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CHAPTER 1




Club Ming was jumping like it owed somebody money.

Bass thumped through the floorboards of the old brownstone-turned-nightspot on 125th, rattling the ice in every glass from the bar to the VIP section. Purple and gold lights sliced through the haze of hookah smoke, catching sweat-glistened skin and gold chains, turning the whole place into a living, breathing pulse. Laquanda was in her element—thick thighs working the rhythm, hips rolling slow and nasty to that new SZA joint that had the whole spot losing their minds. She was single, unbothered, and feeling herself in the black bodycon dress that hugged every curve like it was painted on. Ass so fat it looked disrespectful. Cleavage so deep you could lose your pride in it.

She threw her head back laughing at something her homegirl Tasha yelled over the music, arms up, body swaying, letting the beat fuck her up in the best way. No man on her arm tonight. No drama. Just good liquor, better music, and the kind of freedom that made a woman dangerous.

Then somebody stumbled hard into her back.

Laquanda spun quick—ready to check whoever had the nerve—only to lock eyes with the finest walking felony she’d seen all year.

The girl was plump in all the right places, curves spilling out of a deep emerald green dress that looked like it was fighting for its life. Wild curls bouncing, skin like warm toffee under the club lights, lips painted blood-red and already curved into a tipsy, unapologetic grin. She caught herself on Laquanda’s waist to steady herself, fingers pressing into soft flesh like they belonged there.

“Damn, my bad—” the girl started, then stopped, eyes dragging slow and shameless down Laquanda’s body and back up again. “Nah, fuck that. I ain’t sorry.”

Laquanda arched a brow, fighting a smile. “You always bump into women like you tryna start somethin’?”

“Only when they look like you,” the girl shot back without missing a beat. Her voice had that husky Harlem drawl—thick, confident, dripping with trouble. “Name’s Eva. And you?”

“Laquanda.” She let her eyes roam right back—taking in the way Eva’s breasts strained against the neckline, the dip of her waist, the hips that promised sin. “You good, or you need me to hold you up the rest of the night?”

Eva laughed—low, rich, filthy. “Baby, if you holdin’ me up, we both gon’ end up on the floor. And I ain’t complainin’.”

Laquanda felt heat crawl up her neck, settle low in her belly. She stepped closer, close enough that their bodies brushed with every breath. “You talk big for somebody who just tripped over her own damn feet.”

“I didn’t trip,” Eva said, chin lifting, eyes glittering. “I saw you shakin’ that ass like you tryna start a riot, and I had to get closer. That’s called strategy.”

“Strategy?” Laquanda snorted. “You wild.”

“You ain’t seen wild yet.” Eva’s hand slid from Laquanda’s waist to the small of her back, fingers splaying possessive. “You here alone?”

“For now.” Laquanda tilted her head, letting her lips brush the shell of Eva’s ear when she leaned in. “Why? You tryna change that?”

Eva’s breath hitched—just a little, just enough. “I’m sayin’. You keep movin’ like that, I might have to drag you to the back and show you what happens when you tease a woman who ain’t got no patience.”

Laquanda pulled back enough to meet those gray-green eyes head-on. “You think you can handle all this?”

Eva’s grin turned downright dangerous. “Baby, I was born to handle all this.”

The DJ dropped the beat harder, the bassline hitting like a heartbeat. Laquanda felt it in her chest, in her thighs, in the way Eva’s fingers flexed against her spine.

She grabbed Eva’s hand, tugged her deeper into the crowd, bodies pressing, heat rising. “Come on then,” Laquanda said over her shoulder, voice low and teasing. “Let’s see if your mouth as good as your game.”

Eva followed, hips swaying, eyes never leaving Laquanda’s ass like she was already claiming it. “Oh, it’s better,” she called back. “Way better.”

And just like that—in the middle of Club Ming’s chaos, sweat, smoke, and bass—two queens locked eyes, sparked, and decided the night wasn’t ending until somebody was screaming the other’s name.


CHAPTER 2




Eliza’s heart was damn near about to bust through her chest like it was tryna escape a bad date.

She’d spent years mastering the art of not-lookin’—ignorin’ the sway of thick hips on the A train, pretendin’ not to notice the soft curve of cleavage when a sista leaned over to grab her bag, actin’ like certain lips didn’t make her stomach flip when they curved into that slow, knowin’ smile. Straight. That was the label she’d slapped on herself like a shield. Safe. Expected. No questions from family, no side-eyes from friends.

But Pamela? Pamela had blown that shield to smithereens with one heated glance across the sweat-slicked chaos of Club Ming’s dance floor.

Pamela moved like she owned the whole damn club—short and thick, mahogany skin shinin’ under the strobe lights like polished wood, her emerald-green mini hiked up just enough to tease those juicy thighs. Breasts so full they were fightin’ the thin straps for freedom. Eliza had stared too long, caught up in the way Pamela’s body rolled to the beat. Pamela stared back, licked her lips slow. Then those dark eyes flicked toward the restroom hallway. Twice. Silent invite, loud as hell.

Now, crammed in the women’s bathroom with the bass thumpin’ through the walls like a heartbeat on steroids, the door clicked shut behind them. The air was thick with perfume, weed smoke seepin’ under the door, and that raw, electric tension that made Eliza’s thighs clench.

“I can’t stay long,” Pamela whispered, voice husky as hell, already drippin’ with need. “John’s out there actin’ like he my damn keeper, but I swear on everything, I couldn’t let you dip without tastin’ you first.” She stepped closer, lifted a tremblin’ hand, traced one manicured nail down Eliza’s cheek—slow, like she was savorin’ every inch.

Eliza’s breath caught sharp. “Pamela…” She swallowed hard, eyes droppin’ to the deep V of that dress, the swell of those full breasts beggin’ to be freed. “What the fuck is this? I ain’t never—never in my life—wanted to kiss somebody so bad it physically hurts.”

Pamela let out a low, guttural groan that vibrated straight to Eliza’s core. “I know, baby. Trust me, I know.” Her hands cupped Eliza’s face, thumbs strokin’ cheekbones, and then she yanked her in.

