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CHAPTER 1




My name is Angela Marie Brooks.

Thirty-one years old. Five-foot-nine on bare feet. One hundred sixty-eight pounds of caramel-skinned, thick-in-all-the-right-places Black woman magic. Bald head gleaming under club lights like polished obsidian. Full, glossy lips that stay painted some shade of sin. And a body that makes grown men forget their mamas’ names—44DD breasts that sit high and heavy, waist that cinches in like it’s got something to prove, hips that flare out into a fat, juicy ass, and thighs that could crack walnuts.

Between my legs? A fat, greedy pussy with a fat clit pierced with a little gold barbell that catches every camera flash. That piercing has paid for my rent more times than I can count.

I’ve been dancing at Club Essence for four years now—best house in the city. I pull six figures a year in cash tips alone, but cash gets heavy and the IRS stays nosy. So two months ago I started an OnlyFans. Nothing crazy at first. Just me in lingerie, slow twerks in the mirror, oiling up these curves, playing with my pierced clit until I squirted on the lens. Solo content. Safe. Lucrative.

First month I cleared eleven thousand. Second month? Twenty-three. Subscribers were begging for dick. Real dick. They wanted to see me get stretched, filled, ruined.

I wasn’t ready to bring just anybody into my crib and onto my page.

Until Jason Carter walked into Essence.

He was tall—six-four easy. Skin the color of dark walnut. Dreadlocks pulled back neat. Diamond studs in both ears. Expensive watch. Expensive cologne. Expensive everything. When he requested me for a dance, the floor manager damn near sprinted to tell me.

I walked over in my silver bikini set, six-inch stilettos clicking. He was already smiling like he knew something I didn’t.

“Angela, right?” Voice deep. Smooth. Southern but polished.

“That’s me, baby.”

He peeled off five hundreds and slid them into my garter without looking away from my eyes. “I want thirty minutes. Private room. No rush.”

I led him back, hips rolling the way God intended. Once the curtain closed, I turned the music up—slow, nasty bass—and started working.

I straddled his lap reverse, grinding my fat ass down on that expensive Tom Ford suit. He didn’t grab like most men do. He just… rested those big hands on my hips, letting me move, letting me feel how hard he was getting underneath me.

When I arched back and started popping my ass in his face, cheeks clapping loud enough to compete with the beat, he finally touched me.

One hard, deliberate smack across my right cheek.

The sound echoed.

I froze for half a second—then moaned.

He did it again. Harder. Then rubbed the sting away like he was apologizing to the skin.

“Fuck… you got a mean clap, mama,” he murmured against the back of my neck. “And this ass is stupid fat.”

I looked over my shoulder, smirking. “You like that, huh?”

“Like?” He gripped my waist tighter. “I’m trying not to nut in my drawers right now.”

I laughed—low, throaty. Finished the dance dripping.

When the song ended, he slipped me his black American Express black card. Not the regular one. The black one.

“Call me,” he said, voice quiet but commanding. “Whenever you’re ready to level up.”

I tucked the card into the side string of my thong, right against my pussy lips, and went back to work.

That night I came home smelling like Creed and money. Counted out nine thousand in tips. Took a long, hot shower, poured a glass of Caymus Cabernet, and decided to give the fans what they’d been screaming for.

I set up three cameras. Lit the room soft and warm. Slipped into nothing but a black thong and thigh-highs. Oiled my whole body until it glistened like I’d been dipped in honey.

Then I fucked myself stupid for forty-two minutes straight.

Dildo. Fingers. Clit sucker. I squirted three times—once so hard it hit the lens.

Uploaded it at 3:17 a.m.

Woke up to thirty-seven new subscribers and eight thousand dollars in tips.

I celebrated with another bottle of Caymus and fell asleep smiling.

Next morning, head fuzzy from wine, pussy still throbbing from last night’s performance, I pulled that black card out of my nightstand drawer.

Texted the number.

Me: Hey. It’s Angela from Eclipse. Still got that card you gave me. 😏

He replied in under ninety seconds.

Him: Good girl. What time can I pull up?

Me: Now. 1427 West Haven Apt 1804.

Him: On my way.

Forty-three minutes later my doorbell rang.

I opened the door in nothing but a silk robe that barely closed over my breasts. He stepped inside, eyes dragging down my body like he was cataloging every inch.

“Damn,” he breathed. “Even prettier in daylight.”

I closed the door behind him. “You want something to drink?”

“Nah.” He stepped closer. “I want to know what you really called me over here for.”

I smiled slow. “I got an OnlyFans. Been doing solo. Fans keep begging to see me get fucked. Real dick. Raw. And I’m tired of faking moans with silicone.”

He raised a brow. “So I’m auditioning?”

“You’re auditioning to be the first.”

He chuckled—deep, dangerous. “Bet.”

I led him to my living room. Big sectional. Floor-to-ceiling windows. Cameras already set up on tripods, lights soft but bright.

I turned to him. “You cool if I record?”

“Only if you want every subscriber to see how good I’m about to fuck you up.”

My clit twitched.

I reached for him, palmed the front of his jeans. Already thick. Heavy.

“Show me,” I whispered.

He unbuckled. Pulled down.

Lord have mercy.

Ten inches of thick, veiny, dark chocolate dick sprang free. Girth like a damn Sprite can. The head was fat, glossy, already leaking.

