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CHAPTER 1




Julian’s POV:




Yo, look. Detroit is always gonna call my name. I don’t care if I’m out in LA, Miami, or New York—the D is in my blood, the grit is in my bones, and the hustle is just how I breathe. But tonight? Tonight, that whole entire city didn't exist. Tonight, the gym was my whole damn universe.

I had "No Role Modelz" bumpin’ so loud through my AirPods that J. Cole was practically spittin’ right into my brain, preachin' about fake love and Hollywood dreams while I was under these harsh-ass fluorescent lights, grindin’ out the last leg of my workout. My cocoa skin was glistenin’ like it’d been dipped in liquid gold, sweat trackin’ down the sides of my neck and poolin’ in the collarbone dip of my cropped black tank. Every time I brought them weights up, my braids swung across my shoulders like heavy ropes, snapping against my back.

I was up to twenty-five pounds in each hand. Slow. Controlled. Countin’ it down in my head. Four. Three. Two. Feelin’ that deep, deep burn hit the peak of my biceps just right, the veins in my forearms poppin' out. My thick-ass thighs were planted firm into the rubber mat, wide stance, glutes completely flexed and poppin’ out the back of these extra-tight black compression shorts. My chiseled abs were contractin’ with every single breath, hard as bricks under that thin cotton top. I knew exactly what I looked like. I wasn’t cocky; I was just precise. I built this shit.

I caught a few eyes in the long mirrors linin' the wall. Some niggas were standin’ by the cable machines, completely forgettin’ what set they were on, just starin’ at my ass like they wanted to take a whole bite out of it. Some of the girls too—bad little joints over by the cardio deck, whisperin' to each other, bitin’ their glossed lips, eyein' the way my shorts hugged my hips. But me? I didn’t give a fuck about none of that tonight. I was locked in.

At thirty-three years old, I’d dragged this body and this fitness brand up straight out the dirt. Instagram influencer, fitness model, personal trainer to some of the absolute highest-tier, baddest women in the city. I didn’t have the time, the space, or the patience for distractions. Real talk, that’s the lie I kept tellin’ myself every single mornin’ I woke up alone in my king-sized bed. You focused, Julian. You secure. You don't need nobody.

I let out a heavy grunt, contractin' the muscles one last time before I racked the weights onto the steel tree. Clack.

I pulled my AirPods out, lettin' them hang around my neck, and grabbed my towel to wipe the sweat out my eyes. And right when I blinked the water away... that’s when she walked through the double doors.

Jesus H. Christ.

Adele.

She was a tall, mocha-skinned goddess lookin’ like she walked straight out of a neo-soul music video from 2002, but preserved in high-definition amber. She had to be somewhere in her early or mid-forties, but black don't crack, and she was livin' proof. She moved across that dusty gym floor with this quiet, heavy-hipped confidence that instantly made my stomach do a whole-ass Olympic gymnastics flip. She had curves that went on for actual days—thick in every single place a woman is supposed to be thick, plump, heavy-bottomed, but sexy as all hell.

She was wearin’ these high-waisted, seamless grey gym leggings, and let me tell you somethin'—them joints were fightin’ for their absolute life. They were huggin’ her thighs so tight you could see the faint texture of her skin, and up front? The fabric was pulled so taut and smooth that the unmistakable, heavy outline of a fat-ass pussy print was just starin’ right back at me. It was plump, defined, and prominent enough to make a preacher forget his Sunday sermon.

Goddamn.

I licked my lips without even realizin' I was doin' it, the little metal ball of my pierced tongue flickin’ against the back of my front teeth. I took a deep breath, forced my lungs to expand, and slammed the professional trainer mask back onto my face. Control yourself, Julian. She payin' you.

"Julian, right?" she asked as she stopped a couple feet away.

Her voice was like warm, dark honey poured over a glass of top-shelf bourbon. Smooth, heavy, and deep enough to vibrate right through my chest.

"I'm Adele. Ready to get this work in."

"Hell yeah," I said, a big-ass grin breakin' across my face as I stepped into her space. I reached out and dapped her up, our palms slidin' together before I pulled her in for that little half-hug people do when they already vibe. Her hand was surprisingly soft, but she had a firm-ass grip. I liked that. "Let's get these papers signed real quick, then we headin' upstairs to the top floor. That's where the real magic happen anyway. Less crowd, more focus."

"Lead the way, coach," she purred, her eyes flickin' down from my eyes, takin' a real slow, deliberate tour of my chest, my abs, and down to the band of my shorts before comin' back up to meet my gaze with a little knowing smirk.

She walked over to the front desk counter, pickin’ up the clipboard I set out for her. I stood just a lil' bit behind her as she signed the liability waiver, pretendin' to look at my phone but really just calculatin' the physics of her body. When she leaned over that high countertop to write, her lower half shifted, and that whole shelf of an ass just protruded out like a challenge. It was thick. Juicy. The exact kind of heavy, soft-lookin’ Black woman ass that you just want to grab with both hands, dig your fingers deep into the meat of it, and bury your whole entire face in until you can't breathe no more.

I shook my head, my braids rustlin'. She a client, Julian. Chill the fuck out. Don't go gettin' fired before the first hour is up.

"All set," she said, spinnin' around on her heel, catchin' me mid-stare. Her eyes twinkled with somethin' heavy and mischievous.

"Bet. Follow me," I said, my hood accent slippin' out thick and unbothered now that I was in my element.

I led her up the narrow iron staircase that led to the private training loft. I made sure to walk a half-step ahead, but my eyes kept playin' tricks on me, lookin' back over my shoulder just to watch the way those leggings moved with every step she climbed. Left, right, left, right—just a rhythmic, heavy swaying that was doin' dangerous things to my focus.

Up top, the loft was way quieter. The bass from the main floor down below just felt like a low, dull heartbeat through the floorboards. Long mirrors lined every single wall, and the heavy iron weights were stacked neat, waitin' to be abused.

"Alright, Adele," I said, clappin' my hands together, the sound echoin' in the empty room. "We gonna start with the foundation. Get you warmed up, see what them legs workin' with. Let's get you on the squat rack first. No weights yet, just the Olympic bar. Forty-five pounds. Let me see your form."

She stepped inside the cage, adjustin' her shoulders under the steel bar.

"Feet shoulder-width apart, core tight," I directed, steppin' directly behind her. I didn't touch her—not yet—but my hands were hoverin' just an inch away from the flare of her hips, close enough that I could feel the radiant, sweet heat radiating off her skin. "Keep that ass back like you sittin' down in a low chair. Keep your chest up high. Down slow... yeah, just like that."

She dropped into the squat. And let me tell you, when her hips hit parallel, that ass poked out so perfect it belonged in a museum. But what really tore my brain in half was the mirror right in front of us. Since I was standin' directly behind her, the reflection showed her dropping down, and that massive, puffy pussy imprint in the front of her leggings was flexed tight against the fabric, practically pressin' up against the glass from across the room. It was beautiful. Irresistible.

I had to literally bite my lower lip to keep from groanin' out loud.

Adele looked up into the mirror, her eyes lockin' straight onto mine. She saw exactly where my eyes were glued. A slow, knowin', wicked-ass smile spread across her face while she was still holdin' the bottom of the squat.