The kiss exploded like fireworks in July—hot, messy, consumin’. Pamela tasted like Henny and cherry gloss, tongue divin’ in bold and nasty, explorin’ Eliza’s mouth like she’d been dreamin’ of this shit. She backed Eliza against the sink, bodies crashin’ together, Pamela’s heavy breasts liftin’ Eliza’s, soft flesh mashin’, nipples already peaked and rubbin’ through fabric like they were tryna start a fire.

Eliza moaned deep into the kiss, hips grindin’ forward on autopilot. “Somebody gon’ walk in,” she panted, chest heavin’, but her hands were already clawin’ at Pamela’s straps.

“Yeah,” Pamela rasped, voice droppin’ to that gravelly seduction that made Eliza’s panties flood. “And? Let ’em hear.” But she grabbed Eliza’s wrist anyway, dragged her into the handicapped stall—the biggest one—and slammed the lock home with a click that echoed like fate.

The stall felt smaller than it was, air thick with their heavy breathin’. A faint murmur floated through—like whispers from the next stall over—but Eliza tuned it out. Probably just the vents. Or ghosts. Didn’t matter. Her world had narrowed to Pamela’s mouth, Pamela’s hands, the way their bodies fit like they’d been waitin’ for this.

“Kiss me again,” Pamela demanded, tuggin’ Eliza’s crop top by the hem, eyes dark and hungry.

Eliza didn’t hesitate—shoved Pamela against the metal door, plastered herself close, kicked off her heels so their heights matched up perfect. Now their breasts smashed dead-on, plush and heavy, nipples draggin’ through thin layers with every pant. She reached between them, fingers fumblin’ the zipper of Pamela’s dress, yankin’ it down until warm, yieldin’ skin spilled out.

Pamela’s hands slid under Eliza’s top, palms hot against bare back, thumbs circlin’ the undersides of her breasts. Eliza peeled the dress lower, unhooked the bra with shakin’ fingers. Cups loosened. Straps fell. Eliza ducked—no need to bend far now—and latched onto one thick, dark nipple, suckin’ hard, tongue flickin’ like she was tryna draw out every moan.

Pamela’s groan rattled the stall, vibratin’ against Eliza’s lips just as the main door banged open.

Footsteps. Gigglin’. Another stall door. Eliza froze, mouth still full of nipple, heart poundin’ like the bass outside.

She felt Pamela’s shallow, tremblin’ breaths. Felt the hand snake down, lift her skirt. Then leggings and panties yanked down in one savage tug. A single finger slid inside her—wet, slick, achin’—and curled just right, hittin’ that spot that made her knees buckle.

Eliza rocked silently, ridin’ that finger like her sanity depended on it. Minutes stretched—flush, footsteps, water runnin’, dryer whinin’, door closin’.

The second silence hit, Eliza thrust hard against Pamela’s hand. Her walls clenched, orgasm slammin’ into her like a freight train—fast, brutal, earth-shatterin’. She opened her mouth to scream; Pamela’s free hand clamped over her lips, mufflin’ the cry into a desperate, throaty whimper that echoed off the tiles.

They separated, both shakin’, slick with sweat and want. Pamela’s dress hung open, breasts heavin’, nipples glossy from Eliza’s mouth.

“Jesus fuckin’ Christ…” Eliza’s voice cracked, legs jelly. “I don’t even know what just happened, but I need to do that to you. Right now. Get over here.”

Pamela grinned wicked—wild, wrecked. “Then do it, boo. Eat me like you mean it.”

Eliza didn’t need tellin’ twice. She dropped to her knees on the cold tile, shoved Pamela’s dress higher, ripped the lace thong aside like it offended her. Pamela’s thighs parted wide, one leg hooked over Eliza’s shoulder. Eliza dove in—tongue flat and greedy, lickin’ long, slow stripes from drippin’ entrance to swollen clit, tastin’ the salty-sweet nectar that made her head spin.

“Fuck—yes—right there, baby—” Pamela’s fingers threaded into Eliza’s hair, hips buckin’ nasty. “You eat pussy like you been starvin’ for it your whole life.”

Eliza hummed against her folds, vibrations pullin’ a gasp from Pamela. She sucked that clit hard, slipped two fingers inside—then three—stretchin’ her just right, curlin’ against that spongy spot that made Pamela’s thighs quake. “You taste like heaven,” Eliza mumbled, tongue flickin’ relentless. “Gon’ make you come so hard you forget your own name.”

Pamela’s back bowed, free hand bracin’ against the door. “Shit—don’t stop—I’m—fuck, I’m comin’—” Her walls clamped down like a vice, juices floodin’ Eliza’s mouth as she shattered, cries bouncin’ off the walls, body convulsin’ in waves.

Eliza didn’t let up—licked her through it, suckin’ every last tremor until Pamela sagged, pantin’. “Damn, girl… you a natural.”

Eliza rose, wiped her chin with the back of her hand, grinned wicked. “We ain’t done. Gimme your phone.”

Pamela laughed breathlessly, fished it out. Eliza typed quick, handed it back. “I texted myself. Hit me soon as you free. I can ditch my nigga tomorrow night.”

Pamela’s eyes sparkled. “Boyfriend, huh? Me too. But fuck ’em. This? This real.”

They fixed themselves—buttons popped (Pamela cursin’ under her breath), lipstick smeared, hair wild. “Shit, I lost a button,” Pamela muttered, starin’ in the mirror.

“Here, boo, I got a safety pin,” Eliza said, diggin’ through her purse. She looked freshly fucked—eyes glassy, skin glowin’ like she’d been baptized in sin.

“Good luck out there, baby,” Eliza whispered. “Text me. Oh—uh, I’m Eliza Johansson, by the way.”

“I’ma see you tomorrow night, Eliza Johansson,” Pamela promised, trailin’ her out with one last heated look.

Next stall over, the air was thicker than the club smoke.

Laquanda had Eva pinned against the tiled wall the second the door locked, dress hiked up, thighs spread.

