the landlord came for the rest. Family didn't help. Nobody did except one friend. I was drowning, Prince. Quietly. Every day behind that counter felt like another breath I couldn't take."

He reached out, brushed a braid from her shoulder with the back of his knuckles. The touch was light, reverent. "I'm sorry about your mama. And I'm sorry the world let you carry that alone."

Cindy blinked back the sudden sting in her eyes. "I carried it because I had to. But today... today I felt like I could finally put something down. Not all of it. Just enough to breathe."

Prince studied her for a long moment. "You know what I saw when you bent over that railing? Not just an ass that could stop traffic. I saw a woman claiming her power. And damn if that didn't make me want to know every story behind every tattoo on your skin."

She smiled, small and real. "The phoenix on my hip is for her. For rising. The roses down my ribs... those are for every time I thought I'd bleed out and didn't."

He traced the air above her side, not touching, but close enough she felt the heat of his palm. "Beautiful. All of it."

They fell quiet again, wine glasses refilled, the sky bruising into twilight. Fireflies began to wink along the hedges. Cindy leaned back, letting her head rest against the cushion, eyes on the emerging stars.

"Tell me something nobody knows," she said.

Prince chuckled low. "I read poetry when the house is empty. Neruda, Angelou, some old Harlem Renaissance stuff. Helps me remember there's more to bodies than what the camera catches."

Her heart did a slow, sweet flip. "I paint. Not good enough for galleries yet, but I do. Abstracts mostly. Colors that feel like how grief tastes, or how hope burns."

"I'd like to see that someday."

"Maybe you will."

Another stretch of comfortable silence. The pool lights came on automatically, underwater orbs glowing turquoise, turning their faces soft and luminous.

Prince set his glass aside. "Tomorrow," he said. "Piedmont Park. Noon. We walk the paths, get ice cream from that truck by the lake, sit under the oaks and talk. No cameras. No script. Just us figuring out who we are when nobody's watching."

Cindy felt the invitation land somewhere deep in her chest. "No sex?"

"No sex," he confirmed, though his eyes darkened with promise. "Just conversation. Ice cream. Maybe I steal a kiss if it feels right. But mostly... I just want to hear you laugh without a lens in the way."

She searched his face, found nothing but sincerity. "I'd like that."

"Good." He smiled, slow and devastating. "Then it's a date."

They finished the wine as the night settled fully around them, stars bright overhead, crickets singing in the grass. Cindy felt lighter than she had in months, the grief still there but no longer the only thing in the room.

She stood eventually, reluctant. "I should go. Early shift tomorrow—old habits."

Suddenly, her phone pinged—sharp, insistent.

She pulled it from her pocket, glanced at the screen, and froze.

Bank alert.

$30,000.00 deposited.

Her breath caught. She looked up at Prince, eyes wide. "Wow. Thank you. You sent it."

He shook his head, smiling softly. "That's all Naomi's doing. She's all business. Believes everybody should get their money on time—no waiting, no games."

Cindy laughed, the sound shaky with relief and something deeper. Without thinking, she stepped into him, arms wrapping around his neck as she rose on her toes. He caught her waist, steadying her, and she climbed into his lap as he sat back on the edge of the chaise, her thighs straddling his, dress riding up just enough to feel indecent and perfect.

She hugged him like a lover—cheek to his, heart hammering against his chest—then pulled back just far enough to show him the notification glowing on her screen. "Thirty thousand dollars. Prince... this changes everything."

His hands settled on her hips, thumbs stroking slow circles through the fabric. "You earned every cent. And more."

She searched his eyes, vulnerability raw in her voice. "I need to tell you something."

He waited, patient, thumb still moving in that gentle rhythm.

"I have an OnlyFans," she said. "Three months now. Solo stuff—face hidden, body only. It's been okay money, but my subs keep asking for more. Real dick. My face. The full experience. And I... I want to start with you. You're the only one I feel safe with. Comfortable. Like I won't disappear inside it."

Prince didn't flinch. He took the phone when she offered it, scrolled through her page with care—watched a clip of her fingers working between her thighs, heard the soft moans she'd recorded in the dark. When he handed it back, his expression was thoughtful, appreciative.

"This is beautiful work," he said. "You're a natural. And yeah—your fans are right. They deserve to see the whole woman." He paused, eyes locking on hers. "I'll promote you. Free. Shout you out to my whole following. Hell, I'll come on live with you, fuck you senseless for your camera, let them tip whatever they want to see. But only if you say yes to tomorrow first. No business without the date. I want the real shit, Cindy. Not just the performance."