I dropped to my knees without being asked.

Grabbed my tape measure from the side table—yes, I keep one for content.

Wrapped it around the base. Girth: 6.8 inches around.

Length: 10.1 inches.

I looked up at him, licking my lips. “This is porn star dick.”

“And you’re about to be a porn star,” he said, voice rough. “Suck it.”

I kissed the tip first—soft, reverent. French-kissed the slit, tasting that salty pearl of pre-cum. Then I dragged my tongue down the left side, up the right, swirled around the fat ridge of the head.

Then I opened wide.

The stretch of my lips around him was obscene. I hollowed my cheeks, sucked like I was trying to pull his soul out through his dick. He groaned, hand cupping the back of my bald head.

“Fuck… look at you. Taking it like you were made for it.”

I moaned around him, vibrations making him curse.

I popped off, gasping. “You mind if I hit record now? I want them to see me choke on my first real dick.”

He grinned. “Do it, baby. Let’s make history.”

I grabbed my phone, started the main camera, made sure the angles were perfect—side profile, overhead, POV.

Then I went back to work.

I worshipped that dick.

Kissed every inch. Sucked the head like a lollipop. Took him to the back of my throat until my eyes watered. Drool ran down my chin, dripped onto my breasts.

I pulled off, looked up. “Can I taste your balls too?”

“Fuck yeah.”

I lifted them—big, heavy, smooth. Sucked one into my mouth, then the other. Tongue slid lower, teasing that sensitive skin behind them, then further.

I licked his ass.

He shuddered hard, hand gripping my shoulder. “Shit… lick that motherfucker, Angela.”

I pushed my tongue deeper, circling, probing, while my hand stroked that long, thick shaft.

He was leaking like a faucet now.

“Such a nasty little slut,” he growled. “Knew you were special the second I saw you in the club.”

I came back up, spat on his dick, stroked with both hands, then slapped the heavy length against my cheek—left, right, left—before sucking him back down.

He pulled me up suddenly. “Get on the table. I need to eat that pussy.”

I climbed onto my glass dining table, spread my thick thighs wide. The robe fell open. My fat pussy lips were already swollen, glistening, gold piercing shining.

He didn’t tease.

He dove in.

Tongue flat against my clit, then pointed, flicking that piercing back and forth. He sucked my lips into his mouth, then fucked me with his tongue like it was dick. I was moaning loud enough to wake the neighbors.

Two fingers slid in—thick, long—curling right against my spot while he sucked my clit like he was starving.

I came hard. Squirted all over his face, down his chin, onto the table.

He didn’t stop. Kept eating through it, slurping, groaning into my pussy like it was the best meal he’d ever had.

When I stopped shaking, he stood, grabbed my phone, angled it down.

“Look at that pretty pussy leaking for me.”

Then he started spanking my clit with his dick—wet, heavy smacks that made me jerk and cream again.

“Please,” I begged. “Fuck me. Put that big dick in me, Jason.”

He lined up.

Pushed in slow.

The stretch was insane—burning, delicious, overwhelming. Inch by inch he opened me up until he bottomed out, balls against my ass.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered. “I can feel you in my fucking stomach.”

“You’re gonna take every inch,” he said, voice low and dark.

Then he started moving.

Long, deep strokes at first—letting me feel every vein, every ridge.

Then harder.

Faster.

The table rocked. My breasts bounced wildly. He reached down, pinched my nipples, tugged them while he pounded.

I squirted again—harder this time—spraying his abs, his thighs.

He pulled out, sat on the floor, back against the couch.

“Ride me.”

I straddled him, lined him up, sank down slow.

When my ass met his thighs, I screamed.

He thrust up into me—hard, punishing strokes. Hands on my ass, spanking, spreading me open so the camera could see him disappearing inside me.

I rode him like I was trying to break him.

Then I felt it coming again—rose up off his dick, rubbed my clit fast, and squirted all over his cock, his stomach, his thighs.

“Drown this dick, baby,” he growled, slapping my ass. “Give it all to me.”

I sank back down, pussy dripping, walls fluttering.

He fucked me harder.

Deeper.

Until his rhythm stuttered.

“Fuck—gonna nut—”

“Yes, baby, give it to me,” I cried. “Fill this pussy up!”

He slammed up one last time and exploded.

Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded me. Pulse after pulse. I could feel every spurt painting my walls.

When he finally stopped, I collapsed against his chest, both of us panting.

We stayed like that for a long minute—sweaty, sticky, satisfied.

Eventually he kissed my forehead. “You good?”

I laughed weakly. “I’m fucking ruined.”

We cleaned up. Shared a cold beer on the couch.

I looked at him, still glowing. “You’re coming back tomorrow, right?”

He smirked, pulled me into his lap. “Baby, I ain’t going nowhere.”

I smiled against his neck.

First male talent.

First creampie on camera.

First time I realized I might’ve just started something dangerous.

And something beautiful.


CHAPTER 2




The sunlight hit my face like a gentle slap the next morning. I stretched across silk sheets that still smelled like sweat, sex, and that expensive cologne Jason wore. My thighs ached in the best way—deep, delicious soreness that reminded me every time I shifted how wide he’d stretched me open last night. My pussy was still tender, lips puffy, and when I reached down between my legs, I could feel the dried remnants of his nut still leaking slow out of me.

