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CHAPTER 1




I was pushin' my cart down the aisle at the Giant Eagle on East 55th in Cleveland, mindin' my own damn business, when I felt that familiar tingle at the back of my neck. You know, the kind that hits when somebody's eyes are burnin' holes in your skin. I ain't paid it no mind at first—hell, with these hips swayin' and my ass sittin' high in these yoga pants, I get looks all the time. But this felt different. Deeper. Like a memory crawlin' out the grave.

I grabbed a box of Honey Nut Cheerios off the shelf, tossin' it in the cart next to the ground turkey and collard greens. Grocery shoppin' on a Saturday afternoon was my ritual—stock up for the week, meal prep like a boss, and pretend I wasn't lonely as hell in this big-ass city. Work at the bank had me drained; countin' other people's money all day while mine was stackin' up in secret ways nobody knew about. But today? Today felt off. The air was thick with that Cleveland chill seepin' through the automatic doors, mixin' with the smell of fresh baked bread from the deli.

Then I heard it. "Tara? That you, girl?"

My heart did a backflip. That voice—deep, smooth like melted chocolate, with that hood edge that used to make my knees weak back in high school. I turned slow, prayin' it wasn't a ghost from my past hauntin' me in the cereal aisle.

There he stood, Giovanni motherfucker Hayes, lookin' finer than a fresh cut at the barbershop. Tall as ever, broad shoulders fillin' out a black hoodie with "Cleveland Browns" stitched across the chest, jeans huggin' them thick thighs like they was custom-made. His skin was that rich mahogany tone, glowin' under the fluorescent lights, and his beard was trimmed neat, frammin' a smile that could light up the whole damn store. Them dark eyes locked on me, and bam—sparks. Real ones. The kind that make your stomach twist and your thighs clench without warnin'.

"Gio?" I breathed out, my voice comin' out all soft and surprised.

I ain't seen this nigga since senior year at Glenville High, when we was inseparable. Puppy love turned real love, sneakin' kisses in the hallways, late-night drives down Euclid Avenue blastin' old-school R&B. But life happened—college for him, bills for me. We drifted, no drama, just time stealin' what we had.

"Damn, Tara, look at you." He stepped closer, his eyes roamin' over me like he was starvin'.

I knew what he saw: me, thicker than he remembered. Plump in all the right places, voluptuous curves that turned heads everywhere I went. My thighs? Magnificent, honey—thick and juicy, rubbin' together just enough to remind me I was all woman now. Wide hips, full breasts strainin' against my cropped tee, and that ass? Legendary. I wasn't the skinny girl from back then; life had blessed me with extra, and I owned every inch.

"You look... different. Good different," he added, lickin' his lips subtle-like. "Thick as hell. What they been feedin' you out here?"

I laughed, that deep, throaty laugh that always made niggas pause. "Boy, stop playin'. It's these Cleveland winters—got me eatin' good to stay warm. What about you? You out here lookin' like you been liftin' weights and prayers."

He chuckled, rubbin' the back of his neck. "Nah, just tryna stay right. Project manager now, handlin' construction downtown. Keepin' busy, you know?"

We stood there, carts blockin' the aisle, folks maneuverin' around us with side-eyes, but neither of us cared. It was like time rewound. "You single?" I blurted out, bold as hell. Ain't no point dancin' around it—sparks was flyin', and I felt that pull, deep in my gut.

He grinned, them white teeth flashin'. "Yeah, ma. Been single for a minute. You?"

"Same. Ain't nobody worth the headache lately." Lies, kinda. I had my secrets keepin' me company, but we'll get to that.

We chopped it up right there—reminiscin' about prom night when we snuck out to Edgewater Park, watchin' the lake waves crash while we dreamed big. He asked about my fam; I told him Mama was still in the old house on East 79th, holdin' it down. I asked about his boys; he said half was locked up, the other half hustlin' legit. Hood tales, real as ever.

By the time we hit the checkout, I was feelin' bold. "Look, Gio, why don't you come through tonight? I'll whip up some dinner. We can catch up proper."

His eyes lit up. "Word? Yeah, I'd like that. Text me the address."

I did, right there in line, our fingers brushin' as he handed me his phone. Electric. That's the only word for it.

***

Back at my spot—a cozy two-bedroom in Shaker Heights, far enough from the hood to feel grown but close enough to remember where I came from—I was a whirlwind. Unpackin' groceries, seasonin' the turkey for burgers, choppin' onions for the greens. My mind was racin'. Giovanni Hayes, back in my life like a answered prayer. But I had layers, baby. Layers nobody knew.

See, by day, I'm Tara Jenkins, bank teller at Fifth Third on Superior Avenue. Smilin' at customers, cashin' checks, dreamin' of more. But by night? I'm "ThickTaraXO" on OnlyFans. Started it a year ago, after a bad breakup left me broke and bored. At first, just teasin' pics—my curves in lingerie, ass shots that had niggas subscribin' quick. Then videos: me playin' with toys, moanin' for the camera, keepin' my face hidden with masks or angles. Last month? Cleared six racks. Not bad for a side hustle Mama and my girls ain't know about.

