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CHAPTER 1




Stacy’s POV:

Ella Mai was pouring her heart out through my AirPods, the smooth R&B bassline vibrating straight through the soles of my fresh-out-the-box heels.

“Tell her you love me… I’m on some new shit…”

I was leaning against the galley counter of this empty Boeing 737, catching my absolute vibe, hip-swaying to the rhythm while I checked the inventory. My name is Stacy Rowland. Five-foot-seven of pure, unfiltered chocolate-caramel perfection, with a body that made passengers miraculously forget how to lift their own carry-on bags. My uniform skirt was tailored just tight enough to show off the fact that squats were definitely paying off in the asset department, and my skin was glowing like it had its own personal lighting crew.

I just turned thirty last week. Thirty. And let me tell you, thirty felt dangerous. I celebrated my birthday at a five-star boutique hotel downtown, and I didn't spend a single dime or a single second lonely. Birthday night? I had the twenty-something front desk attendant up against the marble counter of the executive lounge after hours, breathing down her neck while I ate her clean out of her mind. And because I’m a generous woman who believes in excellent hospitality, before I checked out the next morning, I left the bad-ass housekeeper a tip she’d never forget. I had that fine-ass older Spanish woman gripping the hotel sheets so hard they ripped, making her squirt for the absolute first time in her life. She was thanking me in two different languages when I walked out the door.

That’s just how I play it. I’m Stacy. I keep it player, I keep it moving.

As a senior flight attendant, I’ve had pilots—grown-ass men making six figures—stuttering over their pre-flight announcements just looking at me. They’d try every cheesy pickup line in the book, offering to upgrade my hotel rooms on layovers, hinting at what we could do during a twenty-four-hour holdover in Miami. But I never let it up. Not once. Never from work, and definitely never with men. I only have eyes for women. Specifically, hot, sexy Black women who know exactly what to do with it, though I’ll step outside the box and fuck with a classy white girl from time to time if the vibe is immaculate. But the golden rule? Never mix business with pleasure. You don't dip your pen in the company ink, especially when you’re flying at thirty thousand feet.

At least, that was the rule. Until the galley door clicked open.

I pulled one of my AirPods out, expecting to see my regular crew member, Martin, coming in to complain about his back or his ex-wife.

Instead, the atmosphere in the cabin completely shifted. The air suddenly smelled like fresh rain, vanilla bean, and an innocent, high-end perfume that made my mouth instantly water.

Walking down the narrow aisle was a walking, breathing distraction.

"Hi, good morning! I'm the extra crew for the Atlanta to LAX leg. I'm Sasha," she said, her voice dropping into the empty cabin like honey melting over warm biscuits.

I froze, my hand still holding a plastic sleeve of Biscoff cookies. Lord have mercy.

Sasha was twenty-two years old, radiating the kind of effortless, breathtaking beauty that made you want to text your mama and tell her you found the one. Her skin was a gorgeous, rich caramel complexion that matched mine perfectly, completely flawless without even trying. Her hair was styled in a sleek, effortlessly fly look that framed a face structured by the gods. And that uniform? The airline standard vest and skirt looked like it had been custom-molded to her body. She had a tiny, snatched waist that flared out into a round, heavy, delicious-looking butt that was literally defying gravity in her uniform skirt.

She looked so fresh, so innocent, and so damn sexy it was disrespectful.

"Stacy," I managed to say, keeping my tone smooth, dropping it into that deep, slow Atlanta drawl that usually gets people to do whatever I want. I leaned back against the cart, crossing my arms so she could see the diamonds on my wrist and the absolute confidence in my eyes. "You the new hire everybody's been whispering about in the lounge?"

Sasha giggled, a soft, musical sound that literally gave my arms goosebumps. She slid her roller bag into the crew closet with an easy grace, then turned around to face me, biting her lower lip just a fraction. "Depends on what they're saying. Hopefully good things."

"They didn't do you justice," I said, my eyes deliberately taking a slow, heavy trip down her body, watching the way her chest rose and fell under her white button-down. She wasn't wearing a padded bra—I could tell by the natural, perfect swell of her breasts beneath the fabric, the subtle hint of her nipples dimpling the material just enough to make my heart skip a beat. "You look real good in this uniform, Sasha."

A pretty flush crept up her caramel cheeks, but she didn't look away. Oh, she was bold. I liked that.

"Thank you, Stacy. I heard you're the best in the skies, so I was hoping I'd get paired with you. To learn the ropes, you know?" She stepped closer, into my personal space, leaning her hip against the opposite galley counter. The scent of her vanilla perfume rolled over me in a wave.

"Learn the ropes, huh?" I let a slow, wicked smile spread across my face.

My mind was already racing, completely abandoning every single rule I had ever set for myself. The passengers hadn't even boarded yet, and I was already planning exactly how I was going to get this girl alone in a hotel room on our layover and fuck her completely senseless.

But it wasn't just the raw, heavy lust that usually hit me. Looking into her deep, sparkling eyes, something wild and unfamiliar thumped hard in my chest. It felt warm, heavy, and terrifyingly sweet.

Oh, no, I thought, keeping my player face on while my insides did a backflip. Don't tell me I'm feeling love. Stacy Rowland does not do love.

"Yeah," Sasha murmured, her eyes locked onto my lips, her voice dropping an octave as she checked me out just as heavily as I’ve been checking her out. "I'm a very quick learner. If the teacher is right."

***

The Chemistry in the Air:

"Oh, is that how you want to play it?" I chuckled, adjusting the silk scarf around my neck just to give her a glimpse of my collarbones. "See, out here in these skies, you gotta stay focused, baby. Can't have you distracted by the view."

"Who said I'm distracted?" Sasha countered, tilting her head. A mischievous spark danced in her eyes. She reached up to adjust her name tag, her chest pushing out provocatively as she did. "Maybe I'm just appreciating the high-quality service Atlanta has to offer."

"Mmhmm. You got a smart mouth on you, don't you?" I stepped up directly into her radius, closing the gap until the tips of our designer work shoes were almost touching. I'm a little taller, so I had to look down just enough to appreciate the thick, dark lashes framing her eyes. "I like a girl with some mouth. Long as she knows how to use it when it counts."

Sasha's breath hitched, her chest rising sharply against mine. I could see the pulse fluttering in her neck. She didn't back down, though. She held my gaze, her lips parting slightly.

"I've never had any complaints," she whispered, her voice a sultry dare.

Before I could reply, the main cabin door chimed, and the sound of the gate agent’s voice broke through the PA system, announcing that pre-boarding was beginning. The real world was trying to crash our party.

"Saved by the bell," I murmured, leaning in just close enough so my lips brushed the edge of her earlobe. "But don't think you're off the hook, Sasha. We got a five-hour flight, and a whole night in Los Angeles ahead of us."

"I count on it," she whispered back, giving me one last, lingering look that felt like a physical touch down my spine before she turned to take her position at the front boarding door.

For the next five hours, it was absolute psychological warfare.

Every time I walked down that narrow aisle with the beverage cart, I had to pass her. And every single time, it was a show. Sasha would lean over to hand a passenger a ginger ale, flexing that incredible, round asset of hers right in my line of sight. I’d pass her in the galley, and our hips would 'accidentally' brush—a lingering, heavy contact that sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to my panties.

Even the pilots noticed the energy. Capt. Miller, a smooth-talking brother who had been trying to get into my business for three years, called us up to the flight deck for a coffee refresh.

"Damn, Stacy," Miller said, looking between me and Sasha with an appreciative grin. "They got the A-list on my flight today. You girls trying to start a fire up here?"

"Just doing our jobs, Captain," I said, giving him a polite, professional smile that let him know he was still thoroughly in the friend zone. "Keep your eyes on the radar, sir. We got the cabin handled."

Sasha smothered a laugh behind her hand, waiting until we stepped back out into the galley and pulled the curtain shut to burst out giggling.

"You are cold, Stacy," she laughed, leaning back against the emergency exit door. "The man was practically begging."

"He can beg all he wants," I said, stepping right back into her space, locking my eyes onto hers. "I don't care about what a man wants. I only care about what's sitting right in front of me."

Sasha stopped laughing. Her eyes went dark, heavy with a sudden, thick desire that made the tiny galley feel hotter than a July day in Georgia. "And what's that?"

"A whole lot of trouble," I breathed, reaching out and letting my fingers lightly trail down the smooth skin of her arm, feeling the goosebumps rise under my touch. "A whole lot of beautiful, sweet trouble."

