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CHAPTER 1




Jacob’s POV:

Yo, lemme tell you how a nigga like me got completely knocked off his square.




On these Brooklyn streets, they call me Split. Half because my flow splits the beat in ways these other rappers can’t even fathom, and half because back in the day, I’d split a bad bitch’s legs and dip before the sun could even think about coming up. I was a playa, for real. Studio nights, block parties in Crown Heights, shorties throwing it at me like it was free samples at the supermarket. I took what I wanted, laughed about it with the crew, and kept it moving. Love? That was for suckers and R&B niggas.

Until Bianca Brown.

That morning started like any other hangover masterpiece—head pounding, mouth tasting like regret and warm Hennessy. But this one hit different. I was crashing at my little sister Heather’s spot in Bed-Stuy for a minute while I figured out my next move. My last mixtape was bubbling underground, but the bag wasn’t matching the hype yet. I needed to lock in, drop something that would make the labels chase me with a blank check. Instead, I was in her kitchen at damn near eleven AM, shirtless in grey sweats, frying bacon because a nigga’s stomach was growling louder than the subway tracks.

The bacon was sizzling, onions and butter hitting the air like a high-end perfume. I was humming this hook I’d been workshopping, flipping the strips with the spatula, completely in my zone, when I felt her behind me.

Soft footsteps on the hardwood. Barely there.

Then hands—small, warm, smelling like cocoa butter—grabbed my jaw and turned my head.

“Hi,” she whispered. Her voice was all dreamy, sleep-heavy, and thick.

Before my brain could even process the intrusion, full, plush lips pressed against mine. Soft. Sweet. Hungry. For a split second, I froze. Then that kiss sank into my soul—warm, innocent, but with this underlying, simmering heat that made my blood rush. Her fingers dug slightly into my jawline, and I caught the faint smell of last night’s tequila mixed with some fruity body splash on her breath. My dick twitched against the cotton of my sweats like it had its own damn itinerary. I didn’t kiss her back right away, too stunned by the audacity of the universe, but damn if I didn’t want to swallow her whole.

A sudden choke of laughter shattered the air.

“Um… B? Baby, why you making out with my brother?”

Heather’s voice. My annoying-ass little sister was standing in the doorway in her silk PJ pants, holding a carton of Tropicana, looking like she was about to bust a lung laughing.

The girl jumped back like I’d just electrocuted her. Her eyes went wide—big, dark, and pretty as hell. She had this perfect heart-shaped face, and those full lips were still shiny from pressing against mine. Her messy hair was wild from sleep, framing her face like a halo. She was wearing one of Heather’s oversized old festival tees, and those shorts were riding up high on thick, beautiful, natural thighs. No BBL, no medical enhancements—just all real, all Brooklyn. Ass so fat it practically made my mouth water on impact. Her skin was this deep, rich mahogany that practically glowed despite whatever hangover she was fighting.

Bianca Brown. Heather had mentioned her best friend before, but words didn't do this woman justice. Words were an insult to what I was looking at.

“Brother?” she squeaked, her voice all raspy and cute. “You have a brother?”

Heather was grinning like the devil’s favorite child. “I mentioned him. Several times, actually. Jacob—well, Split on the streets. My older brother. The aspiring rapper who was out in LA chasing beats but came back to Brooklyn because this is the only place the real shit happens.”

I turned fully, lowering the spatula slow, letting her get the unrestricted, premium view. Six-three, tatted up to the throat—sleeves of Brooklyn bridges, vintage microphone silhouettes, and a crown resting right over my heart for the throne I was planning to claim. I hit her with that slow, signature grin that usually had shorties dropping their defenses.

“Hi,” I said, my voice still deep, gravelly from sleep and surprise. “You thought I was a dream, huh?”

Her face turned as red as the Texas Pete bottle sitting on the counter. “Oh my God. I’m so sorry. I was hungover—still kinda drunk, maybe—and you were just standing there looking all… and I thought you were someone else, and I—”

“Breathe, ma,” I cut her off, my voice dropping an octave, soft but firm. That “ma” slipped out of my mouth like second nature. She looked like she needed to be anchored. “It’s all good. Best wake-up I’ve had in years. Name’s Jacob, but you can call me Split if you’re tryna get hood with it.”

She let out a breathy laugh, nervous but sweet, tucking a stray curl behind her ear. “Bianca. Bianca Brown. I… I cook. Like, for real. I got a gourmet hot dog stall over on Fulton, but I do private chef gigs too. Wow, this is mortifying.”

Heather guided her to a barstool, still cracking up. “She just got dumped by some corny nigga named Greg. Post-breakup tequila protocol was enforced last night. Jacob got in late. He’s staying on the couch while he figures out his rap shit and finds a spot.”

I slid a loaded plate right in front of her: crispy, perfectly turned bacon, scrambled eggs folded with sharp cheddar, and buttered sourdough. “Eat up, Bianca. You look like you need it, shorty. Can’t have you passing out before I get to know the woman who kisses strangers in kitchens.”

She picked up the fork, her eyes softening the second they met mine. Something hit me right in the center of my chest—hard. It wasn’t just the crazy curves or those lips anymore. It was the way she looked at the food, like it was a genuine gift. Grateful. Real. I wasn’t used to that. Most chicks saw the tatted chest, heard the music, saw the potential bag, and just wanted the ride. Bianca? She whispered a "thank you" like she meant it down to her bones.

“Good girl,” I said without thinking, turning back to the stove to fix Heather’s plate.

Bianca made this tiny, caught-in-the-throat sound—half-choke, half-moan. I glanced back over my shoulder. Her thighs were pressed tightly together under the kitchen island, her knuckles turning a little white around her fork.