“You been talkin’ all that shit on the floor,” Laquanda growled, teeth grazin’ Eva’s neck, hand slidin’ between her legs. “Now let’s see if you can back it up.”

Eva’s laugh was breathless, filthy, fingers already clawin’ at Laquanda’s dress. “Try me, Quanda. I dare you.”

Laquanda didn’t waste time—yanked Eva’s thong down, dropped to her knees, hooked one thick thigh over her shoulder. “You drippin’ already? All that big talk and you wet like this?”

“Shut up and eat it,” Eva shot back, but her voice cracked when Laquanda’s tongue slid in—flat, hungry, lickin’ from ass to clit in one long, nasty stroke.

“Fuck—yes—” Eva’s head thumped back, fingers tanglin’ in Laquanda’s hair. “You eat pussy like you mad at it.”

Laquanda hummed, vibrations makin’ Eva buck wild. She sucked that clit hard, slipped three fingers inside—stretchin’, curlin’, pumpin’ deep while her tongue flicked relentless. “You taste like trouble,” she mumbled against slick folds. “Gon’ make you scream my name in this nasty-ass stall.”

Eva’s thighs quaked, hips grindin’ down. “Shit—don’t stop—I’m—oh God, Quanda—” She came hard, walls pulsatin’, juices floodin’ Laquanda’s mouth, cries bouncin’ off the walls like echoes of sin.

Laquanda rose, licked her lips slow, eyes locked on Eva’s wrecked face. “That’s one. Flip over—I ain’t done devourin’ you yet.”

Eva turned, ass out, hands bracin’ the wall. Laquanda pressed behind her, fingers divin’ back in from behind while her free hand teased a nipple. “You still talkin’ shit?”

“Fuck you,” Eva panted, but she was pushin’ back, ridin’ those fingers like a pro.

Laquanda laughed low. “Nah, baby. I’m fuckin’ you.” She added her thumb to Eva’s clit, thrustin’ harder, faster, until Eva shattered again—moans turnin’ to whimpers, body slumpin’ against the wall.

They panted, laughin’ softly. “Damn, you good,” Eva admitted, turnin’ to kiss her deep.

Laquanda grinned. “Told you. Now take me home. We gon’ do this proper—all night.”

Eva’s eyes sparkled. “Bet. But you drivin’. My legs still shakin’.”

Outside, the bass thumped on. Inside those stalls, two flames had ignited—and Harlem nights were just gettin’ started.


CHAPTER 3




Laquanda and Eva stumbled out the back door of Club Ming like two women who’d just survived a hurricane—clothes rumpled, lips swollen, thighs still trembling from the aftershocks. The alley air hit them cold and sharp, carrying the faint stink of garbage and weed smoke from the corner, but it did nothing to cool the fire still burning low in their bellies. They walked close, shoulders brushing, hips swaying in sync, the kind of post-fuck glow that made strangers on the street double-take.

Eva lit a blunt with shaky fingers, took a deep pull, passed it over. “You still buzzin’ from that stall, ain’t you?” she asked, voice husky, a smirk playing on her red-smeared lips.

Laquanda inhaled slow, letting the smoke curl in her lungs before blowing it out in a lazy cloud. “Buzzin’? Girl, you had me soakin’ through my panties. But yeah… that shit was fire.”

She bumped Eva’s hip. “You screamin’ my name like that? Neighbors prolly called the cops.”

Eva laughed—that deep, filthy rumble that vibrated straight to Laquanda’s core. “Please. You was the one beggin’ for more like you ain’t ate in weeks.” She took the blunt back, eyes glinting under the streetlight. “But real talk… that got me thinkin’. We lit that spark in the club. What if we keep the night goin’? Tail some couples out here, see what kinda trouble they get into. Watch ’em… get inspired.”

Laquanda stopped dead, turning to face her fully, the blunt dangling from her fingers. “You talkin’ about creepin’ on folks? Voyeur shit?”

Eva stepped closer, so close their breasts brushed with every breath, her hand sliding to Laquanda’s waist. “I’m talkin’ about seein’ real heat. The kind that builds slow, explodes messy. We watch from the shadows, get all worked up… then come back to my spot and finish what we started.” Her voice dropped low, fingers digging in. “You down, or you scared it’ll make you too wet to walk?”

Laquanda’s pulse kicked up, heat pooling between her thighs again. She’d always had a thing for watchin’—secret glances in the gym locker room, overhearin’ moans through thin apartment walls. But with Eva? This felt next level.

“Scared? Please. I’ll have you beggin’ before the night’s out. Lead the way.”

They melted into the late-night crowd on 125th, eyes scanning like predators. First mark: two high-school seniors, Yasmine and Tesha, walking slow off the M102 stop, arms almost linking but pulling back at the last second. Laquanda and Eva fell in behind, keeping to the shadows of parked cars and stoops, close enough to hear their giggles but far enough not to spook ’em.

“Look at ’em,” Eva whispered, her breath hot on Laquanda’s ear. “They been dancin’ around this for years. You see how Tesha keep peekin’ at her lips?”

Laquanda nodded, a thrill running through her. “Yeah. Yasmine’s fingers twitchin’ like she wanna grab her hand. They gon’ crack soon.”

By the time the girls hit Tesha’s brownstone stoop, the tension was thick as fog. They fumbled the key, laughing nervous, shoulders finally touching. Laquanda and Eva slipped up quiet, crouched low behind a parked SUV as the door cracked open. Through the vestibule window, they watched: Tesha pulling Yasmine inside, kicking the door shut, pushing her against it for a kiss that started soft but turned hungry fast.

“Damn,” Laquanda breathed, hand sliding to Eva’s thigh. “Look at that—tongues already. They starvin’.”

Eva’s eyes were glued, breath coming quicker. “Wait ’til they hit the bedroom.”

The girls moved upstairs, leaving the door unlocked in their haste. Laquanda and Eva ghosted in, hearts pounding, creeping up the stairs like thieves. Through the cracked bedroom door, the show unfolded: Tesha sliding Yasmine’s tank straps down slow, whispering against her throat, “I been wantin’ this forever, boo.”