"You good back there, trainer?" she teased, her voice dropin' an octave, comin' out low and raspy from the effort. "Or do I need to hold this down here so you can get a better view?"

I let out a sharp laugh, shakin' my head as she powered back up to a stand. "Listen, I’m just makin’ sure your alignment straight, ma. Professional observation. But shit... I gotta be real with you. You lookin’ real good for somebody talkin' about they in they forties. Keep that same energy. Let's add some plates."

We started light, slappin' a twenty-five on each side, but Adele wasn’t no rookie. She walked up to that bar with no fear, set her shoulders, and moved that weight like she used to live in the gym back in her heyday. By the third set, we had a whole forty-five and a ten on each side.

Fine beads of sweat started rollin' down her mocha forehead, trackin' down her cheeks and makin' her skin glow like she was under a professional photoshoot light. Every single time she drove her hips up out of the hole, her glutes brushed right against the front of my thighs since I was spottin' her close. That soft, heavy heat rollin' off her was makin' me lose my absolute mind. My heart was hammerin' against my ribs, and it wasn't from liftin' no weights.

"Aight, break it down," I said after she racked the bar. "We switchin' over to the horizontal leg press. I want to hit them quadriceps and get that depth."

She wiped her face with the back of her wrist, breathin' a little heavy. "You tryin' to kill me on day one, Julian?"

"Nah, I'm tryin' to get you tight," I winked, walkin' over to the machine. "Come on."

She laid back on the padded sled, her long legs reachin' up to place her feet high and wide on the steel platform. I stepped in, leanin' my hands on the top frame of the machine, lookin' down at her. From this angle, lookin' straight down the length of her body, her tits were heavy and high under her sports bra, and her thighs looked thick enough to choke a woman out.

"You been liftin' heavy before, for real. I can tell by the stability," I said, grinnin' down at her as she unlocked the safety handles.

She laughed, pressin' the weight up, her chest heavin' as she took a deep breath. "Yeah, back in my twenties I used to be consistent. Didn't go all the way in with it, though. Life got in the way, you know how it is. But lately? I been seein’ your Reels and your TikToks all over my timeline, girl. You out here really inspirin’ the big girls, the thick girls, showin' 'em how to get up and get after it. I saw that fine chocolate frame of yours and told myself, yep, I gotta go pull up on her."

That actually touched somethin' real inside me. The smile on my face softened up, the player attitude droppin' for a quick second. "For real? That mean a whole lot to me, Adele. Seriously. I’m just out here tryna show Detroit that we can be strong, heavy, thick, and sexy as fuck all at the same time. We don't gotta look like them little twigs on TV to be fine."

"Mm-hmm," she hummed, lowerin' the sled down toward her chest, her knees openin' wide. "And you definitely fine, Julian. Ain't nobody debatin' that."

We vibed heavy for the rest of that hour. It wasn't even like a stiff trainer-client dynamic; it felt like we’d been knowin’ each other from around the block for years. We were laughin’, talkin’ absolute shit to each other, her straight-up teasin’ me every time she caught me peekin’ at her curves, and me just givin' her that smooth, Detroit-player talk right back.

By the time the clock hit 9:00 PM, we were both completely drenched in sweat, our breathin' heavy and ragged, standin' in the middle of the empty loft floor just inches apart. The sexual tension in the air was so thick you could've taken a steak knife and cut right through it.

Adele pulled a white towel from around her neck and wiped her chest, her eyes never leavin' mine. She took a step closer, into my personal space, completely obliteratin' the boundaries. She smelled incredible—like a wild mix of high-end vanilla perfume, cocoa butter, and raw, warm workout sweat. It was an intoxicating-ass combination.

"Look," she started, her voice low, almost like a secret. "I’m havin’ a little lowkey get-together at my spot tonight. Nothin' too crazy, just some good food, music, family, and friends. You worked me hard out here, so I know you hungry. You should pull up on me. I got jerk chicken, barbecue ribs, mac and cheese... all that."

I raised a single eyebrow, a slow, playful smirk tuggin' at the corner of my lips. I leaned my hip against the squat rack, foldin' my arms across my chest so my biceps flexed up big. "Oh, so that's how we playin' it? You invitin’ your personal trainer to the crib on day one? You tryin' to get personal with me, Adele?"

She didn't even flinch. She took another half-step forward until her plush, warm stomach was practically brushin' against my abs. "Yeah. That’s exactly what I'm doin'. And I want you there, Julian. No excuses."

She reached into her pocket, pulled out her phone, and slid it into my hand. Our fingers brushed against each other—just a quick, passing contact—but a whole bolt of pure, unadulterated electricity shot straight up my arm, making the tiny hairs on my skin stand up.

"Put your number in there," she murmured, her eyes fixin' on my lips. "And I’ll text you the address."

I typed my digits in, handed the phone back, and watched her turn around. I swear to God, the way that fat ass swayed from side to side as she walked away from me and headed down the stairs was a crime against humanity. I was a moth, and she was a whole-ass forest fire. And right then? I wanted nothin' more than to get burned up completely.

***

Twenty minutes later, I was back at my apartment in Midtown. The second I unlocked the door, I dropped my gym bag onto the floor, stripped off my sweaty clothes, and stepped straight into the bathroom.

I turned the water on as hot as it could go, lettin' the steam fill the room until the mirrors were completely clouded over. I stepped under the spray, closin' my eyes as the scalding water rolled down my face, over my neck, and cascaded down the heavy curves of my own thick ass and muscular thighs. I slid my hands down my torso, washin' away the grime of the gym, but my mind was stuck on a loop.

Adele.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that fat pussy print. I saw that smooth, mocha skin. My hand traveled down between my thighs, my fingers findin' my swollen, heavy clit. The little metal barbell piercing I had through it felt ice-cold against my hot skin for a split second before the heat took over. I rubbed a slow, heavy circle around it, groanin' out loud into the empty shower. My clit was throbbin' so crazy, just aching for the touch of another woman.

She a client, Julian. Don't do this. Keep it business, I told myself, my voice soundin' weak even to me.

But damn, it had been three whole years since my last real situation. Three years since Harry—that ego-trippin’, narcissistic nigga who thought the whole world owed him somethin’ just because he could rap a little bit. He’d drained my energy, messed with my head, and left me completely guarded. I’d been closed off for so long, focusin' strictly on my money and my body. But feelin' that raw, magnetic spark with Adele tonight? It reminded me that I was a human bein'. I needed somethin' real. I needed to feel a woman's touch.

I got out the shower, dried off, and put on somethin' that said I didn't try too hard, but I still look better than everybody here. I pulled on a pair of dark-wash designer jeans that hugged my hips and showed off the dramatic curve of my thighs, a white cropped tee that left my chiseled abs completely exposed, and made sure my braids were laid down fresh.

I hopped in my truck and pulled up to her address on the West Side right at eight o'clock.

The spot was nice—a beautiful, brick colonial house with a manicured lawn. The whole place was lit up, yellow party lights stringed across the porch, and the heavy bass of some old-school rap music was bumpin’ and vibratin' all the way out from the backyard.

The moment I walked through the side gate into the yard, Adele spotted me. I swear she damn near dropped the plate she was holdin'. She walked over fast, a beautiful, radiant smile lightin' up her face, and pulled me straight into a tight, chest-to-chest hug.