Damn. I filed that away immediately. She liked praise. Noted.

***

Breakfast was mad entertaining. Heather was yapping about family drama, aggressively texting her sneaky link, while I just threw in dry jokes, keeping my eyes locked on Bianca the whole time. She laughed at my slick remarks—real, genuine belly laughs that made her eyes sparkle. But when she started talking about her cooking, her entire face lit up like the Manhattan skyline.

“I make this jerk chicken hot dog that has the West Indians on the block ready to fight over it,” she said, forking up some eggs. “Secret sauce, fresh mango-cabbage slaw. People line up crazy. But the ultimate dream is a real brick-and-mortar spot—Bianca’s Table. Soul food with modern twists. Oxtail mac and cheese, curry goat tacos, all of that.”

“Sounds like fire,” I said, leaning over the counter, deliberately bringing myself closer. My knee brushed against hers under the table. She didn’t move it away. If anything, she leaned into the contact. “I’m the same way with the music. I want my own lane, not just spitting for internet clout. Something that hits people's souls, nah mean? You ever cook for a studio session? Because I might need that exact energy in the room.”

She smiled shyly, but those eyes? They were slowly undressing me, track by track. “Maybe. If you don’t mind a chef who kisses random fine niggas first thing in the morning.”

I laughed out loud, the sound booming in the small kitchen. “Random? Nah. This felt like destiny, B. Call it the bacon gods looking out for a nigga.”

Heather groaned loudly. “Y’all are nasty already. Jacob, help me with that living room shelf later. Bianca, go shower before you melt into that stool.”

Bianca practically fled the kitchen, but not before shooting me one last, lingering look over her shoulder—that heavy ass switching naturally, her hips moving like slow music. I had to subtly adjust myself under the counter the second her bedroom door clicked shut. This girl was trouble: the beautiful, dangerous kind.

***

The rest of the day, I couldn't shake her from my mind. We all went out for greasy burgers at this spot on Nostrand Avenue, then walked through the park. I stayed close to her, keeping my pace matched with hers, asking about her stall, her life, how she’d fallen in love with cooking. Turns out she grew up in the projects too, learning everything from her grandma. She was tough but soft. Resilient. The way she moved through the hood—confident, waving at the abuelitas and the dudes on the corner who knew her from the stall—had me completely captivated.

“So this Greg nigga,” I said quietly when Heather walked a few paces ahead to take a phone call. “He really fumbled a woman like you? Dumbass.”

Bianca laughed, a little bitter but mostly amused. “Heather snitched already? Yeah. Boat shoes, ‘thought leader’ bullshit on LinkedIn. Boring in bed, boring in life.”

I stopped walking, catching her by the forearm and turning her to face me gently. “Any nigga who lets a woman like you walk away is legally blind, B. You beautiful, you’re talented, and you kiss like you mean it. That’s rare out here.”

She looked up at me, her chest rising and falling, her lips slightly parted. “You don’t even know me, Jacob.”

“I know enough,” I murmured, my eyes dropping to her mouth before sliding down her body. “You’re impulsive, you’re real, and you got the fattest natural ass I’ve ever seen in Brooklyn. Plus, you can throw down in the kitchen? I’m tryna marry you by tomorrow morning, shorty.”

She punched my arm, laughing, but her cheeks were glowing beautiful and bright. I pulled her into a side hug, wrapping my arm heavy around her shoulders, inhaling her scent—vanilla, raw cocoa butter, and home. My heart did some wild, irregular shit against my ribs. Not a playa heart rhythm, but something much deeper.

***

That night was designated movie night. Heather passed out within twenty minutes of the opening credits. Me and Bianca were left under a heavy throw blanket on the sectional couch. I draped my arm along the back of the sofa, my fingers lightly brushing the bare skin of her shoulder. She shivered instantly.

“You cold, ma?” I whispered close to her ear.

“A little,” she breathed.

I pulled the blanket higher over us, shifting my body so she was tucked right into my side, my arm settling securely around her waist. “Better?”

“Yeah. Thank you.”

“Good girl.”

She damn near whimpered at the words. I felt that sound vibrate straight down into my groin. My fingers began tracing light, agonizingly slow circles on her shoulder, testing her boundaries. She didn’t pull back; she leaned her entire weight into me. The movie played on the screen, but neither of us was watching a damn thing. We were just breathing each other in, the sexual tension thick enough to cut with a butcher knife.

***

Three days of this, and I was losing my absolute mind.

Seeing her in the mornings, fresh from my sister’s shower, her skin all dewy and glowing. In the afternoons, she’d cook random, incredible shit for us—pancakes infused with bacon bits, jerk wings that had me making noises like a straight-up porn star.

“Split, you making noises over my food again?” she’d tease, wiping down the counter with a smirk.

“Hell yeah. This shit is better than sex,” I’d wink at her, letting my gaze linger on her hips. “Almost.”

And the nights? Pure torture. Her walking around in little sleep shorts, me fresh out the shower with a towel hanging dangerously low on my hips. Heather acted blind, but she wasn’t stupid. She just smirked and started leaving the apartment a lot more.

Then came spa night. Face masks, spiked drinks, and talking about future apartments. I mentioned looking at a raw loft space in the arts district. My eyes stayed locked on Bianca’s lips. “I like projects that need a little TLC. Taking something raw and fixing it up just right.”

The double meaning hit her instantly. She squirmed on her seat, her breath hitching.

Eventually, Heather went to bed. Her bedroom door clicked shut.

“So,” I said, my voice dropping into a low, predatory register. “Heather’s got a hot tub on the back deck. Heated. It’s midnight. You down?”