She felt the words settle into her bones, warm and sure. Leaning in, she cupped his face, thumbs brushing the line of his jaw.

"I've already agreed," she whispered.

Then she kissed him.

Not the hungry, scripted kisses of the shoot—this was slower, deeper, a conversation in lips and breath. His mouth opened under hers, tongue sliding against hers in a slow dance that tasted of wine and promise. One hand slid up her back, fingers threading into her braids; the other pressed at the small of her back, holding her close. She rocked subtly against him—just enough to feel him harden beneath her—but neither pushed for more. This was enough. This was everything.

When they parted, foreheads resting together, breaths mingling, Cindy smiled against his mouth.

"Tomorrow," she said.

"Tomorrow," he echoed.

She slid off his lap, legs shaky in the best way, and he walked her to the car, hand in hers the whole way. At the driver's door, he kissed her once more—soft, lingering, a promise sealed under the Atlanta stars.

"Text me when you get home," he said.

"I will."

She drove away with the windows down, the cool night air rushing in like a lover’s whisper, carrying the heady bloom of jasmine and the lingering trace of him—warm spice, clean sweat, and something indefinably his—still clinging to her skin. Thirty thousand dollars rested quietly in her account, no longer a distant dream but a solid, glittering promise, the first true cornerstone of a new beginning.

Tomorrow waited ahead like a gift wrapped in sunlight and possibility: a simple walk through Piedmont Park, the slow melt of shared ice cream on their tongues, laughter rising easy and unscripted beneath ancient oaks. No cameras. No script. Just the two of them, learning the shape of each other in daylight.

And for the first time in longer than she could remember, Cindy Reynolds felt the wind at her back—not pushing her to flee, but lifting her forward. She was no longer running away from ghosts and grief. She was running toward something bright, something real, something that might finally feel like home.


CHAPTER 6




The drive home sliced through Atlanta’s late-night arteries, neon signs bleeding crimson and electric blue across the windshield as Cindy cruised slow, windows down, letting the humid night wind whip through the car and tangle her braids like eager fingers. Every subtle shift of her hips against the seat sent a fresh ripple of memory surging through her core—Prince’s hands gripping her waist, his thick length splitting her open, the raw, relentless rhythm that had her pussy clenching around him like it never wanted to let go. Her thighs still trembled with that delicious ache, her folds slick and swollen, the ghost of his creampie warm and sticky between her legs, a filthy brand that made her smile into the dark. Damn. That man hadn’t just fucked her body; he’d cracked open something deeper, something feral she’d only ever teased in the quiet dark of her bedroom with toys and fantasies. Tonight he’d made it real.

She pulled into her spot outside the Midtown walk-up, killed the engine, and sat for a moment breathing in the city’s pulse—distant sirens, faint bass from a passing car, the ever-present hum of Atlanta after dark. Then she climbed the stairs, heels dangling from one hand, the familiar creak of the hallway floorboards welcoming her like an old lover. Inside, the apartment felt smaller, cozier, charged with the afterglow she carried on her skin. Posters of Aaliyah and trap queens stared down from the walls; the coffee table still held the empty KFC bucket from Abella’s last visit. Cindy kicked the door shut, dropped her heels, and peeled off her clothes as she moved toward the bathroom, leaving a trail of fabric like breadcrumbs.

The shower came alive with a hiss of steam. She stepped under the scalding spray and let it pound against her shoulders, her full breasts, the soft swell of her belly. Water streamed over the tattoos that curled across her hips and thighs—phoenix rising, roses bleeding ink—and she closed her eyes, surrendering to the flood of recollection.

Prince’s mouth on her pussy. Slow at first, tongue flat and broad, lapping her folds like he was tasting rain after drought. Then pointed, precise, flicking her clit with maddening little circles until her thighs quaked and her back bowed off the velvet couch. The low growl he made when she came—vibrations rumbling through her core, pulling another orgasm from her before the first even finished. Her juices had coated his chin, his lips, and he’d drunk her down like wine, humming his approval against her swollen flesh.

Then the stretch. God, the stretch. Ten inches of thick, veined heat pressing in, inch by torturous inch, splitting her open until she felt impossibly full, her walls fluttering around him like they were trying to memorize every ridge. The wet slap of skin on skin as he fucked her from behind on that balcony, her ass rippling with every brutal thrust, his balls smacking her clit in perfect rhythm. The way he’d wrapped her braids around his fist like reins, pulling just enough to arch her back while talking filth to her, calling her a slut, making her cum. And that final, shattering release—his cock pulsing deep inside her, thick ropes of cum painting her walls, spilling out in creamy trails down her inner thighs as the camera captured every obscene detail.