Oh, sweet lord. Her plump, soft, heavy body pressed up against my hard, muscular frame felt like heaven. She didn't have a bra on under her loose sundress, and I could feel the soft weight of her breasts crushin' against my chest. She held onto me for a good three seconds longer than a regular friend would, her hands pressin' into the small of my back.

"Oh thank God, Julian, you actually made it!" she exclaimed, pullin' back just enough to look at me, her hands still restin' on my waist.

"Of course I made it. You told me there was good food, and you should know by now I don't play about my macros," I laughed, my voice deep and smooth.

"Say less, I got you covered, girl," she said, a playful spark in her eye. She grabbed my wrist—her grip warm and soft—and led me through the crowd in the backyard.

The air was heavy and thick with the mouth-watering smell of authentic Caribbean jerk chicken smokin' on an open-drum grill, mixed with the sweet, tangy scent of hickory barbecue sauce. It was literal soul food heaven.

She took me around the yard, introducin’ me to everybody like I was some kind of VIP. "This is Julian, my new trainer," she’d say, and I’d dap up her uncles, hug her sweet-smellin' aunts, smile at her mom and dad, and wave at the cousins and friends who were gathered around a big folding table. It was a classic black Detroit gathering—folks laughin' loud, slammin' dominoes onto the table, playin’ spades, sippin' liquor out of red Solo cups, and just completely vibin'.

About thirty minutes in, while I was standin' near the grill finishin' up a plate of some of the best grilled food I'd ever had, Adele's older Uncle Raymond pulled me aside. He had a glass of Hennessy in his hand and a wise, slightly faded look in his eyes.

"You good people, Julian," he said, noddin' slowly as he looked over at Adele, who was across the yard laughin' with her sister. "Adele... she’s a special girl. She can’t have kids, you know. Medical stuff from when she was younger. Infertile. Broke her heart back in the day, but she didn’t let it sour her spirit. She still the absolute heart and soul of this whole damn family. Whoever get her, gets a blessing."

I nodded my head slowly, swallowin' my food, feelin' a sudden, deep wave of respect and empathy for her. To go through somethin' heavy like that and still carry yourself with so much love, light, and joy? That told me everything I needed to know about the quality of her character. She was out here livin' her life to the absolute fullest anyway.

As the night went on, Adele and I ended up sittin' on the back porch steps, hidin' out a little bit from the rest of the party. We ate, we talked, and we laughed until my stomach ached. Adele was hilarious—crackin' slick jokes about her family, tellin' me wild stories about growin' up in the D, but still remaining so sweet and soft. We vibed so effortlessly it felt like we’d known each other for a whole lifetime instead of just twenty-four hours.

Suddenly, my phone started buzzin' and vibratin' in my pocket. I pulled it out. 5:00 AM Alarm Setup Notice.

I let out a heavy, disappointed sigh. "Damn. I gotta get out of here, ma. I got a high-paying corporate client booked at six in the mornin’ sharp."

Adele’s smile dropped for a second, a genuine look of sadness passin' over her beautiful features before she forced herself to smile again. She stood up with me, brushin' her dress down. "Can I see you tomorrow? Coffee? I'm free after eight in the mornin'."

I looked down at her, the porch light catchin' the amber tones in her eyes. "Anytime, Adele. For you? Anytime."

She walked me all the way out to my truck, the backyard music fadin' into the quiet night. Before I could open the door, she stepped in close, wrapped her arms around my neck, and hugged me tight again. As I pulled away, she leaned up on her tiptoes and blew a soft kiss toward my cheek, her lips pullin' into a beautiful smile as I climbed inside.

As I drove down the empty highway back to Midtown, I had a whole swarm of butterflies wildin' out in my stomach like I was some damn sixteen-year-old schoolgirl. I hadn’t felt a rush like this in years, and real talk? It scared the shit out of me, but I loved every single second of it.

***

The next mornin’ was a complete blur. I trained my 6:00 AM client on absolute autopilot, my mouth movin' and countin' reps ("Come on, squeeze at the top, three more..."), but my mind was entirely occupied by Adele. I was picturing her smile, the sound of her laugh, the way her body felt pressed up against mine on the porch.

The minute the client left, I practically sprinted into the gym locker room. I took a fast shower, washed my body down, and threw on a cute, simple outfit—a tight grey ribbed top that showed off my shoulders and a pair of soft denim shorts. Just as I was putting my sneakers on, my phone started vibratin' on the wooden bench.

"Hey, Julian," Adele’s voice came through the speaker, warm, smooth, and instantly clearin' up all the tiredness in my brain. "I’m sittin' in the Starbucks right across the street from the gym. You done yet?"

"Just finished," I said, my voice droppin' into that low, confident register. "Walkin' over right now."

I jogged across the busy Detroit avenue, the morning sun finally breakin' through the city clouds. I walked into the coffee shop, and my eyes locked onto her instantly. She was sittin' at a small corner table, lookin' absolutely radiant in a yellow floral sundress that hugged her plump, heavy figure in all the right places. Her hair was done up neat, and she looked like a literal breath of fresh air.

We hugged—a little more lingering this time—ordered our drinks, and sat down opposite each other.

Adele wrapped her hands around her warm cup, lookin' at me over the rim. Her eyes were serious, deep, but incredibly soft. There was no playin' games this morning.

"Julian," she started, her voice low enough that the people at the next table couldn't hear. "I gotta be real with you. I know you’re my trainer and all that... I know we just met. But I haven't been able to stop thinkin' about you since last night. The heart wants what it wants, Julian. And right now? It wants you. Period."

She reached across the small wooden table, her warm, soft hand slidin' over mine, her fingers gently interlockin' with mine.

Boom.

Sparks flew instantly. A raw wave of heat traveled straight up my arm and settled deep in my core. I ran my thumb over the smooth skin of her knuckles, my heart poundin' like a bass drum. I looked at her gorgeous face, her full lips, the heavy rise and fall of her chest under that sundress. I was done hidin', done pretendin'.

"Fuck it," I said, standin' up so fast my chair scraped against the floorboards. I grabbed my keys off the table, my eyes locked onto hers with pure, unadulterated hunger. "Let's go back to my place. Right now. You ain’t wearin’ no panties under that dress, right?"

Adele’s eyes widened for a fraction of a second before a wicked, incredibly dirty smile spread across her face. She stood up with me, her hips swayin' as she adjusted her purse. "You know damn well I'm not, Julian."

"My exact type of woman," I grinned, my hood accent thick and heavy with arousal. "Follow my truck. Don't lose me on the freeway."

She tailed me close down the Lodge Freeway, her car right in my rearview mirror the whole fifteen-minute drive. The second we got to my apartment complex in Midtown, we practically ran up the stairs.

The moment my front door closed and the lock clicked into place, I dropped my gym bag onto the floor. I didn't say a single word. I just grabbed Adele by her waist, lifted her slightly, and slammed her back right against the hard wood of the door.

She let out a soft gasp that was instantly swallowed up as I slammed my lips onto hers.

Oh God.