"Maybe I want to be trouble," she whispered, her hand coming up to touch mine, her fingers locking with mine, squeezing tightly. "Maybe I've been waiting for someone like you to handle me."

The plane suddenly hit a pocket of light turbulence, shaking us just enough that Sasha stumbled forward, her gorgeous, soft body slamming right against mine. My hands instantly went to her waist, gripping those perfect, curvaceous hips to steady her. She gasped, her hands clinging to my shoulders.

Our faces were inches apart. I could smell the sweet vanilla on her skin, could feel the heat radiating from her caramel thighs pressing tightly against mine. The physical pull was so intense, so heavy, I almost kissed her right there with three hundred passengers sitting on the other side of that thin blue curtain.

"Stacy," she moaned softly, her eyes dropping to my mouth. "Tell me we're landing soon."

"Thirty minutes, baby," I rasped, my thumbs caressing the sides of her hips, feeling the incredible shape of her. "Thirty minutes, and then we’re getting the hell out of these uniforms."

***

The minute we checked into the Westin in downtown LA, the tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. We had been assigned rooms right across the hall from each other on the fourteenth floor.

I walked into my room, tossed my rolling bag to the side, and didn't even bother kicking off my heels. I stripped off my uniform vest, unbuttoned the top three buttons of my white shirt, and took a deep breath. My heart was pounding like a bass drum. I’m Stacy Rowland—I don’t get nervous over a girl. But Sasha had me completely twisted.

A soft, hesitant knock sounded at my door.

I smirked, walking over and swinging it open. Sasha was standing there, and my God, she had already changed. She was wearing a pair of tight, grey oversized sweatpants that hung perfectly off her hips, and a thin, cropped white tank top. No bra. The dark outline of her perfect nipples was staring right at me through the cotton, and her caramel skin looked incredibly edible in the warm hallway lighting.

"I left my phone charger in the galley," she said, her voice teasing, a beautiful, cat-like smile spreading across her lips. "Or maybe I just needed an excuse to see you."

"Get your ass in here," I said, reaching out, grabbing her by the waist of those sweatpants, and pulling her entirely into my room, slamming the door shut behind her.

The minute the latch clicked, all the playing was over.

Sasha didn't hesitate. She threw her arms around my neck, pulling my head down, and pressed her lips against mine.

Oh, my God.

I’ve kissed a lot of women in my thirty years, but this hit different. Her lips were pillowy soft, tasting like sweet strawberries and pure, unadulterated desire. She pushed me backward, her heels clicking against the carpet until my back hit the wall next to the bathroom. She didn't care. She pressed her entire, gorgeous body flush against mine, her leg sliding right between my thighs, her groin pressing heavily against my own center.

"Mmhmm, Stacy," she groaned into my mouth, her tongue sliding in, tasting me, demanding everything I had.

I let out a deep, gravelly growl, my hands dropping down to grip that massive, soft, round butt through the fabric of her sweatpants. She was so soft, so perfectly shaped, my fingers dug into her flesh, pulling her up and harder against my thigh. Every time she moved against me, a wave of pure, liquid heat shot straight through my veins.

Two guys from another airline crew walked past in the hallway, laughing and talking loudly. For a second, I thought they might knock, but Sasha didn't even blink. She grabbed my hand, giggling against my lips, and dragged me further into the room toward the massive king-sized bed.

"How much do you want me, Stacy?" she asked, stifling her laughter, her eyes wild and sparkling with beautiful mischief.

"More than my next breath, baby," I said, my voice deep and rough. I looked down at her, suddenly feeling that strange, sweet tightness in my chest again. "Listen to me... I don't do this. I don't do feelings. But you... you got me completely fucked up."

Sasha stopped, her kittenish smile softening into something incredibly sweet, incredibly real. She reached up, her soft, warm hand cupping my caramel cheek, her thumb gently stroking my skin.

"Good," she whispered, looking me straight in the eyes. "Because I wanted you the second I walked into that galley. You were the most gorgeous, breathtaking woman I’ve ever seen in my life. I couldn't wait to get you alone."

I let out a breathless laugh, and then I caught her mouth again. This was one of those long, deep, squirmy kisses that dries out your throat and makes your pussy instant, dripping wet. We were all over each other, practically falling onto the edge of the bed.

"Wow," she breathed, looking around the room as we broke for air. "You're a wild one, aren't you?"

"You haven't seen nothing yet, baby," I said, reaching down and pulling her cropped tank top right over her head, discarding it onto the floor.

Her waif-like, stunning beauty was absolute perfection. Her breasts were small, firm, and perky, with beautiful, rosy-caramel aureoles that looked like the most tempting treat in the world.

"You like what you see?" she whispered, her breath coming in short gasps.

"You are absolutely beautiful," I murmured, leaning down and letting my tongue trail across the top of her breast, making her shiver violently.

"Suck them, Stacy... please," she whimpered, her hands gripping my hair, drawing my mouth right to her nipple.

I took her into my mouth, gorging and slurping over her sweet flesh, flicking my tongue over the hardened tip until she was arching her back off the bed. She tasted wild, exotic, and completely intoxicating.

"Now under my arms," she gasped, her voice dropping into a husky whine. "I love that... please."

I stretched her long, lithe arms above her head, dipping my face into her armpit, lapping at the smooth skin. The sweet scent of her vanilla perfume and her natural, intoxicating womanly aroma mingled together, driving my senses completely insane.

"Oooooooooh," she cooed, her fingers scrunching the bedsheets. "Yes, right there... God, yes."

I moved my mouth back up to her neck, biting her gently along her collarbone, making her gasp and arch her heavy, luscious hips right against mine. Her hands swept down my back, effortlessly undoing the buttons of my shirt and sliding my bra off my shoulders, tossing it to the wind.

She framed my face in her hands, her eyes locked onto mine, looking deep into my soul.

"Stacy," she murmured, her voice gravelly and dripping with pure lust. "Do you know what pussy tastes like?"

I couldn't even speak. I could feel my own sex weeping, completely soaking through my lace panties.

"Salted honey," she breathed, her eyes locking onto my lips. "And my pussy is all for you, baby. I want you to eat me out until I can't breathe. And when I'm done, I'm gonna taste myself on your lips before I give you the most intense orgasm you've ever had in your life. Is that what you want?"

"God, please, yes," I groaned, my voice sounding completely unrecognizable to my own ears.

"Tell me you need it, Stacy."

"I need it. Fuck, Sasha, please."

A beautiful, triumphant smile played across her face. She slid her hands down to the waistband of my uniform skirt, unzipping it and tugging it down over my legs along with my heels. I was left standing there in just my panties, shivering while she knelt on her knees before me.

She drew one slow, torturous finger down the front of my lace panties, tracing the exact line of my swollen slit. A violent shiver racked my entire body, and she let out a low, satisfied purr.

"I'm saving your beautiful pussy for later," she whispered, pulling her finger away and sucking the dampness off it, her eyes never leaving mine. "Mmmm. You really are gonna be delicious."

She climbed back to her feet, her hands going inside the back of my panties, her long fingers stroking the deep cleft between my delicious buttocks, pulling me hard against her crotch.

"Are you gonna leave me waiting?" she teased, nodding down at her grey sweatpants. "I told you I want my pussy licked, big girl."

I didn't need to be told twice. I slid my hands inside her sweatpants, easing them down over that massive, beautiful, heavy butt, dropping to my knees as I slid the fabric down her perfect legs. Kneeling before her, I laid my cheek right against her crotch. Her skimpy lace panties were already soaking wet, completely transparent with her desire.

"Lick me through them," she commanded, her hips twitching. "I like that."

I turned my face into her gorgeous groin, gnawing and biting gently through the damp cotton fabric. I could taste her essence on my teeth, and Sasha let out a loud, beautiful shudder.

"Mmm... yes! Go on, Stacy, lick me!"

I was lapping at her like a kitten with a bowl of sweet cream, tonguing her panties until they were completely sodden, the line of her plump slit distinct through the wet cotton. I caught the edge of the fabric between my teeth, hooking my fingers in the waistband, and slowly—so slowly—drew them down to her ankles.

The unadorned beauty I beheld was breathtaking. Her mound was completely smooth, her swollen lips neatly furled, glistening with a mixture of her sweet juices and my saliva.

The playful, teasing Sasha was gone. She was a slave to her own need now.

"Please don't make me wait, Stacy... please," she begged, her legs shaking.

But I wanted to drive her crazy. I laid a trail of gossamer-light, feather-soft kisses along the inside of her silky right thigh, moving from her knee all the way up to her groin, my lips barely brushing her skin while my fingers gently caressed the backs of her calves.