Yasmine’s hands in Tesha’s curls, pulling her closer, legs wrapping around her waist as they tumbled onto the bed. Clothes peeled off—bras unhooked, panties yanked aside. Tesha’s mouth on Yasmine’s neck, then lower, sucking a nipple while her fingers dipped between Yasmine’s thighs.

“Fuck, T—yes—right there—” Yasmine’s back arched, moans spilling out raw and real.

Laquanda’s hand tightened on Eva’s thigh, sliding higher. “You see how she’s fingerin’ her? Slow at first, then deeper. That’s how I want you later.”

Eva bit her lip, hand covering Laquanda’s, guiding it between her own legs. “Keep watchin’. I’m already soaked.”

Yasmine flipped Tesha over, kissed down her stomach, parted her thighs wide. Tongue diving in, lapping slow circles around her clit while fingers curled inside. Tesha bucked, fingers clawing the sheets, cries building until she shattered—body convulsing, name spilling from her lips like a curse.

Laquanda’s fingers slipped inside Eva’s leggings, rubbing slow through the wet lace. Eva stifled a moan, hips rocking. “We gotta move,” she whispered. “Before I come right here.”

They slipped out, breathless, Eva’s hand in Laquanda’s back pocket as they hit the next block. “That was hot as fuck,” Eva said, voice shaky. “Them young ones got energy.”

Laquanda laughed low. “You ain’t lyin’. Got me throbbin’. Who next?”

Denise and Victoria, boutique coworkers closing shop. The tension was obvious—stolen glances, brushes that lingered too long. Laquanda and Eva crouched outside the window, peering through the slats as the lights dimmed in the front, but the back stockroom stayed lit.

“Watch,” Eva murmured. “Boss lady gon’ make her move.”

Victoria locked the door, turned to Denise with hungry eyes. “You been teasin’ me all shift,” she said, voice low. “Bend over them boxes. Let me show you what happens when you play.”

Denise grinned wicked, obeyed—skirt hiked, ass out. Victoria dropped behind her, yanked panties down, spread her wide. Fingers first—two, then three—pumping deep while her thumb circled Denise’s clit.

“Shit—Vic—harder—” Denise’s hands gripped the boxes, back arching.

Victoria obliged, then replaced fingers with her mouth—eating her from behind, tongue diving in nasty, slurping loud. Denise came hard, almost knocking over a rack, cries muffled into her arm.

Laquanda’s hand was back between Eva’s thighs, fingers circling her clit through the fabric. “You like watchin’ her get ate like that?” she whispered.

Eva nodded, breath hitching. “Makes me want your tongue on me right now.”

“Patience, baby. One more.”

They moved on to Victoria and Maria. Ex-sister-in-law and ex-wife at a dimly lit bar on Amsterdam Avenue. The air between them crackled—laughs too loud, touches too long. They paid up quick, stumbled out arm-in-arm to Maria’s nearby walk-up.

Laquanda and Eva tailed close, slipped through the cracked door as the women fumbled inside, already kissing messy against the wall.

“Upstairs,” Maria panted. “Before I fuck you right here.”

They made it to the living room couch. Clothes hit the floor—Maria straddling Victoria, grinding down while they kissed filthy, tongues battling. Victoria’s hands gripped Maria’s ass, spreading her, fingers dipping between to find her dripping.

“You so wet for me,” Victoria groaned. “Ride my fingers, boo.”

Maria did—bouncing slow, then faster, breasts swaying, moans building. When she came, it was loud, shameless, body shuddering.

Then Maria flipped her—Victoria on her back, legs spread eagle. Maria ate her slow—teasing licks along the folds, sucking the clit gentle, then hungry, fingers joining to pump deep until Victoria bucked, hands in hair, screaming Maria’s name.

In the hallway shadows, Laquanda had Eva pressed against the wall, fingers buried deep inside her, thumb grinding her clit. “You close?” Laquanda whispered, free hand over Eva’s mouth to muffle her moans.

Eva nodded frantic, hips rocking. When Victoria came on the couch, Eva followed—walls clenching, body convulsing against Laquanda’s.

Laquanda kissed her through it, then pulled her out quiet. On the sidewalk, Eva grabbed her face, kissed her hard. “You see what we saw tonight?” she panted. “All that raw shit… it’s got me on fire.”

Laquanda’s hands roamed Eva’s curves. “Me too. Now take me home. I need you naked, spread out, beggin’.”

Eva’s apartment was a cozy mess—candles flickering, sheets rumpled from earlier fantasies. Door barely shut before they were tearing at each other again. Eva shoved Laquanda onto the couch, straddled her, ground down hard while yanking off her top.

“You watched all them sistas come tonight,” Eva growled, palming Laquanda’s heavy breasts, pinching nipples sharp. “Now I’ma make you come so hard you forget how to breathe.”

Laquanda’s laugh was breathless, hands gripping Eva’s ass. “Big talk. Show me.”

Eva did—kissed down her throat, sucked bruises into her collarbone, latched onto one nipple and pulled hard while her fingers dove between Laquanda’s thighs. Three fingers slid in easy—wet, tight, aching. Eva pumped slow, curling against that spot, thumb circling Laquanda’s clit in tight spirals.

“Fuck—Eva—harder—don’t play—”

Eva thrust faster, deeper, mouth moving to the other breast, teeth grazing. Laquanda’s hips bucked, moans turning to cries.

“You gon’ come for me?” Eva rasped. “Right here, like the freaky voyeur you are?”

“Yes—yes—don’t stop—”

Laquanda exploded—walls clamping, body convulsing, screams echoing. Eva dragged it out, kept pumping until Laquanda whimpered, oversensitive.

Then Eva rose, stripped slow—teasing, eyes locked. “Now you eat me,” she demanded, straddling Laquanda’s face. “And make it nasty.”

Laquanda gripped her thighs, pulled her down, buried her tongue deep—licking, sucking, fucking her with it while Eva rode, hips grinding, moans turning to sobs.