I rolled over, grabbed my phone off the nightstand. Notifications were blowing up. OnlyFans alerts, texts, DMs—everything screaming one thing: last night’s video had gone nuclear.

Over eight hundred new subscribers in less than twelve hours. Tips totaling almost nineteen grand. Comments ranging from “That’s the fattest pussy I’ve ever seen get wrecked” to “When’s round two with that big dick nigga?” to straight-up marriage proposals.

I laughed out loud, throat still raspy from all the moaning. Scrolled through the clips they’d clipped and reposted—me squirting on his face, my ass bouncing while he pounded me on the table, the close-up of his thick cum dripping out of my stretched hole.

My clit throbbed just looking at it.

I slid two fingers inside myself, slow, stirring that leftover cream. Bit my lip hard enough to taste copper. Rewatched the part where he told me to take every inch—my voice cracking on a “Fuck yes, daddy”—and came quick and quiet, shuddering against the pillows.

After, I lay there breathing heavy, staring at the ceiling. This wasn’t just content anymore. This was something else. Something dangerous. Something that had me thinking about a man I barely knew.

Jason Carter.

I’d built this whole thing—my body, my hustle, my empire—on being untouchable. Untouchable Angela. The one who danced for dollars but never let nobody get too close. The one who started OnlyFans solo because I didn’t trust a soul with my vulnerability. But last night? Last night I let him inside me—literally and figuratively—and I didn’t hate it.

I hated how much I liked it.

I showered slow, letting the hot water beat down on my caramel skin, washing away the stickiness but not the memory. My nipples were still sensitive from his teeth. My ass still carried faint handprints. I traced them in the mirror, smirking. Marked. Claimed. For now, at least.

Dried off, lotioned up with that cocoa butter that made my skin glow like polished amber. Slipped into a black thong and nothing else while I made coffee. My phone buzzed again.

Jason: Morning, beautiful. You still leaking me?

I grinned, typed back quick.

Me: Still got your nut in me. You proud?

Him: Damn right. You up for more? Got a whole playroom waiting. Bring that phat ass and an open mind.

My stomach flipped. Playroom. The word alone had my pussy clenching.

Me: What kind of playroom we talkin’?

Him: The kind that’ll have your fans begging for part three. You trust me?

I stared at the screen for a long minute.

Trust.

That word had been a landmine my whole life.

I grew up in Atlanta, Bankhead specifically. Single mama working doubles at the hospital, nights at the Waffle House. I was thick by twelve—hips, thighs, breasts that didn’t know how to quit. Boys noticed. Men noticed. Teachers noticed. By fifteen I was dodging hands in hallways and offers of money for “a quick feel.”

Mama taught me early: “Your body is yours, baby girl. Don’t let nobody take what you ain’t givin’.” So I learned to move like I owned the room. Learned to dance at house parties, then clubs when I turned eighteen. Started at Magic City downtown. First lap dance I gave, the man was shaking so hard he tipped me three hundred just for grinding on his lap for one song. I felt powerful. Untouchable.

Dropped out of community college my second semester because the money was better on the pole than in a classroom. Moved to LA at twenty-three chasing bigger stages, bigger tips. Built a name. Built a savings. Built walls so high nobody could climb ’em.

Then there was Dre. My ex. Thought he loved me. Thought he wanted to protect me. Turned out he just wanted to own me. Tried to control who I danced for, how I dressed, even tried to tell me to quit OnlyFans before I even started it. One night he put his hands on me—hard. I left with a busted lip and a black eye and swore I’d never let another man make me feel small again.

So yeah. Trust didn’t come easy.

But Jason… Jason hadn’t tried to control shit. He’d asked. He’d waited. He’d made me come so hard I went weak in my knees, then held me after like I was precious.

I typed back.

Me: I trust you enough to find out. Send the address.

He dropped the pin. Upscale loft in Downtown LA. Thirty minutes from me.

I dressed to kill: cropped black hoodie that barely contained my 44DDs, high-waisted yoga pants that hugged every curve of my ass and thighs, red bottom sneakers, gold hoops, and my signature glossy lips. Threw my camera bag over my shoulder—tripod, ring light, extra batteries. A girl’s gotta be prepared.

The drive was quiet. My mind raced.

When I pulled up to his building, the doorman nodded like he knew exactly why I was there. Elevator ride felt like forever. When the doors opened, Jason was waiting in the hallway—barefoot, gray sweats hanging low, dreads loose around his shoulders, chest bare and cut like carved mahogany.

“Damn,” he breathed, eyes raking me head to toe. “You look even better in daylight.”

I smirked, stepped inside. “You ain’t lookin’ too bad yourself.”

He closed the door, pulled me into a slow, deep kiss that tasted like mint and promise. When he pulled back, his hand was already on my ass, squeezing.

“Come see what I got for you.”

He led me down a hallway. My breath caught.

The room was dimly lit, deep burgundy walls, black leather furniture, a massive four-poster bed with thick posts. Silk ropes coiled neatly on a table. Cuffs. Blindfolds. A padded bench. A wall of toys—floggers, paddles, plugs. And three professional cameras already set up on tripods, lights soft but bright enough to catch every bead of sweat, every quiver.

He turned to me, voice low. “You still in?”