But lately, the subs was complainin': "Show that pretty face, baby." "Need real dick, not that plastic shit." "Stretch that pussy out for us."

They wanted raw, real. And real meant big money—top creators was pullin' ten, twenty bands a month with partner content. I ain't never showed my face, kept it anonymous for the bank's sake. But with Gio back? That big chocolate dick I remembered from high school nights in his mama's basement? The one that stretched me just right, had me screamin' his name? Yeah. Subscribers would eat that up. Literally.

I shook my head, laughin' at myself in the mirror while fixin' my hair into a high puff. "Girl, you trippin'. But if it works..." Heart poundin' with thrill, nerves, and a lil' guilt. This could be my ticket out the teller window, into somethin' bigger. But first, dinner. Play it cool, Tara.

The doorbell rang at 7 sharp. I opened it, and there he was, fresh in a button-up shirt huggin' his chest, smellin' like cologne and promise. "Damn, somethin' smells good," he said, steppin' in with a bottle of Henny.

"That's the greens, baby. Come on in." I hugged him—brief, but enough to feel his hardness against my softness. Sparks again.

***

We settled in the livin' room, my spot decked out with plush couches, African art on the walls, and a big TV playin' low R&B. I poured drinks, and we dove in.

"Remember that time we ditched class for the Cavs game?" Gio asked, leanin' back, sippin' slow.

I burst out laughin'. "Boy, yes! Sneakin' in through the back, actin' like we belonged. Security almost caught us, but you sweet-talked that guard with your charm."

He grinned. "Had to. Couldn't let my girl miss LeBron droppin' 50."

"Your girl, huh?" I teased, heart flutterin'. "That was a lifetime ago."

"Nah, feels like yesterday." His eyes got serious. "I missed you, Tara. For real. After high school, I went to OSU, got caught up in books and bullshit. Regretted not holdin' on."

Emotional wave hit me. "Me too. But we young and dumb. Life pulled us apart."

We ate—turkey burgers juicy, greens seasoned to perfection, cornbread meltin' in your mouth. Laughed over old stories: the block parties on St. Clair, fights at the rec center, first kisses under streetlights. Our memories were so gritty and real.

"So, what you doin' now?" he asked, wipin' his mouth.

"Bank teller downtown. Handlin' folks' money all day." I paused, bit my lip. "But not for long."

He raised an eyebrow. "Oh? What's that mean? You got big plans?"

Here it was. The moment. Heart racin', I set my plate down. "Gio, I got somethin' to tell you. Somethin' nobody knows."

He leaned in, concerned. "You good? Talk to me."

I took a deep breath. "I'm on OnlyFans. Makin' content. Adult shit. Started as a hustle, now it's payin' bills better than the bank ever could."

His eyes widened, but not in shock—more like intrigue. "Word? Damn, Tara. That's... bold."

I nodded, spillin' it all. The subs, the money, the demands for more. "They want real action. Face and all. Could blow up my earnings."

He sat back, processin'. "And you tellin' me 'cause...?"

"'Cause I trust you. And... I remember you. That big chocolate dick? Subscribers would go crazy seein' it stretch me out, pumpin' deep."

He laughed, deep and rumble, "You wild, girl. But... I'm down if you are."

And just like that, the night shifted. Emotional, steamy, full of promise.

But let me back up, 'cause this ain't no quick tale. This is how it all went down, word for word, feelin' for feelin'.

After I let Gio in, I led him to the kitchen where the aromas was dancin'—garlic, onions, smoked turkey in the greens. My place wasn't fancy, but it was mine: hardwood floors scuffed from life, walls painted a warm caramel, pictures of fam on the mantel. Mama smilin' from her church picnic, my sisters at graduation. Hood roots showin' through.

"Sit, make yourself comfortable," I said, pointin' to the bar stools at the island. "Henny on the rocks?"

"You remember," he said, smilin' that smile again.

"How could I forget? You used to sneak sips at parties, actin' like you was grown."

He chuckled. "And you was right there, gigglin', tellin' me to slow down before I embarrass us."

I poured, handin' him the glass. Our fingers touched—zap. I pulled back quick, busied myself with plates. "Burgers almost done. You still like 'em medium?"

"Yeah, ma. Just like old times."

We ate at the island, elbows brushin', laughin' over bites. "Man, these greens hit different," he moaned. "Better than my mama's, don't tell her."

"Boy, please. Your mama would whoop us both. Remember her cookouts? Potato salad for days."

He nodded, eyes misty. "Yeah. Good times. Before everything got complicated."

"What happened to us, Gio? We was so tight."

He set his fork down. "Life, baby. I went to college, you stayed grindin'. I thought about callin' a million times, but... pride, I guess."

"Me too. Dated a few lames after, but ain't nobody measure up." That was an heartfelt truth. Giovanni was my first everything—kiss, love, heartbreak.

He reached across, squeezin' my hand. "We here now. That's what matters."