Her fingers drifted between her legs, brushing her still-sensitive clit. She circled once, twice—gasping at the spark—then forced herself to stop. Tomorrow. She wanted to be aching and desperate for him again.

She finished washing slowly, soaping her breasts until her nipples pebbled under her palms, tracing the ink on her skin like she was rediscovering her own body. By the time she stepped out, towel-wrapped, braids dripping down her back, she felt reborn—sexy, powerful, unapologetically hers.

She slipped into an oversized T-shirt that skimmed the tops of her thighs and soft cotton boy shorts that hugged the curve of her ass. Barefoot, she padded to the couch, grabbed her phone, and called Abella.

Two rings.

“Yo, sis! You alive? Sound like you just got railed into next week.”

Cindy laughed, tucking her legs beneath her. “You got no idea. I did the shoot. With Prince. And Bella… it was fuckin’ magic.”

Abella sucked her teeth, voice dropping into that conspiratorial hood drawl. “Magic? Nah, don’t play with me. Give me the play-by-play. I want the nasty details—don’t skip shit.”

Cindy leaned back, eyes drifting closed as the memories rolled over her again. “Started on the balcony. Me bent over the rail, twerkin’ my ass so hard my cheeks clapped like thunder. G-string wedged deep, tats shining in the sun. He was inside watchin’, dick already rock-hard under that blanket. I walked in, pulled it off, and that monster sprang out—thick, veiny, curved just right. Ten inches of throbbing heat. I stroked him first, slow, feeling him pulse repeatedly in my hand. Then I licked up the shaft, tongue flat, tasting that salty skin. Twirled around the head till pre-cum beaded and I sucked it off like candy.”

“Shit,” Abella breathed. “You took him deep?”

“Tried. Gagged hard—drool everywhere, mascara streaking. He grabbed my head, fucked my throat slow then fast, bulgin’ my cheeks. I was rubbin’ my pussy the whole time, fat lips slippin’ and slidin’. Then he laid me out, spread my thighs wide, and ate me like a starved man. Tongue divin’ between my folds, suckin’ my clit till it swelled in his mouth. Fingers—two, then three—curlin’ right on that spot, pumpin’ while he hummed against me. I came so hard I squirted on his face, Bella. He drank every drop, groanin’ like it was the best thing he ever tasted.”

Abella let out a long, shaky moan. “You got me clenchin’ over here. Josh in the shower—keep talkin’, I need this.”

Cindy’s voice turned husky. “I rode him cowgirl—slow at first, feelin’ every inch stretch me open. Then hard—ass bouncin’, pussy grippin’ him tight, cream ringin’ his dick white. He grabbed my cheeks, spread ’em wide, watchin’ himself disappear inside me. Flipped me doggy, wrapped my braids around his fist like reins, poundin’ so deep I felt him hittin’ my cervix. Balls slappin’ my clit, ass ripplin’ with every thrust. I came again—pushed him out, squirted all over the balcony floor. He tapped my pussy with that fat head, made me gush harder. Then missionary—legs over his shoulders, kissin’ me sloppy while he rammed home. Came inside me, pulse after pulse, hot cum floodin’ my pussy, leakin’ out when he pulled free. Sasha even bent down and licked it up—tongue divin’ in my creampied hole, makin’ me cum one last time.”

A ragged breath from Abella. “Cindy… you wild as fuck. That’s some porn-star-level shit. You feelin’ okay? Like, in your soul?”

“Better than okay,” Cindy said softly. “Felt like I finally owned my body. No shame, no hidin’. Just power. And Prince… he ain’t just a dick, Bella. He looks at me like I’m more than the scene. Like I’m the whole damn story.”

“You catchin’ feelings already?”

“Maybe. We got a date tomorrow. Piedmont Park. Ice cream, walkin’, talkin’. No cameras. Just us.”

Abella laughed, warm and knowing. “Aww, sis. Go get that love. But look—Josh just walked out with a towel and that look. I gotta handle this man before I combust. Call me after the date. Tell me if he fuck you stupid again.”

“Will do. Love you.”

“Love you more. Get that bag and that man.”

The call ended on their shared laughter. Cindy sat in the quiet, phone warm in her hand, body still buzzing. She opened her messages to Prince.

Home safe. Still feelin’ you deep inside me.

His reply came in seconds.

Good girl. Miss buryin’ my face in that pussy already. You sore?

A little. Love it. Keeps remindin’ me how good you fucked me.

Fuck. Wish I was there kissin’ it better. What you got on?