Bianca’s eyes widened, a sudden nervousness flaring up. “I don’t have a swimsuit here.”

I stood up from the couch, reaching down and peeling my shirt off slow, letting her see every single piece of ink—the phoenix rising on my ribs, the Brooklyn skyline etched across my broad back. Then I unbuttoned my jeans and dropped them, standing there in just my black briefs, my print heavy and obvious.

“Neither do I.”

Her gaze dropped instantly, then snapped back up, her face burning up. “You are ridiculous, Split.”

But the challenge was set. She stood up, her hands trembling slightly as she stripped her sweater over her head. She was wearing a simple black bra and matching panties that hugged every single one of those lethal curves. Her ass was so perfect it should’ve been a federal crime.

I helped her step over the lip of the tub, my hands gripping her bare waist, feeling how incredibly soft and warm her skin was. The water was piping hot, steam rising up into the cool Brooklyn night air. I slid into the churning water right next to her, crowding her space, sliding my knee right between hers under the cover of the bubbles.

“Relax, sweetheart,” I murmured, my arm sliding around her wet shoulders, pulling her back against my chest. “I don’t bite… unless you ask nice.”

Bianca turned her head, her eyes heavy, dark, and swimming with pure want. “Jacob…”

I cupped her jaw, my thumb pressing firmly against her bottom lip, parting it. “I’ve been wanting to do this right since the second you put your mouth on mine.”

Then I kissed her—deep, hungry, my tongue sliding into her mouth like I owned the rights to her breath. She moaned directly into my mouth, her hands coming up to grip my chest, her nails digging into my tats. I reached down under the water, my hands finding that glorious ass, squeezing the natural thickness of her. My dick was hard as a fucking brick, pressing heavy against her thigh.

We kissed like the world outside that deck didn’t exist. The Brooklyn night was quiet, save for the hum of the tub and a distant siren blocks away. I moved down to her neck, sucking the sweet spot right below her ear, giving it a gentle, possessive bite.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, B. You got me gone already.”

“Jacob… Heather’s right inside,” she breathed out, but her hand was moving under the water, stroking my abs, dipping lower until her fingers brushed the top of my briefs.

“Shh. Just feel me, ma.”

I lifted her up, pulling her right onto my lap. Water sloshed over the edges of the tub. Her heat was grinding directly on me through the thin fabric of our underwear. It was sensual, agonizingly slow, and emotional as fuck because I realized this wasn't just lust anymore. My heart was fully in it. I wanted this woman—her mind, her body, her hot dog empire, all of it.

She rode the ridge of my dick under the water, whimpering my name into the night. I palmed her breasts, freeing one from the wet cup of her bra, pulling her nipple into my mouth, sucking until her whole body shook against mine. Sweet, steamy, pure friction.

“Good girl. Just like that.”

The weight of my feelings hit me like a freight train. I looked up at her, the water glistening on her skin under the dim deck lights. “I ain’t playing games with you, Bianca. First time I saw you? Love at first sight type shit. You’re mine now. I hope you know that.”

She leaned down and kissed me harder, a couple of tears mixing with the steam on her face. “This is crazy… but I feel it too, Jacob.”

We stayed in that hot tub for what felt like hours—kissing, touching, building that fire slow and meticulous. No full sex yet. Not with my sister a wall away. But the promise of what was coming was heavy, emotional, and terrifyingly real.

By the time we snuck back inside, dried off, and sneaked glances at each other like a couple of guilty teenagers, I knew it.

Split the playa was officially dead and buried.

Jacob was entirely in love with Bianca Brown, the baddest chef in Brooklyn.

And I was about to make her fall just as deep.




Jacob’s POV:




The morning after that hot tub session had me wide awake at seven AM, staring up at Heather’s ceiling like it owed me back rent.

My dick was still half-hard just from the memory—how she felt grinding against me in that steaming water, the way she whimpered my name all soft and desperate, her natural ass filling my hands like it was custom-molded for my grip. Her lips tasted like sweet wine and pure temptation. But it wasn’t just the physical weight of her. Nah. When she looked up at me with those big, deep brown eyes and whispered that she felt it too? My chest did a complete flip. Split the playa was out here getting absolutely bodied by love, and the craziest part was, I wasn’t even mad at the defeat.

I smelled her before I even opened the bedroom door. That raw cocoa butter and vanilla scent was floating through the hallway, mixed with something savory—bell peppers, butter, and real-deal seasoning.

I threw on a black tank top and some grey sweats, walked into the kitchen, and there she was. Bianca Brown. Her back was to me, her body swaying as she hummed a smooth little track, flipping an omelette with practiced ease. Those baggy shorts from yesterday? Long gone. She had on high-waisted leggings that traced every single curve, that heavy, natural ass sitting high and round, just daring a nigga to come put his hands on it again. No medical enhancements, no fake structure—just God, genetics, and good Brooklyn living.

“Morning, chef,” I said, my voice dropping low as I came up behind her. I didn’t touch her yet. I just hovered close enough to let her feel my heat. “You tryna feed a nigga after you tried to drown me in pure lust last night?”

She jumped a little, the spatula slipping slightly before she let out that pretty, breathy laugh. She turned halfway, her cheeks already flushing a beautiful, deep rose. “Jacob. Split. Whatever name you’re using today. I thought you’d sleep in after… you know.”

“After you rode me like the Brooklyn Bridge in that tub?” I grinned, stepping all the way into her space until my bare chest brushed against her back. I reached around her waist, deliberately grazing her hip, and stole a piece of crispy bacon from the plate. “Couldn’t sleep, ma. Kept thinking about how you taste. How you sound when you say my name all low and breathless.”