Sparks turned to fire. But I held back, steerin' the convo. "So, project manager, huh? What's that like?"

"Stressful but good money. Overseein' builds downtown—new apartments, offices. Keepin' crews on track, dealin' with city bullshit."

"Sounds important. Proud of you."

"Thanks. And you? Bank teller—that's steady."

I smirked. "Steady, yeah. But borin'. Countin' deposits while dreamin' of more."

He tilted his head. "More like what?"

Here we go. Thrill buildin'. "Like... entrepreneurial shit. Side hustles."

"Oh? Spill."

I hesitated, humor kickin' in to lighten it. "Alright, but don't judge. I'm on OnlyFans."

He paused mid-sip. "OnlyFans? Like, the subscription joint?"

"Yeah. Postin' content. Curvy girl vibes."

He leaned in, eyes sparklin'. "Damn. That's hot. How long?"

"Year. Made six K last month."

"Word? That's bank."

"But subs want more. Real dick, face reveal. Big money potential."

He grinned. "And you thinkin'..."

"You. That big chocolate monster I remember."

He laughed hard. "You ain't changed—straight shooter."

"Life too short for games."


CHAPTER 2




The kitchen lights felt too bright all of a sudden, like they were exposing every nervous flutter in my chest. Gio’s eyes hadn’t left mine since I dropped the bomb about OnlyFans and what I really wanted from him tonight. The Rémy was half gone, the plates pushed to the side, and the air between us had thickened into something hot and electric.

I stood up first, fingers sliding into his. “Come on, daddy. Let me show you the studio.”

He followed without a word, his big hand swallowing mine, thumb brushing slow circles over my knuckles like he was already claiming me. My bedroom door was only ten steps away but it felt like a mile—every step making my thighs brush together, reminding me how wet I already was just from the way he looked at me.

I pushed the door open and flicked on the soft ring lights first, then the string lights that draped across the headboard. The room came alive in warm amber and deep burgundy. King bed with black silk sheets already turned down. Three cameras on tripods—two at the foot of the bed angled for wide and close shots, one overhead for that perfect bird’s-eye view of bodies moving. Ring light positioned just right to catch every drop of sweat, every tremble. Laptop open on the nightstand, OnlyFans dashboard glowing quietly in the background.

Gio let out a low whistle. “Damn, ma. You really built an empire in here.”

I laughed, a little nervous, a little proud. “Six figures last year says yeah. But tonight…” I turned to face him, stepping close enough that my breasts brushed his chest. “Tonight we make somethin’ special. Somethin’ real.”

His gaze dropped to my lips, then back up. “You sure you want my face in it too?”

“I want everything,” I told him, voice dropping low. “Your face. Your name. Your big-ass dick stretchin’ me open for the world to see. They been beggin’ for the real thing. Let’s give it to ’em.”

A slow, wicked grin spread across his face. “Then hit record, Tara. Let’s make these niggas crash the site.”

I reached over, fingers trembling just a little, and pressed the red buttons on all three cameras. Tiny green lights blinked to life. The room was officially live.

We didn’t rush.

Instead, we eased onto the bed, him sitting against the headboard, me straddling his thighs but not quite sitting yet—just hovering, teasing. His hands immediately found my hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh right above my waistband.

“You thicker than I remember,” he murmured, voice rough. “These hips… fuck. Used to dream about grabbin’ these while I was away at school.”

I leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “And I used to touch myself thinkin’ about how you used to try to sneak in my window at two in the mornin’. Remember how you almost broke your neck that one time?”

He chuckled, deep and warm. “Worth it. Every bruise. Every time your mama almost caught us.”

Our foreheads touched. The flirting had turned soft, nostalgic, the kind of sweet that made my chest ache.

Then he kissed me.

Slow at first—just lips brushing, testing, tasting. Like we were sixteen again in the back of his mama’s Impala, windows fogged, radio low. But we weren’t kids anymore. The kiss deepened fast. Tongues sliding, hungry. His hands slid up my back, under my dress, fingers splaying wide across my bare skin. I moaned into his mouth, rocking my hips forward so my pussy pressed against the hard ridge in his jeans.

“Fuck, Gio,” I gasped when we broke for air. “You kissin’ me like you tryna remind me who I belong to.”

“That’s ’cause I am,” he growled, nipping my bottom lip. “Always did. Always will.”

I pulled back just enough to yank my dress over my head. No bra underneath—just my full breasts spilling free, dark nipples already tight and begging. Gio’s eyes darkened to near black.

“Goddamn, baby…” He palmed both breasts, thumbs circling my nipples. “These got bigger too. Perfect. Fuckin’ perfect.”

I reached for his shirt, tugging it up and off. His chest was broader than high school, abs carved deeper, that trail of hair leading down into his jeans making my mouth water. I traced the old scar on his left pec—the one he got from a fight over me back in eleventh grade.

“Still got my mark on you,” I whispered.

“Always will.” He flipped us so fast I squealed, landing on my back with him looming over me. “Now let me see the rest.”