The kiss was heavy, messy, and desperate. I opened my mouth wide, and my pierced tongue slid deep into her mouth, tastes like sweet coffee and raw desire. She moaned loud against my mouth, her hands flyin' up to grip my braids, pullin' me closer until there wasn't a single inch of space left between our bodies. I ran my hands down her back, past her waist, and gripped her plump, heavy ass through the thin fabric of her dress, squeezin' the soft meat of it with both hands, liftin' her up into my pelvis.

I slid one hand down, gatherin' up the fabric of her sundress, pullin' it up, up, up until it was bunched around her waist. I slid my hand between her thick thighs.

She wasn't lyin'. No panties.

Her pussy was already completely, utterly soaked for me. The thick, slippery moisture was drippin' down the inside of her thighs. I slipped my fingers right between her fat, puffy outer lips, circlin' around her swollen clit, paintin' her own cream all over her skin.

"Fuck, Adele..." I growled against her mouth, my voice raspy, full of Detroit grit. "You completely soaked for me already? Just from the drive over here?"

"Yes, baby... fuck, yes," she moaned, her head fallin' back against the door as my thumb applied pressure to her sweet spot. "I've been thinkin' about you eatin' this pussy since you watched me squat yesterday. Please, Julian..."

I didn't need to be told twice. I dropped straight down to my knees right there on the entryway floor, hikin' her dress up completely to her chest so she had to hold it there. I looked up. That pretty, mature, mocha pussy was starin' right back at me. Her outer lips were plump, puffy, and completely glistenin' with wetness. It was a masterpiece.

I buried my whole face straight into it, openin' my mouth wide and takin' a deep, heavy lick from the bottom of her opening all the way up to her clit.

"Oh shit! Julian!" Adele shrieked, her fingers instantly locking into my fresh braids, her hips jerkin' forward instinctively as my pierced tongue made direct contact with her sensitive spot.

She tasted incredibly sweet, musky, and completely addictive. I went to absolute work, transformin' into a beast. I was goin' nasty—suckin' her swollen clit into my mouth, usin' the metal ball of my piercing to friction-rub against it while my tongue dicked her down, slidin' deep inside her tight, wet hole over and over. I was makin' loud, sloppy slurpin' sounds, swallowin' every single drop of her sweet cream.

Adele’s thick thighs were shaking violently around my ears, her knees bucklin' as she tried to stay upright against the door. "Oh my God, Julian... you’re an animal... suck it just like that... oh fuck!"

I reached up with both hands, slidin' them under her dress to grab her heavy breasts, squeezing them tight, rollin' her hard nipples between my fingers while my mouth kept devourin' her lower half.

"Don't stop, baby... please don't stop! I'm gonna cum... I'm finna cum right on your tongue!" she begged, her head tossin' from side to side, her body completely rigid.

I sucked her clit even harder, flat out standard, while simultaneously slidin’ two of my thick fingers deep into her tight, clampin’ cunt. I curled my fingers upward, hittin’ her G-spot with heavy, rhythmic strokes.

That was the breaking point. Adele let out a loud, guttural scream as her whole body exploded into a crazy orgasm. A heavy wave of her juices gushed out, floodin' my mouth and runnin' down my chin. Her thighs clamped around my head like a vice, her body shakin' with aftershocks. I didn't pull away; I held her up by her heavy ass, lickin' up every single drop of her cream until she was completely clean.

We barely even made it to the bedroom. We were stumblin' over each other, kissin' sloppy, pullin' at clothes. I tripped out of my sneakers, peeled my ribbed top off, and unbuttoned my shorts, kickin' them away. I stood there naked, revealin' my full, chiseled, cocoa frame—my thick ass, my heavy thighs, my cut-up abs, and that secret, heavy-set clit with a glistening silver barbell right through the center of it.

Adele’s eyes went completely wide as she laid back on my mattress, totally naked now too. "Goddamn, Julian... look at your body. You are absolutely perfect. And that piercing? Fuck, girl, you tryin' to kill me."

I climbed onto the bed, spreadin' my own thick thighs wide as I crawled over her, layout flat on my back and pullin' her down. "Come get a taste of it then, mama. Stop talkin' about it and come devour this young pussy."

Adele scrambled up, her eyes dark with lust. She dropped her head down between my thighs, her warm mouth instantly lockin' onto my breasts first. She sucked my hard nipples sloppy, bitin' gently around the aureolas until I was groanin' and archin' my back off the sheets. Then, she kissed her way down my chiseled abs, followin' the line of my muscle until she reached my heavily dripping cunt.

She stopped for a second, lookin' at the silver piercing glistenin' in the bedroom light. She reached down, her warm fingers parting my lips, and kissed the metal softly before she completely devoured me.

"Damn, Julian... this pussy is so pretty, so tight, and so fuckin' wet," she moaned against my skin, her hot breath makin' my clit twitch. "You taste so damn good."

She slathered her tongue over my piercing, and a sharp, intense jolt of pure pleasure shot straight down to my toes. I gripped her head with both hands, diggin' my fingers into her hair, pullin' her face tight against my crotch as I began to grind my hips in heavy, desperate circles against her mouth.

"Eat it just like that, Adele! Put your whole tongue on that ring, baby! Yes! Fuck me up, bitch!" I groaned, that raw Detroit grit completely takin' over my voice.

She moaned deep in her throat, clearly vibin' off my dirty talk, gettin' even more aggressive. "This my pussy now, Julian. You hear me? This belongs to me today. I’m finna make you squirt all over this bed."

She sucked my clit with crazy suction, her tongue flickin' back and forth over the piercing while she slid three of her long fingers deep inside my tight walls, pumpin' them fast and heavy. The combination was too much. My abs contracted, my thighs shook, and I came hard as hell, my body archin' into a bridge as a crazy fountain of liquid gushed out of me, runnin' all over her tongue and the sheets. I was hyperventilatin', sobbin' out from the sheer intensity of it, but she didn't stop—she kept lickin' and drinkin' it all in like it was fine wine.

The minute my orgasm settled down, I rolled her over, pullin' her body into a 69 position in the center of the bed. I climbed on top, my face buried deep into her plump ass and wet pussy from behind, while her head was locked between my thighs.

It was absolute, filthy chaos. Two thick, grown black women just completely eatin' each other out like starved animals. The sound of wet slaps, heavy slurpin', and explicit dirty talk filled the entire bedroom.

"God, your ass is so fat and juicy, Adele," I muffled out, spankin' the soft cheek of her ass with a loud smack, leavin' a red handprint on her mocha skin. "This mature pussy is creamin' all over my eyes, girl."

"Keep eatin' it, Julian... use that tongue ring on me again... oh God, I love the way you talk to me," she whimpered, her voice breakin'.

We moved together in a wild, perfect rhythm until we both hit that peak at the exact same time. We came together, our bodies violently shakin', sweat and juices mixin' together on our skin, falling onto the pillows completely exhausted.

We laid there for a long time, the afternoon sun streakin' through the blinds. I pulled her heavy body against mine, kissin' her neck softly, runnin' my fingers through her hair.

"You got me feelin' things I ain't felt in a real long time, Adele," I whispered, my voice soft and vulnerable for the first time. "For real."

She smiled, tracin' the lines of the tattoos on my arm. "Same here, Julian. You are somethin' incredibly special."

***

Over the next couple of weeks, we kept things completely lowkey on the surface, but underneath? The tension between us was straight-up nuclear.