Big T-shirt, boy shorts. Nipples pokin’ through thinkin’ ’bout your mouth on ’em.

Damn. Send a pic? Nah—save it. Tomorrow I’m peelin’ those off slow, kissin’ every inch till you beggin’.

Heat bloomed low in her belly. Promise?

Promise. Dream of me tongue-fuckin’ you again. Slow licks till you cry for my dick.

Already drippin’. Night, Prince.

Night, beautiful. Tomorrow gon’ be better.

She plugged in her phone, turned off the lamp, and slid under the covers. Sleep came fast, deep, and sweet—dreams full of his hands, his mouth, his voice whispering her name like a vow.

***

Morning sunlight sliced through the blinds in golden bars, waking Cindy with a flutter low in her chest. She stretched, feeling loose and hungry, body already anticipating the day. Shower first—quick, hot, vanilla body wash lathering over her curves until her skin gleamed. In the mirror she studied herself: eyes brighter, lips fuller from last night’s kisses, curves unapologetic and glowing. She chose the sundress—sunflower yellow, cinched at the waist, flaring over her hips, hem flirting with mid-thigh. Gold hoops, glossy lips, braids swept into a high ponytail that swung like a pendulum when she moved. A spritz of jasmine perfume, and she felt invincible.

Piedmont Park thrummed with Saturday life—joggers in neon, kids shrieking on the playground, dogs bounding after frisbees, the lake glittering like scattered diamonds under a flawless blue sky. She spotted Prince near the main entrance by the water: black fitted tee clinging to his broad chest and biceps, dark jeans slung low on narrow hips, sunglasses pushed up into his waves. When he saw her, his whole face softened, that slow, devastating grin spreading like warm honey across his lips.

“Goddamn, Cindy,” he murmured, stepping forward to pull her into his arms. The hug lifted her slightly off the ground, her breasts pressing against the hard wall of his chest, his cologne—spicy cedar and clean skin—wrapping around her like a promise. “You tryna make the whole park stop and stare in that dress?”

She laughed against his neck, inhaling deep. “Maybe. You look good enough to eat too.”

He set her down but kept her close, one hand lingering at the small of her back. “Coffee first?”

“Always.”

They grabbed cups from the vendor cart—black with two sugars for her, straight black for him—and started down the lake path, shoulders brushing, the air thick with fresh-cut grass, blooming dogwoods, and the faint sweetness of someone’s barbecue drifting from a picnic nearby.

“Tell me about little Cindy,” Prince said, sipping his coffee. “What was she dreamin’ about back then?”

She smiled, remembering. “Midtown apartment, small but loud with Mama’s music. Sundays she’d crank up old reggae—Bob Marley, Gregory Isaacs—and we’d dance in the kitchen while she cooked plantains and callaloo. She’d spin me around and say, ‘Baby girl, you gon’ be an artist. You gon’ paint the world in colors nobody ever seen.’ I believed her.”

Prince nodded, eyes soft. “She was right. I saw your sketches on your phone last week. You got vision.”

“What about you?” she asked. “Southwest kid?”

“Hood born and bred. Grandma raised me strict—church every Sunday, no cussin’ in the house, books instead of corners. But I still found trouble. Skipped school sometimes, ran with the wrong crowd. Porn found me when I was nineteen—quick money, easy women. Turned it into a business. But Grandma’s voice always in my head: ‘Your body’s a temple, boy, but your mind’s the kingdom. Don’t let nobody rent space in your head for free.’”

Cindy reached for his hand, lacing their fingers. “She sounds like she loved you fierce.”

“She did. Still does. Pretends she don’t know what I do for a livin’, but she cashes every check I send without blinkin’.”

They laughed, the sound mingling with birdsong and distant children’s shouts. At the ice-cream truck by the lake, Prince bought two cones—rocky road for her, cookies and cream for him. They strolled on, trading bites, spoons clinking, chocolate melting sticky on their fingers.

“You messy,” she teased when a drip landed on his chin.

He wiped it with his thumb, then held it out to her. “Clean me up.”

She leaned in, sucking the chocolate off his thumb slow, tongue swirling, eyes locked on his. Heat flashed between them, instant and electric.

“You playin’ dangerous,” he murmured, voice rough.

“Maybe I like danger.”

They found a bench beneath a massive live oak, the shade dappled across their laps, leaves rustling overhead like whispered secrets. She leaned into his side, his arm draping around her shoulders, fingers tracing lazy circles on her bare arm.

“Tell me about your mama,” he said quietly.