“Jacob, stop,” she whispered, but her actions completely called her bluff. She leaned back into me, pressing that heavy ass right against the front of my sweats. It was dangerous. “Heather is still in her room. She’s gonna walk out here and kill both of us.”

“Let her. I’ll write a platinum diss track about it.” I pressed my lips against the side of her neck, taking my time, kissing her slow and wet, sucking just enough on that soft skin to make her entire body shiver. “Tell me the truth, B. You regret last night?”

She turned fully around in my arms, her eyes soft but burning with an intensity that locked me in place. “Not even a little bit. It was crazy… it moved so fast, but it felt entirely right. You make me feel seen, Jacob. Not just as the girl with the food or the body. You see me.”

That hit me somewhere deep, bypassing all the defense mechanisms I’d built up on the block. I cupped her face in both hands, my thumbs wiping away the moisture at the edge of her eyes. “That’s because you are seen, ma. I’ve been around the block. I’ve seen all types of women. But you? You got soul in your food and pure fire in your spirit. I fell for you the second I saw you at that stall, but last night? Last night I went under.”

Her lips parted, her breath hitting my chest, but before she could say a word, Heather’s bedroom door clicked open. We broke apart like two teenagers getting caught by their parents.

My sister strolled into the kitchen, yawning, eyeing us with a massive, knowing smirk. “Y’all look guilty as hell. Hot tub water was still warm this morning.”

Bianca practically dropped the spatula. “What? No. We were just… we were talking about the neighborhood.”

“Yeah, okay, whatever,” Heather said, pouring herself a mug of coffee. She stopped smirking and looked at me, dead serious. “Just don’t make my best friend cry, Jacob. For real. Or I’ll tell Ma about that time you got caught with Shantel in the basement.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Low blow, sis. I’m a changed man. Bianca’s got me wanting to settle down, buy property, open a studio, and eat oxtail every Sunday type shit.”

Bianca handed me a loaded plate—an omelette packed with sharp cheese, peppers, and spicy jerk sausage. “Eat your breakfast before you start proposing, you crazy nigga.”

I took the plate but pulled her back in by her waist, planting a firm kiss right on her forehead. “Good girl. This looks incredible.”

That praise hit her exactly where I knew it would. She bit her lower lip, her thighs pressing tight together right in front of me. Heather groaned, grabbing her mug. “Yup, I’m eating in my room. You horny-ass niggas got the kitchen at a hundred degrees already.”

Once Heather dipped, Bianca swatted my arm, laughing. “You are absolutely terrible, Jacob. But… I like it. A lot.”

We ate together at the kitchen island, our legs completely tangled under the table. She opened up to me about the grind—how she’d started her stall with just three hundred dollars and a dream after her grandmother passed away. She talked about the lines wrapping around the block on Fulton Street, the West Indians debating over her secret sauce, and the old heads sliding her extra produce because they respected her hustle.

In return, I laid out the music shit. The exhausting, late-night sessions in grimy basement studios in Flatbush, battling local rappers who thought they were nice, and how my mixtape Crown Heights Kings was getting heavy underground spins but wasn’t translating into the real generational wealth yet.

“I want more than just clout, B,” I told her, leaning my elbows on the counter. “I want my voice to carry weight. The same way your food does. It’s comfort, but it’s power. You feel me?”

She reached across the marble, her warm fingers squeezing mine tight. “I feel you completely, Jake. Maybe… I can cook for one of your big studio sessions? Energy food. Keep the room focused, keep the vibes right.”

“Say less. Tomorrow night,” I said, my voice dropping into a rough whisper as I leaned across the space separating us. “My boy Rico has a private lockout spot in Bed-Stuy. You come through, feed the team, and watch me work. Then… we come back here and finish exactly what we started in that water.”

Her eyes darkened, the pupils dilating. “You promise me that, Jacob?”

“On everything I own, ma.”

***

The next twenty-four hours were pure, unadulterated torture. She went out to handle the prep work for her stall, and I hit the block to link with my engineers, but my mind was completely hijacked by her. I was texting her slick shit all day: This baseline is missing your jerk seasoning, and Send me a picture of that ass so a nigga can stay inspired in this booth.

She texted back a middle-finger emoji, immediately followed by a selfie—her smiling wide in her kitchen apron, hair tied up, looking like absolute peace. Looking like home.

By the time evening rolled around, I was pacing Heather’s living room. Bianca came back and made dinner—curry goat tacos that literally had me groaning into the plate. Heather took one look at the way we were staring at each other’s mouths, grabbed her purse, and dipped out for a date, leaving the apartment entirely to us.

The front door hadn't even fully clicked shut before the composure broke.

We didn’t even make it to the bedroom. I grabbed her by the hips, lifting her effortlessly against the wall before bringing her down onto my lap on the sectional couch. My hands were deep in that natural thickness, squeezing her thighs, feeling the heat radiating off her skin as I captured her mouth. Our tongues tangled, deep and wet, her hips rolling in a slow, agonizing rhythm right against the heavy ridge of my dick through my sweatpants.

“Jacob… fuck,” she gasped against my lips, her breath hitched. “You’re so big already. It’s through the clothes and it’s hurting my chest.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet, ma,” I growled, my hands sliding up under her sweater.

I pulled the fabric up, exposing her full breasts, and my mouth latched onto her nipple. I sucked her hard, my tongue flicking against the peak until she arched her back, her fingers burying themselves deep into my hair. The living room was filled with her moans—sweet, needy, desperate sounds that made my chest tighten.