He peeled my thong down slow, deliberate, dragging the soaked fabric along my thighs until it caught on my ankles. Then he spread me wide, knees pushed back, exposing my glistening pussy to the cameras and to him.

“Look at her,” he said, more to the lens than to me. “Pretty fat pussy already drippin’. Been waitin’ on this dick, huh?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Been waitin’ years.”

He didn’t tease long.

Gio dropped down, hooked my thighs over his shoulders, and buried his face in me like a man starved.

First lick—long, slow, flat tongue dragging from my entrance to my clit. I bucked hard, crying out. Second lick—pointed, flicking my swollen clit side to side. Third—suction, lips sealing around the little nub while his tongue fluttered fast.

“Oh my fuckin’ God—Gio!”

He hummed against me, the vibration shooting straight through my core. Fingers slid in—two thick ones curling against my G-spot while his mouth worked my clit like he was tryna win a championship.

I didn’t remember him eating pussy this good in high school.

Back then it was sweet, clumsy, eager. This? This was grown-man head. Lethal. Focused. Filthy.

He ate like he was mad at the pussy for making him wait so long.

My thighs started shaking first. Then my stomach clenched. Cream leaked out around his fingers, coating his chin, dripping down to the sheets.

“Cum for me, ma,” he mumbled against my folds. “Let the cameras see how wet you get for this tongue.”

I came hard—back arching, hands flying to his head, grinding my pussy against his face while I screamed his name. He didn’t stop. Kept sucking, kept curling, kept licking through every spasm until a second one crashed right behind the first.

“Fuck—fuck—Gio—I’m—oh shit—”

Third orgasm hit like a freight train. My vision whited out for a second. Legs locked around his head, heels digging into his back. Cream gushed, slicking his beard, running down his neck.

When I finally collapsed, panting, he lifted his head slow, lips and chin shining.

“Taste so fuckin’ good,” he said, crawling up my body. “Missed this pussy.”

I grabbed his face and kissed him deep, tasting myself on his tongue, moaning at how nasty and perfect it was.

“Time for me to get it in, too,” I whispered.

I pushed him onto his back, straddling his thighs again. His jeans came off fast—belt clinking, zipper rasping. When I tugged his boxers down, that big chocolate dick sprang free—thick, veiny, heavy, curving up toward his stomach, the head already leaking.

“Still the prettiest dick I ever seen,” I murmured, wrapping my hand around the base.

He groaned when I stroked him once, twice. “Been thinkin’ about this mouth for years, Tara.”

I didn’t answer with words.

I answered by taking him to the back of my throat in one slow glide.

His hips punched up. “Fuuuuck.”

My pierced tongue swirled around the head, flicking the slit, tasting the salty pre-cum. Then I hollowed my cheeks and sucked hard, bobbing slow at first, letting him feel every inch of my throat relaxing for him.

“Shit—look at her,” he groaned toward the camera. “Takin’ this big dick like a champ. That pierced tongue workin’ wonders.”

I hummed around him, vibrations making his thighs tense. Drool ran down his shaft, coating my hand as I stroked what I couldn’t fit. Then I took him deeper—past the back of my throat, nose brushing his pelvis.

He cursed loud. Hands fisted in my curls. “Fuck my throat, baby. Use it.”

I moaned permission around his dick.

Gio took over.

He held my head steady and thrust—slow at first, letting me adjust, then faster. Deeper. The wet, gagging sounds filled the room—gluck-gluck-gluck—drool spilling from the corners of my mouth, running down his balls. My eyes watered. Mascara streaked. I loved every filthy second.

“Gonna make me nut if you keep suckin’ like that,” he warned, voice strained.

I pulled off with a wet pop, gasping. “Not yet. I want that dick in my pussy first.”

He flipped me onto my back so fast the room spun.

Legs spread wide. He notched that fat head at my entrance, rubbing it through my slick folds.

“You ready for this stretch, ma?”

“Been ready since the cereal aisle,” I panted.

He pushed in slow—one thick inch at a time—stretching my walls until I was clawing his shoulders.

“Fuck—so tight,” he hissed. “This pussy still remember me?”

“Always,” I whimpered. “Always.”

When he bottomed out, balls pressed to my ass, we both froze—just breathing, feeling each other.

Then he started moving.

Slow, deep strokes at first. Letting me feel every ridge, every vein. Then harder. Faster. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed. His balls smacked my ass on every downstroke.

“Take this dick,” he growled. “Take every fuckin’ inch.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass. “Harder, daddy. Fuck me like you missed me.”

He did.

Pounded. Relentless. Bed creaking, headboard knocking the wall. My titties bounced wild. Cream frothed around his shaft, dripping down to the sheets.

“Pussy grippin’ me so good—fuck—gon’ breed this shit.”

“Yes—yes—breed me, Gio!” I begged, nails raking his back. “Fill me up—put that baby in me—make me yours!”

He spun us so I was on top.

