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CHAPTER 1




Paul stood on the weathered front porch of Tori's modest two-story house, his heart pounding like a drum in his chest. It had been exactly one year since they'd last spoken—one year since the explosive fight that had shattered their relationship into irreparable pieces. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the quiet suburban street, and the air carried the faint scent of blooming jasmine from her overgrown garden. He hadn't called or texted; showing up unannounced felt reckless, but desperation had a way of overriding common sense. Paul needed money, and more than that, he needed a way back into something—anything—that felt like purpose. Discovering Tori's OnlyFans account had been a shock, but it had sparked an idea that now burned in his mind like a wildfire.

He raised his fist and knocked, the sound echoing hollowly. Footsteps approached from inside, and the door creaked open. There she was: Tori, looking every bit as stunning as he remembered, if not more so. Her olive skin glowed under the soft light filtering through the screen door, her thick brunette hair cascading in loose waves over her shoulders. She wore a simple tank top that clung to her curves and yoga pants that accentuated her toned, thick thighs—evidence of the rigorous workouts she'd always been obsessed with. At 5'7", she wasn't tall, but her presence filled the doorway, her full lips parting in surprise as her dark eyes locked onto his.

"Paul?" Her voice was a mix of disbelief and wariness, not a hint of warmth. She crossed her arms over her ample chest, leaning against the doorframe. "What the hell are you doing here?"

He swallowed hard, forcing a smile that felt more like a grimace. "Hey, Tori. Long time no see. Can we talk?"

She hesitated, her gaze flicking over him—taking in his faded jeans, the black t-shirt stretched across his broad shoulders, his dark skin and close-cropped hair. He looked the same, she thought, but there was a weariness in his eyes that hadn't been there before. Still, the sight of him stirred old memories, not all of them good.

"Talk about what? We haven't spoken in a year for a reason."

"I know," he said, his voice low and sincere. "And I'm sorry for just showing up like this. But... I need to apologize. Properly. Can I come in?"

Tori sighed, glancing over her shoulder as if checking for an escape route. She'd moved on—or at least, that's what she told herself. The breakup had been brutal, leaving scars that still ached on bad days. But curiosity, or maybe lingering resentment, won out.

"Fine. But make it quick."

She stepped aside, letting him into the living room. The space was cozy, with plush couches, framed photos of her travels, and the faint scent of vanilla candles. Paul sat on the edge of the sofa, his hands clasped together, while Tori perched on the armchair across from him, her posture rigid.

It all came flooding back to him—the reason they'd ended. Paul closed his eyes for a moment, the memories vivid and painful, like reopening a wound that had never fully healed.

They'd been together for two years, a passionate, tumultuous relationship that started in college. Tori was the girl who turned heads everywhere she went: olive-skinned, with a body sculpted from hours at the gym—thick hips, a round ass, full breasts, and legs that could crush a man's resolve. Her brunette hair framed a face with high cheekbones, full lips, and eyes that sparkled with mischief. But it was her confidence, her fire, that had drawn Paul in. He was a tall, athletic Black man, 6'2" with a muscular build from his own gym routines, and they'd clicked instantly—hot, intense sex that left them both breathless, emotional conversations that went deep into the night.

But Paul had fucked it up. Royally.

It started with Amanda. Tori's nemesis from their social circle—a bleach-blonde bombshell with a reputation for chasing thrills, especially when it came to men. Amanda was the type who flaunted her sexuality like a weapon: perky tits, a slim waist, and an ass that she worked hard to maintain. But her real obsession? Big Black cocks. She'd heard the rumors about Paul—whispers in the locker room, gossip from exes—that he was packing serious heat. Nine inches of thick, veined perfection, dark and commanding. Amanda had made it her mission to confirm it.

Paul remembered the night it began. They'd been at a party, Tori off chatting with friends, when Amanda cornered him in the kitchen. Her blue eyes had locked onto his with predatory hunger. "I've heard things about you, Paul," she'd purred, her hand brushing his arm. "Big things. Care to prove the rumors wrong?"

He should've walked away. But the alcohol, the ego boost, the way her tight dress hugged her body—it all conspired against him. They slipped out to the backyard, her lips on his before he could think twice. She dropped to her knees right there in the shadows, unzipping his pants with eager fingers. When his cock sprang free—nine inches of hard, throbbing length—she gasped, her eyes widening.

"Holy shit, it's true. This is gonna be fun."

Amanda had devoured him, her blonde head bobbing as she took as much as she could into her mouth. She gagged on his girth, saliva dripping down her chin, but she loved it—moaning around his shaft, her hands stroking what her lips couldn't reach. Paul had gripped her hair, thrusting gently, loving the way her throat tightened around him. Amanda's blowjobs were sloppy, enthusiastic, a whirlwind of suction and tongue that made his toes curl. But it wasn't just oral; later that night, in her car parked down the street, she'd climbed on top of him, her tight blonde pussy stretching around his cock as she rode him hard.