Our official training sessions at the gym became a dangerous game of cat and mouse. I’d be spottin' her on the squat rack, and instead of keepin' my distance, my hands would linger on the heavy flare of her hips just a few seconds too long, my thumbs lightly pressin' into her skin through her leggings. I’d lean in close, pretendin' to correct her form, and whisper low, filthy encouragement right into her ear.

"Keep that fat ass down, ma. You lookin' real good from back here. Can't wait to get you home and open them legs up," I’d murmur, my deep voice sendin' a visible shiver down her spine. She’d bite her lip, lose her breath, and barely finish her set.

She played her part too. Late at night, around midnight when the city was quiet, my phone would light up with a text from her. Sometimes it was a cute, post-workout selfie, but other times? It’d be a picture of her layout in her bed, her sundress pulled up to her waist, revealin' her smooth, thick thighs and that puffy, bald pussy glistenin' under the dim light of her bedroom lamp. The caption would just say: It’s throbbing, Julian. Thinking about your tongue-ring.

I’d be up in my apartment, my own clit throbbin' so hard it was painful, countin' down the hours until I could see her again.

One rainy Friday evening, after a brutal, heavy leg day where we completely pushed her body to the limit, we ended up back at my spot in Midtown. The rain was heavily rappin' against the glass windows, throwin' long, moving shadows across my bedroom walls.

This time, it wasn't a frantic rush. We moved slower, sweeter, but with a deep, magnetic passion that felt heavy with emotion.

I had her layout across my black satin sheets, her long, thick legs spread wide open, restin' over my shoulders as I knelt between them. I was kissin' my way slowly up her inner thighs, nibblin' on the soft skin, makin' her gasp.

"You are so beautiful, Adele," I whispered, lookin' up at her face, my hands gently squeezin' the fullness of her waist. "This body... this energy of yours... I'm completely obsessed. I don't even think about other women no more."

Her eyes softened, a look of pure, raw affection passin' over her features as she reached down to cup my face. "You make me feel sexy again, Julian. For years, after I found out about the infertility, I felt like my body was broken. Like I wasn't a full woman. But the way you look at me? The way you touch me? You make me feel young, wanted, and completely alive."

That broke somethin' open inside my chest. I leaned up, catchin' her lips in a deep, slow, incredibly passionate kiss, our tongues tanglin' together smoothly.

I slid down her body, openin' her up, and began to eat her out with a slow, agonizing precision. I used the cool metal of my tongue piercing to trace slow, steady circles around her clit, light taps and long, heavy licks until she was thrashing around on the bed, her hands bunchin' the sheets into tight fists, beggin' me to stop playin' and take her.

I climbed up her body, positioning myself directly on top of her. I grabbed her thighs, pulling them up high around my waist, and aligned our bodies perfectly.

We began tribbing—rubbin' our heavily wet, swollen pussies directly against each other. My hard, pierced clit was ridin' right against her ultra-sensitive spot with every single glide of my hips.

"Oh fuck, Julian... ahhh!" Adele moaned out loud, her head buried in my neck, her teeth lightly grazin' my shoulder as our bodies slid together. "That ring... your clit ring feels so fucking good rubbin' against mine... oh my God!"

"Grind on it then, baby," I growled, my hands slidin' down to grab the soft sides of her waist, spankin' the side of her hip with a loud thwack. "Move them heavy hips. Make us cum together, Adele. Work for it."

Our movements became frantic, heavy, and wet. The friction between our wet cunts was makin' a loud, slick squishin' sound that was drivin' both of us crazy.

"Tell me whose pussy this is, Adele," I demanded, pickin' up the speed, drivin' my pelvis down hard against hers. "Tell me who owns this fat ass."

"It's yours, Julian! All yours, baby! Fuck me... rub that shit hard... fuck me like you own it!" she cried out, her legs lockin' tight around my lower back, pullin' me down into her with incredible force.

I rode her hips like a maniac, my pierced clit completely friction-burnin' against hers until she let out a long, high-pitched scream, her internal walls contractin' so hard I could feel the vibrations through my own body. She came twice back-to-back, her fluids spillin' out and mixin' with mine all over our thighs and the sheets. I let out a loud roar, my own body rigid as my orgasm hit me like a freight train, lockin' my muscles tight as we rode the wave together.

Afterward, we laid wrapped up in each other for hours, the rain still playin' a soft rhythm against the glass. We didn't even turn the lights on. We just laid there in the dark, talkin' about everything—her secret dreams of openin' her own boutique, my plans to expand my fitness brand across Michigan, our childhood struggles growin' up in the rougher parts of Detroit, and our wins. She was so smart, so funny, and so incredibly wise. I could feel myself fallin’ for her, hard and fast, with absolutely no safety net.

We kept seein’ each other secretly like that, tight and protected. Gym by day, passionate lovers by night. We’d pull up to her family parties, playin’ it cool in front of her aunts and uncles, actin' like regular friends, but the moment nobody was lookin’, we’d steal a quick, heavy touch in the hallway, or a slow, meaningful look across the card table. The chemistry between us was pure, unadulterated fire, and real talk? Neither one of us had any intention of puttin' it out.


CHAPTER 2




Julian’s POV:




One, two, three... push.

My core was on fire, but it was that good, deep-tissue burn that let me know the work was registerin’. I was down on my black extra-thick yoga mat right in the middle of my living room floor, my bare feet tucked tight under the edge of my heavy oak coffee table to anchor myself. I had my fingers laced loose behind my head, elbows pulled back wide, crushin’ out a hundred straight-leg sit-ups to jumpstart the morning.

Every single time my torso snapped up toward my knees, my chiseled abs contracted until they looked like a row of bricks under my skin. My cocoa thighs were completely flexed, glistening under the bright morning light cuttin' through the blinds of my Midtown apartment. I was wearin' nothin' but a little grey cotton sports bra and a pair of seamless black boy-shorts that were currently fightin’ for their life against the curve of my glutes.

Over on the wall-mounted flat screen, the local Detroit morning news anchors were blabberin' on about some construction delay down on I-75, but I wasn't really hearin' them. My mind was trapped on a whole different loop.

Adele.

We were out here textin' back and forth until two in the morning like a couple of high school kids hidin' from their parents. She’d send me these low, raspy voice notes from her bed, her breath heavy through the phone speaker. "Julian, seriously... my pussy still tingles every time I look at the clock and think about what your pierced tongue did to me. You a little demon, girl."

I snapped up for my eighty-fifth rep, let out a sharp grunt, and smiled to myself. I was catchin' feelings. Heavy. And it wasn't just some casual, standard-issue situationship either. The way that woman looked at me—like I was a whole meal and the dessert that came after—told me she was already halfway out the door and gone for me too.

I finished my hundredth rep, let my back hit the mat, and just laid there for a minute, my chest heavin' up and down as I stared at the ceiling fan spinnin' overhead. I grabbed my phone off the floor, my thumb slidin' over the screen before I could even think about checkin' my emails.

Me: "Yo. You killed that back and biceps session yesterday. I know you sore. Come through to my spot tonight. I'm orderin' Chinese. We chillin', talkin' shit, no pressure. Just let your trainer look after you."