I didn’t hesitate—planted my hands on his chest and rode him hard. Ass bouncing, thighs flexing, pussy swallowing him over and over. He gripped my hips, helping me slam down, meeting every bounce with a powerful thrust up.

“Look at that ass move,” he groaned. “Ride daddy, baby. Cream all over this dick.”

I did. Again. And again. Each orgasm ripping through me until I was shaking, vision blurry, chanting his name like a prayer.

When he finally tensed beneath me, hands bruising my hips, I leaned down and kissed him deep.

“Cum in me,” I whispered against his lips. “Breed your girl.”

He roared—low, guttural—hips snapping up as he unloaded. Thick ropes of cum flooding me, painting my walls, spilling out around his shaft as he kept pumping through it.

We stayed locked together, panting, trembling, until the aftershocks faded.

Slowly, he eased out. Cum leaked from my swollen pussy, dripping onto his stomach. He scooped some up with two fingers and brought them to my lips.

I sucked them clean, eyes on his.

He pulled me down onto his chest, arms wrapping tight around me. The cameras were still rolling, red lights blinking, but right then they didn’t matter.

“Turn ’em off,” he murmured into my hair.

I reached over, hit the buttons. Green lights died.

Silence settled—only our breathing, the faint hum of the city outside.

Gio kissed my forehead. “That was more than content, Tara.”

I snuggled closer, cheek against his heartbeat. “I know.”

He tilted my chin up so our eyes met. “I ain’t just here for the bag. I’m here for you. Always was.”

Tears stung the corners of my eyes—not sad ones. Happy. Relieved. Home.

“Me too,” I whispered. “Always.”

He tucked me tighter against him, one big hand splayed across my lower back, the other stroking my curls.

“Whatever happens next,” he said soft, “we do it together. The OnlyFans, the bank, the city, all of it. You and me.”

I smiled against his skin. “You and me forever, babe.”

Outside, Cleveland kept moving—sirens in the distance, snow starting to tap the window. But in here, wrapped in silk sheets and each other, time felt like it finally stopped running from us.

For the first time in years, I fell asleep feeling whole.


CHAPTER 3




Sunlight slipped through the half-closed blinds, painting golden stripes across Gio’s bare chest. I woke up tangled in silk sheets that still smelled like us—sweat, sex, and that sandalwood cologne he wore. My phone was buzzing nonstop on the nightstand, vibrating itself toward the edge like it had somewhere important to be.

I reached over, careful not to wake him, and unlocked the screen.

OnlyFans notifications. Hundreds.

I sat up slow, heart doing a quick sprint.

The video we shot last night—the one where he ate me until I blacked out, fucked me raw, and pumped me full—had gone live at 3 a.m. while we slept.

Views: 47,000 and climbing.

Tips: $12,487.

Subscriptions gained overnight: 1,892.

Comments were flooding faster than I could scroll.

“Best chemistry I’ve ever seen on this site.”

“That’s how you breed a queen. More plz.”

“Big dick energy + real love? I’m dead. Subbed for life.”

“Her face when he nutted inside… goddamn. Worth every penny.”

I pressed my thighs together, feeling the delicious ache between them. Twenty grand already. Twenty fucking grand in less than twelve hours.

A soft laugh bubbled out of me—quiet, but real.

Gio stirred, one arm sliding around my waist, pulling me back down.

“What got you smilin’ like that this early, ma?”

I turned the phone so he could see.

His eyes widened, then crinkled at the corners.

“Damn. We really did that.”

“We really did,” I whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth. “And they lovin’ every second.”

He rolled on top of me, heavy and warm, lips brushing my neck.

“That’s my girl,” he murmured. “Stackin’ while we fuckin’. Proud of you.”

I arched under him, already wet again just from his voice.

But the clock on the wall said 8:17.

Work waited.

I groaned. “I gotta go in today.”

He kissed me deep, tongue lazy and possessive.

“Fine. But I’m pickin’ you up after. Got plans.”

“Plans?” I raised a brow.

He smirked. “You’ll see.”

I showered quick, threw on my bank teller uniform—crisp white blouse, black pencil skirt that hugged my hips just right—and left Gio in my bed looking too damn good stretched out on black sheets.

The whole drive to Fifth Third on Superior, I was grinning like a fool.

Sasha clocked me the second I walked through the door.

She was behind the counter already, braids pulled into a high pony, gold hoops catching the light, lips painted deep plum.

“Girl,” she said, dragging the word out. “Why you floatin’ in here like you just won the Powerball?”

I slid behind my station, trying—and failing—to wipe the smile off.

“I’m just in a good mood, sis.”

“Mm-hmm.” She leaned over the partition, voice dropping. “You got laid last night, didn’t you?”

My cheeks heated. “Maybe.”

Her eyes went wide. “Maybe? Bitch, spill!”

I glanced around—no customers yet—then leaned in.

“Old flame came back through. Gio. From high school.”

Sasha’s mouth dropped. “The one who used to have you cryin’ in the cafeteria bathroom senior year?”

I laughed. “The very same.”

“And he still fine?”