"God, that's wonderful!" she cried out.

I moved to her left thigh, licking up and down in long, wet, heavy strokes, my hands gripping her thick thighs tightly. As I moved, my long hair brushed against her poor, luscious, dripping pussy, rubbing against her, teasing and tantalizing her until she was whimpering.

Sasha tried to force my head harder against her groin, but every time she did, I playfully pulled away, making her whine in frustration. I clutched those lovely, round moons of her butt, my nails digging into her flesh, kissing her plump mound over and over, missing her clit by a mere millimeter.

I stopped, looking up at her with mock innocence.

"I'm sorry, baby. Did you say you wanted me to lick you?"

"Fuck! Lick me, finger me, do something for God's sake!" she screamed, her hips bucking wildly in the air.

"Then ask nicely, Sasha."

"Please... beautiful, amazing Stacy... please lick my cunt! I'm dying for you... Oh, God!"

Before she could even finish the sentence, my tongue slid hard and deep up her slit.

"Oh, yes!" Sasha screamed, her hands slamming into the wall behind her to steady herself as my tongue worked its magic.

I sucked on her plump outer lips, drawing them completely into my mouth one by one, before slipping my thumbs between them to spread her wide open. I blew softly along her glistening slit, the cool air making her gasp, before I drew back the hood of her clit and blew directly on that lovely, bright pink pearl.

She was shaking so hard her knees almost buckled, but I resisted sucking it just yet. I wanted her completely undone.

Instead, I slid my long forefinger straight into her. She was incredibly warm, soaking wet, and welcoming, tighter than I could have ever dreamed. I added a second finger, moving them in and out in long, slow, agonizingly smooth strokes, watching her face the entire time. Her eyes were tightly shut, her perfect white teeth biting down hard on her lower lip as she savored every single inch of me entering her.

No words were coming out of her mouth now—just beautiful, meaningless gasps, sighs, and heavy moans that filled the hotel room.

I offered my mouth back to the adventure. My tongue tip rolled over her highly sensitive clit, and Sasha’s hand instantly jammed against the back of my head, burying my face completely into her sex. My fingers and my tongue worked in a demonic, perfect partnership, driving her straight to the edge.

I thrust my fingers in all the way to my knuckles, holding them still inside her depths while I began to suck hard, long, and relentlessly on her sweet, fleshy pearl.

"Ohhhhhhh!" she moaned, a sound of pure, beautiful agony and pleasure mixed into one.

I pulled my fingers out and glided them back in faster, looking up at her beautiful, contorted face. Her head was thrown back in ecstasy, her free hand scrunching and squeezing her own breast tightly.

In my sexiest, most seductive Atlanta drawl, I egged her on: "Oh, yes, come on baby... cum for me... let me feel it... cum for me, yeah... give it all to me, Sasha."

Her foot pressed hard against the carpet. Her hand was frantic against my head, forcing me to lap and slurp wantonly at her dripping wetness. The only sounds in the room were the wet slapping of flesh and her loud, frantic yells.

"Ohhh... God! Ohhhh... S-S-S-Sasha's cumming! S-Stacy!" she screamed.

And then my sweet angel, my beautiful new distraction, was riding her orgasm, drowning in it, her entire body contracting violently around my fingers as her juices cascaded over my hand. I let my fingers slow down, staying still inside her warmth, while my lips gently kissed her pulsing clit.

Silence filled the room, save for our heavy, ragged breathing.

After she finally came down from the clouds, she collapsed onto the plush bed, pulling me right down with her. We curled around each other, our caramel skin pressed tightly together, sticky and warm.

Sasha turned her head, looking at me with those deep whirlpool eyes, a beautiful, soft smile on her face. Her hand moved from my hip, sliding slowly down between my thighs, her fingers finding my own completely soaked, aching center.

She kissed my forehead lightly, her voice dropping into a sultry whisper. "You know, they say it's better to give than to receive." She slid two fingers straight into my heat, making me let out a loud, breathless gasp. "Well, big girl... I'm about to show you how wrong they are."

And for the rest of that night in Los Angeles, Sasha proved she was absolutely right. Again, and again, and again.


CHAPTER 2




Sasha’s POV:

A Week Later…

For a woman out here in these cold-ass streets, let me tell you, there are a million and one advantages to having a fine-ass, certified girlfriend over some goofy-ass boyfriend.

First of all, if Stacy is running behind schedule—which is rare because she keeps her shit tightly locked down—she’s actually gonna pick up the phone and let a girl know. When she brings me flowers, and she does it often, it ain’t because she just got caught textin’ my best friend or trying to slide into someone else's DMs. She don’t leave the toilet seat up like some uncivilized animal. And on a Saturday night, when I got my sexiest, most dangerous smile on, wearing absolutely nothing but some lip gloss and a prayer, Stacy ain’t gonna look at me and say, "Hold on baby, let me finish watching the Hawks game," only to fall asleep on the couch three hours later.

No, sir. When Stacy Rowland puts her hands on me and we make that blissful, earth-shaking, soul-snatching love, she doesn't just roll over, grunt, and start snoring loud enough to wake the dead. She holds me. She pulls my caramel body right against her own, wraps those strong, tone arms around my waist, and breathes her warm breath right into the nape of my neck until we both drift off into paradise.

But let me tell you about the absolute biggest bonus of all: the woman loves to shop just as much as I do. Especially when it comes to spending my hard-earned coins on things that are gonna make my pussy scream.

I woke up the morning after another wild hotel room hookup feeling like a brand-new woman. The sun was streaming through the heavy curtains of our Westin hotel room in downtown LA, casting a gorgeous golden-hour glow across Stacy’s flawless chocolate-caramel skin. She was lying right next to me, propped up on one elbow, looking like a literal goddess. Thirty years old looks so damn good on her it should be illegal. I’m only twenty-two, but honey, age ain't nothing but a number. This woman had me completely intoxicated with love and lust, and nothing else mattered.

"Good morning, beautiful," Stacy murmured, her voice dropping into that deep, slow Atlanta drawl that makes my knees instantly weak. She reached over, her long fingers gently tracing the curve of my hip underneath the white hotel sheets.

"Morning," I teased, biting my lip and pulling the covers up a little bit. "You put it on me last night, big girl. I’m still sore."

Stacy let out a wicked, throaty chuckle, her eyes sparkling with pure mischief. "Please. You was begging for every single inch of it, Sasha. Don't act play-play now." She sat up, her perfect, bare breasts on full display, making my mouth water first thing in the morning. "But look, we need to talk about your bedroom situation. Matter-of-factly, what kind of toys you got hiding in your nightstand back home in Atlanta?"

I flushed a deep, hot crimson, looking down at the sheets. "Why you asking me all that?"

"Because you a bad little thing, but you give off innocent vibes," Stacy said, reaching over to chuck my chin. "Come on, lay it out for me. What we working with?"

"I mean..." I mumbled, my voice trailing off. "I got a little bullet vibrator. But the wire is messed up, so you gotta hold it at a certain angle for it to even turn on. It's basically malfunctioning."

Stacy stared at me, her jaw literally dropping. "A malfunctioning bullet? Overuse, I expect," she diagnosed with an expert smirk. "What else?"

"And... a pair of those fuzzy lovers' cuffs," I whispered, my cheeks hotter than a stove burner. "But I lost the key to them like three months ago."

Stacy looked utterly appalled. She looked like she wanted to call the authorities on whoever raised me. "Mmm, I was hoping you were a little kinky, but this is tragic," she noted, shaking her head.

A few days later, when we were back home in Atlanta on a quick two-day break, I was sitting on her living room couch when I heard her on the phone in the kitchen. She was talking to her sister of all people, loud as hell, with zero filter.

"Girl, yes!" Stacy was telling her sister, laughing up a storm. "I’m telling you, she didn't even have a real dildo. Not a single one! Poor cow. I’m out here trying to rescue the girl from the dark ages."

I yelled from the living room, "Stacy, stop telling your family my business!"

She marched right back into the room, wearing a pair of tight silk shorts that showed off her incredible thighs and that heavy, gravity-defying butt. She didn't have a care in the world. She walked right over to where I was sitting at my laptop, practically shoving me over so she could see the screen.

"We got to get you fixed up right now," she declared, her eyes burning with determination. "Slide over, baby. I know just the spot."