"Fuck, Paul, you're splitting me open," she'd whimpered, her walls clenching around his nine inches. She came twice, screaming his name, her juices soaking his lap.

They'd hooked up a few more times after that—secret rendezvous where Amanda begged for his big Black dick, taking it in her mouth, her pussy, even her ass once in a frenzy of lust. Paul loved fucking her mouth; the way she worshipped his cock, slurping and gagging, made him feel like a god. But deep down, he knew Tori was better. Tori's pussy was a velvet vice—wet, warm, and gripping him in ways that drove him wild. Her big clit, the size of a mini-dick, rubbed against his shaft with every thrust, sending shocks of pleasure through both of them. Sex with Tori was emotional, connected; with Amanda, it was raw animal lust.

The guilt ate at him, but he couldn't stop. Until the day Tori caught them.

It was a rainy afternoon. Paul had borrowed Tori's SUV to "run errands," but really, he'd picked up Amanda for a quickie. They parked in a secluded lot behind an abandoned warehouse, thinking they were safe. Amanda was on her knees in the passenger seat, her head in his lap, sucking his dick with fervor. Paul leaned back, eyes closed, groaning as her tongue swirled around his head, her hands pumping the base.

"God, Amanda, your mouth is fucking magic," he'd muttered, his hips bucking.

That's when the door flew open. Tori stood there, umbrella in hand, rain soaking her clothes, her face a mask of shock and betrayal. She'd tracked her car via the GPS app—suspecting something after weeks of his odd behavior.

"What the fuck, Paul?!" she'd screamed, her voice cracking.

Amanda popped up, wiping her mouth, smirking at first before realizing the gravity. Paul scrambled to pull up his pants, his nine-inch cock still glistening with her saliva. "Tori, baby, it's not—"

"Save it!" Tori had hurled, tears streaming down her face. "In my car? With her? That bitch you've known I hate?" Amanda had always been Tori's rival—stealing friends, spreading rumors, the works. Seeing her with Paul's dick in her mouth was the ultimate knife twist.

The fight that followed was apocalyptic. Tori yelled about trust, about how she'd given him everything—her heart, her body. Paul tried to apologize, but it was futile.

"You love fucking her mouth that much? Fine, go be with her!" Tori had spat.

Deep down, Paul knew he'd ruined the best thing in his life. Tori's pussy was unparalleled—creamy, tight, with that massive clit that men dreamed about. He'd made her squirt countless times, her body arching in ecstasy. But he'd thrown it away for Amanda's thrill-seeking blowjobs.

They broke up that night. Paul moved out, and they cut contact. Amanda tried to pursue him, but he ghosted her—too ashamed, too heartbroken. For a year, he'd bounced between dead-end jobs, regretting every moment.

Back in the present, Paul opened his eyes, meeting Tori's gaze. "I'm sorry, Tori. For everything. Cheating on you was the biggest mistake of my life. I was stupid, selfish. Amanda... she was nothing compared to you. I knew it then, and I know it now."

Tori's expression softened slightly, but her arms remained crossed. "Apology accepted, I guess. But I've moved on, Paul. It's been a year. Why now?"

He leaned forward, choosing his words carefully. "Are you seeing anyone?"

Her eyes narrowed. "None of your damn business."

"Fair enough." He paused, then dropped the bomb. "I know about your OnlyFans."

Tori's eyes went wide, color draining from her face. "What? How—"

"I stumbled on it. Reddit, bookmarks, whatever. Look, I'm not here to judge. You're killing it—hot as ever, making bank. But... I can join you. Make up for old times, on and off camera. We could cash in big."

Tori stared at him, processing. Her subscribers had been clamoring for more—tired of solo shows where she fucked her creamy pussy with dildos, nipple clamps pinching her meaty clit as she moaned for the camera. Last night alone, her stream had exploded: over 5000 new subs, 8k in tips as they went wild over her big fucking clit, the size of a mini-dick, protruding proudly from her fat pussy lips.

Comments flooded in: "Suck that clit like a cock!" "Pound that fat pussy!"

But lately, the demands shifted: "Need real dick!" "Big Black cock for that queen!"

And here was Paul, with his nine-inch monster. The idea clicked. She could use him—give her fans what they craved, boost her earnings, and maybe scratch an itch she'd ignored for too long.

"Fine," she said finally, standing up. "Come in. Let's talk details."