“Finer. Grown now. Project manager. Big Range Rover. Big everything.”

She fanned herself dramatically. “Lord. So y’all reconnected?”

“Reconnected real good,” I said, biting my lip.

She squealed, low and excited. “Details! Was it nasty or sweet?”

“Both,” I admitted. “He remembered how I like it. Had me seein’ stars, Sasha.”

She clutched her chest. “I’m happy for you, girl. You been dry too long. Just make sure he ain’t on no bullshit.”

“He ain’t,” I said softly. “Feels… different this time.”

Sasha squeezed my hand across the divider. “Then hold onto that. Don’t let these Cleveland niggas play you.”

We both laughed, then straightened up as the first customers rolled in.

The morning dragged—deposits, withdrawals, fake smiles—but inside I was glowing. Every time my phone buzzed in my pocket, I knew it was more money, more love from strangers who’d never know the real story.

Lunch break, I stepped outside to the little courtyard behind the building. Snow had melted into slush, but the air was crisp.

Phone rang. Gio.

I answered on the first ring.

“Hey, baby.”

His voice rolled through the speaker like warm honey. “How’s my favorite teller doin’?”

“Floatin’,” I admitted. “That video? Twenty K already, Gio. They goin’ crazy over us.”

He let out a low, satisfied sound. “Told you. We magic together.”

“You happy?” I asked, softer.

“Happy as hell. But I want more than just the bag tonight.”

I smiled against the phone. “What you got in mind?”

“I’m pickin’ you up at six. Wear somethin’ you don’t mind gettin’ dirty.”

“Dirty, huh?”

He chuckled. “See you soon, ma.”

He hung up, leaving me tingling.

The rest of the shift crawled, but at 5:58 I was already clocked out, bag on my shoulder, heart racing.

The black Range Rover pulled up right on time.

Gio stepped out, looking like sin in a gray hoodie and dark jeans. He rounded the car, pulled me into him, and kissed me slow and deep right there in the parking lot.

“Missed you,” he said against my lips.

“Missed you more.”

He opened the passenger door for me like a gentleman, then slid behind the wheel.

We drove out of downtown, past the Flats, past the bridges, until the city lights faded and the road narrowed into something quieter.

“Where we goin’?” I asked, watching him.

“Somewhere I come when I need to breathe,” he said. “Found it last month when I first got back.”

We turned off the main road onto a gravel path lined with tall trees. The Range Rover bumped gently until we reached a clearing.

My breath caught.

The Cuyahoga River curved lazy in front of us, water dark and shimmering under the late-afternoon sun. Tall grasses framed the bank. A massive oak tree stood sentinel, branches spreading wide.

No people. No noise. Just water, wind, and sky.

“Damn,” I breathed. “Cleveland got spots like this?”

Gio grinned. “Hidden gem. Only a few know about it.”

He popped the trunk, pulled out a wicker basket and a folded plaid blanket.

“A picnic?” I laughed, delighted. “Boy, you really out here romancin’.”

“Damn right,” he said, spreading the blanket on the grass under the oak. “You deserve the soft shit too.”

He unpacked: thick turkey and cheddar sandwiches on ciabatta, a container of cut strawberries and grapes, a bottle of chilled rosé, two plastic wine glasses.

I sat cross-legged on the blanket, taking it all in.

“This is lovely, Gio.”

He poured the wine, handed me a glass, then plucked a grape and held it to my lips.

“And still,” he said, voice low, “you the most beautiful thing out here.”

I bit the grape slow, letting my tongue brush his fingers. Heat flared in his eyes.

We ate, drank, talked.

About his job—stressful deadlines, crews that didn’t listen.

About me—how the bank felt smaller every day.

About us—how we both regretted letting go.

Every few sentences we kissed—soft at first, then deeper, hands wandering.

When the sun dipped lower, painting the river gold, Gio tugged my shirt.

“Wanna swim?”

I glanced at the water. “It’s cold as hell.”

“I’ll warm you up.”

I laughed, already stripping.

Clothes hit the blanket—my skirt, blouse, bra, panties. His hoodie, jeans, boxers.

Naked under the sky.

We ran to the river, laughing like kids.

First dip shocked—cold biting my skin—but then Gio’s arms were around me, body heat chasing the chill.

We kissed hard, tongues tangling, water lapping at our waists.

I splashed him. He dunked me gentle. We wrestled, laughed, kissed again.

When we stepped out, dripping, goosebumps everywhere, he pulled me back to the blanket.

I dropped to my knees first.

His dick was already half-hard, thick and heavy.

I looked up at him, brown eyes wide.

“Hand me my phone.”

He raised a brow.

“First public scene,” I said, voice husky. “Unplanned. Hella hot.”

He grinned, wicked, and passed it over.

I opened the camera, handed it back.

“Film me, daddy. Make it nasty.”

Gio angled the phone down.

I took him in my mouth slow—lips stretching around the head, tongue swirling.

He groaned loud.

“That’s it, ma. Suck that dick for the fans.”