With a couple of quick clicks, she pulled up a website called Lovehoney. The minute the homepage loaded, my eyes went wide. It was an absolute bottomless treasure trove of erotic, wild possibilities. There were things on that screen I didn't even know could fit inside a human body. I swallowed hard, instantly starting to fear for my bank account—and my poor, innocent pussy.

"We’ll just concentrate on the basics today," Stacy announced, her finger hovering over the mouse like a general preparing for war.

"Oka-a-ay," I answered uncertainly, my voice squeaking a little bit.

"You'd better give me your card details and your address right now, baby," she said, giving my thigh a firm, lingering squeeze. "We can get the sordid business of payment out of the way first, and then we can really have some fun looking."

Since my main credit card was already maxed out from a recent shopping trip at Lenox Square Mall, I reluctantly pulled my bank debit card out of my purse and typed the numbers in.

"Right," Stacy said, her eyes lighting up. "Vibrators! Now, let's see what they got."

She clicked on a picture, and I almost choked on my tongue. The thing looked more like a space-age torch or some kind of high-tech laser gun than a sex toy. It made my little raggedy bullet vibe look like an electric toothbrush.

"Now, some women say you can't beat a classic Rabbit vibe," Stacy said, glancing up at me, her eyes taking a slow, appraising trip down my body. "But looking at you... I think The Bone is gonna suit you much better."

I stared back at her completely blankly. "The Bone?"

"Pricey, I know, but you shouldn't scrimp if you're only buying one good piece," she said, grinning at me engagingly.

She clicked on the product profile, and I had to admit, the thing looked like an abstract work of art. It was small, jet-black, and incredibly shiny, crafted to look like polished marble or expensive ivory. It was shaped gracefully like a hip bone, tapering beautifully at each end in a vaguely phallic, elegant way. Just looking at the picture, I could almost feel the weight of it. I could picture its smooth, sensuous curves pulsing against my caramel skin, sliding between my thighs, moving up and over my plump mound, and then slipping throbbingly downward to be completely devoured by my hungry, damp pussy lips.

But then Stacy clicked on the price, and I was suddenly aroused in a much less charming way.

"One hundred and ninety-nine dollars!" I exploded, jumping up from the seat. "Stacy, you must be out your entire mind! You joking, right?"

"You're only young once, Sasha," she said, completely unfazed, clicking 'Add to Basket' with zero hesitation. "And after all, I'm a busy woman. I'm a senior flight attendant. I ain't gonna be here to lay this good layout on you every single night."

I frantically started calculating the state of my bank balance in my head, thinking about the car payment and the electric bill that were still waiting to hit my account before my next airline salary check cleared.

Stacy continued scrolling, completely oblivious to my financial panic. "You don't need to buy new cuffs. I got loads of leather restraints at my house. And if you ever find yourself in need of a little discipline..." She paused, a slow, wicked, incredibly sexy smile spreading across her lips as she pronounced the word. "...I can always just bring over mine."

I looked at her, my heart doing a little flutter. "Stacy... you ain't pervy, are you?" I asked, suddenly wondering about this gorgeous, mysterious creature I had just invited into the most intimate recesses of my life.

"Oh, Sasha, you are absolutely priceless. Don't worry, baby," she said, reaching over and chucking my chin reassuringly, her eyes softening with genuine affection. "I like you way too much to ever make you do anything you don't want to do. Trust me. Now..."

She returned her full attention to the glowing screen. "Double-enders. We are definitely gonna need a double-ender."

She clicked on a symbol that looked like a long, thick rubber tube. I didn't even dare speculate where or how I was going to fit something of that magnificent length inside of me. Before I could protest, she added that to my basket too. Then she added two large bottles of lubricating jelly, a sleek glass dildo, and a pair of black, thigh-high silk stockings.

"Legs as good as yours deserve to be wrapped in silk, love," she murmured, her voice dripping with pure luxury.

Finally, she brought up the checkout screen to review the order. The total was staring back at me in bold black numbers: Two hundred and ninety-three dollars.

"That'll do to begin with," Stacy said blithely, clapping her hands together like she just saved a bunch of money on car insurance. "We can get you a real nice leather strap-on and maybe a magic wand next month."

"But... but Stacy, I really can't affor—"

"Too late, darling! It's already processing!" she exclaimed cheerfully, slamming her finger down on the 'Send' button.

***

I must have looked like I was right on the verge of tears. My bank account was crying, and Stacy was out here living like money grew on trees.

Seeing the look on my face, Stacy’s expression softened. She slid out of her chair, stepping directly into my personal space until the heat from her body was radiating against mine. She wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling my stressed-out self against her chest.

"Hey," she whispered, her voice incredibly sweet, completely erasing the playful player persona. "Don't look like that, baby. I promise you, you're gonna thank me in a couple of days. But for right now..." A sly, slow grin crept back onto her gorgeous lips. "...we'll just have to make do with what we got."

She reached down into her designer handbag sitting on the counter, and with the smooth grace of a professional magician, she produced a sleek, elegant silver capsule. It was about six inches long, completely smooth, and as slim as a pencil.

"What is that?" I breathed, my heart rate instantly spiking.

"A little appetizer," she murmured.

She leaned in, gently stroking the cool metal against my warm cheek. Then she flicked a discreet little switch on the bottom, and the capsule began to vibrate quietly, a deep, heavy purr that I could feel vibrating straight through the air. Stacy didn't say another word. She grabbed my hand, led me back to the bedroom, and as she suggested, we spent the entire afternoon making do with that little silver bullet. By the time she left my apartment that evening, my thighs were shaking so bad I could barely stand up to lock the door behind her.

Fast forward to the following Friday: I had just gotten back to my apartment complex after a brutal four-day leg from Atlanta to New York and back. The minute I walked through the gate, Mrs. Perkins from downstairs called out to me from her porch.

"Sasha! Hey, child! The delivery man left a big old parcel for you at my place because you wasn't home," she said, holding up a large, plain brown box.

My heart did a violent flip. I knew exactly what it was.

"Oh, thank you so much, Mrs. Perkins!" I gushed expectantly, practically jogging down the stairs to grab it from her.

"Must be something real nice in here," the nosey older woman said, rattling the box a little bit as she handed it over to me. "It's got some weight to it."

"Oh, it's just... a new waffle maker," I lied smoothly, keeping my face completely straight. "I've been wanting to make some homemade waffles on my days off."

Mrs. Perkins gave me a look so incredibly skeptical, so full of old-school judgment, that I genuinely started to wonder if she had peeked inside the tape.

"Well, you'll have to let me come up and have a go with it sometime then," she suggested, giving me a slow, knowing wink. "I love me a nice, deep waffle."

Turning redder than a fire engine, I hastily thanked her, clutched the box tightly against my chest, and rushed up the stairs to my apartment. The minute I got inside, I tossed my flight attendant roller bag to the side and carried the box straight into the living room. I grabbed a kitchen knife and slid it along the heavily taped packaging. My hands were shaking so damn much I almost cut my own finger off.

The very first box I pulled out from the packing peanuts contained the double-ender. I opened the top, looked inside, and my jaw dropped.

"Good heavens!" I gasped out loud to the empty room. The thing was massive, smooth, and looked incredibly intimidating.

An hour or two later, after I had properly inspected all my new toys, I couldn't take it anymore. I grabbed my phone and dialed Stacy's number.

"Hi," I whispered into the receiver the minute she picked up, my voice sounding completely breathless. "I'm calling... to thank you."

"What? Baby, speak up, I can hardly hear you," Stacy’s deep voice came through the line, sounding smooth as silk. "You sound like you miles away. You okay?"

"I'm wonderful," I sighed, leaning back against my headboard. "The package... it arrived today."

A heavy, knowing silence stretched over the phone for a second before I heard Stacy let out a low, incredibly sexy chuckle. "Oh. Now I understand. Have you tried anything out yet?"

"Uh-huh," I slurred slightly, my body already humming with residual heat. "First, I tried the glass dildo."

"Was it good?"

"Mmm," I groaned, closing my eyes. "It was perfect."

"And then what did you do?" Stacy pressed, her voice dropping into that commanding, dominant tone that always turns me inside out.

"I took a long, hot bath... then I slipped on those black silk stockings you made me buy... and then, you know. I opened The Bone."

"And?"

"Stacy... it feels amazing," I moaned, my hand already wandering down beneath the covers.

"Does it feel as good as me, though?" she teased, a playful challenge in her voice.

"Nothing is ever that good, big girl," I chuckled, my heart swelling with how much I missed her touch. "But... it’s a real nice second best."