Cindy exhaled, the ache still there but softer now. “She fought leukemia like a warrior. Last months in Grady—she’d hold my hand and tell me stories about Jamaica, about her own mama dancin’ at carnivals. Said I had her fire. When she passed… I felt like part of me went with her. Family didn’t show up for the funeral. Landlord threatened eviction the same week. I was drownin’, Prince. Quietly. Every day behind that Starbucks counter felt like another breath I couldn’t take.”

His thumb brushed her cheek, wiping away the tear she hadn’t realized had fallen. “I’m sorry, baby. Sorry the world let you carry that shit alone.”

She leaned into his touch. “I carried it ’cause I had to. But you… you make me feel like I can put some of it down. Like maybe I don’t have to be strong by myself anymore.”

He turned her face to his, eyes searching. “You don’t. Not with me. I see you, Cindy. All of you: the artist, the survivor, the woman who stood before the camera and owned every scene like a real boss. And I want all of it.”

She kissed him then—slow, deep, tasting chocolate and coffee and something sweeter, something that felt dangerously close to love. When they parted, foreheads pressed together, she whispered, “You make me believe in new chapters.”

“Good,” he said. “’Cause I’m writin’ mine with you in every page, girl.”

They walked until the sun sank low, painting the sky in pinks and golds, park lights flickering on like fireflies. Hand in hand, laughter trailing behind them, she finally stopped and looked up at him.

“Come home with me.”

His eyes darkened, voice low. “You sure?”

“Oh absolutely.”

***

The drive back was quiet, charged—his hand on her thigh, her fingers laced through his, the city lights streaking past like comets. Inside her apartment, she led him straight to the bedroom. Cameras already positioned, ring lights casting a soft glow, laptop open with OnlyFans live stream queued. The chat was already alive: “Where’s Prince?” “Collab time?” “She finna get wrecked.”

Prince looked around, then back at her, eyes blazing. “This your empire?”

“Buildin’ it,” she said, stepping into him. “With you.”

Their kiss ignited—hungry, desperate, teeth clashing, tongues tangling like they’d been starving for each other. He lifted her dress over her head in one smooth motion, bra unhooked and tossed, full breasts spilling free, nipples already tight peaks. She yanked his shirt off, nails raking down his abs, jeans shoved to the floor, cock springing thick and heavy, veins pulsing, head glistening.

He pushed her gently onto the bed, knees spreading her wide. Pink lace panties peeled to the side, his mouth descended like a man possessed. Tongue lashed her clit—slow, deliberate circles, then rapid flicks that made her hips buck. He sucked the swollen bud hard, pulling it between his lips, humming low so the vibrations shot through her core. Two fingers plunged inside, then three—thick, curling, pumping against that spongy spot while his tongue never stopped.

“Taste so fuckin’ sweet,” he growled against her, lapping her juices, dipping deep into her hole, then flattening his tongue to drag slow from bottom to top.

She arched, hands fisting the sheets, thighs clamping his head as the orgasm ripped through her—hard, shattering, pussy clenching and fluttering, squirting over his chin and down his neck.

“Prince—fuck—yes—don’t stop—”

He didn’t. He licked her through the aftershocks until she was whimpering, oversensitive, begging for more.

Then he rolled onto his back, cock standing rigid against his abs. “Come suck on this dick, baby.”

Cindy crawled between his thighs, wrapped her hand around his base, stroked slowly while she licked the head—tasting the salty bead of pre-cum, swirling her tongue around the ridge. She sucked him deep, throat relaxing to take more, gagging wetly as drool spilled down his shaft. Hand pumped what her mouth couldn’t reach, other hand cupping his heavy balls, rolling them, then sucking one into her mouth, tongue laving the seam. He groaned, hips lifting.

“Fuck, yeah. Suck that dick, baby—get it sloppy. Show the chat how you worship a real nigga.”

She did—slurping loud, messy, eyes watering, mascara streaking as she took him to the back of her throat again and again.

She climbed up, straddled him, lined his cock up with her dripping entrance, and sank down slow—inch by torturous inch, gasping at the stretch, the fullness that made her eyes roll back. When he bottomed out, she moaned, head falling back, hands braced on his chest. She rode him hard—ass bouncing, tits jiggling, pussy gripping him like a fist. He groped her cheeks, spreading them wide, watching himself disappear inside her creamy heat.

“Ride that dick, baby—take every inch.”

She ground down, clit rubbing against his pelvis, cumming again—walls pulsing, cream coating his shaft, dripping down his balls.

He flipped her onto all fours, mounted her from behind, wrapped her braids around his fist like reins, and pounded ruthless—deep, punishing strokes that made her ass ripple, pussy queef wetly with every thrust. Balls slapped her clit, the sound obscene and perfect.