I locked the screen, tossed it onto my stomach, and didn't even have to wait a full sixty seconds before it buzzed against my skin.

Adele: "On my way, baby. Can't wait to see you. Don't forget my crab rangoons."

I let out a low laugh, my hood accent bouncing around the empty living room. "Oh, she ready. Let me go get this place together."

By the time eight o'clock rolled around, the whole apartment smelled like a literal soul-food-infused Asian dynasty. I’d gone down to this little lowkey spot on Woodward and ordered every single one of her absolute favorites. I had the containers spread out across my coffee table like a whole royal feast: General Tso’s chicken made extra spicy just the way she liked it, a massive box of shrimp fried rice, sweet cream-cheese crab rangoons, beef and broccoli glistenin' in brown sauce, and them thick, crispy-ass egg rolls that grease right through the brown paper bag.

I’d changed out of my workout gear into somethin' comfortable but still strategic—a tight black tank top that cut low enough to show the curve of my breasts and a pair of soft, grey cotton sweatpants that hung loose off my hips, showin' off the line of my abs. My braids were freshly washed and pulled back into a neat ponytail, swingin' against my neck.

Then, I heard the heavy, familiar sound of her whip pullin' up into the gravel parking lot downstairs. A minute later, three soft, rhythmic knocks hit my front door.

I unlocked it and swung it open, and my breath got caught straight in my throat.

Adele was standin' there lookin’ like a whole late-night snack. She was wearin’ this massive, oversized black hoodie that hung down past her hips, and a pair of thin, high-waisted black leggings that still managed to outline every single magnificent curve of that plump, mocha body. She’d done her hair in a fresh twist-out, the beautiful dark curls framin’ her face, and the second she stepped over the threshold, the entire entryway filled up with the scent of raw shea butter and rich vanilla. Goddamn, she looked good enough to eat with a spoon.

"Damn, Julian," she laughed, her voice deep, smooth, and warm as she looked past me. "You got a whole king's spread in here. You tryin' to make me lose all the progress we just made on the treadmill?"

"Man, forget that treadmill tonight," I said, my voice droppin' into that low, gravelly Detroit drawl as I stepped right into her personal space. "You worked hard this week. You deserve a reward."

I didn't even give her a chance to drop her purse. I reached out, wrapped my hands around her waist, and pulled her plush, heavy body flush against my hard frame. I leaned down and connected my lips to hers, startin' off with a deep, slow, welcoming kiss right there at the front door. Her lips were incredibly soft, tastin’ like sweet cherry lip gloss and fresh air. She let out a little soft hum against my mouth, her arms slidin’ up over my shoulders, pullin’ herself up onto her tiptoes. I let my hands slide down past her waist, diggin’ my fingers deep into the heavy, soft meat of that fat ass, liftin' her up into my hips so she could feel how bad my body was already cravin' her.

I pulled back just an inch, my pierced tongue lightly flickin’ against her lower lip, makin’ her let out a breathy sigh.

"Gotta feed my favorite client," I teased, lookin' down into her beautiful amber eyes. "Now bring that pretty, heavy ass over here into the living room so we can eat this food before it get cold."

"Ooh, you boss me around too much," she giggled, but she didn't hesitate to kick her sneakers off by the door and follow me over to the couch.

We dropped down onto the oversized leather sectional, gettin' completely comfortable. I grabbed the remote, fired up the TV, and opened Netflix. We’d both been lowkey bingeing Stranger Things separately on our own time, but we’d made a pact the night before that we were gonna lock in and watch the new episodes together tonight.

First couple of episodes on the queue were ones we’d already seen, but neither one of us cared. We were just happy to be in the same breathing space. I opened up the cardboard containers, crackin' open a pair of wooden chopsticks, and handed her a plate.

"Yo, I'm real talkin' right now, this show is wild as hell," I said, stuffin’ a whole crispy crab rangoon into my mouth while the Demogorgon popped up on the screen, growlin’ in that digital surround sound. "How they got these little-ass middle school kids out here fightin’ interdimensional monsters in the eighties? In the middle of Indiana? Listen, if I was growin' up back then and saw some shit like that, your girl would’ve been hidin’ straight under my grandma’s back porch on the East Side, strapped with a baseball bat, callin' for the neighborhood lookouts. I ain't investigating no flashing lights."

Adele let out a loud, beautiful laugh that shook her whole chest, leanin' her shoulder right into mine as she scooped up a mouthful of spicy fried rice. "Oh, stop it, Julian! You know you wouldn't be hidin'. You'd be out there tryin' to fight the monster with your bare hands." She turned her head, lookin' at me with a soft, affectionate expression. "But Eleven though... that little girl is bad. She remind me a whole lot of you, for real."

I side-eyed her, a big-ass smirk breakin' across my face. "Oh yeah? How's that?"

"Quiet. Focused. But deadly as hell when she ready to get active," she winked, pickin' up a piece of the extra spicy General Tso’s chicken with her chopsticks and holdin' it up to my lips. "Here. Open up."

I leaned in and took the chicken off the sticks, my lips lightly brushin' against her fingers. That familiar, sharp bolt of pure sexual electricity hit my system instantly, makin' my stomach drop in the best way possible.

We kept eatin', talkin' absolute junk about the characters, completely immersed in the vibe. Adele leaned back against the cushions, lickin' a dab of dark, sweet sauce off the tip of her index finger with a slow, unconscious flick of her tongue. My eyes tracked the movement like a hawk watchin' prey.

"Mmm," Adele muttered, starin' at the screen where the main characters were walkin' through the woods. "You know what? Steve Harrington is fine as hell with that big-ass eighties blowout hair. I don't care what nobody say."

I let out a mock scowl, adjustin' my position on the couch so I was leanin' closer to her, lookin' down at her playfully. "Aight, hold up, hold up. Let's pause the tape. Don't be out here tryin' to make your trainer jealous in her own home. You supposed to be lookin' at me with that type of energy, Adele. Steve ain't out here fixin' your posture."

She giggled, a rich, musical sound, and before I could even react, she shifted her weight and climbed halfway into my lap. Her thick, heavy thighs settled over mine, her soft sundress and sweatpants fabric rubbin' together.

"You know you the only one I'm lookin' at, Julian," she murmured, her voice dropin' into that bedroom register that always made my ears hot. She reached out, her long, manicured hand slidin' slowly up the length of my thigh, squeezing the hard muscle gently through the grey sweatpants. "These thick thighs, this hard frame, and this fine-ass cocoa skin... you got me out here actin' up and forgettin' my manners."

"Mmhmm. Keep talkin' like that and dinner's over early," I growled, my hand comin' up to grip the back of her neck, my thumb stroking her jawline.

We kept vibin' like that for the next hour, laughin' at the funny parts, gaspin' at the plot twists. But then the show shifted into that heavy, dark, atmospheric horror stuff. The Upside Down scenes came on—the blue, ash-filled fog, the vines movin' across the floor, the massive shadow monster roarin' through the sky while the kids were runnin' for their lives.

The moment the tension spiked, Adele turned into a whole-ass baby.

She let out a little squeal, half-laughin' but genuinely freaked out, and buried her whole face straight into the crook of my neck. Her thick, voluptuous body pressed completely up against mine, her arms wrapping tight around my waist, squeezin' me like a life raft.