"I knew you'd love it," Stacy said, her breathing sounding a little heavier over the line. "You should have phoned me while you were actually using it, bad girl. You could have described exactly how it felt inside you."

I let out a shaky breath, my fingers gripping the sleek marble-like texture of the vibe. "I am using it, Stacy. I just started another round."

"Oh, baby... baby," Stacy groaned, her voice turning completely thick and husky, dripping with pure Atlanta heat. "I think you need a grown woman's guidance right now. Tell me exactly where you are."

"I'm on my bed," I whispered, my heart hammering against my ribs.

"Excellent. What you got on right now?"

"Just the silk stockings. Nothing else."

"God, I wish I was right there," Stacy rasped, and I could hear the sound of her shifting around on her own bed across town. "I bet you look completely breathtaking, Sasha. Do you have that glass dildo right there next to you too?"

"Yeah, it's right here."

"Good. We gonna need that in a minute. Put a pillow underneath your hips and lie all the way back for me, baby. What speed you got the vibe on right now?"

"The second speed, I think."

"Okay. Keep it right there," Stacy ordered, her voice completely taking control of my bedroom. "Roll your silk stockings down just to your knees. That's it. Do it for me."

I paused, balancing the phone between my ear and my shoulder, slowly rolling the smooth silk down my caramel thighs until it rested at my knees, leaving my legs exposed and trembling. "Okay... I did it."

"Now, slowly run the tip of that vibe along the inside of your thigh," Stacy murmured, her voice slow and hypnotic. "Start from the knee and move all the way up to your groin. Very slowly, Sasha. Is that good?"

"Mmm... it's so good," I groaned, my eyes tightly shut as the heavy vibrations purred against my sensitive skin.

"Don't press it against your pussy yet," Stacy commanded, her voice sharp but incredibly sweet. "When you get to the top, stop. Now run it right back down the other thigh. Nice, isn't it?"

"Yeah... beautiful," I whispered. It didn't just feel nice; it felt absolutely delicious.

"Now do the same thing again, baby. But try different areas of your thighs, and use different angles of the vibe. The pulse changes depending on how you hold it."

I turned The Bone around in my hand, pressing the curved edge against my skin. Stacy wasn't lying—the rhythm shifted, sending a completely different wave of electric pleasure rippling through my legs.

"Close your eyes and imagine my hands are the ones stroking you right now, Sasha. Picture my chocolate skin against yours. Is that good?"

"Mmmm... yes, Stacy," I slurred, completely losing myself in the fantasy. Her voice was so deep, so incredibly sexy, it felt like she was right there in the room breathing down my neck.

"Now try it on your breasts," Stacy whispered, her own breathing getting shorter. "Run it all over them, baby."

I lifted the shiny black device, pressing the vibrating marble against the soft, full swell of my breast. "Yeah... oh, God, that's nice," I whimpered.

"Baby, you are getting me so damn hot just listening to you," Stacy confessed, a low groan escaping her lips over the phone. "I'm about to have to start stroking my own pussy over here."

"Pretend it's me doing it to you, Stacy," I teased, a sudden burst of boldness hitting me.

"I am, Sasha... believe me, I am," she rasped. "Are your nipples hard right now? They must be so damn hard for me."

"Mmmm... they are. Hard and pink."

"Mmm. So are mine, baby. Turn up the speed for me right now. Just one notch. Then use a different part of the device."

I clicked the little button, and The Bone began to hum more insistently, sending powerful waves of pure rapture rippling straight through my entire body. I wedged the phone tightly between my shoulder and my neck, my hands shaking as I brought the vibe down to gently stroke the outer lips of my dripping wet pussy.

"Is that good, my sweet baby?" Stacy asked, her voice dripping with pure affection.

"So good... so good, Stacy."

"Run it down your arms, honey."

I followed her instructions, tracing the vibrating metal down my forearm. I had never in my life known my arms could be so incredibly sensitive, the goosebumps exploding all over my skin.

"Sasha, you making me so wet right now, just imagining my hand is yours," Stacy groaned. "Now carry it right back up your thighs."

Oh, yes. The higher speed felt absolutely magnificent against my skin.

"Oh baby, baby, baby," Stacy purred over the line. "It really turns me completely on when you moan for me like that, my horny honey."

I hadn't even realized I was groaning out loud into the receiver, but I was completely out of it. My breathing was ragged and staccato, my voice breaking with every sigh.

"Now, put it right outside your pussy lips," Stacy guided me, her voice dropping into a desperate whisper. "Gently, gently, baby. Yeah, just like I'm doing to myself right now. Go on."

I obeyed her completely. My pussy was throbbing violently with pure pleasure, begging for release.

"Fuck, it feels so good, doesn't it, Sasha? Talk to me, baby. Tell me exactly how it feels."

"It's amaaaaaaazing, Stacy. It's so amazing," I moaned, my hips bucking off the pillow instinctively. "My clit wants it so bad. Please let me put it on my clit."

"Ride it up your slit first, then give it to your clit," Stacy commanded. "Use every single part of it. Come on, let's do it together."

"Oooooooh!" I screamed softly as the heavy vibrations finally locked onto my sensitive pink pearl.

"Yeah, yeah, just like that," Stacy cheered me on, and I could hear the wet, frantic sounds of her own hand working over the phone lines. I was biting my lower lip so hard I thought it would bleed.

"Turn it all the way up, baby!" Stacy yelled.

I clicked the button to the maximum setting, the device humming like a jet engine against my clit.

"Now slide that glass dildo in, honey," Stacy gasped. "Yes. Nice and easy. You must be completely soaking wet for me."

"Mmmm... I am," I slurred heavily as the smooth glass dildo slid effortlessly into my tight, dripping depths, filling me up completely.

"I can literally feel you licking my clit right now, Sasha," Stacy moaned, her voice completely undone. "Your fingers are deep inside my cunt. Come on, baby, talk to me! Tell me you're cumming!"

But I couldn't even form words anymore. The Bone was radiating massive tides of rapture straight from my clit, while the glass dildo was plumbing the absolute depths of my pussy. I felt incredibly swollen, completely throbbing with pure ecstasy.

"Aaah... aahhh... ahhhhhh!" I screamed into the phone.

And then Stacy started echoing me, her voice breaking into a beautiful, shattered cry. "Aaaaaahhhhh!"

"Yeah... yeah... yeah!" I yelled, my backside pressing hard into the plush pillow, my feet pushing against the wooden bed rail as my legs strained with a delirious, beautiful agony. I held the vibe tight against my clit, plunging the glass dildo in and out of myself in a frantic rhythm, feeling a glorious, massive climax completely overwhelming my entire soul.

I bit my lip, my face contorted with the exquisite, beautiful pain of cumming.

Down the phone line, I could hear Stacy letting out a long, shuddering, screaming orgasm, her voice vibrating through the speaker until she completely ran out of breath.

And then, all was absolute silence. The only sound left in the room was the continuous, heavy hum of the vibe resting against the sheets, and our own shallow, exhausted sighs.

After a long two minutes, Stacy finally cleared her throat, her voice sounding completely spent. "Good?"

"Yeah," I answered, a massive, brilliant smile breaking over my flushed, sweaty face. "It was so good, Stacy."

"Now you'd better get some rest, Sasha," she whispered with a sly, lingering tease. "Because tonight... I'm coming over to show you exactly how to use that double-ender."

And let me tell you, she did exactly that. Whoever would have thought to invent a device like that deserves a Nobel Peace Prize.

***

The Bank Account Blues:

Unfortunately, it wasn't too long after that paradise that I received a much less welcome delivery in my mailbox. A stark, official white letter from my bank. I had been lowkey expecting it, but actually holding it in my hands didn't make the receipt any less dispiriting.

I ripped it open and read the words:

Dear Ms. Kayhill,

We have to advise you that we have today made a payment on your behalf in the sum of $293.00. Since there were insufficient funds in your checking account to meet this payment, and since you have not arranged for an authorized overdraft facility, we have debited your account a one-time administration charge of $30.00 and a monthly unauthorized overdraft fee of $28.00.

Please make an appointment to see a personal banking representative at your earliest convenience so that we can discuss the state of your account and make appropriate arrangements to bring it back into credit.

Yours faithfully, Byron Gray, Manager, Personal Banking

I let out a heavy sigh, tossing the letter onto my kitchen counter. A wild, screaming session with The Bone and a beautiful, passionate evening wrapped up in Stacy’s arms did absolutely nothing to make the prospect of this bank appointment any more palatable.

So, with a sense of grave foreboding—and very little sleep because Stacy had kept me up until four in the morning doing things with that double-ender that should be documented in medical journals—I presented myself at the bank downtown the next morning.