I swallowed. My heart was hammering.

“I told you I trust you,” I said. “But I need to know… you gonna take care of me in here?”

He stepped close, cupped my face. “Always, baby. Safe word’s red. Yellow to slow down. You say it, everything stops. No questions.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

He kissed me again—slower this time. Then stepped back.

“Strip for me. Slow. Let the cameras see.”

I did.

Peeling the hoodie over my head, breasts bouncing free, nipples already hard. Kicked off the sneakers. Hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the yoga pants, rolled them down slow, ass popping out inch by inch until the thong was the only thing left. I turned, gave him my back, bent at the waist, slid the thong down my thick thighs, stepped out.

Naked. Oiled. Ready.

Jason’s eyes darkened. “Get on the bed. On your back.”

I climbed up, lay back against the black silk sheets. He moved with purpose—soft silk ropes in his hands. He tied my wrists to the headboard posts, tight enough to hold but not cut circulation. Then my ankles, spread wide to the bottom posts. I was open. Exposed. Vulnerable.

My pussy was already dripping onto the sheets.

He grabbed a black silk blindfold, leaned over me. “You ready to feel everything?”

“Yes.”

He tied it over my eyes. Darkness swallowed me. Every sound was louder—the creak of the bed, his breathing, the faint hum of the cameras.

Then his hands.

Feather-light at first. Trailing down my throat, between my breasts, circling my nipples until they ached. Then ice—cold cube against my left nipple, making me gasp. He sucked the cold away with his hot mouth, then did the same to the right.

“Fuck…” I moaned.

He chuckled low. “We just gettin’ started.”

Something soft brushed my inner thigh—a flogger, suede tails. He dragged it up and down my legs, teasing, then snapped it lightly against my thigh. Sting. Heat. My clit jumped.

Again. Harder. Across my ass cheeks when he flipped me onto my stomach.

I arched. “More.”

He gave it. Flogging my ass in steady rhythm—left, right, left—until the skin bloomed hot and red. Every strike sent jolts straight to my pussy.

Then he flipped me again, spread my thighs wider.

His mouth found my clit. Tongue flat, then pointed, flicking that gold barbell piercing until I was shaking. Two thick fingers slid inside me, curling, pumping while he sucked my clit like he was trying to drink me dry.

I came hard—squirting across his chin, down his neck. Body jerking against the ropes.

He didn’t stop. Kept eating through the aftershocks until I was whimpering, oversensitive.

Then he pulled back.

I heard him move. Heard the fridge open in the kitchen—wait, what?

He came back, voice amused. “You ever used mayo as lube?”

I laughed, blindfold still on. “You serious?”

“Dead ass. Slick as fuck. All natural. And nasty as hell. You down?”

My pussy clenched at the thought. “Do it.”

I felt him climb between my legs. Heard the jar open. Cool, creamy slickness against my asshole. He rubbed it in circles, teasing the rim.

Then his tongue.

He rimmed me deep—slow, wet, filthy circles that had me moaning like a porn star. Tongue pushing inside, stretching me open. I was dripping everywhere—mayo, spit, my own cream.

“Fuck… Jason…”

He added a finger—slow, one knuckle, then two. Scissoring. Opening me. The mayo made it glide, cool and thick.

“You ready for this dick in your ass, baby?”

“Yes. Please.”

He unbound my ankles, flipped me onto my stomach, rebound them loosely so I could arch. Kept my wrists tied. Blindfold still on.

I heard him slick his dick with more mayo—wet, obscene sounds.

Then the head at my hole.

“Relax for me,” he murmured, kissing down my spine.

I did.

He pushed in slow.

The stretch was intense—burning, full, overwhelming. I gasped, gripped the ropes.

“Too big…” I whimpered.

“You got it, baby. Breathe.”

Inch by inch he sank in. When his hips met my ass, I moaned loud enough to rattle the walls.

He stilled, letting me adjust. Then started moving—slow rolls at first, letting me feel every thick vein dragging against my walls.

Then harder.

Deeper.

Pounding.

My ass clapped back against him. The mayo made it slick, nasty, loud. Every thrust punched a moan out of me.

He grabbed my hair, pulled my head back. “This ass mine now, Angela?”

“Yes, daddy! Fuck it!”

He spanked me hard—crack after crack—while he drilled deep. My clit throbbed untouched. I came again—anal only—squirting down my thighs, soaking the sheets.

He didn’t stop.

“Gonna nut in this ass,” he growled. “Gonna fill you up.”

“Do it. Give it to me!”

His rhythm broke. Thrusts turned erratic. Then he slammed deep and exploded—hot, thick ropes flooding my ass. Pulse after pulse. I felt every spurt, felt my insides coated.

When he finally pulled out, slow, I felt the warm leak—cum and mayo dripping out, obscene and beautiful.

He untied me gently. Removed the blindfold. Kissed my forehead, my lips, my cheeks.

We collapsed together. Sweaty. Spent. Sticky.

He cleaned me up with warm towels, careful, tender. Brought me water. Held me against his chest while my breathing slowed.

“You good?” he whispered.

“Better than good,” I murmured. “That was… everything.”

We lay there quiet for a while. Then he started talking—soft, low.