I went deeper, hollowing my cheeks, drool sliding down the shaft. Licked his balls—slow, wet circles—then back up, sucking the head like candy.

“Look at her,” he narrated, voice rough. “Slobberin’ on this dick in the open. Throat so wet.”

I looked up, eyes watering, mascara starting to run.

Mouth full, I moaned around him, vibrations making his thighs shake.

He stroked my cheek with his free hand.

“Get that shit messy, baby. Show ’em how you take this dick.”

Spit dripped. I stroked him with both hands while I sucked, making it glisten, nasty, slick.

Then I set the phone on a flat rock, propped it with a stick—tripod hack.

“Eat me,” I begged.

Gio dropped to his knees, spread my thighs wide on the blanket.

First lick—long, slow—had me gasping.

Then he devoured.

Tongue deep inside, lips sealed around my clit, sucking hard.

Fingers curled in, hitting that spot.

I screamed—loud, echoing off the trees.

“Fuck—Gio—right there—”

He hummed, vibrations ripping through me.

I came fast—hard—squirting on his tongue, thighs trembling, toes curling into the grass.

He drank every drop, groaning like it was the best thing he ever tasted.

When I stopped shaking, he crawled up, kissing me deep so I could taste myself.

He began rubbing the head of his cock through my folds, teasing.

“Beg for it.”

“Please,” I whimpered. “Fuck me, daddy. Stretch this pussy.”

He slammed in—deep, one stroke.

I cried out.

He fucked me missionary first—legs over his shoulders, pounding so hard the blanket bunched under us.

Then flipped me—doggy, hands gripping my hips, pulling me back on every thrust.

Balls slapped my clit. Wet smacks filled the air.

“Pussy grippin’ me so tight—fuck—gon’ breed this shit again.”

“Yes—yes—fill me up—pump that nut deep—”

He roared, hips snapping, unloading hot ropes inside me, flooding my walls until it leaked out around his shaft.

When he pulled out, cum dripped down my thighs.

I turned, still on my knees, and took him back in my mouth—cleaning him slow, tasting us together.

He filmed the whole thing, breathing hard.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “You perfect.”

We collapsed on the blanket, tangled, watching the sun sink behind the trees.

He pulled me into his chest, arms tight.

“I love you, Tara,” he said quiet, like it was the easiest thing in the world.

Tears pricked my eyes.

“I love you too,” I whispered back.

We stayed like that until the sky turned purple—wine glasses empty, bodies spent, hearts full.

***

Later, driving home, my phone kept buzzing.

More money. More comments.

But right then, none of it mattered.

Just him.

Just us.

Just the beginning.








EPILOGUE




The Cleveland skyline glittered like a crown of diamonds against the velvet night, but inside our penthouse on the 25th floor of that shiny new tower downtown, the real magic was happening. It had been a year since that fateful bump in the grocery aisle—twelve months of rediscovering each other, building empires, and loving hard like only two hood kids who made it out could. I'd quit the bank six months in, right after our videos hit viral status and the checks started rolling in thicker than my thighs. OnlyFans had turned me into "ThickTaraXO, the Queen of Curves," with Gio as my king, co-starring in content that had subs begging for more. We kept it classy in the streets—nobody in the fam knew the full tea—but behind closed doors? We were fire.

Tonight was our anniversary. Not the high school puppy love kind, but the real one: the day we decided to make this reunion permanent. Gio had gone all out, surprising me with a candlelit dinner on the balcony, overlooking the lake where we'd shared so many secrets. The table was set with Mama's fried chicken recipe (he'd begged her for it), collard greens seasoned just right, and a bottle of that expensive champagne we'd popped after our first big payout.

I stepped out in a red silk slip that hugged every curve, my thighs rubbing together like a promise, ass sitting high and proud. My curls were loose, framing my face, and I'd done my makeup smoky, lips painted that deep berry he loved to kiss off.

Gio was already out there, leaning on the railing in nothing but gray sweats hanging low on his hips, that V-cut leading my eyes straight to trouble. His mahogany skin glowed under the string lights he'd strung up, beard trimmed neat, eyes dark and hungry when he turned.

"Damn, ma," he drawled, that hood accent making my knees weak. "You tryna kill me before we even eat?"

I laughed, sauntering over, hips swaying extra. "Boy, if looks could kill, I'd be buried already. What's all this?"

He pulled me into his arms, hands sliding down to cup my ass like it was his favorite habit. "Just showin' my queen how much she means. One year, Tara. Feels like forever and yesterday at the same time."

I melted against him, inhaling his scent—clean soap mixed with that cologne that always got me going. "Feels right. Like we never lost those years."

We sat, ate, laughed over old stories. Remember that time in high school when he tried to sneak me into the boys' locker room after a game, and Coach almost caught us?

"You was screamin' like a horror movie queen," he teased, popping a grape into my mouth.

"Boy, please," I shot back, swatting his arm. "You the one who tripped over the bench and busted your ass. I had to drag you out laughin'."

He chuckled deep, that rumble vibrating through me. "Worth it for that kiss, though."