"Julian! Turn it down! Oh my God, I can't watch this part, it’s too creepy!" she yelled into my skin, her warm, frantic breath blastin' against my collarbone, sendin' a violent wave of goosebumps and chills straight down my spine.

I let out a deep, rumble of a chuckle, my arms automatic wrap-around her shoulders, rubbin' the smooth fabric of her hoodie. I leaned down, pressin' a soft, lingering kiss onto the crown of her head, right where her fresh twist-out smelled like sweet oil.

"I got you, mama," I murmured, my voice thick with affection as I held her tight against my chest, lovin' the absolute weight of her against me. "Ain't no damn Demogorgon comin' through that door while I'm on duty. I promise you that. You safe with me."

I held the remote in one hand, completely shieldin' her face with my other arm, my fresh braids fallin' over her shoulder like a dark curtain. She kept tryin' to peek through the spaces between my fingers, lettin' out another little gasp whenever a jump-scare hit, before hidin' her face right back into my chest, makin' me laugh harder than I had in years. She fit against my body like a missing puzzle piece—her soft, heavy plushness perfectly balancin' out my hard, chiseled definition.

By the time the credits finally started rollin' on the last episode of the night, the food containers were empty and stacked neat on the table. Adele was still completely curled up on top of me, her head restin' on my chest, listenin' to the steady beat of my heart. She wasn't makin' a single move to let go, and honestly? I wanted to stay locked in that exact position forever.

I reached over, grabbed the remote, and clicked the TV completely off. The living room plunged into a soft, quiet stillness, save for the familiar, low-level hum of a Detroit night slippin' through the window cracks—the distant roll of tires on wet pavement down Woodward, the faint thud of someone car-bass playin' a block away, and the wind rustlin' the city trees.

I stood up slow, careful not to jostle her too much, but pullin' her up along with me by her hands.

"C'mere, baby," I whispered.

I reached into my pocket, tapped my phone, and connected it to the high-end Bluetooth speaker system I had set up in the corner of the room. A second later, the low, rich, atmospheric chords of some real smooth, late-night R&B began to bleed into the dark apartment. It started with Daniel Caesar’s "Get You," the bassline heavy and soulful, before slidin' effortlessly into H.E.R. and Summer Walker. That intimate, slow-jam vibe filled every single empty corner of the room. I kept the main lights off, lettin' nothing but the warm, amber glow from the kitchen stove light up our faces from down the hall.

Adele stood there in the center of my rug, lookin' up at me through the shadows. Her mocha skin looked like dark velvet in the dim light, her amber eyes wide, heavy, and full of a deep, unvarnished want that went way past just casual lust.

"You really know exactly how to set a mood, don't you, Julian?" she murmured, her voice a low, raspy purr that vibrated right through my skin.

"Only for you, Adele," I whispered, steppin' close enough that our toes brushed. "Only ever for you."

I reached out and pulled her in. Our bodies collided to the rhythm of the slow music, my thick, muscular thighs pressin' hard against the soft fullness of hers, her heavy breasts mashin' directly into my chest through our shirts. I leaned down, tilt her chin up, and connected our lips.

The kiss started out slow. Deliberate. Incredibly sweet. Our tongues danced together gently, soft and easy, like we had all the time in the world and nowhere else on earth to be. I ran the little metal ball of my pierced tongue right along the ridge of her full bottom lip, a slow, sensory tease that made her let out a deep, ragged moan straight into my mouth.

We began to sway side to side, completely synchronized to the bassline, our hands explorin' the terrain of each other's bodies. My hands traveled under the hem of her massive black hoodie, slidin' up the smooth, hot skin of her back. I bunched the fabric up, liftin' the sweater up and over her head in one smooth motion, tossin' it onto the armchair.

When I looked back down, my throat went dry. She wasn't wearin' a single thing under that hoodie except for a beautiful, plunging, black lace bra that was currently strugglin' to hold the heavy, majestic weight of her breasts.

"Fuck, Adele..." I growled against her lips, my vision clouding over with pure hunger. "You really came through over here prepared to drive me crazy, huh?"

She smiled a shy, wicked little smile, her fingers reachin' down to grab the hem of my black tank top, pullin' it up over my arms, exposin' my chiseled, hard-cut abs and my own full tits to the warm air. "I've been thinkin' about you every single hour of the day, Julian. I told you, my heart—and my body—knows exactly what it wants."

I didn't say another word. I reached behind her back, unhooked the clasp of her lace bra with one practiced motion, and let it drop to the floor. Those heavy, absolutely beautiful mocha breasts spilled out into the open air. I cupped them both with my warm palms, feelin' the incredible, soft weight of them, my thumbs workin' in slow, heavy circles around her dark, wide aureolas until her nipples hardened into tight little buds.

Adele gasped loud, her head fallin' back, her eyes closin' as her back arched into my hands. "Oh... Julian... mmph."

I leaned down, lowerin' my head, and took one of those heavy breasts straight into my mouth. I sucked on her slow, nasty, and deep, using the cold metal of my tongue piercing to flick and rub directly over the sensitive, hardened nipple while my left hand vigorously massaged the weight of the other breast.

"Julian... shit... fuck, that feels so good," she groaned out loud, her long fingers flyin' up to tangle deep into my fresh braids, pullin' my head tight against her chest as if she was tryin' to push me straight through her skin.

The sound of her moans mixed with the R&B playin' in the background was leadin' me straight to the edge. I slid my arms down past her waist, hookin' them under the heavy curve of her thighs. Using that raw strength I built up from years of heavy lifting in the D, I picked her voluptuous frame up off the floor in one smooth motion. She let out a soft cry of surprise, wrap-around her legs tight around my waist, hangin' onto my shoulders as I carried her down the dark hallway and into my bedroom, layin' her down gentle onto the cool, black satin sheets.

The R&B music traveled down the hall, playin' low and soulful in the background, settin' the absolute perfect tone for what was about to happen. I stood by the edge of the mattress for a quick second, my breathin' ragged as I stripped off the rest of my clothes. I kicked my sweatpants and boy-shorts away, standin' there completely, beautifully naked under the dim, ambient light. My skin was shimmerin' with a light sheen of sweat, my thick ass and muscular thighs on full display, and that secret, heavy-set clit piercing glistenin' right between my thighs, waitin' for her touch.

Adele laid back against the pillows, bitin' her lower lip so hard I thought it would bleed, her eyes travelin' hungry down the entire length of my body. "Come here, baby. Come here right now and let me love on you."

I crawled onto the mattress on all fours, movin' like a predator, hookin' my knees on either side of her hips. I leaned down, kissin' a slow, trail of fire down her body—startin' from the sweet spot beneath her jaw, down her collarbone, past the heavy valley of her breasts, and straight down the smooth, soft surface of her belly until my fingers reached the waistband of her thin black leggings.

I hooked my thumbs into the fabric, pullin' them down slow, takin' her matching lace panties along with them. I peeled them over her long thighs, her knees, and off her feet, tossin' them into the dark.

I looked up. That pretty, mature, plump mocha pussy was open to the air, and let me tell you, it was already heavily glistenin' with a deep glaze of her sweet cream. The scent of her—musky, clean, and completely aroused—hit my nose like a drug.