When Eva came, she flooded Laquanda’s mouth, thighs shaking, fingers tangled in hair, screaming like the world was ending.

They collapsed, sweat-slick, breathless, laughing in the dark.

“You still an ass,” Laquanda murmured, kissing Eva’s shoulder.

Eva grinned. “Yeah. But now I’m your ass. And tomorrow? We find more to watch.”

Laquanda pulled her closer. “Deal. But first… round two.”

The night stretched on—bodies tangling, secrets shared, the voyeur thrill binding them tighter than any chain. Harlem slept, but these two queens? They were just waking up.


CHAPTER 4




Laquanda felt the emotion slam into her like a bass drop at three in the morning—sharp, sweet, and so damn loud it almost knocked her sideways. She froze mid-stride on the approach to the old footbridge over 135th, scanning the crowd.

There.

Coming down the steps: a brown-skinned cutie with big, round glasses sliding down her nose, long dark braids swinging free, heavy winter coat swallowing her frame. Her eyes were locked on someone across the sidewalk.

The other woman wore a cream bobble hat, blonde locs peeking out, back turned. But the current between them? Electric. Not just lust—though yeah, that simmered underneath. This was bigger. Deeper. The kind of pull that makes your chest ache like you just recognized someone you’ve been missing your whole damn life.

Love at first sight in broad Harlem daylight.

The braided sista sighed, shoulders dropping, and kept walking, deliberately looking away. The blonde stiffened, then did the same.

They were about to let the moment die because talking to a stranger in the middle of the street felt too extra, too risky, too Harlem.

Laquanda wasn’t having it. She turned to Eva, who was already smirking beside her, that knowing glint in her eye. “You see that? They ’bout to miss out on somethin’ real.”

Eva nodded, her hand brushing Laquanda’s in that casual-but-not way that sent sparks up her arm. “Yeah. Let’s nudge ’em. Follow my lead.”

They weaved through the crowd, closing the gap just as the braided girl passed the blonde. Eva “accidentally” bumped into the blonde—light, but enough to spin her around. “Oh shit, my bad!” Eva said, all wide-eyed innocence. “You good?”

The blonde blinked, then her eyes locked on the braided sista, who’d turned at the commotion. Laquanda stepped in smooth. “Yo, did y’all see that crazy shit over there? Swear I just saw a ghost or somethin’—thick sista in some sheer-ass dress disappear into thin air.”

The braided girl pushed her glasses up, laughing nervous. “Wait, for real? I thought I was trippin’.”

The blonde’s eyes widened, then softened as she looked at her. “If we both saw it, we ain’t crazy. Right?”

Laquanda and Eva exchanged a quick glance—mission accomplished. They melted back into the crowd as the two women started talking, the braided one brushing a braid back, smiling shy like she couldn’t believe her luck. “Maybe we should grab coffee and compare notes?” the blonde said, biting her lip.

Laquanda’s heart swelled a little—damn, that felt good. Fixing something before it broke. She grabbed Eva’s hand, pulling her along. “Come on, trouble. Let’s see who else out here need a little push.”

Eva squeezed back, her thumb stroking Laquanda’s palm in that way that made her stomach flip. “You gettin’ all soft on me? Or you just tryna find more spots to creep?”

“Both,” Laquanda admitted with a grin. “Last night got me hooked. Watchin’ ’em discover that fire? It’s like… I dunno, seein’ yourself in ’em. Makes me wanna hold you tighter.”

Eva’s eyes softened for a second—real emotion flickering through the playfulness—before she bumped Laquanda’s hip. “Aww, listen to you, gettin’ poetic. But yeah… me too. Let’s roam.”

They wandered Harlem’s veins—Lenox to Adam Clayton Powell, stoops to storefronts—eyes peeled for that spark. The city was alive: aunties hagglin’ over fish at the market, kids dartin’ through traffic on scooters, the smell of jerk chicken waftin’ from trucks. But underneath? That undercurrent of desire, the kind only two women like them could spot.

First real hit: two sistas in their mid-thirties, one in a power suit fresh off work, the other in yoga pants like she’d just left the gym. They bumped into each other outside a bodega—literal collision, bags spilling. Laquanda and Eva hung back by a hydrant, pretending to scroll phones.

“Watch,” Eva whispered, her breath warm on Laquanda’s neck. “Suit lady gon’ linger.”

Sure enough, they helped each other pick up—hands brushing, laughs nervous. “You always run into fine women like this?” Yoga pants said, bold as hell.

Suit lady flushed, but smiled. “Only when they look hella-fine like you. Let me buy you a coffee to make up for it?”

Laquanda’s chest tightened—that familiar ache. “They gon’ end up somewhere private,” she murmured.

Eva nodded, eyes hungry. “Let’s tail ’em. See if we can peep.”

They followed at a distance, hearts racing like kids sneakin’ cookies. The women hit a nearby café, then walked to yoga pants’ spot—a cozy walk-up on 132nd. Door cracked just long enough for Laquanda and Eva to slip into the lobby shadows, hearts pounding.

Upstairs, through a thin door (Harlem walls ain’t shit for privacy), the sounds started: giggles turning to moans. Laquanda pressed Eva against the wall, hand over her mouth to stifle laughs. “Shh—they gettin’ into it.”

Inside: clothes hitting the floor, bodies tangling on the couch. Suit lady on her knees, face buried between yoga pants’ thighs, licking slow and deliberate. “You taste like lavender,” she groaned, voice muffled.

“Then eat that lavender-flavored coochie… get back in there,” the woman urged.

Yoga pants bucked, fingers in hair. “Don’t stop—fuck, right there—”

Laquanda’s hand slid under Eva’s shirt, palming a breast, thumb circling the nipple. “You wet yet?” she whispered, playful but tense, emotion bubbling up. Watchin’ this felt intimate, like stealin’ moments of someone else’s heart.

Eva nodded, biting her lip, hand slipping between Laquanda’s legs. “You too. This shit got me emotional—seein’ ’em free like that.”