I slid my hand down into her leggings, palming her through the thin lace of her panties. She was completely soaked, the heat dripping off her.

“Look at how you're leaking for me, ma,” I growled against her ear, my voice rough and vibrating against her skin as I slid two fingers past the wet lace, sinking deep into that tight, velvet heat. She was completely overflowing, flooding my hand. “Good girl. Take it all. Now tell me exactly who owns this sweet, soaking pussy, Bianca. Say my name.”

“Yours… it’s yours, Jacob,” she gasped out, her head throwing back into the cushions as her hips bucked violently up against my hand, desperately chasing the friction. The second my thumb locked onto her dripping clit, rolling it in heavy, agonizingly slow circles, her entire body shuddered. “Jacob, please… fuck, I'm losing my mind… I can’t take it anymore.”

I laid her back against the cushions of the couch, peeling those leggings and panties down her legs slow, exposing those thick, beautiful thighs and her smooth, glistening center. I settled myself between her knees, looking up at her for one second before I bowed my head and buried my face between her legs.

I ate her like it was the last meal I’d ever get on this earth. My tongue went deep, drinking her in, parting her lips while two fingers slid inside her, curling upward.

“Oh my God, Split—Jacob!” she screamed out, her hands gripping my shoulders so hard her nails tore into my skin. Her entire body went rigid, her thighs shaking violently against my face as she came hard, her juices slicking my beard. It was the sweetest thing I’d ever tasted.

I climbed up her body, kissing her mouth deeply, letting her taste herself on my lips. “You are fucking perfect, B. I love the way you sound. I love how you feel.”

She didn’t say a word; her eyes were wild with hunger. Her hands reached down, desperately pulling at the waistband of my sweats, tugging them down past my hips. My dick sprang free—thick, heavy, veiny, the head already leaking pre-cum. Her eyes went completely wide.

“Damn, baby…” she whispered.

She wrapped both of her hands around the shaft, stroking me twice before she leaned down and took the head into her mouth. It was warm, wet heaven. Her head game was crazy—sucking, swirling her tongue around the ridge, letting me slide deep into her throat while she kept her eyes locked onto mine. I groaned out loud, my hands gripping her hair, my hips instinctively thrusting forward.

“Fuck, Bianca. Just like that. You’re sucking the soul right out of a nigga.”

She hummed around me, the vibrations sent a shockwave straight to my toes. Before I could lose my mind and come in her mouth, I gripped her waist, pulled her up, and laid her down flat on her back. I parted her legs wide, positioning myself at her entrance, rubbing the head of my dick against her wet lips.

I slid in slow. Inch by agonizing inch, her tight, velvet walls gripped me like fire, stretching around me until I was buried all the way to my waist.

“Shit… you’re so big, Jacob,” she whimpered, her tears threatening to spill as her nails dug into my bare back.

I didn’t rush. I held myself up, striking deep, sensual strokes, keeping my face inches from hers. “Look at me, ma. Look right at me. Feel this. This ain’t just some hood link. This ain’t just a quick fuck. I’m making love to you, Bianca. Can you feel that?”

“Yes,” she cried out, her voice breaking as she wrapped her thick legs around my waist, locking me in. “I feel it, baby. Please, don't stop.”

I picked up the pace, my hands sliding under her ass to lift her higher, anchoring her against me as I pounded into her. The sweat was slick between our chests, our bodies slapping together in a heavy, rhythmic beat, her high-pitched moans mixing with my raw grunts. I hit that exact spot inside her over and over, driving her crazy until her body convulsed again, a heavy gush of her release soaking through to the couch. I couldn’t hold back anymore. I let out a low roar, burying myself as deep as physically possible, filling her up with everything I had.

***

We collapsed into each other, the only sound in the quiet apartment being our heavy, ragged breathing and the frantic, matching thud of our hearts. I pulled her flush against my chest, feeling the slick heat of our skin fusing together. I leaned down, pressing a tender kiss to her forehead, the tip of her nose, and then deeply into her swollen, thoroughly loved lips, tasting myself on her breath.

“I love you, Bianca Brown,” I whispered, my voice rough, cracking with a raw emotion I’d never allowed myself to feel before. “I mean that down to my fucking bones, ma. This ain’t some slick street talk, and it sure as hell ain’t no playa game. You just branded my soul. This is that real, foundational, forever love.”

The breath hitched in her throat, and I felt the warm slip of actual tears spilling over her lashes as she looked up at me, her eyes completely uncovered.

“I love you too, Jacob,” she cried softly, her fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of my neck, pulling me closer as if she still couldn’t get enough of my heat. “It’s so fast, it’s so terrifyingly crazy… but my spirit recognizes yours. It feels entirely right. Like you’re the piece of me that’s been missing. You’re soul food for my heart, baby.”

After we cleaned the sweet evidence of our fire off each other, we crawled back under the heavy throw blanket on the sectional, completely tangled up. An old hood movie played low on the screen, our quiet chuckles at the corny dialogue melting into the warm dark of the room. Her head felt heavy and perfect resting over my heartbeat, while my fingers slowly twisted through her soft, wild curls. For a nigga who grew up dodging chaos, holding her like this was the absolute sweetest, most breathtaking peace I’d ever known in my life.

***

The next day at her stall was pure magic. I rolled up on Fulton Street mid-afternoon just to watch my girl in her element. Bianca was moving like a real CEO—flipping gourmet dogs, laughing with customers, her body in tight jeans drawing eyes from every dude walking past. I felt a quick flash of that possessive hood jealousy, but the second she caught sight of me, her entire face lit up, erasing every other nigga on the block.

“Split! Come over here and try this new recipe,” she called out.