I walked up to the counter and reluctantly asked for Mr. Gray.

After a few moments, a gorgeous Eurasian woman who looked to be right around my age stepped out of a back office. She ushered me into her small, glass-walled room in a manner so strictly businesslike it was borderline cold. She was wearing a tailored grey office suit that fit her petite, dainty frame perfectly, with a silver name badge pinned to her lapel.

"I'm afraid Mr. Gray has been called away for the day," she announced, her voice crisp and clear. "I'm the assistant manager, Ms. Harris."

The badge on her lapel declared that her first name was Elora, but the ice in her demeanor made it crystal clear that we were definitely not on a first-name basis.

"Sasha Kayhill," I offered, trying to keep my confidence up.

We shook hands awkwardly, her grip firm, and we both sat down in front of a large computer screen.

"Let's have a look at your account, shall we?" Ms. Harris said, adjusting her glasses as her long, manicured fingers punched my numbers into the keyboard.

The screen instantly loaded, bringing up my financial transaction history in all its sordid, embarrassing glory. I literally squirmed in my leather seat, trying to look anywhere else but the monitor.

Ms. Harris looked over the rim of her glasses at me with barely disguised professional contempt. I had to admit, the girl was absolutely beautiful. She had gorgeous, chiseled cheekbones, full, plump pink lips, and a flawless complexion, but her icy attitude completely contradicted any softness in her face.

"This seems to be the specific transaction that caused the entire problem," she said, pointing a manicured nail at the bright screen. "Lovehoney... exotic gifts... a debit of $293.00."

I stared at the screen, my cheeks instantly turning a furious shade of scarlet. I was completely trapped in baffled embarrassment.

"A little treat for your boyfriend, perhaps?" she asked, her tone carrying a sharp, accusing edge.

"I don't have a boyfriend," I replied, my tone matching hers, getting a little defensive.

"A little present for yourself, then?" she countered, raising an eyebrow.

"Or maybe it was for someone else!" I blurted out.

I had absolutely no idea why the hell I said that. I was just flustered, embarrassed, and I guess my pride didn't want me to seem like some sad, lonely girl buying a box full of dildos for herself on a Friday night. My cheeks were burning, and honest-to-God tears of frustration were not far away from spilling over.

Ms. Harris paused, her eyebrows knitting together as her meticulous corporate mind processed my sudden outburst.

And then, almost instantly, the entire atmosphere in that small office completely flipped.

The icy, judgmental banker melted away. She sat back in her leather seat, crossing and re-crossing her legs, the smooth nylon of her stockings making a delightful, sexy whispering sound in the quiet room. She reached up and unbuttoned the top button of her grey office jacket, leaning forward across the desk.

Before I knew what was happening, she reached out and laid her soft, warm hand directly over mine. It felt incredibly comforting, completely grounding me.

"Listen," she murmured, her voice dropping into a soothing, soft register. "This really isn't a serious matter, Sasha. Sometimes a girl just needs to treat herself... and her special friend."

She took her glasses entirely off, setting them on the desk. Without them, I could see her lovely eyes—dark hazel pools floating in whites as pure as lilies. She was looking at me with a soft, undeniable appreciation that I recognized instantly. Oh, she was a member of the club too.

"Since this is the very first time your account has been overdrawn, I can go ahead and waive the administration fee and the overdraft charge for you in this instance," she said, her full pink lips curving into a warm smile. "When do you think you can get the balance back into the black?"

I let out a massive sigh of relief, my shoulders sagging. "Well, I'm a flight attendant. I should get my next direct deposit check at the end of next week."

"Why don't I just go ahead and authorize an official overdraft limit until the end of the month, just to be on the safe side?" Elora suggested, her eyes lingering on my lips for a quick second. "How much do you think you need? Five hundred?"

I could have literally jumped across the desk and kissed her right then and there. "Oh my God, thank you so much, Ms. Harris."

"Don't be so formal with me, sweetie," she chided gently, giving my hand a playful squeeze before pulling away. "It's Elora." She smiled at me approvingly, grabbing a sleek business card from her desk organizer. She flipped it over, jotted a quick note on the back with a silver pen, and then reached across the desk, sliding it directly into the front pocket of my jeans, her fingers brushing against my hip just long enough to send a little spark down my spine. "There you go."

At the office door, we shook hands one last time. But this time, Elora gripped my hand tightly with both of her own, leaning her petite, fragrant body into my personal space.

"It was really nice to meet you, Sasha," she whispered, her hazel eyes locking onto mine with a heavy, intense vibe. "Remember... we are always here to help you out."

The minute I left the bank, I headed straight to the Kroger supermarket down the street. I had barely eaten a real meal in two days because of my flight schedule and stress, and I was absolutely starving. But, mindful of Elora’s corporate advice about budgeting, I forced myself to choose the absolute cheapest, generic-brand items I could find. By the time I got to the checkout lane, I calculated that I had saved about twelve bucks. I felt real proud of myself.

However, the second I got back to my apartment and unpacked the groceries, the post-adrenaline rush from the bank visit hit me. I felt invigorated, alive, and completely full of reckless energy.

I sat down at my laptop, and despite all my good grocery store discipline, I completely withdrew all that hard work. I just couldn't help myself! My fingers automatically typed in the URL for Lovehoney, and within seconds, I was browsing through the new arrivals section for more goodies to surprise Stacy with.

As I reached into my jeans pocket to pull out my wallet to look at my debit card, I dislodged Elora’s business card. It tumbled out of my pocket, fluttering face-down onto the desk.

I picked it up, intending to put it in my purse, but then my eyes caught the silver ink handwriting on the back.

I burst out into a loud, hysterical laugh right there in my empty kitchen when I read what my beautiful personal banker had written on the reverse side of her official bank card:

Have you tried nipple clamps yet? Call my personal cell sometime.

I shook my head, a wide, wicked smile spreading across my face as I looked back at the laptop screen. A week later, another discreet brown parcel arrived at my door. I unwrapped it immediately, carried the new toys straight into the bedroom, and spent a solid hour testing them out.

When I was finally finished, with a heavily shaking hand but a completely sated, blissful smile on my face, I grabbed a piece of stationery and wrote Ms. Elora Harris a very descriptive, very glowing thank-you note.

Little did I know right then, as I sealed that envelope, just how incredibly personal my personal banker was about to become in my life. Stacy was gonna have some serious competition.


CHAPTER 3




Stacy’s POV:

The flight back from Dallas was an absolute nightmare, full of screaming kids, entitled passengers complaining about the lack of extra overhead bin space, and a bumpy descent into Hartsfield-Jackson that had everybody gripping their armrests. By the time I touched down in Atlanta, my feet were barking in my heels and my neck was stiff as a board. But the moment my phone buzzed in the crew lounge, all that exhaustion vanished into thin air.

It was a text from Sasha:

“Hurry up and pull up on me at my apartment, big girl. I got a major surprise waiting for you, but you gotta get here right now to find out what it is.”

I didn't even bother going back to my own place to drop off my luggage. I threw my roller bag in the trunk of my car and drove straight down I-85 South, my heart thumping a mile a minute. I’m Stacy Rowland, and usually, I’m the one pulling all the strings and dropping surprises on folks. But this fine-ass, twenty-two-year-old caramel goddess had a hold on me that I couldn't even explain. Every single time I thought about her, my chest felt warm, tight, and completely consumed by a feeling I used to run away from. Love was knocking at my door, and I was finally letting it in.

I pulled up to her apartment complex, bypassed the stairs two at a time, and used the spare key she gave me to unlock the front door.

"Sasha, baby, I'm home," I called out, letting my flight attendant bag roll to a stop in the hallway. I was already unbuttoning my uniform vest, ready to unwind. "You better not be playing with my emotions about this surprise—"

Before the words could even completely leave my mouth, a whirlwind of caramel skin, silk, and pure passion hit me full force in the living room.

Sasha didn't say a single damn word. She was wearing absolutely nothing but a sheer black silk robe that hung completely open, displaying her flawless, snatched waist and those round, perky breasts. She slammed her lips against mine, tasting like sweet honey and expensive lip gloss, her tongue driving deep into my mouth with an urgency that caught me completely off guard.

"Mmm, Stacy," she groaned against my lips, her hands frantically tearing at my uniform shirt, popping the buttons right off the fabric without a care in the world. "I missed you so damn much. Strip. Now."