They rubbed each other slow, breaths syncing with the moans inside, until yoga pants came with a cry that echoed down the hall. Laquanda kissed Eva deep, swallowing her gasp as they both teetered on the edge.

“Next,” Eva panted, pulling away reluctant. “Before we get caught.”

They hit the streets again, adrenaline buzzing. Next: a pair in their forties, one corporate chic, the other artsy with wild twists and paint-stained jeans. They “bumped” into each other at a crosswalk—artsy droppin’ her sketchbook, corporate pickin’ it up, eyes lingering on the drawings.

Laquanda and Eva watched from a stoop, Eva’s head on Laquanda’s shoulder. “They vibin’ hard,” Laquanda said soft, her arm around Eva’s waist. “Reminds me of us—strangers one minute, fire the next.”

Eva turned, kissed her cheek. “Yeah… but we got that extra somethin’. The kinda love that sneaks up and hits like a truck.”

Emotion swelled in Laquanda’s chest—playful banter mixin’ with real feels. “You gettin’ sappy on me?”

“Shut up,” Eva teased, but her eyes were shiny. “Let’s follow.”

The women ended up at artsy’s loft—door ajar in the rush. Laquanda and Eva crept in, hid in the foyer shadows. Inside: paint jeans on the floor, corporate on her back, artsy straddling her face, grinding slow while fingering her deep.

“You so beautiful when you come,” artsy murmured, voice thick with feeling.

Corporate moaned, hips bucking. “Don’t stop—love you already—”

Laquanda’s fingers found Eva’s clit again, rubbing circles as they watched the women shatter together, cries heartfelt and raw. Tears pricked Laquanda’s eyes—damn, this voyeur life was hittin’ different tonight. “They found it,” she whispered. “That real shit.”

Eva nodded, turning to kiss her deep, emotional. “Like we did.” Her hand mirrored Laquanda’s, both rubbin’ each other to quiet climaxes in the shadows, hearts poundin’ with more than lust.

One more: late thirties duo, one in scrubs from a shift, the other in a power dress from the office. They crossed paths at a late-night deli, eyes lockin’ over sandwiches. Laquanda and Eva trailed to scrubs’ apartment, sneakin’ in through the fire escape window left cracked.

Inside: bodies on the kitchen table, scrubs eatin’ power dress out like her last meal, fingers pumpin’ deep while power dress clawed the wood, moanin’ “Yes—God, yes—been waitin’ for someone like you.”

Laquanda and Eva watched from the hall, hands workin’ each other furious now, breaths comin’ in sync. “This could be us every night,” Eva whispered, voice breakin’ a little. “Watchin’… then fuckin’ like animals.”

Laquanda came first—quiet but intense—pullin’ Eva over the edge with her. “It is us,” she murmured, kissin’ her tender. “Every damn night.”

They slipped out, headin’ to Eva’s brownstone on Edgecombe, the city’s hum a soundtrack to their tangled emotions—lust, love, that raw Harlem heartbeat.

Inside Eva’s spot, door shut, they didn’t make it far. Eva pinned Laquanda to the wall, hands everywhere.

“All that watchin’ got me crazy,” she panted. “Need you now.”

Laquanda laughed through the heat. “Then take me, fool.”

They stripped messy, bodies crashin’ onto the couch. Eva straddled her, grindin’ down while suckin’ her neck. “You my heart now,” Eva whispered, fingers slidin’ inside Laquanda deep.

Laquanda arched, tears in her eyes from the intensity. “Yours. Always.”

They fucked slow then fast—emotional, playful, hearts and bodies entwined—Harlem’s queens claimin’ their throne. And after feasting on each other’s bodies, they decided to order pizza to sate the hunger in their stomachs.


CHAPTER 5




The Next Evening:




Eva slid the remaining pizza into the fridge, popped the first bottle, poured two generous glasses. Handed one to Laquanda, grabbed the bottle and the second glass, and sauntered toward the secret master bedroom without a word.

Laquanda followed, sipping, taking in the space. King bed made with military precision—crisp white duvet, mountain of pillows, decorative cushions arranged like they were posing for a magazine. That won’t last the night. The room smelled faintly of cocoa butter and vanilla candles. Comfortable. Inviting. Dangerous.

“Huh,” Laquanda said, leaning against the doorframe. “Presumptuous much?”

“You said you’d make me come,” Eva reminded her, voice honey-smooth. “This way better than the couch, right?”

“I said I could,” Laquanda corrected, fighting a grin. “Didn’t say I would.”

Eva set her glass down, stepped close. Her fingers found the zipper of the hoodie and tugged—slow, deliberate. “You did promise to get naked though. We shook on that.”

Laquanda tried to scowl, failed spectacularly, took another sip of wine instead. “Don’t expect me to help.”

“I don’t.” Eva sang the words like a taunt, eyes glittering. She dragged the zipper down inch by torturous inch, gaze devouring every new sliver of skin. Laquanda stood tall, pretending nonchalance, but inside her borrowed briefs were already soaked through.

When the hoodie hung open, Eva unlaced the track pants without pulling them down, then nudged Laquanda to set her glass aside. She braced her hands on Eva’s shoulders while Eva peeled off the thick socks and kicked the flip-flops away. Laquanda didn’t let go. Instead, she tugged Eva closer, lowered her mouth to the side of that warm neck. Licked a long, slow stripe up the carotid. Bit gently at the base.

“Goddamn, woman,” Eva breathed, voice husky. “You so fuckin’ distracting.”

Laquanda kept nibbling while Eva’s fingers ghosted under the tee, tracing the heavy undersides of her breasts, thumbs circling nipples that were already tight and aching. Eva had a gift for slow burn; every lazy rotation sent fresh heat pooling between Laquanda’s thighs. She was going to have to hand-wash these briefs later.

Eva’s thumbs kept rubbing, teasing, until Laquanda’s nipples were swollen and hypersensitive. When Eva nudged her head away from her neck, Laquanda let herself be guided until their mouths hovered half an inch apart. Eva’s breath feathered over her lips. She didn’t close the distance. Just breathed. Waited. Tortured.