“Take this dick,” he hissed, spanking her cheeks red. She pushed back, meeting every stroke, cumming hard—squirting down his thighs, soaking the sheets.

Minutes later, he spun her to missionary—legs hooked over his shoulders, cock slamming home. Kisses deep, tongues battling as he fucked her slow then fast, building, building.

“Cum in me,” she begged, nails digging into his back. “Fill this pussy up.”

He roared, hips stuttering, cock pulsing deep—thick ropes of cum flooding her pussy, spilling out around his shaft as he kept thrusting through his orgasm. The camera caught every angle—the creamy mess leaking from her stretched hole, her blissed-out face, his sweat-slicked body trembling above her.

The chat erupted. Tips flooded in—12K in minutes, subscriber count skyrocketing from Prince’s shoutout on his page and the raw heat of the live. Notifications pinged nonstop: “Best collab ever!” “She creamin’ so hard!” “Prince own that pussy!”

Cindy stared at the numbers, breathless. “Holy shit… it’s blowing up.”

“You’re a fuckin’ star,” he said, kissing her forehead, then her lips. “We did that.”

She turned off the cameras, closed the laptop. The room felt quieter, more intimate without the red light blinking. “Stay tonight?”

He pulled her close, bodies still sticky and warm. “Try to make me leave.”

Later, in the dark—no lights, no lenses—they made love again. Slow, tender, bodies gliding together like they’d been carved for each other. His hands traced every tattoo, every curve, worshipping her like scripture. Her mouth found the hollow of his throat, the sensitive spot behind his ear, whispering his name like a prayer. When they came it was quiet, shared—a soft gasp, a shudder, fingers laced tight.

***

They drifted into sleep entwined, bodies woven together like roots finding their way through rich, dark earth—his strong heartbeat a slow, steady drum against the curve of her back, her palm resting open over his chest as if to cradle the very rhythm of his life. Each breath they shared was a quiet vow, each exhale—a surrender to something deeper than flesh.

Outside, Atlanta thrummed on—sirens weaving through the night like silver threads, distant bass pulsing from passing cars, the city breathing its restless, electric lullaby.


EPILOGUE




Sunlight slipped through the silk curtains like liquid gold, pooling across the wide king bed where Cindy lay tangled in Egyptian cotton and the warmth of Prince’s body. A year had passed since that first night in her Midtown apartment, since cameras caught their sweat-slicked skin and the chat exploded with tips and new subscribers. Now the room belonged to both of them—Buckhead skyline framed in the floor-to-ceiling windows, her framed graphic designs hanging beside his production plaques, a single orchid on the nightstand blooming defiant purple against the cream walls. The air smelled of last night’s lovemaking—musk, vanilla body oil, and the faint sweetness of her jasmine perfume.

Cindy woke first, as she often did, and turned her face toward him. Prince slept on his stomach, one arm flung across her waist, sheet riding low over the dip of his spine. The tattoos that snaked across his shoulders and down his back caught the light—black ink stories she had learned by heart: the crown for his grandmother, the lion for his raw strength and fierceness, the small rose vine that now mirrored the one on her own ribs. She traced it with her fingertip, feather-light, feeling the steady rise and fall of his breathing.

A year ago she had been scraping rent together behind a Starbucks counter, grieving her mother in silence, hiding her face on OnlyFans because the world felt too dangerous to show it. Now she woke in a house that was theirs, her design studio booked six months out with clients who paid what her art was worth, her OnlyFans a six-figure empire she ran on her own terms. And Prince—Prince who had once been a fantasy on a screen—was real, solid, warm, and still looking at her like she was the only thing worth seeing.

She pressed her lips to the curve of his shoulder. He stirred, a low rumble in his chest, and rolled toward her without opening his eyes.

“Mmm. Morning ambush?” His voice was gravel and sleep, thick with affection.

“Couldn’t help it,” she murmured against his skin. “You look too good sleepin’.”

He cracked one eye, smirk lazy and devastating. “You say that every morning.”

“’Cause it’s true every morning.”

He pulled her closer until her breasts flattened against his chest, legs tangling, morning hardness nudging her thigh. His hand slid down her back, cupped her ass possessively, squeezed. “You tryna start somethin’ before coffee?”

“Maybe.” She rocked her hips once, slow, deliberate, feeling him thicken against her belly. “Or maybe I just like feelin’ you wake up hard for me.”

“Always hard for you,” he growled, rolling her beneath him in one smooth motion.