She guided him deeper into the house, grabbing a beer from the fridge and handing it to him. He cracked it open, taking a sip as she led him upstairs to her bedroom. The room was transformed into a professional setup: a king-sized bed with silk sheets in deep red, flanked by two high-end tripods holding 4K cameras with ring lights for perfect illumination. A third camera on a boom arm overhead for dynamic angles. The walls were soundproofed with foam panels to muffle moans, and a desk held a laptop for streaming, surrounded by props—dildos, vibrators, clamps, lube. Soft LED strips lined the ceiling, casting a seductive glow. A wardrobe overflowed with lingerie, and a makeup station ensured flawless looks.

Paul whistled, impressed. "Damn, Tori. This is pro-level."

"Thanks," she said, sitting on the bed. "Now, specifics: You'll fuck me on camera. Hard, like old times. Fans want real action—positions, creampies, the works. No face for you unless masked, to keep anonymity. We split earnings 60/40—me majority since it's my platform. First stream in an hour."

He nodded, excited. "Deal."

Tori grabbed her phone, starting a quick livestream teaser. "Hey, fans! Big news—in the next hour, you'll see me taking my first real dick on cam. Stay tuned!"

Comments exploded: "Yes!" "BBC?!"

Paul's cock twitched at the thought. It had been a while since he'd been inside Tori, and he missed her pussy's grip.

"Before we start," Tori said, eyes darkening with lust, "test run. No full fuck yet."

She pushed him back on the bed, unzipping his pants. His nine-inch cock sprang free, thick and veined. Tori licked her lips, wrapping her hand around the base. "Missed this beast." She leaned down, tongue flicking the head, tasting precum. Then she engulfed him, slurping wetly, her head bobbing as she took half his length. Paul groaned, hands in her hair.

"Fuck, Tori, your mouth..."

She sucked harder, gagging slightly, saliva dripping. After minutes of intense slurping, she pulled off, stroking him. Standing, she peeled off her yoga pants, revealing her fat pussy—lips plump, her big clit erect like a mini-dick. She teased her lips with his head, rubbing it along her slit, getting wet but not penetrating. "Soon," she whispered.

"Twenty minutes till show," she said. "Eat my pussy first."

Paul didn't hesitate. He flipped her onto the bed, spreading her tatted thighs—intricate roses and vines inking her skin. Her tummy, soft yet toned with more tattoos, heaved with anticipation. He dove in, lips latching onto her massive clit. It was huge, throbbing like a cock, and he sucked it greedily, tongue swirling.

"Mmm, suck that big clit, Paul," Tori moaned, hips bucking.

He fingered her pussy, two digits sliding into her creamy wetness, curling to hit her G-spot. His tongue lapped her folds, then back to sucking her clit like a dick—hard pulls that made her writhe. Tori's body trembled, her hands gripping his head.

"Fuck, Paul, you're gonna make a bitch squirt!"

"Do it, babe. Cum for daddy," he growled, pumping faster, his fingers pistoning in and out, squelching in her juices.

He caressed her thighs, tracing tattoos, then tongued her hole while thumbing her clit. Tori's moans grew louder, echoing off the walls.

"Oh god, right there! Pump that sweet spot!"

Her pussy clenched, walls fluttering. He sucked harder, fingers relentless—curling, thrusting, hitting that ridge inside her. She arched, body convulsing. "Fuck, I'm cumming!"

She exploded, pussy juices spraying like a geyser, soaking his fingers, wrist, and face. Paul kept pumping through it, milking every squirt, her clit pulsing in his mouth. Tori screamed, thighs quaking, until she collapsed, panting.

"Holy shit... that was intense."

Wiping his face, Paul grinned. "Ready for the real show?"

Cameras rolling, the stream went live. Subscribers flooded in, tips pinging. Paul started slow, kissing her nipples—hard peaks on her full breasts. Tori grabbed his cock's base, guiding the head to her entrance. "Fuck me, Paul. For the fans."

He thrust in missionary, his nine inches stretching her fat pussy. "God, you're tight," he groaned, bottoming out. Tori gasped, her big clit rubbing his shaft. He pounded steadily, balls slapping her ass, her creamy walls gripping him.

"Take that big Black dick," he said, real and raw.

Tori moaned, legs wrapped around him. "Harder! Stretch my pussy!" The camera captured every detail—his cock glistening with her juices, her clit swollen.

Switching to cowgirl, Tori straddled him, sinking down. "Watch this fat pussy ride," she told the camera. She bounced, ass jiggling, clit grinding his pelvis. Paul thrust up, hands on her hips, slamming deep.

"Fuck, Paul, hit that spot!" She came again, squirting on his cock, tips skyrocketing.

On all fours, he took her from behind—gripping her thick ass, pounding relentlessly. "Arch that back," he commanded. His cock plunged in and out, her pussy lips dragging along his length.

Tori hollered, "Pound me like a slut!" He spanked her, the smack echoing, her juices dripping.