Finally—finally—lips brushed. Tongue slipped in, soft, exploratory. Laquanda chased it, hungry. Eva pulled back again, teasing, until Laquanda snapped. Hands wrapped around Eva’s neck, yanked her in, kissed her hard and merciless.

That was the signal Eva had been waiting for.

Sharp tugs on both nipples. Laquanda moaned into the kiss. Then Eva’s hands slid under the tee, cupped her breasts fully, squeezed, before ripping the shirt off over her head.

Eva dropped to her knees. Mouth closed over one dark nipple, sucking hard while her hand shoved the track pants and briefs down in one impatient motion. She parted Laquanda’s thighs, slid one finger inside—wet, welcoming heat. Laquanda whimpered.

That single finger explored, curled, found the swollen spot on her front wall. Withdrew. Two fingers replaced it.

Then Eva was fucking her with them—hard, relentless—thumb grinding circles over her clit with every thrust.

Laquanda gripped Eva’s shoulders. The combination of mouth on her nipple and fingers slamming her G-spot was lethal. She couldn’t hold back the little excited cries spilling from her throat, louder with every breath.

When she came it hit like a storm. Walls clamped down hard on Eva’s fingers. Thighs spasmed. She would’ve collapsed if not for the grip on Eva’s shoulders and the hand still buried inside her, holding her up.

Eva released the nipple, looked up. Laquanda tried to glare through the aftershocks. Failed. She let go of Eva’s shoulders—barely—pulled her up, kissed her deep and filthy.

“That was…” Laquanda panted. “…decent.”

Eva laughed low. “Your mouth says one thing, but your pussy damn near broke my fingers. And your eyes? They screamin’ my name.”

“My eyes lie,” Laquanda muttered.

“Admit it. I rocked your whole damn world.”

“I admit nothing. You already think you the shit. I ain’t helpin’ you get worse.”

“At least you always kiss good,” Eva teased.

“One of us has to.”

“Ass-wipe.”

“Dickhead.”

“Jerk.”

“Weirdo.”

Eva grinned. “Weirdo ain’t even an insult. What’s wrong with bein’ weird?”

Laquanda laughed, then tipped Eva’s chin up. “Kiss me, weirdo.”

This kiss started slow—deep, deliberate, every slide of tongue building heat like a slow-rolling bassline. Eva’s hands locked behind Laquanda’s neck. Laquanda’s fingers roamed, tracing sides, belly, making Eva squirm and whimper.

Laquanda pushed her back onto the bed, parted her thighs, knelt between them. Kissed down the side of her face, across her collarbone, to those perfect dark breasts. She worshipped each nipple until they stood hard and glistening, then drifted lower—navel, hip bones, inner thighs.

Eva’s soft curls were already damp, shining. Laquanda used both hands to spread her open, tongue sliding along the sides of her folds, dipping inside as deep as she could reach.

Eva moaned—long, broken sounds.

Laquanda eased two fingers in, curled them, licked the swollen lips that hugged her digits. Eva’s legs draped over her shoulders, fingers threading into Laquanda’s hair.

She brought Eva to the edge three times—licking her clit in firm strokes, fingers pumping—then backed off. Eva whined, hips bucking.

Fourth time, Laquanda didn’t stop. She latched onto her clit, sucked, fingers slamming deep.

Eva’s back bowed. Walls clamped hard. She whimpered, then cried out as the orgasm crashed through her.

Laquanda didn’t let up. When the spasms slowed, she licked hard and fast again, fingers thrusting.

“OH, FUUUCK!” Eva screamed, body seizing into a second climax, softer cries trailing as Laquanda eased her down.

***

Later—much later—limbs heavy, bodies slick, tangled in sheets, Eva’s voice came soft against Laquanda’s throat.

“Makin’ all them girls hook up today… that shit had me hot as hell.”

Laquanda hummed. “I know. The straight ones give me warm fuzzies. But the same-sex ones? I wanted to follow Yasmine and Tesha like a damn stalker. Bet it was nasty.”

“Voyeur.”

“Perv,” Laquanda shot back. “You already said you got off on it too.”

“Facts. Every single one I think I started could fuel my fantasies for years.”

Laquanda propped up on an elbow. “Thought I’d already taken top spot in all your fantasies.”

“You did alright,” Eva teased. “But you need practice.”

“I need practice?”

“Mmm. Good you see it.” Eva rolled on top of her, thighs straddling hips. “Why don’t I drive you home tomorrow so you can grab some shit. Stay here ‘til Valentine’s. I can spare a few minutes to… tutor you.”

Laquanda smirked. “Since you clearly need more lessons, I might be willin’.”

Morning light slipped through the blinds. Laquanda woke to Eva’s mouth on her nipple, sucking slow and filthy.

An hour later, sweat-slick and trembling, muscles screaming, she finally reached for her phone.

“Oh shit,” she breathed. “The video we uploaded last night on Onlyfans is taking off. I made already 30k, inclusive of tips.”

Eva, sprawled on her back staring at the ceiling in blissed-out haze, took a second. “What?”

“Check it… they love that valentine lingerie that we were both wearing when we fucked.”

Eva’s smile was slow, dreamy. “That’s good. You have some naughty and loyal fans, Laquanda. Keep hanging with me and I’ll make you rich.”

“Mmm, I like the sound of that.”

“Of course you would, bitch,” Eva chuckled.

Laquanda laughed. “Your hair look like you lost a fight with a leaf blower.”

Eva shrugged, rolled over, draped herself across Laquanda’s body. “I’ll fix it soon enough. Maybe you’ll stick around long enough to see me tame it.”

“As if,” Laquanda murmured, but her fingers were already tracing lazy circles on Eva’s back. “What could possibly make me want to do that?”

Eva lifted her head, eyes soft and dangerous. “I got no idea,” she whispered.

Then she kissed her again.

Slow.

Deep.

Like they had all the time in the world.