She fixed me a custom special—a smoked jerk chicken dog with her signature mango-habanero slaw. I took one massive bite and damn near dropped to one knee right there on the pavement. “This right here is gonna make me go platinum, B. This is insane.”

The neighborhood regulars started noticing me standing there. “Yo, that’s Split! The nigga from the mixtape!” A few youngins came up asking for pictures. Bianca stood back, wiping her hands on her apron, her eyes beaming with pure, unadulterated pride.

Later, after she closed up, we walked down the block, her small hand locked securely in mine. This was real hood love—stopping to get Italian ices from the corner store, dodging the local corner niggas who shouted out my name, and talking about the future. I told her about my realest fears—blowing up in the industry and losing my soul to the corporate music machine. She shared hers—wanting to sign a lease on a real restaurant space but being terrified of failing and losing her grandmother’s legacy.

“You got me now, ma,” I said, pulling her into the shelter of an old brownstone stoop, shielding her from the wind. “We’re building this together. My studio, your kitchen. A complete Brooklyn takeover.”

***

That night at the studio, the energy was electric. Bianca rolled through the Bed-Stuy lockout with heavy foil trays—baked oxtail mac and cheese, spicy curry wings, and perfect rice and peas. My crew went absolutely feral for it.

“Split, where the fuck did you find her? Bro, she is an absolute keeper!” Rico said, his mouth completely stuffed with food.

Bianca blushed beautifully, but she walked right over to where I was sitting at the mixing board and fed me a piece of chicken herself, her eyes holding mine captive.

When I stepped into the vocal booth, the track took on a whole new life. I looked through the studio glass, locked eyes with her, and spit a brand new verse completely off the cuff:

Met this chef with the sauce, had me lost in her eyes, Natural thickness, soul food love got a nigga baptized… No more running the streets, no more chasing the lies, Put my crown on her head, watch the kingdom arise.

She watched me through the glass, her hand over her mouth, her eyes shining with emotion.

The second the session wrapped and we got to the parking lot, we barely made it inside my whip. The windows were completely fogged up within two minutes. I threw the passenger seat back, and she climbed on top of me, riding me reverse cowgirl in the dark, that heavy ass bouncing against my lap while I gripped her hips, guiding her depth.

“Fuck, Jacob! I love you! I love you so much!” she cried out, her head thrown back as she came again, her body squeezing me like a vise.

“I love you more, ma. This is forever type shit,” I growled, holding her tight against my chest as I let myself go, coming deep inside her while the bass from the studio echoed through the pavement.

But life in Brooklyn ain't always a smooth track. The very next morning, the drama found us.

We were sitting in Heather’s living room when this chick Tasha—an old fling from my reckless playa days—showed up at the door unannounced, talking loud and reckless right in front of Bianca.

“Split, you really out here wifing up a cook now?” Tasha sneered, looking Bianca up and down. “After all the high-end pussy you been running through in these streets?”

Before I could even step in, Bianca stood up off the couch. She didn’t yell, she didn’t get ghetto—she just stepped right into Tasha’s face, calm, cold, and completely firm.

“He ran through it,” Bianca said, her voice dropping into that unmistakable, heavy Brooklyn authority. “But now he’s home. Step off my porch.”

I stepped right up behind my woman, wrapping my arm around her waist and giving Tasha the coldest look I had. “You heard my girl. The past is dead, Tasha. Get the fuck off our block.”

After Tasha hurried her bitter ass down the street, I held Bianca close on the couch while she let out a few tears from the adrenaline. I kissed the dampness off her cheeks, holding her tight against my chest.

“The past is completely gone, B. You are my future. My queen. My chef. My absolute everything.”

She smiled through the tears, looking up at me with those heavy eyes. “Then feed me some more of that love, rapper boy.”

We made love slow that afternoon—sensual, deep, deliberate strokes, whispering real promises against each other's skin. Her body was moving perfectly under mine, her nails scratching light tracks down my back as our souls completely connected. It was emotional as hell. I knew right then, looking down at her face, that the splitting was over.

I was locked in for life.


CHAPTER 2




Bianca’s POV:

Lord, have mercy on my heart.

I never used to believe in that love-at-first-sight nonsense. I thought it was just stuff they wrote into corny R&B songs to make desperate girls cry. But then Jacob “Split” walked into my life wearing nothing but low-slung grey sweats, a chest full of tatted bridges, and a slow, wicked grin while I was still half-drunk on tequila and bad decisions. Now, three weeks later, I was standing behind the counter of my gourmet hot dog stall on Fulton Street, flipping jerk chicken sausages, but my mind was completely miles away. It was stuck on that sectional couch, trapped in that steaming hot tub, entirely wrapped around the finest, most dangerous man Brooklyn ever produced.

My body still vibrated from the memory of him. The way he stretched me so deliciously full, the deep, rumbling timber of his voice when he growled “good girl” against my skin, the heavy, calloused weight of those hands gripping my hips like they were title deeds to my body. And honestly? They were. All of me belonged to Jacob now.

“Bianca, you good, sis?” My cousin Keisha’s voice cut through the sizzling noise of the grill from the cash register, snapping me right out of my daydream. “You burning that secret sauce, girl. Look at you. That man got you gone-gone.”

I let out a breathless laugh, stirring the mango-cabbage slaw with way more force than necessary to hide the blush creeping up my neck. “Mind your business, Keish. And yeah… I’m gone. Fully.”

“Gone” was a massive understatement. I was drowning in him—in the sweetest, most terrifyingly sensual way possible. Jacob wasn’t just a rapper with a lethal street reputation. He was my anchor. I’d never seen a man look at me the way he did when I cooked for him, like my hands possessed some kind of sacred magic. And the way he held me after the fire died down, whispering real, raw promises against the column of my neck like he was reciting prayers? My heart had never felt this dangerously full. It terrified me.