The sheet slipped away. He settled between her thighs, forearms bracketing her head, mouth finding hers in a kiss that started soft and turned molten—tongues sliding, teeth grazing, the taste of last night still lingering between them.

He kissed down her throat, across the swell of her breasts, took a dark nipple between his lips and sucked slow, deliberate, until she arched and gasped. His hand slipped between her legs, fingers gliding through slick folds, circling her clit with practiced patience.

“Already wet,” he murmured against her skin, voice reverent. “Dreamin’ about me?”

“Always dreamin’ about you.”

He pushed two fingers inside her, curled them against that spot that made her toes curl, thumb still working her clit in lazy circles. She moaned, hips rolling, nails digging into his shoulders. He kissed lower—belly, the phoenix on her hip, the sensitive skin just above her mound—then settled between her thighs and replaced his fingers with his mouth.

His tongue was merciless and tender at once—broad laps over her folds, then pointed flicks against her clit, sucking the swollen bud until her thighs trembled around his ears. He hummed low, the vibration ripping a cry from her throat. She came hard, back bowing, fingers twisting in his waves, flooding his tongue as he drank her down like he’d never get enough.

When the aftershocks faded he crawled back up, kissed her deep so she could taste herself on his lips, then rolled them so she straddled him.

“Your turn,” he rasped.

Cindy smiled wicked, sliding down his body. She took him in her hand—thick, veined, already leaking—stroked slow while she licked the head, savoring the salty bead of pre-cum. She sucked him deep, throat relaxing, gagging softly when he hit the back, drool spilling down his shaft. Her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them, tugging gently. He groaned, hips lifting, hand gentle in her braids.

“Fuck, baby… just like that.”

She worked him until his thighs shook, until his breathing turned ragged, then climbed back up and sank down onto him in one slow, torturous glide. They both moaned at the stretch, the fullness. She rode him languid at first—rolling her hips, grinding her clit against his pelvis—then faster, ass bouncing, tits swaying. He gripped her waist, then her ass, spreading her cheeks, watching himself disappear inside her creamy heat.

“Look at that pretty pussy takin’ me,” he growled. “So fuckin’ wet for me.”

She leaned forward, kissing him messy while she rode harder, chasing another peak. He thrust up to meet her, hitting deep, and she shattered again—walls fluttering, cream coating him, dripping down his balls.

He flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and fucked her through the aftershocks—slow, deep strokes that made her eyes roll back. When he came it was with a guttural groan, hips stuttering, pulsing hot and thick inside her, filling her until it leaked out around his shaft.

They collapsed together, breathless, laughing softly into each other’s mouths.

“Best alarm clock,” he murmured.

“Every damn day,” she agreed.

Later, in the kitchen, sunlight poured across marble counters. Prince stood at the stove in low-slung sweats, flipping plantains and eggs, biceps flexing with every turn of the spatula. Cindy perched on the island in his T-shirt, legs swinging, sipping coffee and watching him like he was the only show in town. Her hand rested on the gentle swell of her belly—four months along now, their baby boy growing strong inside her.

“You burnin’ my breakfast, baby?” she teased, rubbing small circles over the curve.

He shot her a look over his shoulder. “Only thing gettin’ burned is those panties you wearin’ under my shirt.”

She laughed, spreading her thighs just enough to flash him. “Who said I’m wearin’ any?”

He groaned, turned off the burner, and stalked toward her. “You tryna make me drop this spatula?”

“Maybe.” She hooked her legs around his waist, pulled him between her thighs. “Or maybe I just like seein’ you lose control.”

He kissed her hard, hands sliding under the shirt to grip her bare ass, then lower to cradle the swell of her belly with reverence. “You already got me wrapped, woman. Ain’t no losin’ control left—I’m gone.”

She cupped his face, kissed him softer this time. “Good. ’Cause I’m gone too.”

They ate breakfast on the terrace—plantains crisp and sweet, eggs fluffy, coffee strong. The city sprawled below them, alive and glittering. Cindy leaned her head on his shoulder, hand still resting protectively over their son.

“Today’s the day,” she said quietly.

He nodded, thumb stroking her wrist. “You ready?”

“Yeah. Been ready.”

They drove to Oakland Cemetery in silence at first, Prince’s hand on her thigh the whole way. The graveyard was quiet, sunlight filtering through ancient oaks, moss draping the stones like lace. Gloria Reynolds’ plot sat beneath a graceful magnolia, her name etched clean and proud on polished granite.

Cindy knelt, placing a small bouquet of white roses—her mother’s favorite—against the headstone. Prince stood behind her, one hand on her shoulder, the other resting lightly on her belly.