EPILOGUE




The Harlem skyline glittered like a diamond necklace tossed across black velvet, the February chill finally easing into a teasing spring breeze as Valentine's Day faded into memory. Laquanda leaned against the railing of Eva's rooftop, a half-smoked blunt dangling from her fingers, the city lights reflecting in her eyes like stars she'd stolen just for herself. They were six-figures earners now on Onlyfans, and Eva got her own Onlyfans too where she collaborated with other women to spice things up and get more tips and subscribers. They were really living the life now.

Eva slipped out the door behind her, two glasses of chilled rosé in hand, her wild curls loose and framing her face like a crown. She wore nothing but an oversized tee—Laquanda's, actually—and those boy shorts that hugged her thick thighs like they were made for worship.

"You out here actin' like you deep in thought, but I know you just dodgin' dishes," Eva teased, pressing a glass into Laquanda's hand and sliding up beside her, their hips bumping in that familiar, electric way.

Laquanda chuckled low, taking a slow sip. "Me? Dodgin'? Baby, I been carryin' this whole relationship on my back. You the one who can't boil water without burnin' it."

Eva rolled her eyes, but her smile was all honey—soft, sticky, impossible to resist. "Oh, now it's a relationship? Last week you was callin' me your 'frenemy with benefits.' What changed, Miss Independent?"

Laquanda turned, setting her glass down and caging Eva against the railing with her arms. Their bodies fit like puzzle pieces, curves melting into curves, heat building despite the cool air. "What changed? You. Us. All them couples we hooked up—watchin' 'em find their spark, fight for it. Made me realize I been fightin' for the wrong shit all along."

Her voice dropped, playful edge softening into something raw. "I love your smart-ass mouth. Love how you challenge me, make me laugh, make me... feel. Like, really feel. Ain't no holiday did this to me. This is real. Yes, we both do content with other chicks but they’re nothing compared to you, Eva Hartley."

Eva's breath hitched, her brown eyes shimmering under the streetlights. She reached up, traced Laquanda's jaw with her thumb. "Damn, you gettin' all poetic on me. But for real... I love you too, Quanda. Been lovin' you since that first fuck-up in Club Ming. You with your fine, juicy ass, twerking like you own the damn dancefloor. On a serious note, though. You make me wanna be better. Bolder. And yeah... wetter."

She winked, but tears glistened at the corners of her eyes. "We did good, baby. We changed the game."

Laquanda's heart swelled, a warmth spreading through her chest that had nothing to do with the wine. She leaned in, captured Eva's lips in a kiss that started sweet—lips brushing, tongues teasing—but deepened quick, hands roaming. "You my forever trouble," she murmured against Eva's mouth. "Ain't no goin' back now."

Eva pulled back just enough to grin, playful fire back in her eyes. "Forever? Bold claim. But if you gon' talk big, you better back it up inside. It's cold out here, and I got plans for that mouth of yours."

Laquanda laughed, scooping Eva up bridal-style despite her squeal of protest. "Oh, you got plans? Let's see who beggin' first."

Inside, the bedroom was a sanctuary of rumpled sheets and candlelight, the faint scent of cocoa butter lingering like a promise. Laquanda lowered Eva onto the bed, their bodies tangling as clothes came off in a frenzy—tee yanked over Eva's head, boy shorts peeled down thick thighs, Laquanda's own sweats kicked away. Skin on skin, chocolate curves pressing together, nipples hardening against each other in the dim glow.

Eva flipped them, straddling Laquanda's hips, her full breasts swaying as she leaned down. "You talk a big game, but watch how I make you sing." Her voice was a husky whisper, fingers tracing Laquanda's collarbone, down to circle one dark nipple, pinching just enough to draw a gasp.

Laquanda arched, hands gripping Eva's ass, squeezing the plump flesh. "Bring it, baby. Show me what that tongue do."

Eva's laugh was low and filthy as she kissed her way down—neck, breasts, sucking each nipple into her mouth with wet, swirling heat. Laquanda moaned, thighs parting on instinct. Eva settled between them, breath hot against Laquanda's slick folds.

"You so wet for me already, babe. I love it."

Her tongue flicked out, slow at first—teasing the outer lips, dipping inside to lap at the sweetness gathering there. Laquanda's hips bucked, fingers threading into Eva's curls. "Fuck, Eva... stop teasing me and eat this fucking pussy."

Eva hummed, vibrations sending shocks through Laquanda's core. She spread her wider, tongue delving deeper, circling the swollen clit with firm, relentless strokes. Two fingers joined, sliding in easy, curling to hit that spot that made Laquanda's vision blur.

"Whose pussy is this?" Eva murmured against her, sucking her clit hard while pumping faster.

Laquanda's world narrowed to the heat building, coiling tight. "Yours... fuck… yours... oh God, right there—" The orgasm crashed over her like a wave, walls clenching around Eva's fingers, body shuddering as pleasure rippled out in endless pulses.

But Eva wasn't done. She crawled up, kissed Laquanda deep, sharing her taste. "My turn to ride."

Laquanda flipped them again, pinning Eva beneath her. "Nah, baby. I got you."

She kissed down Eva's body—nipping at her neck, sucking marks into her breasts, tongue flicking over hard nipples until Eva whimpered. Lower still, to the soft mound of her bush, inhaling her musky sweetness.

She parted Eva's thighs, dove in with hunger—tongue flat and broad, licking from entrance to clit in long, slow drags. Eva's moans filled the room, hips grinding up. Laquanda slipped three fingers inside, stretching her just right, thumb circling her clit while her mouth sucked and teased.

"Eva... you so tight, so perfect," Laquanda groaned, curling her fingers, thrusting deep. Eva's body tensed, breaths coming in pants.

"Quanda... I'm—fuck, I'm comin'—" Eva shattered, cries echoing as her walls pulsed, juices coating Laquanda's hand.

They collapsed together, sweat-slick and breathless, limbs entwined. Eva pulled Laquanda close, kissed her forehead. "Forever, yeah?"

Laquanda smiled, heart full. "Forever, baby. Us against the world."

And as the city hummed below, their love burned brighter than any Valentine’s spark—raw, real, unbreakable.
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