The afternoon rush finally died down, and when I wiped my brow and looked across the pavement, there he was. He was leaning against the metal light pole across the street, just watching me work like I was the only woman standing in Bed-Stuy. Six-three of pure, unadulterated temptation wrapped in a heavy black hoodie and fresh Timbs, his thick dreads tied back, that crown tattoo peeking out from his collar. My stomach did a violent, beautiful flip.

He crossed the street with that effortless, slow-motion stride, dodging Brooklyn traffic like the cars owed him cheese. Customers noticed immediately. Phones started coming out of pockets.

“Yo, that’s Split!” somebody shouted from the corner.

Jacob didn’t give a single damn about the attention. Those stormy, intense eyes were locked strictly on mine. He stepped right behind the counter of the stall like he owned the square footage, sliding his thick arms around my waist from behind and pulling my spine flush against his chest. He pressed a slow, lingering kiss right to the sensitive spot beneath my ear.

“Damn, ma. You smell like pure heaven and spicy jerk seasoning,” he murmured against my skin, his deep voice vibrating straight down to my thighs. “How a nigga supposed to focus on writing platinum bars when you out here looking this fucking good in these jeans?”

I completely melted back into his heat, completely ignoring Keisha’s dramatic, loud eye-roll at the register. “Jacob, stop. I’m working. You’re causing a whole scene out here.”

“Let ‘em look. They just seeing a king claim his queen. Nothing new.” He turned me around slowly in his arms, his large hand coming up to tilt my chin up.

That kiss wasn't for the public; it was entirely for us. It was deep, slow, and heavy with all the heavy emotions we couldn't say out loud. By the time his lips parted from mine, my knees were trembling behind the apron.

He looked down at me, a soft smirk playing on his lips. “I wrote something for you last night. After you fell asleep on my chest.”

My heart fluttered against my ribs. “Yeah? Let me hear it.”

He leaned down, reciting it low, his voice like crushed velvet over gravel right in my ear:

She got sauce in her veins, natural beauty, no games, Fatty in them jeans got a nigga forgetting his name. Bianca Brown, crown on her head, queen of the block, Got me wanting forever, not just a quick nut and a walk…

Tears instantly stung the back of my eyes. Not sad ones. The beautiful kind that come when a man looks past your skin and actually sees your soul. “Jacob… that’s beautiful.”

“You’re the one that’s beautiful.” He used the pad of his thumb to wipe a stray tear from my cheek. “After your shift, come straight to the studio. I want you in the room when I lay this track down. Then we going home. My home. Well… our home. I signed the papers for that raw loft space today.”

My eyes went wide. “You did? Already?”

“Yeah. It needs some real TLC, but I got my hands and you got that magic touch. We gon’ build it together, B. Studio lockout in the back, big-ass gourmet kitchen for you in the front. Our spot.”

I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him hard, not caring about the neighborhood eyes or the traffic on Fulton. This man had me ready to risk absolutely everything.

***

Later that evening, the basement studio in Bed-Stuy was alive and humming. The sub-bass was rumbling through the floorboards, a thick cloud of weed smoke hung in the air, and his crew was laughing and arguing over tracks. The second I walked through the door carrying the heavy foil trays, the entire energy shifted. I brought curried oxtail sliders on sweet brioche, smoked five-cheese mac, and plantain chips with a fresh mango-habanero dip.

“Yo, Split! Your chef wife is trying to feed us straight to the top of the Billboard charts!” Rico shouted, already diving into the sliders with both hands.

Jacob didn’t say a word. He just reached out, grabbed my wrist gently, and pulled me right onto his lap in the rolling studio chair. His heavy arm wrapped possessively around my waist, his fingers digging slightly into the meat of my thigh. “This is my lady. Y'all keep your eyes on the food and respect her. And save me two of everything.”

I picked up a slider and fed him a bite personal, watching his long lashes flutter shut as he tasted it. “Is it good, baby?” I whispered close to his ear.

“Better than good, ma. This the kind of love a nigga goes diamond for.” He leaned up and licked a drop of sauce right off my index finger, his dark eyes locking onto mine with a heat that made my core ache.

When he stepped inside the vocal booth, the entire room went dead silent. Jacob disappeared, and Split took over—raw, hungry, and dangerously passionate. He locked his eyes onto mine through the double-paned studio glass as the beat dropped, spitting his soul into the microphone:

From hot dog stalls to my heart, she stole the whole thing, Natural ass, natural love, got a playa changing. Bianca, my sauce, my peace, my fire in the dark, I was lost in these streets, now I’m found in your arms…

Tears rolled straight down my face, hot and fast. He wasn’t rapping for the block anymore. He was rapping for me. The second he stepped out of that booth, I didn’t care who was watching. I jumped right into his arms, wrapping my thick thighs tight around his waist, kissing him like the world was ending right outside the studio doors.

“I love you,” I breathed against his mouth, my heart hammering. “I love you so much it scares me, Jacob. I’ve never gone this deep for anyone.”

His eyes darkened with an intense, predatory hunger. He gripped my ass hard, carrying me straight toward the private lounge room in the back, kicking the heavy door shut behind us with his Timbs.

“Then let me show you exactly how deep this love goes, ma.”

The leather couch in the back room wasn’t fancy, but it didn't matter. Our clothes came off in a frantic, heated rush, fabric tearing and buttons flying in the dim light. His hands worshipped every single inch of my natural curves—squeezing my breasts, his thumbs rolling over my nipples until I was whimpering out loud.