Finally, spooning: Paul behind her, cock buried deep. He thrust slow then fast, hand on her clit, rubbing the mini-dick.

"Breed me, Paul! Cum in my pussy!" she cried.

He exploded, ropes of cum flooding her, creampie dripping as he pulled out. Fans went wild—subs jumped tenfold, over 12k in tips.

Tori thanked them breathlessly. "More to come, my loyal subscribers. And thanks for the tips."

As the stream ended, she smiled at Paul. This was promising.


CHAPTER 2




Paul lay there on Tori's silk sheets, his chest heaving, sweat glistening on his dark skin like dew on midnight leaves. The room still hummed with the electric afterglow of their session—the cameras now silent, the ring lights dimmed to a soft, amber hue that cast gentle shadows across the bedroom turned production studio. Tori's body was pressed against his, her olive curves molded to his muscular frame, her thick brunette hair splayed across his shoulder. He could feel the warmth of her breath on his neck, the sticky remnants of their passion between her thighs where his cum slowly leaked out. Nine inches of him had just claimed her again, and damn if it didn't feel like coming home after a year in the wilderness.

He turned his head slightly, watching her check her phone with a satisfied smirk. The notifications were blowing up—pings and chimes like fireworks in the quiet space. "Holy shit," she murmured, her dark eyes widening. "We just hit over 50,000 new subs. And tips? Fifteen grand and climbing. That creampie sent them over the edge."

Paul chuckled, a deep rumble that vibrated through both of them. He propped himself up on one elbow, his hand lazily tracing the rose tattoo on her thigh. "Told you I was your secret weapon. Mr. Nine Inches of Redemption, at your service." He flexed playfully, making her laugh—a bright, genuine sound that cut through the lingering haze of lust.

She swatted his arm, her full lips curving into a grin. "Oh, please. Don't let it go to your head—or should I say, heads?" But there was no malice in her tone, just that familiar spark of playfulness they'd once shared.

Tori set the phone down and rolled onto her side, facing him fully. Her big clit, still swollen from the pounding, brushed against his leg, sending a residual shiver through him. God, she was a masterpiece—thick and sexy, her body a testament to those gym sessions that sculpted her without stripping away her softness.

Paul's mind drifted back, unbidden, to the breakup. That rainy day in her SUV, Amanda's blonde head in his lap, Tori's face crumpling in betrayal. He'd replayed it a thousand times in the lonely months since—how he'd chased the thrill with Amanda, her eager mouth wrapping around his cock, gagging on his girth while she moaned about how much she loved big Black dicks. But it had been empty, a pale shadow compared to Tori's fire. Her pussy had always been his undoing—creamy, tight, with that massive clit that drove him wild. Catching him had shattered her, and he'd spent the year regretting it, bouncing from job to job, feeling like a ghost of himself.

Now, here they were. "Tori," he said softly, his voice cutting through the humor. "Thank you. For giving me this chance. I know I don't deserve it, but... damn, that felt right."

She searched his eyes, her expression softening. For a moment, the tough exterior cracked, revealing the vulnerability he'd once cherished. "Yeah, well, don't get too sappy on me. But... I missed this. Not just the sex—though, fuck, that was insane—but you. The real you, not the idiot who cheated." She poked his chest lightly, but her fingers lingered, tracing the lines of his abs.

Flirtation flickered back to life as she leaned in, her lips brushing his in a teasing kiss. "You owe me big time, though. How about we celebrate? Ice cream. My treat—since you're the reason my bank account's exploding."

Paul grinned, the weight lifting from his chest. "Ice cream? After that? You're on. But only if I get to feed you. Messy style."

She laughed again, rolling out of bed with a graceful stretch that made her breasts bounce enticingly. "Deal. Now get dressed before I change my mind and ride you again."

They dressed quickly, the air thick with lingering glances and playful swats. Tori slipped into a sundress—light blue fabric that hugged her curves, the hem flirting with her thick thighs, no bra underneath so her nipples poked through just enough to tease. Paul pulled on his jeans and tee, his cock still semi-hard from the afterglow, tenting slightly as he watched her.

"You look edible," he said, pulling her close for one more kiss before they headed downstairs.

The drive to the ice cream parlor was a short one, but it felt like stepping back in time. Tori's SUV—the same one from that fateful day—purred under Paul's hands as he drove, her insistence that he take the wheel a subtle olive branch. He glanced at her, her legs crossed, the sundress riding up to reveal more of her tatted thighs.

"No Amanda this time, promise," he quipped, testing the waters with a wry smile.

Tori shot him a mock glare, but it dissolved into laughter. "Low blow, asshole. But yeah, better not be. Or I'll make you eat vanilla for punishment."