The night air was crisp, but his gaze kept me warm. We talked about the future—expanding the content, maybe starting a brand for curvy queens like me, him handling the business side while I shone.

"We unstoppable together," he said, serious now, eyes locking on mine. "I ain't lettin' you go again."

Tears pricked my eyes—happy ones. "You better not."

After dinner, he led me inside, the balcony doors closing behind us with a soft click. Our bedroom was a sanctuary: king bed with fresh sheets, more candles flickering, Neo and Usher playlist low in the background—Usher now crooning about confessions, fitting as hell.

Gio backed me against the wall, hands framing my face. "You know what I been thinkin' all night?"

"What's that?" I whispered, already breathless.

"How lucky I am." His lips brushed mine—soft, teasing. "And how bad I wanna taste you again."

The kiss started sweet, lips meeting like a slow dance. But Gio wasn't one for patience tonight. His tongue slipped in, claiming, hands roaming down my sides, gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks I’d wear like badges.

I moaned into his mouth, fingers digging into his shoulders. "Gio…"

He lifted me effortless, my legs wrapping around his waist as he carried me to the bed. "Gonna worship you tonight, baby. Every inch."

He laid me down gentle, but his eyes were fire. The silk slip came off slow—his fingers tracing the straps down my shoulders, lips following the path. When it pooled at my waist, he paused, staring at my breasts like they were art.

"These titties…" he murmured, palming them, thumbs circling my nipples until they peaked hard. "Always been my favorite."

I arched, laughing breathy. "Gio, you say that about every part of me."

"'Cause it's true." He leaned down, taking one nipple in his mouth—sucking slow, tongue flicking—while his hand teased the other.

Pleasure shot straight to my core. I gripped his head, curls soft under my fingers. "Fuck… yes…"

He switched sides, nipping just enough to make me gasp. Then lower—kisses down my stomach, hands spreading my thighs wide. My panties were soaked, clinging, but he didn't rush. Hooked his fingers in the sides and peeled them down, inch by inch, eyes locked on mine the whole time.

"Look at her," he said, voice rough. "Pretty brown pussy already drippin' for daddy."

He spread me open, thumb circling my clit slow. I bucked, whining. "Gio, please…"

"Please what?" He grinned, wicked. "Use your words, ma."

"Eat it," I begged. "Eat my fucking pussy like you own it."

"As you wish."

He dove in—no teasing now. Tongue flat, licking long from entrance to clit. Then suction—lips sealing around my pearl, sucking while his fingers slid inside, curling against that spot.

"Oh shit—Gio!" My thighs clamped around his head, but he held them open, eating like a man starved. Slurping, humming, fingers pumping steady. Cream leaked out, coating his chin, but he didn't stop. Built me up fast—first orgasm crashing like waves on the lake, body shaking, toes curling.

He licked through it, then added a third finger—stretching, prepping. "Cum again, baby. Gimme that fucking nut."

I did—harder this time, gushing on his tongue, screaming his name until my voice cracked.

When I floated back, he was above me, dick hard and heavy against my thigh. I reached down, stroking him—thick veins pulsing under my palm.

"God, I love this dick," I whispered, pushing him onto his back.

He laughed. "Bossy ass."

"You love it." I straddled his face first—reverse, ass in his view—grinding slow while he licked from behind. Then slid down, kissing his chest, abs, that V that drove me crazy.

His dick stood proud—big, chocolate, head glistening. I licked the tip, tasting pre-cum, then took him deep—throat relaxing, pierced tongue swirling.

"Fuuuuck," he groaned, hands in my curls. "Suck that dick, Tara. Just like that."

I bobbed, sloppy—drool running down, balls in my hand, rolling them gentle. Looked up at him, eyes watering. "You like that, daddy?"

"Love it—shit—gon' make a nigga nut if you keep lookin' at me with those fucking eyes."

I popped off, stroking fast. "Not yet. Wanna feel you inside."

He flipped us again—missionary, legs over his shoulders. Slid in slow—one inch at a time—stretching me full.

We both moaned.

Then he moved—deep strokes, balls slapping my ass. "This pussy mine, Tara," he growled. "All mine."

"Yes—fuck—harder, baby. Beat this pussy up!"

He pounded—bed shaking, skin slapping. Switched to doggy—ass up, him gripping my hips, pulling me back. Slapped my ass—sharp, stinging—making me clench around him.

"Cum in me," I begged. "Breed me, Gio."

He roared, thrusts erratic, then stilled—hot ropes filling me deep, spilling out.

We collapsed, laughing breathless.

"Damn," he panted. "One year, and it's still like the first time."

"Better," I said, curling into him. “God, I’m crazily in love with you.”

“Likewise, ma,” he said, capturing my lips once more.

And in that quiet, sacred moment, lips-locked with our hearts beating in perfect sync and the world fading to a gentle hush around us, we were at peace. Love didn't wait in some distant tomorrow—it unfolded right here, soft and certain, blooming between us like the first light of dawn claiming the night.
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