I leaned down, kissin' the inside of her thick thighs first, teasin' her, pressin' my lips against the soft skin right near her crease, makin' her squirm and twist her hips against the sheets.

"Stop playin' with me, Julian," she begged, her voice completely breathy, broken, and desperate. "Please, baby... I need your mouth on me. Right now."

"I got you, mama," I growled.

I dove straight in—sweet, passionate, but completely filthy. I pressed my tongue flat against her vertical slit, takin' one long, slow, heavy lick from the very bottom of her opening all the way up to the top, lappin' up all her sweet juices before focusin' my entire energy on her swollen, throbbing clit.

My pierced tongue worked absolute magic. I circled around the little bud, flickin' it fast, suckin' it gentle into my lips before pullin' back and lickin' it with heavy pressure. Adele let out a loud, uninhibited shriek, her thick thighs instantly clampin' tight around my head like a steel trap, her hips grindin' up into my face with wild, desperate thrusts.

"Oh my God, yes! Eat my pussy just like that, baby! You are so fucking good at this!" she cried out, her left hand grippin' the mattress sheets until the fabric was rippin', her right hand buried deep in my braids, pullin' me closer. "I love how that piercing feels on my clit... fuck, Julian! It’s vibrating through my whole body!"

I didn't pull back. I slid two of my thick, athletic fingers straight inside her tight, burning-hot, wet heat, curlin' them upward to hook against her G-spot while I continued to French-kiss her pussy, my tongue slidin' inside her hole over and over. She was creamin' so heavy that her natural juices were literally trackin' down my chin and drippin' onto the sheets. I ate her like she was the last dessert on earth—nasty, passionate, lovin' every single tremor, shake, and high-pitched moan that left her mouth.

When I could feel her internal walls startin' to contract and tighten around my fingers, signaling she was right on the edge of a crazy blowout, I pulled my mouth back slow. I climbed up her body, slid my arms under her back, and slammed my mouth onto hers, kissin' her deep and sloppy so she could literally taste the sweet, musky flavor of her own pussy on my tongue.

"You taste so damn sweet, mama," I panted against her lips, my chest heavin'. "This pussy belongs strictly to me tonight. You hear me?"

"Take it then," she gasped, her eyes completely blown out with lust. "Flip me. Put me on top. Let me work."

We switched positions in a fast, tangled blur of limbs. She climbed over me, her heavy, soft, beautiful frame settin' itself over my face. Adele leaned down, kissin' her way down my neck, worshippin' my hard shoulders, down past my ribs, and pressin' her lips against my pierced navel before she finally reached my heavily dripping cunt.

She paused for a hot second, her eyes fixin' on my clit piercing, completely mesmerized by the way the silver ball looked against my swollen, dark pink skin. She let out a low, needy moan before buryin' her face straight into me.

Her tongue was incredibly eager, lappin' at my pierced clit with long, heavy strokes, suckin' the whole metal barbell into her warm mouth while her long fingers reached around to grip and play with the heavy cheeks of my thick ass.

"Damn, Julian... this young pussy is so pretty, so tight, and so fuckin' wet for me," she groaned out between sloppy licks, her voice vibrating against my lips. "I could stay down here and eat you all night long."

Oh, sweet Jesus.

The combination of her ultra-warm, soft mouth and the cool metal ring of my piercing bein' sucked and tugged was a sensation so intense it made my whole vision go dark. I arched my back completely off the mattress, my hands flyin' up to grip her shoulders, grindin' my pelvis up against her tongue with heavy, desperate thrusts.

"Yes, baby! Suck that clit! Use your fingers on me, Adele! Make your girl cum for you!" I groaned out loud, that raw Detroit player grit mixin' with pure, unadulterated pleasure.

Before we knew it, we’d slid completely into a full-blown 69 position—me under the heavy, magnificent shelf of her plump ass, eatin' her down from below while she completely devoured me from above. The entire bedroom was filled with the explicit, heavy sounds of wet slaps, sloppy slurpin', deep moans, and the unmistakable sound of tongues workin' overtime under the low beat of the R&B music.

But tonight? Tonight wasn’t just about the raw filth. It wasn't just about gettin' a quick fix. There was somethin' heavy, deep, and emotional shifts in the room.

I shifted our weight, flippin' her back onto her satin sheets, spreadin' her long, thick legs wide apart. I climbed over her, lowerin' my torso until our breasts were pressed tight against each other, our hard nipples meshin' together. I aligned my pelvis with hers, slidin' my heavily wet pussy straight against hers.

We began tribbing—slow, deep, and heavy. We were rubbin' our clits together in a slow, rhythmic slide, the metal ball of my piercing sendin' extra, intense sparks of pure friction straight through her sensitive lips with every single glide of my hips. Our eyes were locked together, starin' deep into each other's souls through the dim light as we moved perfectly to the bassline of the music.

I leaned down, pressin' my lips to her ear, my breath ragged and hot. "I'm fallin' for you, Adele," I whispered, grindin' my hips harder but with a deep, undeniable tenderness, kissin' her jaw, her cheek, her lips. "For real, ma. This ain't just some good sex. This ain't just a gym vibe. You doin' somethin' crazy to me."

I felt a couple of warm tears well up in her amber eyes as she reached up, her hands cradlin' my face, lookin' at me like I was her entire world. "I'm already completely gone for you, Julian. You don't even know. You make me feel alive again. Beautiful. Wanted. Like a real woman."

That was all she had to say. We locked our mouths together in one final, deep, soul-shaking kiss as we picked up the pace. Our hips were slidin' and grindin' together in a frenzy, our pussies completely floodin' each other, juices mixin' and runnin' down the sheets.

We hit the peak together like a car crash—our bodies shakin' violently from head to toe, our cunts locked tight in a series of powerful, deep, soul-shaking orgasms that left both of us tremblin', sobbin' out each other's names, and holdin' onto each other like our lives depended on it.

An hour later, the room was completely still. The R&B playlist had transitioned into some low, ambient neo-soul, and the rain outside was still clickin' against the glass pane. We were laid tangled up together in the center of the bed, our sweaty skin cool against the satin sheets, completely satisfied and spent.

I had my arm resting under her head, my fingers slowly tracin' the magnificent, smooth curves of her waist and her heavy hip, pressin' a soft kiss onto her bare shoulder.

"You stayin' the night over here?" I asked softly, my voice deep and clear in the quiet room. "Or you gotta get back?"

Adele turned her head, a sleepy, beautiful, completely content smile breakin' across her face as she rested her chin on my chest. "Hell yeah I'm stayin', Julian. Look at me. I'm completely glued to these sheets. Ain't nowhere else in this whole entire city I'd rather be than right here with you."

I let out a soft laugh, pullin' the blanket up over both of our shoulders to keep the chill away. We stayed up for hours after that, talkin' soft into the dark—talkin' about our deepest dreams, our secret fears, and what growin' up in the streets of Detroit had raised us to be. We were laughin' about her crazy uncles at the barbecue, talkin' about the high-maintenance clients I had to deal with at the gym, and makin' loose, unwritten plans for the future.

The romance between us was real, the passion was even realer, and as I finally closed my eyes and let sleep take over, I knew this beautiful, mature woman had my heart racing and my body craving in a way I never thought I’d feel again.
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