She reached over, squeezing his knee, her touch electric. The radio played some upbeat pop song, and she cranked it up, shimmying in her seat with exaggerated moves that made her breasts jiggle. "Come on, dance with me!"

Paul chuckled, awkwardly bobbing his head while keeping eyes on the road. "In the car? You're gonna get us pulled over for bad rhythm." But he joined in, his deep voice mangling the lyrics, making her double over in giggles. It was easy, this banter—like slipping into an old, comfortable pair of shoes. The tension from the past year melted away with each shared laugh, replaced by a warmth that felt dangerously like hope.

The parlor was a quaint little spot downtown, all pastel colors and wrought-iron tables outside, the air thick with the sweet scent of waffle cones and fresh cream. It was bustling—families with kids licking drippy scoops, couples sharing sundaes under string lights that twinkled as dusk approached. Paul held the door for Tori, his hand brushing the small of her back, sending a spark up her spine.

"After you, queen of OnlyFans."

She elbowed him playfully. "Shh, not so loud. Though, after today, I might as well wear a crown."

They approached the counter, peering into the glass case at rows of vibrant flavors—strawberry swirl, mint chip, rocky road, each scoop a mound of creamy temptation. Tori bit her lip, eyeing the options with exaggerated deliberation. "Hmm... I want something decadent. The mega sundae—three scoops, hot fudge, whipped cream, cherries, nuts, the works." She glanced at him sideways, her voice dropping to a flirtatious whisper. "Kinda like how you loaded me up earlier."

Paul's cock twitched at the innuendo, and he leaned in close, his breath warm on her ear. "Careful, or I'll add my own topping right here."

He ordered chocolate fudge for himself—simple, rich, matching his mood. They paid—Tori insisting on covering it with her fresh earnings—and found a table outside, the evening breeze cooling their flushed skin.

***

The sundaes arrived towering and glorious. Tori's was a masterpiece of indulgence: vanilla, chocolate, and strawberry scoops drowned in rivers of fudge, peaks of whipped cream dotted with cherries, sprinkles like confetti. Paul's was a deep brown swirl, nuts crunching under the spoon.

They dug in, but true to his word, Paul scooped a bite of his and held it out to her. "Open wide."

She leaned forward, her lips parting slowly, eyes locked on his as she took the spoon into her mouth. A dribble of chocolate escaped, trailing down her chin, and she laughed, wiping it with her finger before sucking it clean. "Mmm, that's good. Your turn." She loaded her spoon with a mix—whipped cream smeared with fudge—and fed him, her free hand resting on his thigh under the table, squeezing lightly.

The feeding turned messy quickly, intentionally so. Paul "accidentally" smeared whipped cream on her nose, making her squeal and retaliate by dotting his cheek with fudge. "You look ridiculous," she giggled, leaning in to lick it off. Her tongue flicked out, warm and teasing, and Paul's breath hitched.

"Tastes better on you," she murmured.

Around them, the world faded—the chatter of families, the clink of spoons. It was just them, lost in this bubble of sweetness and flirtation. Paul opened up first, between bites. "This past year sucked, Tori. Jobs that went nowhere, nights staring at the ceiling, regretting everything. Amanda was... a mistake. She chased the thrill, but it was never you. Your fire, your body—god, that big clit of yours haunts my dreams."

Tori paused, her spoon midway to her mouth, a flush creeping up her neck. But she smiled, vulnerable yet strong. "Yeah? Well, I built this empire to forget you. OnlyFans started as a side hustle—masturbating for strangers, dildos and clamps, making them go wild over my 'mini-dick' clit. Empowerment, money... but lonely. Subscribers beg for weird shit, like 'eat cereal naked' or 'squirt on a teddy bear.' "

She laughed, shaking her head. "One guy tipped 500 bucks for me to moan his name while clamping my clit. But real connection? Missed that."

Paul one-upped her with a grin. "Oh yeah? Imagine if I joined earlier—I could've been the teddy bear."

Their laughter mingled, heads thrown back, drawing smiles from nearby tables. But beneath the humor, something real built. Tori shared more: how the breakup had hardened her, but also freed her. "I hated you, Paul. But damn, that dick... and you. The way you made me feel seen, not just fucked."

He reached across the table, intertwining their fingers sticky with ice cream. "I want to make it right. More than content—us."

The kiss that followed was slow, tasting of chocolate and strawberries, her lips soft and yielding. Passersby might have glanced, but they didn't care. The sun dipped lower, painting the sky in pinks and oranges, mirroring the warmth blooming between them.

As they finished, Tori suggested a walk by the river. "For inspiration," she said with a wink. "Fans love variety." Paul agreed, his hand in hers as they strolled away from the parlor, the evening air alive with possibility.