“Grew up in Chicago. Englewood. Streets were rough. Lost my older brother when I was sixteen. Decided early I wasn’t gonna die there. Played ball—good enough for a partial scholarship to DePaul. Blew my knee out sophomore year. Lost the ride. Started modeling to pay bills. Then… somebody slid in my DMs about content. Started small. Solo. Then collabs. Found out I liked control. Liked giving it too. Built this room for me first. Then for whomever I trusted enough to bring in.”

He kissed my bald head. “You the first one I wanted to keep around after.”

I looked up at him. Saw something real in his eyes.

“Keep me around then,” I said softly.

He smiled—slow, dangerous, sweet.

“Bet.”

We fell asleep tangled together.

My phone buzzed somewhere across the room.

Probably another wave of tips.

Probably another flood of comments begging for more.

But right now?

Right now I was full—of him, of trust, of something that felt dangerously close to real.

And I wasn’t scared.

Not anymore.


CHAPTER 3




I woke up wrapped in Jason’s arms like I belonged there. His chest rose and fell slow against my back, one heavy arm slung across my waist, hand resting possessively over the soft swell of my lower belly. The faint scent of last night’s filth still clung to us—sweat, mayo, cum, my pussy juice dried sticky on my inner thighs. My ass was tender, a delicious deep ache that pulsed every time I shifted. Rope marks decorated my wrists like faint pink bracelets. Hickeys bloomed across my breasts like dark roses.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand without disturbing him. The screen lit up with a flood of notifications that made my breath catch.

OnlyFans dashboard: 1,847 new subscribers overnight. Tips: $34,672 and climbing. The live chat replay from the teaser clip we’d dropped before shutting down last night had already been screenshotted and reposted everywhere.

Comments were feral: “Need to see that fat ass get DOUBLE stuffed live.” “When y’all doing the real show? I’m tipping $500 if you let another bitch eat her creampie.” “Mask on the dude is hot af. Keep him mysterious.” “Angela you’re a goddess. That squirt was biblical.”

My clit throbbed just reading it.

I scrolled through the numbers again, heart racing. This wasn’t just money anymore. This was power. This was visibility. This was me stepping fully into the light after years of dancing in shadows.

Jason stirred behind me, dick already half-hard and thick against the cleft of my ass.

“Readin’ the fan mail?” His voice was gravel and sleep, lips brushing the back of my neck.

“Yeah,” I whispered. “They wildin’.”

He chuckled low, hand sliding down to cup my pussy. Two fingers parted my swollen lips, found the piercing, tugged gently. I gasped.

“They want more,” he murmured. “You gon’ give it to ’em?”

My hips rolled back instinctively. “I’m thinkin’ about it.”

“Think harder.”

He rolled me onto my back, spread my thighs with his knees. Morning light poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows, painting my caramel skin gold. He looked down at me—dreads loose, eyes dark with hunger—and sank two fingers deep inside me without warning.

“Fuck…” I moaned, back arching.

“Still wet from last night,” he growled. “Still got my nut leakin’ outta this greedy pussy.”

He pumped slow, curling against that spot that made my toes curl. I grabbed his forearm, nails digging in.

“You wanna go live tonight?” he asked, voice low and dangerous. “Let the whole world watch me fuck the shit outta you again?”

My breath hitched. “Yes.”

He smiled—slow, wicked. “Good girl.”

We showered together after that. Hot water cascaded over us while he soaped my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples until they were tight peaks. I dropped to my knees on the tile, took his dick in my mouth, sucked him slow and sloppy until he was groaning my name and painting the back of my throat. We swallowed each other’s moans like secrets.

Breakfast was late—avocado toast, smoked salmon, mimosas on the balcony overlooking the city. We talked real shit for the first time without the haze of lust clouding everything.

I told him about growing up in Bankhead, how Mama used to pray over me every night before she left for the night shift. How the first time I got catcalled walking home from school at thirteen, I cried in my room for hours. How stripping started as survival and became armor.

“I used to think my body was a curse,” I admitted, staring at the skyline. “Too much. Too loud. Too Black. Too female. But then I realized… nah. It’s a weapon. I just had to learn how to wield it.”

Jason listened. Really listened. Didn’t interrupt with some savior bullshit. Just nodded.

“I get it,” he said finally. “As I’ve said before, I grew up Englewood. Lost my brother to the block when I was sixteen. Basketball was supposed to be my ticket out. Blew my fucking knee sophomore year at DePaul. Thought my life was over. Then some photographer slid in my DMs. Started modeling. Then the content shit started small—shirtless pics, thirst traps. Next thing I know I’m getting paid to fuck on camera. But I kept the playroom private. Only brought in people I trusted.”

He looked at me then, eyes steady. “You’re the first one I wanted to keep.”

My chest tightened. “Keep how?”

“Like this.” He gestured between us. “Not just content. Real.”

I swallowed hard. Didn’t trust myself to speak.

***

After breakfast we went shopping. Rode down to Melrose, ducked into a high-end lingerie boutique I’d never stepped foot in before. Jason didn’t blink at the prices. He picked out a sheer red bodysuit—crotchless, of course—that hugged every curve like it was painted on. When I stepped out of the dressing room, ass framed perfectly, breasts spilling over the lace, his jaw tightened.

“That’s the one,” he said.

We bought it. Plus thigh-highs, a leather harness, new cuffs, a thick vibrating plug, and a remote-controlled panty vibrator he slipped into the bag with a smirk.