“Hey, Mama,” Cindy whispered. “I brought someone to meet you. Well… two someones.” She smiled through sudden tears. “This is Prince. He’s the man who helped me remember how to breathe again. And this—” she pressed her palm over the swell “—is your grandson. We’re naming him after you. Malik Gloria Reynolds. He’s gonna have your laugh, I can feel it.”

Prince crouched beside her, voice low and steady. “Ms. Gloria, I promise you I’ll love your daughter every day like it’s the first. I’ll protect her, lift her, never let her carry the weight alone again. And this little boy? He’s gonna know your name, your stories, your fire. Thank you for raisin’ the woman who saved me.”

Cindy leaned into him, tears falling freely now. They stayed there a long time, the magnolia leaves whispering overhead, until the ache in her chest felt less like loss and more like love carried forward.

By afternoon they were at Abella’s backyard in East Atlanta, the cookout already in full swing. Smoke curled from the grill, reggae thumping low from outdoor speakers, kids running through the grass with water guns. Tables groaned under platters of jerk chicken, mac and cheese, collards, cornbread, and Abella’s famous rum punch.

Abella spotted them first, belly round with her own pregnancy—six months along with a girl—and ran over, arms wide.

“Cindy! Look at you glowin’! And that bump—come here, let Auntie Bella feel him kick.”

Cindy laughed as Abella pressed both hands to her belly. “He’s active today. Probably smellin’ the food already.”

Josh appeared with a plate of ribs, grinning. “Prince, my man. You keepin’ her fed? She eatin’ for two now.”

Prince smirked. “She eatin’ for three if you count how much she steals off my plate.”

Laughter rippled. Sasha was there too—locs tied back, camera slung around her neck like always—snapping candids of the kids and the grill smoke. Naomi stood near the dessert table in a flowing sundress, organizing trays with her usual efficiency. Marcia hovered beside her, gold hoops swinging, already on her second plate.

“Girl, you look like you about to pop,” Marcia teased Cindy, hugging her carefully. “That man feedin’ you right?”

“Too right,” Cindy said, winking at Prince. “He’s on permanent midnight snack duty.”

Prince draped an arm around her shoulders, kissing her temple. “Only duty I want.”

The afternoon unfolded in easy rhythm—plates piled high, stories swapped, Abella and Josh trading playful jabs about baby names, Sasha pulling Prince aside for a quick “content strategy” talk that ended in both of them laughing. Naomi caught Cindy’s eye across the yard and raised her glass in a silent toast—woman to woman, survivor to survivor.

As the sun dipped low, painting the sky in pinks and golds, Cindy stepped away from the crowd and found Prince by the fence, watching the kids chase fireflies.

He pulled her close, hands framing her belly, chin resting on her shoulder.

“Happy?” he asked softly.

She turned in his arms, looked up into the eyes that had seen her at her most broken and still chosen her every day since.

“More than I ever thought I could be.”

He kissed her slow—deep, lingering, full of promises kept and promises still to come.

Later that night, back home, they made love by candlelight—no rush, no cameras, just them. His hands worshipped the curve of her belly, lips brushing stretch marks like sacred marks. She rode him gentle, slow rolls of her hips, their eyes locked, breaths mingling. When they came it was quiet, shared—a soft gasp, a shudder, fingers laced tight.

Here, in the hush before dawn claimed the city, Cindy felt the quiet certainty settle into her bones—not as a grand declaration, but as something smaller, truer, more alive.

The skyline softened from rose to pearl. A single bird called once, then fell silent again. Prince’s arm tightened around her waist in his sleep, instinctive, as though even unconscious he refused to let her drift too far.

She placed her palm flat against the warm curve of her belly and whispered to the life inside her, so low only the room could hear:

“You’re gonna know laughter that shakes the walls. And hands that hold without asking for anything back. And a mama who learned—late, but hard—that love isn’t something you chase. It’s the place you finally stop running and turn around.”

Outside, Atlanta exhaled—sirens fading into the distance, the first delivery truck rumbling down Peachtree, the low thrum of a city that never quite sleeps but sometimes, just sometimes, pauses long enough to breathe.

Inside these four walls the world had grown small enough to hold them both.

No fireworks. No sweeping orchestral score. Just the soft rasp of sheets, the even cadence of his breathing against her neck, the faint citrus-and-cedar scent of his skin mingling with the vanilla oil still clinging to hers.

And that was enough.

More than enough.

She turned on the bed and closed her eyes; letting her own heartbeat sync with his, and for the first time in years the silence inside her chest did not feel like absence. It felt like coming home—the familiar arms of love wrapping around her once more, steady and sure.
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