The river path was a winding ribbon of concrete flanked by willows and wildflowers, the water murmuring softly as twilight deepened. Streetlamps flickered on, casting golden pools that danced on the surface. Paul and Tori walked hand in hand, the ice cream buzz fueling their energy. She challenged him to a stone-skipping contest, bending to pick flat rocks, her sundress riding up to flash her ass—commando underneath, he realized with a groan.

"You cheat," he accused laughingly after her third skip beat his. "That ass is distracting." He chased her when she stuck out her tongue, catching her in a playful tackle that ended with them tumbling onto the grass, breathless and giggling. "Gotcha," he said, pinning her lightly, his body hovering over hers.

She wriggled free, pulling him up. "Not yet, you don't." But her eyes sparkled with desire.

As they walked further, conversations deepened. Paul pitched ongoing collaboration: "We could be a power couple—videos, lives, maybe even travel content. Breed me in exotic places."

Tori laughed but nodded thoughtfully. "I admit, the attraction never died. Hated you, but... that hammering? Missed getting stretched like that."

Flirtation ramped up—her grinding against him during a "hug," him whispering, "Remember the shower squirt? Water everywhere, you screaming." Laughter from near-misses: dodging a jogger, joking,

"Public indecency fines? We'd fund a yacht."

Then, Tori's eyes lit up. "Fans crave risky stuff. What if we film spontaneous?" She pulled out her phone.

Paul feigned horror. "Me, a porn star in daylight? Scandalous!" But excitement stirred.

They scouted, settling under a nearby bridge—secluded, graffiti-splashed walls, traffic rumbling overhead, river lapping for gritty edge. "Perfect," she said, starting the phone camera. "Surprise, fans—public adventure with my big-dicked ex!"

The thrill hit like adrenaline. Tori propped the phone on a rock for a steady angle, then turned to Paul, her sundress slipping off one shoulder. They kissed hungrily, hands roaming—his under her dress, finding her wet pussy, fingers teasing her fat lips and massive clit.

"Already soaked," he murmured.

She dropped to her knees on the cool concrete, unzipping him. His nine-inch cock sprang free, thick and veined, precum beading. "Missed this big dick," she said, slurping the head wetly. Echoes amplified her sucks—sloppy, gagging as she took half, her tongue swirling.

Paul groaned, hands in her hair. "Fuck, Tori, your mouth..."

"Hope no fishermen hear the echoes," he joked.

She laughed mid-suck, nearly choking, pulling off with a pop. "Then fuck quieter, stud."

Standing, he pressed her against the graffiti wall, lifting one leg. Her sundress hiked up, exposing her thick thighs. He thrust in—nine inches stretching her creamy pussy, her big clit rubbing his shaft.

"God, yes," she moaned, walls clenching like velvet. He pounded steady, balls slapping, the bridge vibrating with traffic mirroring their rhythm. "Fuck me like you mean it!" she teased.

"Oh, I do, baby—gonna make you scream for the seagulls." Deeper thrusts, her juices coating him, squirting lightly with each hit to her G-spot.

Bent over the railing next—doggy, his hands gripping her round ass, spanking echoes loud. "Arch that back," he commanded, plunging relentlessly. Her pussy lips dragged along his length, clit throbbing. Distant voices made them freeze, hearts pounding—laughter bubbled.

"Close call," she whispered, then urged, "Harder!" He obliged, pounding until she squirted, geyser spraying onto concrete, soaking his balls.

On the ground, she rode him cowgirl—gritty dirt on clothes, but hot. Bouncing, ass jiggling, clit grinding his pelvis.

"Watch this fat pussy take it," she told the camera.

Paul thrust up, hands on breasts, pinching nipples. "I missed this," he confessed mid-moan.

"Five-star hotel next?" she quipped, laughing as he flipped her.

On their sides, intimate—his cock buried deep, hand rubbing her clit like a mini-dick. Slow then fast, building. "Breed me, Paul! Fill my pussy!" she hollered. He exploded, cum flooding her, dripping for close-up. Multi-orgasms rocked her—squirting again, body quaking.

Headlights flashed nearby—they scrambled, laughing hysterically, hearts racing from the rush.

Under the bridge, they cuddled, breathless. "That was insane," Paul said, kissing her forehead.

Tori stopped filming, previewing: "This'll blow up."

Walking back, they debriefed playfully—"Bridge sex off the bucket list?”

"I want you back fully," he admitted.

She softened: "Let's see where this goes."

Home, she uploaded a teaser—stats boomed. In bed, they cuddled, talking dreams, hinting at more.

Paul reflected: This was redemption, sweet as ice cream, hot as their fire.