When he dropped down to his knees on the floor, spreading my thighs wide across the edge of the couch, I nearly lost my mind.

“Look at this gorgeous, dripping pussy,” he growled deeply, his breath hot against my inner thighs. “So fucking beautiful.”

He buried his face between my legs, and his tongue was absolutely relentless. He used long, heavy strokes, his tongue swirling around my clit while two and then three thick, tatted fingers slid all the way inside me, stretching me wide. I was bucking wildly against his mouth, grinding my hips against his face, screaming his name like a song.

“Jacob—baby—oh my God, I’m gonna—”

“Come for me, good girl,” he ordered against my wetness, his fingers curling deeper inside me, hitting that perfect spot. “Let me taste how much you love a nigga. Give it all to me.”

I shattered completely. My thighs shook violently against his shoulders, my fingers twisting frantically into his dreads as heavy waves of pure pleasure crashed through my entire body. He stayed down there, drinking me in until I was trembling and breathless.

Then he stood up, his dick completely bare, thick, and pulsing with heavy veins. I reached out, my wet hand stroking the length of him, watching his jaw clench as he groaned out my name. When he parted my legs again and slid into me slow, we both let out a ragged moan. He filled me to the absolute brim—stretching me, claiming me, loving me with every single stroke.

“Fuck, Bianca… this tight pussy was custom-made for my dick,” he growled out, his strokes picking up a powerful, rhythmic pace, his eyes never leaving mine. “I love you. Not the old street persona. The real me. You got a nigga out here wanting a backyard, kids, Sunday dinners… all of that shit with you.”

Hot tears slipped down my temples as he made love to me—deep, heavy, grinding strokes that hit me right in my soul. The dirty talk coming out of his mouth was matching the raw friction of our bodies, pushing me right back over the edge. I came again, my walls clenching like a vise around his length, pulling him completely over the precipice with me. He buried his face in the crook of my neck, letting out a raw roar as he filled me with his warmth.

We stayed locked together like that for a long time, our bodies connected, breathing as one in the quiet room.

“I love you too,” I whispered, kissing his sweaty temple. “All of you. The rapper, the hood nigga, the sweet man who cooks bacon in his sweats. All of it.”

***

The next few days blurred into a beautiful, hood fairytale. Mornings were spent making love in our half-finished loft—him bending me over the raw kitchen counter while the coffee brewed, his hands leaving marks on my hips. Afternoons were spent at my stall on Fulton, where he’d pull up in his whip just to help me hand out orders, charming my customers and stealing quick, dirty kisses when nobody was looking. Nights were spent in the studio or walking the block, his heavy arm draped over my shoulder, showing me off to Brooklyn like I was his greatest accomplishment.

But real love in the hood don’t come without its tests for sure.

One evening, right as I was pulling down the metal security gate of my stall, an old flame from his playa days—Tasha—resurfaced and rolled up this time around with three of her friends. She was loud, flashy, and carrying an attitude that filled the sidewalk.

“So you’re the little cook bitch he’s playing house with now?” she sneered, stepping into my space, snapping her acrylics. “After he was hitting my back every single night in the project stairwells?”

I didn’t hesitate. I stepped out from behind the counter, wiping my hands on my apron slow. I wasn’t small, I wasn't easily rattled, and I damn sure wasn’t about to let anyone breathe disrespect on what Jacob and I were building from the ground up.

“This ‘little cook bitch’ has your ex eating out the palm of her hand three times a day, sweetie,” I said, my voice completely calm, steady, and packed with that real Brooklyn gravity. “He ain’t hitting nothing but home runs with me now. You can keep those old memories. I got the actual man.”

Jacob’s whip pulled up to the curb right then, the tires screeching slightly as if he sensed the friction. He stepped out of the driver's seat, his eyes scanning the scene before walking straight over to me. He planted a firm kiss on my forehead, then turned to Tasha, his eyes turning to absolute ice.

“We wrapped this up years ago, Tash. Why the fuck you back for round two? Go on now, I got my queen. You either respect her or you don’t come around my block. It’s that simple. Move the fuck around. Keep it pushing.”

Tasha sucked her teeth loudly, turning on her heel and walking away with her crew, but the underlying sting of the street drama stayed with me a little as we drove back.

Later that night, inside the dark, half-finished walls of our loft, Jacob held me tight on a massive pile of blankets in the middle of the floor. We had candles lit, the amber light dancing against the brick, and the Manhattan skyline glowing through the massive industrial windows.

“I hate that my past put that look in your eyes, B,” he said, his voice thick with a heavy, raw emotion. His tatted fingers traced the slow curve of my spine. “But I swear on everything I love, Bianca, you’re the only one. The only woman who ever made a nigga want to be better. Not just for a bag. For you.”

I shifted my weight, straddling his lap, cupping his strong face in both of my hands. “I know, baby. I know your heart. And I ain’t going anywhere. We gon’ build this empire together—your music, my restaurant, our love. All of it.”

We made love right there on the hardwood floor—slow, deeply emotional, our tears mixing with the sweat on our skin. Every single stroke felt like a whisper of forever. Every deep kiss sealed a promise for the future. When I rode him, my hands gripping his broad shoulders while his tatted fingers held my ass tight, our eyes remained completely locked. I felt the connection down in the absolute depths of my soul.

This was real.

This was hood romance at its absolute finest—messy, passionate, beautiful, and completely ours.

As I came undone around him for the final time, crying his name into the rafters of our new home, I knew one thing for certain:

Jacob “Split” had my entire heart.

And I held his right in the palm of my hand.
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