Back at his loft, we set up the playroom like professionals. Three 4K cameras, ring lights, a second angle on the St. Andrew’s cross, a padded fuck bench, and a couch for softer moments. We tested audio, checked the stream settings. Made sure the mask he’d wear was sleek—black leather, covering everything except his mouth and eyes.

We smoked a blunt on the couch while the sun dipped low. I straddled his lap, grinding slow while the vibrator hummed inside me on the lowest setting. He edged me for forty minutes straight—bringing me to the brink, then pulling back—until I was shaking, begging, dripping down his thighs.

“You ready to show the world what we got?” he asked, voice rough.

I nodded. “Let’s do it.”

We went live at 9:17 p.m.

The subscriber count jumped from 3K to 7K in the first three minutes. Tips were already rolling in.

I started solo, like we planned.

Camera one focused on the full-length mirror. I stood in front of it, slow-rolling my hips, ass popping to the slow trap beat playing low. Oiled my breasts until they glistened, tugged my nipples, moaned soft for the mic. Slid a hand between my legs, rubbed my pierced clit in slow circles. The chat went feral.

“Twerk that ass mama” “Show us the hole” “$200 for a close-up squirt”

I bent over, spread my cheeks, showed the camera the jeweled plug nestled in my ass. Then I pulled it out slow, letting my hole wink at the lens before pushing it back in.

The door opened behind me.

Jason stepped in—masked, black tank stretched across his chest, sweats low. The chat lost its mind.

He crossed the room in three strides, grabbed me by the throat from behind—not hard, just enough to make me gasp. Whispered in my ear loud enough for the mic: “You been teasin’ these niggas all night. Time to get used.”

He spun me, pushed me toward the St. Andrew’s cross. Bound my wrists and ankles with leather cuffs, spread-eagled. My body was on full display—caramel skin gleaming, breasts heaving, pussy already dripping down my thighs.

He picked up the suede flogger.

First strike landed across my thighs—light sting. Then my breasts. Then my ass. Each one made me moan louder. The chat was a blur of tips and emojis.

He dropped to his knees, buried his face between my legs. Tongue flat against my clit, then pointed, flicking the piercing. Sucked my lips into his mouth. Fucked me with his tongue until I was shaking, squirting hard—gushing across his masked face, dripping onto the floor. The camera caught every drop.

He stood, wiped his chin, looked straight into the lens.

“Poll time. What y’all want next?”

Chat exploded: Finger her ass. Whip her tits. Double stuff her.

He chose double.

Unbound me from the cross, bent me over the padded bench. My wrists cuffed behind my back, ass high. He lubed a thick, curved dildo—black, veiny, 8 inches. Slid it slow into my pussy while his tongue circled my asshole again. I moaned loud, pushing back.

Then came the real thing.

He slicked his dick—still that impossible 10-inch, Sprite-can girth—and pressed the head against my ass. Pushed in slow. The stretch burned sweet. When he bottomed out, I screamed.

“Fuck… so full…”

He started slow—long, deep rolls. Then harder. Pounding. The dildo still buried in my pussy, his dick owning my ass. Every thrust made the toy shift, double-filling me until I couldn’t think.

I came again—hard, squirting around the dildo, ass clenching on his cock like a fist. He groaned, slapped my ass, kept fucking through it.

Then the surprise.

A knock at the playroom door.

Jason looked at the camera. “Y’all voted for a guest star. Meet Mia.”

She stepped in—curvy Latina, caramel skin like mine but with long dark waves, full lips painted red, wearing nothing but a black thong and thigh-highs. Masked like Jason, eyes sparkling with mischief.

She walked straight to me, knelt, kissed me deep. Tongue sliding against mine while Jason kept pounding my ass slow.

Mia sucked my nipples, bit them gently, then slid under me on the bench, face between my thighs. She had her tongue on my clit while the dildo stayed buried. Jason switched holes—pulled out of my ass, slammed into my pussy, then back to my ass. Switching every few strokes.

Mia pulled the dildo out, replaced it with her fingers, three at once, pumping while she ate me. I was lost—mouth on my clit, dick in my ass, fingers in my pussy.

I came so hard my vision whited out. Squirted all over Mia’s face, down Jason’s thighs.

He growled, “Gonna nut.”

“Do it,” I begged. “Fill this pussy for the fans.”

He slammed deep into my cunt and erupted—hot, thick ropes flooding me. Pulse after pulse. When he pulled out, cum leaked out in a slow, creamy river.

Mia didn’t hesitate. She dropped between my legs, licked the creampie clean—tongue scooping every drop, moaning like it was dessert.

The chat was in meltdown. Tips hit $52,000 in under two hours.

We ended the stream with me collapsed between them, bodies slick, breathing ragged. Jason shut off the cameras. Kissed my forehead through the mask.

Mia slipped out quietly—our arrangement had been clear: fun, no strings, one night only.

Then it was just us.

Jason peeled off the mask, untied me, carried me to the bathroom. Ran a hot bath, poured in lavender oil, washed me slow and gentle. Dried me, lotioned my skin, massaged the bruises blooming on my ass and thighs.

We curled up on the couch in robes, shared a bottle of rosé.

I cried a little—quiet tears. Not from pain. From release. From feeling seen. From feeling safe.