CHAPTER 3




The bedroom was still heavy with the scent of their earlier river adventure—saltwater, sweat, and the unmistakable musk of Tori’s creamy pussy mixed with Paul’s cum. They lay tangled in the sheets, her leg draped over his hip, her head resting on his chest as her phone vibrated incessantly on the nightstand like a tiny earthquake. Paul reached over first, grabbing it and holding it up so they could both see the screen.

Tori’s eyes widened, then a slow, wicked smile spread across her full lips. “Jesus fucking Christ.”

The numbers were obscene.

The bridge video teaser had gone nuclear: over 12,000 full downloads at $20 each in the first twelve hours, netting more than a quarter-million dollars already. Subscriber count had jumped from 150k to nearly 300k overnight. Monthly recurring revenue was projected to cross six figures by the end of the week. Tips during the live stream had reached $28,000. Comments were a flood of filth and worship: “That public risk is insane,” “Breed her again,” “When’s the anal drop?” “Paul’s BBC is legendary.”

Paul let out a low, rumbling laugh that vibrated through Tori’s body. “We’re porn royalty now, baby. Should I get a crown for my dick?”

Tori snorted, rolling on top of him, straddling his waist. Her silk robe—barely tied—fell open, revealing the swell of her heavy breasts and the dark triangle between her thighs where she was still glistening. “Only if it fits over nine inches, big man.”

She leaned down and kissed him hard, tasting of victory and lingering desire. When she pulled back, her dark eyes were sparkling. “This changes everything, Paul. Everything.”

He cupped her face, thumb brushing her bottom lip. “You deserve it. You built this empire. I just… showed up with the equipment.”

Tori’s laugh was softer this time. “Yeah, well, that equipment just tripled my net worth in a weekend. So shut up and let me celebrate properly.”

She slid off him, standing beside the bed, and extended her hand. “Come on. Kitchen. Wine. The good shit I bought yesterday with my dirty money.”

Paul followed her downstairs, mesmerized by the sway of her thick ass under the robe. In the kitchen, she pulled a bottle of 2018 Barolo from the wine fridge—deep garnet, expensive, the kind of bottle she’d never have bought a year ago. She poured two generous glasses, handed one to him, and raised hers.

“To asses and assets,” she said with a wicked grin.

Paul clinked his glass to hers. “To us. And to never going back to shitty jobs and shitty regrets.”

They drank in silence for a moment, the wine rich and velvety on the tongue, warming their chests. Tori leaned against the counter, robe slipping off one shoulder, exposing the curve of her breast. Paul stepped closer, setting his glass down, and traced the line of her collarbone with his finger.

“Fans are begging for more,” she murmured. “They saw you stretch my pussy in public. Now they want the ass. They want you to breed it on camera. They’re offering tips just to hear me scream.”

Paul’s cock twitched in his boxers at the words. He pressed himself against her, letting her feel how hard he already was. “You want that too?”

Tori looked up at him through her lashes. “I’ve never let anyone in there. Not even you, back when we were together. But… I trust you now. And I want to feel you everywhere.”

The admission hung between them, heavy and electric.

Paul kissed her neck, tasting the salt of her skin. “Then let’s start slow. Off camera first. Just us. Then we give them the show they’re paying for.”

Tori’s breath hitched. “Deal.”

He lifted her onto the counter, spreading her thighs wide. The robe fell open completely. She wasn’t wearing panties—just bare, fat pussy lips already swollen and slick. Her big clit stood proud, flushed and begging. Paul dropped to his knees between her legs, inhaling her scent—musky, sweet, intoxicating.

“Fuck, you smell like sex and sin,” he growled.

He peeled her lips apart with his thumbs, exposing the creamy pink inside. Then he dove in.

His tongue flattened against her clit, broad and slow, lapping from the base all the way to the tip like it was the biggest, juiciest lollipop he’d ever tasted. Tori gasped, fingers tangling in his hair. “Oh shit… yes, baby, just like that.”

He sucked the fat nub into his mouth, treating it like a miniature cock—hollowing his cheeks, flicking the tip with his tongue, then pulling back to watch it throb. “This clit is fucking perfect,” he muttered against her. “Look at it pulsing for me.”

Tori’s hips bucked. “Suck it harder, Paul—make it swell. Make me fucking drip.”

He obeyed, sucking harder, tongue swirling, while two thick fingers slid into her soaked pussy. He curled them immediately, finding that spongy ridge inside her that always made her lose her mind. The squelching sounds filled the kitchen—loud, obscene, perfect.

“Fuck—fuck—right there—don’t stop—eat that fat pussy, daddy—suck my big clit like you’re starving!” Her voice cracked on the last word as her thighs began to tremble.

Paul growled against her, vibrations humming through her clit. “Cum for me, Tori. Squirt all over my face. Drench me like you did under the bridge.”

That did it.