"Damn, baby, at least let me take my shoes off," I chuckled, my voice dropping into that deep, slow Atlanta drawl as the heat instantly rushed straight to my crotch.

"No time," she gasped, pushing me backward onto her plush velvet sofa. She dropped to her knees right between my legs, her gorgeous, wild eyes looking up at me with an intensity that made my breath hitch.

She didn't waste a single second. She slid my uniform skirt right up to my waist, hooked her long fingers into the waistband of my lace panties, and pulled them completely off my legs. I was exposed, throbbing, and already dripping wet just from the scent of her vanilla perfume.

Sasha gripped my thighs, opening my legs wide, and buried her face straight into my crotch.

"Oh, God, Sasha!" I screamed, my head slamming back against the sofa cushions as her warm, wet tongue made direct, powerful contact with my swollen clit.

She was eating me like she was starving, her tongue flat and heavy, swirling over my pink pearl in a rhythm that was completely relentless. She knew exactly what I liked. She used her fingers to spread my outer lips wide open, her tongue darting deep inside my tight, soaking wet slit, lapping up my juices before returning to assault my clit with long, firm, upward strokes.

"Yes, right there! Don't stop, baby, please!" I yelled, my fingers gripping her silky hair, locking her face tight against my pelvis as my hips began to buck uncontrollably.

The pleasure was so intense it felt like a wave of pure electricity was building up in my lower stomach. Sasha let out a low, muffled moan against my flesh, her tongue moving faster and harder, sucking on my clit until I completely lost control. A violent shudder racked my entire thirty-foot-seven frame, and a massive, hot torrent of my cream came rushing out, squirting directly all over her mouth and chin.

"Mmhmm, that’s it, taste it, baby," I slurred, completely breathless.

But she wasn't even close to being done with me.

Before I could even catch my breath from the first climax, Sasha shifted her weight, her strong hands gripping the cheeks of my butt and lifting my hips higher off the sofa.

"Sasha, wait, what you doing?" I gasped, my eyes going wide.

She didn't answer with words. Instead, she pressed a trail of hot, wet, lingering kisses along the sensitive skin right beneath my pussy, moving slowly and purposefully toward the back door. I shivered violently as the cool air hit my exposed flesh. And then, without an ounce of hesitation, Sasha flattened her tongue and pressed it right against my tight, sensitive asshole.

"Oh, shit! Oh my God, Sasha!" I shrieked, my hands instantly flying back to grip the armrests of the sofa so hard my knuckles turned white.

She was completely uninhibited. She began poking and thrusting her warm, wet tongue straight up my asshole, swirling it around in deep, heavy, rhythmic circles that drove me absolutely wild with an entirely new level of pure, unadulterated lust. It felt so incredibly kinky, so filthy, and so damn good I couldn't even control the sounds coming out of my throat. I was letting out deep, gravelly groans, my toes curling inside my uniform stockings as her tongue plunged deeper and deeper into my back door while her thumbs stroked the front of my soaking wet pussy.

"You like that, big girl?" Sasha whispered, briefly pulling her face away, her lips wet and glistening in the dim living room light. "I told you I was gonna handle you tonight."

"You driving me crazy, girl," I panted, my face completely flushed with heat. "Come up here right now. It's my turn to put it on you."

I grabbed her by her arms, pulling her gorgeous caramel body up the sofa until she was lying flat on her back beneath me. I stood up on shaky legs, my uniform shirt hanging open, my skirt pushed aside. I marched straight over to her bedroom, pulled my favorite leather harness and a thick, realistic seven-inch silicone dildo out of my bag, and strapped it tightly around my waist. When I walked back into the living room, Sasha was staring at the cock with wide, hungry eyes, her tongue tracing her lower lip.

"Oh, you ready-ready," she purred, opening her legs wide for me in the classic missionary position, her beautiful, heavy asset pressing deep into the sofa.

I climbed over her, positioning the tip of the dildo right against her dripping, tight entrance. She was so wet it made a loud, squishing sound the moment the head pressed inside.

"Take it, baby," I rasped, dropping my weight down and plunging the entire length of the strap-on straight into her depths in one smooth, heavy thrust.

"Ahhhh! Stacy!" Sasha screamed out, her hands flying up to grip my shoulders as her chest heaved. "Fuck, you fill me up so good!"

I started moving my hips in a slow, brutal, grinding rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before slamming the base of the harness hard against her plump mound. The wet, slapping sound of our flesh colliding filled the entire apartment. I leaned down, burying my face in the crook of her neck, sucking on her sweet skin while my hips worked her completely senseless.

"Mmhmm, you belong to me, Sasha," I growled in her ear, my dirty dialogue making her whimper and buck her hips up to meet every single one of my thrusts. "Tell me whose pussy this is… fucking tell me, bitch."

"It's yours, Stacy! It's all yours, big girl! Fuck me harder, please!" she begged, her head tossing from side to side, her tight grip fingernails digging straight into my back.

I amped up the speed, hammering into her tight, delicious walls with everything I had, making her body jolt with every single thrust. She was completely vocal, screaming out my name, her inner muscles clamping down around the silicone cock so tightly it felt like a real vice grip. I could feel her building up to a massive explosion.

"I'm cumming! Stacy, I'm cumming right now!" she yelled, her legs wrapping tightly around my waist, pulling me as deep inside her as physically possible. Her entire body went completely rigid, her pussy pulsing violently around the toy as a loud, guttural cry escaped her lips.

Right at that exact, breathtaking moment, as we were both panting and covered in sweat, a loud, firm, three-beat knock echoed through the front door of the apartment.

I froze completely, my hips stopping mid-grind. My chest was rising and falling sharply, sweat dripping from my forehead onto Sasha’s collarbone.

"Who the hell is at the door at this hour?" I asked, my voice deep, rough, and full of suspicion.

I slowly rocked my hips back, pulling the thick dildo completely out of her tight depths. It came out with a loud, wet click, completely covered from head to base in her thick, white cream. I looked down at Sasha, expecting her to look scared or confused.

Instead, a slow, incredibly coy, mischievous smile spread across her gorgeous caramel face. She bit her lower lip, her eyes sparkling with a secret.

"Well, that, my dear... should be your official surprise," Sasha purred, completely unfazed by the sudden interruption.

She slid out from underneath me, pulling her sheer black silk robe back over her shoulders, and strolled across the hardwood floor with the effortless grace of a runway model. She unlocked the deadbolt and swung the door wide open.

I stood there in the middle of the living room, the strap-on cock still hanging proudly from my waist, my uniform shirt completely unbuttoned, staring in absolute disbelief at the woman who walked through the entrance.

It was a hot, incredibly sexy, petite woman. She was wearing a sophisticated, tailored blazer that was half-unbuttoned, showing a tantalizing hint of lace underneath, and her chiseled cheekbones and full, pink lips were entirely breathtaking. The minute she stepped inside, her dark hazel eyes locked directly onto me—and then dropped lower, eyeing the thick silicone strap-on cock hanging from my hips with a look of pure, unadulterated hunger.

"Who the hell is this, Sasha?" I asked, crossing my arms, keeping my player face tight even though my heart was racing.

Sasha walked over, wrapping an arm around the woman’s slim waist, turning back to face me with a triumphant grin. "Stacy, this is Elora Gray, my personal bank assistant manager. I had a bit of a crazy run-in with the bank the other day over our little online shopping spree, and let's just say... Elora here helped me out in more ways than one."

My eyebrows shot straight up, my eyes narrowing as I looked between the two of them. "So, what you’re telling me right now... is that you've been out here fucking around on me behind my back with your banker?"

"Not exactly, Stacy," Elora spoke up, her voice dropping into a smooth, sultry, incredibly confident tone that sent an unexpected shiver straight down my spine. She took a step closer to me, her hazel eyes locked onto mine, completely ignoring the fact that I looked ready to start a riot. "Sasha hasn't stopped talking about you for a single second. She told me how amazing, how dominant, and how completely mind-blowing you are. And honestly... I’ve been dreaming about getting a taste of this beautiful black pussy ever since she walked into my office. I didn't come here to steal her away. I came here to join the fun, if you'll let me."

I stared at her for a long three seconds. The boldness of this petite woman was absolutely intoxicating. She stood there, completely confident, her pink lips parted slightly, looking at me like I was the best meal she had ever seen in her life. The anger completely melted out of my body, replaced by a sudden, heavy, burning wave of pure, kinky curiosity.

"Oh, is that right?" I let out a slow, wicked chuckle, stepping right into Elora's space, the tip of the strap-on brushing against the fabric of her tailored slacks. "You think you can handle what we working with out here in Atlanta, Ms. Banker?"