He held me tighter. “You okay?”

“More than okay,” I whispered. “That was… fucking intense.”

We talked until the sky turned pink.

I told him about the dreams I’d buried—wanting to build a brand, not just sell pussy pics. Wanting to own studios, mentor girls coming up, make the industry less predatory.

He told me his vision: ethical content, fair pay, real connection. “I want us to do this together. Not just fucking on camera. Building something.”

I kissed him slow. “I’m in.”

My phone buzzed on the coffee table.

I ignored it.

Until it kept buzzing.

I picked it up.

Unknown number.

“You think you can just put my pussy on the internet and I won’t find out? You forgot who you belong to, Angela. —D”

My stomach dropped.

Jason saw my face. “What’s wrong?”

I showed him the text.

He went still. “Your ex?”

“Yeah.”

He took the phone, set it down. Pulled me into his lap.

“We’ll handle it,” he said, voice low and certain. “Together.”

I nodded, but my mind was already racing.

The high from the live stream still hummed under my skin.

But now there was something else.

Something darker.

Something that wanted in.

I looked out at the city waking up below us.

This was only the beginning.

And I wasn’t sure if I was ready for what came next.


CHAPTER 4




The first thing I felt when I opened my eyes was Jason’s heartbeat against my back—steady, deep, like the bassline to a song only we knew the words to. Sunlight sliced through the blinds in thin gold bars across the black sheets, painting stripes over my caramel skin and the faint purple bruises blooming on my hips from last night’s grip. My ass still throbbed sweetly from the double creampie, a reminder that lingered every time I shifted. Between my thighs, the dried evidence of us clung sticky and warm.

His arm tightened around my waist the second he sensed me stirring. Lips brushed the nape of my neck.

“Morning, queen.”

I smiled into the pillow. “Morning, king.”

Then my phone buzzed on the nightstand—once, twice, three times in quick succession. The sound cut through the peace like a knife.

I reached for it before he could stop me.

Unknown number.

“You really think you can parade that pussy around like it don’t still belong to me?” “I got screenshots. I got videos. One call to the right people and your little empire crashes.” “Meet me at Griffith Park overlook. 2 p.m. Alone. Or everybody sees who you really are.”

My stomach dropped so fast I tasted bile.

Jason felt the shift in my body. He sat up, dreads falling over his shoulders, eyes narrowing as he read over my arm.

“That’s him?”

“Yeah.”

He took the phone from my hand gently, like it was a live grenade. Set it face-down. Pulled me into his chest.

“Ain’t no way in hell you goin’ alone.”

“I know.”

He kissed my forehead. “We end this today.”

I let myself melt into him for a minute, breathing in the scent of his skin—cedar, smoke, and the faint salt of last night’s sweat. Then I pulled back, met his eyes.

“I need to do the talking. I need him to see I ain’t that girl no more.”

Jason nodded slow. “And I’ll be right there. Silent. But close.”

We showered together in silence. No teasing. No play. Just his big hands soaping my back, my breasts, between my thighs with careful reverence. When the water ran cold, he wrapped me in a thick towel, kissed the top of my bald head like I was something sacred.

We dressed simply—me in high-waisted black leggings that hugged every curve, a cropped hoodie that showed a sliver of midriff, sneakers I could run in if I had to. Jason in black hoodie, black sweats, black Timbs. Low-key. Deadly.

The drive to Griffith Park was quiet. City sprawled beneath us like a glittering promise. I stared out the window, memories crashing in waves.

Dre had been my first real love—or what I thought was love. Tall, light-skinned, dreads, smile that could charm the panties off a nun. He came to Magic City every weekend for three months straight before he asked for my number. I gave it because he tipped like he respected the hustle.

First few months were magic. Flowers, late-night drives, whispered promises. Then the control started small. “Why you gotta wear that to the club?” “Why you answerin’ that nigga’s DMs?” Then it got bigger. Hands on my throat during arguments. A backhand when I told him I was starting OnlyFans. The night he locked me in the bedroom and said I wasn’t leaving until I deleted the account—that was the night I left. Busted lip. Black eye. Pride shattered.

But I rebuilt.

Piece by piece.

And now he wanted to take it all back.

We parked half a mile from the overlook. Jason scoped the area first—checked sightlines, exits. Then he squeezed my hand.

“You got this.”

I nodded. “I know.”

I walked the trail alone. Wind whipped through the trees. My heart hammered against my ribs.

Dre was waiting at the bench, back to me at first. When he turned, that old smile was there—crooked, smug.

“Angela Marie Brooks. Look at you. Still thick as fuck.”

I stopped ten feet away. Arms crossed.

“Say what you came to say.”

He laughed. “You really think you can just put my pussy on the internet and I won’t find out? I raised that shit.”

“You didn’t raise shit,” I said, voice steady. “You tried to break it. There’s a difference.”

His eyes narrowed. “You owe me.”

“I owe you nothing.”

He stepped closer. “One call. That’s all it takes. Your little boyfriend won’t be able to protect you from the fallout.”

I felt Jason before I saw him—his presence like a storm cloud rolling in.

Dre turned. Saw him standing at the edge of the path, arms folded, face unreadable.

“Who the fuck is this?”

“My man,” I said. “And the only one who’s ever touched what’s between my legs since I left your sorry ass.”

Dre laughed again—nervous this time.