Her back arched off the counter, a guttural moan ripping from her throat as her pussy clamped down on his fingers and a hot geyser of clear liquid sprayed across his chin, his neck, his chest. He kept sucking, kept pumping, milking every last tremor from her until she was a shaking, whimpering mess.

When she finally sagged back, panting, Paul stood, licking his lips. “Tastes like fucking heaven.”

Tori laughed breathlessly. “You’re a menace.”

He kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on his tongue. Then he turned her around, bending her over the counter so her thick ass was presented to him—olive skin glowing under the soft kitchen lights, cheeks full and round.

He spread her with both hands, exposing her tight, puckered rosebud. “Gonna eat this ass now, baby. Get it nice and sloppy for my cock.”

Tori shivered. “Do it. Lick my dirty little hole.”

Paul didn’t hesitate. He dragged his tongue in a long, slow stripe from her dripping pussy up to her asshole, savoring the way she tensed and moaned. Then he focused—circling the tight ring, teasing the sensitive skin, before pressing the tip of his tongue inside.

Tori’s knees nearly buckled. “Oh my fucking god… yes… tongue-fuck my ass, Paul… get it wet… make it ready…”

He groaned into her, the sound vibrating through her core. His tongue pushed deeper, swirling, stretching her gently while his fingers rubbed slow circles around her clit. The kitchen filled with wet, filthy sounds—slurping, moaning, her breathy curses.

“Fuck… your tongue feels so good in my ass… I’m gonna cum again just from this…”

Paul pulled back just long enough to growl, “Not yet. Save it for my cock.”

He stood, grabbing the bottle of lube from the drawer they’d started keeping everywhere. He poured a generous amount over his nine-inch shaft, stroking himself until it glistened. Then he drizzled more between Tori’s cheeks, watching it drip down her crack.

“Ready, baby?” he asked, voice low and rough.

Tori looked back over her shoulder, eyes glassy with lust. “Stretch my tight ass with that big Black cock. I want to feel every fucking inch.”

Paul pressed the fat head against her hole. He went slow—agonizingly slow—watching her pucker yield, watching the thick crown disappear inside her.

Tori hissed, fingers digging into the counter. “Fuck… it’s huge… so fucking big…”

“Breathe, baby,” he soothed, one hand stroking her back. “You’re doing so good. Taking the head already. Look at that greedy little ass swallowing me.”

Inch by inch he sank deeper, pausing every few seconds to let her adjust. When he was halfway in, Tori pushed back, moaning like she was being split in two and loving every second.

“More,” she begged. “Give me all of it. Ruin my ass.”

Paul gripped her hips and slid home—balls deep in her tight, hot channel.

They both groaned in unison.

“Fuck… so tight… gripping me like a fist,” Paul rasped.

Tori’s head dropped forward. “Move… please… fuck my ass slow at first… let me feel it.”

He did. Long, deliberate strokes—pulling almost all the way out, then sliding back in, letting her feel every ridge, every vein. The lube made it slick, obscene, perfect.

After a few minutes, Tori started pushing back harder. “Faster… harder… pound my fucking ass, Paul.”

He didn’t need to be told twice.

He picked up speed, hips snapping, balls slapping against her soaked pussy. The kitchen echoed with the wet smack of flesh on flesh, her filthy moans, his growls.

“Take it, Tori—take this big dick in your virgin ass—fucking stretch for me!”

“Yes—yes—hammer my asshole—make it yours—breed my fucking ass!”

She reached between her legs, rubbing her swollen clit furiously. “I’m gonna cum… gonna cum with your cock buried in my ass…”

“Do it,” Paul snarled. “Cum on this dick. Milk me. Squeeze every drop out of me.”

Her orgasm hit like a freight train. Her whole body seized, ass clamping down on him so tight he saw stars. A fresh gush of squirt sprayed from her pussy, puddling on the floor. She screamed his name, voice raw and wrecked.

Paul couldn’t hold back.

“Fuck—here it comes—gonna fill your ass—take my load, baby—”

He buried himself to the hilt and erupted, thick ropes of cum flooding her bowels. Pulse after pulse, until it was leaking out around his shaft, dripping down her thighs.

They stayed locked together for long moments, panting, trembling.

Finally, Paul pulled out slowly, watching his cum bubble from her gaping hole. He helped her turn around, kissing her softly.

“That was us,” he whispered. “Not just content. Just us.”

Tori smiled, eyes shining. “I know. And now… we’re gonna give them the show of their fucking lives.”

She grabbed her phone from the counter, already opening the streaming app. “Bedroom. Cameras. Let’s make them lose their minds.”

Paul grinned, cock already twitching again at the thought.

“Lead the way, queen.”

They didn’t bother cleaning up.

They wanted the fans to see everything—every drop, every tremble, every filthy second.

And they were going to give it to them.
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