Jason didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just stared. And that stare said everything.

I took another step forward.

“Look at me, Dre.”

He did.

“I was scared of you once. You made me small. You made me think my body was a weapon only you could wield. But I learned different. This body?” I gestured down my curves. “It’s mine. My hustle. My pleasure. My power. And now it belongs to someone who knows how to worship it instead of cage it.”

Dre’s jaw worked. “You think you’re untouchable now?”

“I know I am.”

I pulled out my phone. Hit record.

“Say it again. Threaten me. Threaten my business. Threaten my man. Let’s see how brave you are when it’s on tape.”

He froze.

Then he backed up.

“I ain’t got time for this.”

He turned. Walked away fast.

I didn’t move until he disappeared down the trail.

Jason was at my side in seconds. Pulled me into his arms. Kissed my temple.

“You did it.”

Tears burned my eyes. “Yeah.”

We drove back to the loft in silence. Not heavy silence. Peaceful silence.

When the door closed behind us, I turned to him.

“I love you.”

The words slipped out like they’d been waiting years.

Jason’s eyes softened. “I love you too, Angela.”

He kissed me then—slow, deep, claiming. Not the frantic hunger of our first nights. This was different. This was soul-connection.

We didn’t speak again for a long time.

He carried me to the playroom. Lit candles. Soft jazz played low. The four-poster bed was draped in fresh black silk.

He laid me down like I was glass. Undressed me slow. Kissed every inch he uncovered—neck, collarbone, the swell of my breasts, the curve of my belly, the flare of my hips. When he reached my thighs, he spread them wide, kissed the inside where the skin was softest.

Then his mouth found my pussy. Tongue slow and reverent. Circling my pierced clit like it was a prayer. Sucking my lips into his mouth. Tongue-fucking me until I was arching, moaning his name like a hymn.

When I came, it was soft and shattering. He drank every drop.

Then he rose. Stripped. His body—dark, sculpted, powerful—gleamed in candlelight.

He climbed over me. Kissed me deep, letting me taste myself on his tongue.

“I’m gonna make love to you,” he whispered. “Every way we know how. Until you forget every shadow that ever touched you.”

He entered me slow.

Ten inches of thick, perfect dick stretching me open like the first time. But this time there was no rush. No performance. Just us.

Missionary first—eye to eye. His dreads falling around us like a curtain. He moved in long, deep strokes, grinding against my clit with every roll of his hips. I wrapped my legs around him, heels digging into his ass.

“Feel me, baby,” he murmured. “Feel how deep I am. How much I love you.”

I came again—quiet, rolling waves that made my toes curl.

He flipped me gently. Spooned behind me. Lifted my thigh. Slid back in. One hand on my breast, pinching my nipple. The other rubbing slow circles on my clit.

He kissed my neck. Whispered in my ear.

“You’re my home, Angela.”

I reached back, gripped his dreads. “And you’re mine.”

He fucked me deeper. Harder. But still loving. When I started to shake again, he pulled out, slicked himself with the lube on the nightstand—mayo for old times’ sake—and pressed against my ass.

“Want all of me?”

“Always.”

He pushed in slow. The stretch was exquisite. Full. Owned. Loved.

He moved in rhythm—ass, then pussy, switching holes with every few strokes. I came so hard I saw stars… squirted across the sheets.

When he couldn’t hold anymore, he buried himself deep in my pussy.

“Gonna fill you up, baby. Gonna mark you forever.”

“Yes—please—”

He came with a groan that vibrated through both of us. Hot, thick ropes flooding my walls. Pulse after pulse. I felt every spurt like a promise.

When he finally stilled, he didn’t pull out. Just held me. Stayed inside while we caught our breath.

Later, he ran a bath. Carried me in. Washed me with lavender soap. Fed me strawberries dipped in chocolate. Massaged every sore muscle.

Then he knelt beside the tub. Pulled a small black box from the pocket of his robe, and opened it.

A diamond ring—simple, elegant, and perfect.

“Marry me, Angela Marie Brooks. Be my partner. My lover. My queen. Let’s build this empire together. Let’s build a life together.”

Tears fell before I could stop them.

“Yes.”

He slid the ring on my finger. Kissed it. Kissed me.

We made love again in the bath—slow, slippery, laughing through the kisses.

***

Months later, I stood on a private beach in Tulum, barefoot in white lace that hugged every curve. My belly was just starting to round—our little secret growing inside me.

Jason waited at the end of the aisle in black linen, dreads pulled back, eyes shining.

We said vows that weren’t traditional.

“I promise to worship you every day,” he said. “To protect you. To fuck you senseless when you need it. To hold you when the world gets heavy.”

I laughed through tears. “I promise to ride you like you’re the only dick in the world. To build with you. To love you filthy and forever.”

The officiant smiled. “You may kiss your bride.”

He did.

Long. Deep. Perfect.

Later that night, under a sky full of stars, we fucked on the balcony of our villa—slow, loving, and eternal. His cum filled me again, warm and abundant.

I whispered against his lips. “Our love truly starts now.”

He smiled against my mouth. “Nah, girl, our love started the night you twerked in my face at Essence.”

I laughed.

And I knew, deep in my bones, that this was it.

The end of the hunt.

The beginning of everything.

Filthy.

Beautiful.

Ours.
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