"Try me," Elora whispered, her breath hitching.

Before she could even take another breath, I grabbed Elora by the lapels of her fine blazer and yanked her straight into my chest. I slammed my mouth down onto hers, and honey, let me tell you, the girl didn't hesitate for a single fraction of a second.

Our tongues instantly became completely tied, twisting and tasting each other in a frantic, passionate, wet kiss that set the entire living room on fire. She tasted like expensive wine and pure, dangerous desire. Elora let out a soft, whimpering gasp against my lips, her hands instantly flying down to grip my bare thighs, pulling herself as close to my heat as physically possible.

"Fuck yeah, Stacy," Sasha cheered from behind us, her silk robe dropping completely to the floor as she joined the fray.

Within seconds, the three of us were a tangled, wild mass of caramel and cream skin on Sasha’s large king-sized bed. We stripped Elora out of her corporate clothes until she was completely bare, revealing a flawless, petite body with soft, sensitive breasts and a neat, glistening pink pussy that was already weeping with desire.

"Get down on her, Sasha," I commanded, my voice dropping into that deep, authoritative tone.

Sasha dropped to the foot of the bed, spreading Elora’s slim legs wide open over her shoulders. At the same time, I crawled up the bed, positioning myself directly over Elora’s face.

It became an absolute, wild, kinky symphony. Sasha buried her face deep into Elora’s crotch, her tongue working in fast, wet, frantic strokes over her clit, while I leaned down and captured Elora’s mouth in another deep, soul-snatching kiss, my fingers reaching down to stroke her inner thighs.

"Oh my God! Oh my God, you girls are driving me insane!" Elora screamed out, her voice echoing through the apartment as two different mouths and sets of hands assaulted her senses.

Elora’s hips were bucking wildly off the mattress, her fingers clutching at the bedsheets as Sasha’s tongue drove her straight over the edge. But we weren't anywhere near done. Sasha shifted her position, letting out a wicked grin. She pressed her wet, flat tongue directly against Elora’s tight little asshole, thrusting and poking it deep inside her back door just like she had done to me earlier.

"Ahhhh! Yes! Eat my ass! Oh my God, fuck me, please!" Elora shrieked, her head tossing violently from side to side, her entire body shaking in pure, unadulterated ecstasy as Sasha ate her out from behind while my fingers worked her from the front.

The pleasure was too much for the petite banker. She let out a loud, beautiful, shattering scream as her pussy pulsed violently, squirting a hot, soaking torrent of her juices directly all over Sasha’s face and chest.

"Mmhmm, you like that Black pussy energy, don't you?" I dirty-talked in her ear, pulling her up by her waist and flipping her over onto her back. "Now see what this cock feels like."

I positioned myself right between Elora's trembling thighs, aligning the thick, cream-covered silicone dildo right at her entrance. I looked down at her, my eyes dark with pure dominance.

"You ready for this, Elora?"

"Please, Stacy... please fuck me hard with it. I want it so bad," she begged, her chest heaving.

I dropped my weight down, plunging the entire seven-inch length of the strap-on deep inside her tight, dripping pussy in one massive, brutal thrust. Elora’s eyes literally rolled back into her head, a loud, breathless scream tearing out of her throat.

"Oh, fuck! You are so big! You fill me up completely!" she gasped.

I started hammering into her in a relentless, heavy missionary rhythm, the wet, slapping sound of the harness against her skin filling the room like thunder. Before I could even take three thrusts, Sasha climbed onto the bed, straddling Elora’s face, positioning her own dripping, caramel pussy directly over the banker’s mouth.

"Eat it, Elora! Work that mouth!" Sasha commanded, grinding her heavy asset down onto Elora's face.

It was absolute chaos. I was fucking Elora hard from the bottom, my hips driving in and out with a fierce, possessive rhythm, while Elora was frantically lapping and eating Sasha’s pussy from the top, her tongue darting wild and fast inside Sasha’s slit. I reached forward, grabbing Elora’s perky breasts, sucking on her hard pink nipples until she was screaming through Sasha’s thighs.

"Fuck, Stacy! You fuck so good! Oh my God!" Elora yelled, her inner walls clamping down around the toy like a vice.

Sasha was riding her face completely wild, her groans getting louder and louder as Elora’s tongue hit her sweet spot. "I'm cumming again! Oh, God, Elora, taste it!" Sasha screamed, her body shuddering as she squirted another heavy, hot wave of her cream straight into her banker’s mouth.

Elora swallowed every single drop of it, her own pussy walls convulsing violently around my strap-on cock at the exact same time. She let out a long, high-pitched, toe-curling scream, her entire body shaking as she experienced the most intense, mind-blowing orgasm of her life, completely spent beneath the two of us.

***

An hour later, the bedroom was completely quiet, filled with the warm, heavy scent of sex, vanilla perfume, and the relaxing aroma of a freshly lit blunt.

The three of us were lying completely naked, tangled up in the ruined, sweat-soaked sheets. I was propped up against the headboard, the leather harness finally discarded on the floor, with Sasha resting her head directly on my bare chest, her long caramel fingers tracing patterns over my stomach. Elora was curled up right against my side, her petite body completely relaxed, her head resting on my shoulder.

I took a long, deep drag from the blunt, letting the smooth smoke fill my lungs before blowing a perfect cloud up toward the ceiling fan. I passed it down to Sasha, who took a hit, giggling softly against my skin.

"Man... let me tell y'all something," Elora spoke up, her voice sounding completely raspy, relaxed, and full of pure bliss. She reached up, taking the blunt from Sasha, her hazel eyes heavy and glowing. "I have never in my entire life experienced anything even close to what just happened in this bed. That was hands-down the most mind-blowing, magnificent sex I have ever had. The way you two work together... it's like a work of art."

She took a hit, blowing the smoke out before looking directly up at me and Sasha.

"I gotta confess something to y'all," Elora whispered, her cheeks flushing with a beautiful, genuine warmth. "I’ve been around a lot of different people, but there is absolutely nothing on this earth like the taste and the feel of beautiful black pussies. The heat, the cream, the way y'all put your entire soul into making love... it completely ruined me tonight. I don't ever want to go back to anything else."

I let out a deep, throaty chuckle, wrapping my arm tighter around her petite shoulder, pulling her into my side. "Mmhmm, see? That’s that Atlanta flavor, baby. Once you get a taste of this high-quality luxury service, everything else feels like coach class."

Sasha shifted her weight, sitting up slightly so she could look directly into my eyes. The playful, mischievous look on her face completely faded away, replaced by an expression so incredibly heartfelt, sweet, and bursting with raw emotion it made my heart thump hard against my ribs.

"Stacy," Sasha whispered, her voice trembling just a fraction as she reached up to cup my jaw, her thumb gently stroking my skin. "I know we started out just playing around in the galley, and I know you always say you keep it player and you don't do feelings. But I gotta be completely real with you. I am completely, deeply, and utterly in love with you, girl. You handle me like nobody else ever has, and looking at you right now... I know I never want to let you go."

Hearing those words out loud, right here in the quiet post-coital bliss, sent a wave of pure, overwhelming emotion straight through my chest. The tough, untouchable Stacy Rowland persona was completely gone. I looked into her beautiful, deep eyes and realized I didn't want to run away anymore.

"I love you too, Sasha," I murmured, my voice dropping into a soft, honest whisper as I leaned down and pressed a sweet, lingering, gentle kiss against her pillowy lips. "You completely flipped my whole world upside down, baby. You got me for real."

Elora watched the two of us, a soft, beautiful smile on her face, but there was a hint of longing in her hazel eyes. She reached over, her hand gently resting on my thigh.

"I know y'all got something special," Elora said softly, her voice sincere. "But after tonight... after feeling the love and the passion in this room... I don't want this to just be a one-time thing. I want to be a part of this circle. I want to be with both of you, if y'all will have me. Let's make this a real love triangle."

Sasha looked down at Elora, then looked back up at me, a beautiful, excited spark returning to her eyes. I shifted back against the pillows, letting the warm smoke escape my lips in a slow, ghosted exhale that drifted into the quiet space between us. Looking down at the two of them—Sasha, with her rich caramel skin glowing like the sweetest midnight sun, and Elora, tucked into my side like she’d been missing from the puzzle all along—the heavy, player armor I’d worn for thirty years didn’t just crack. It completely shattered.

I reached out, my long fingers sliding through Sasha’s hair, before my other hand found the soft curve of Elora’s jaw. The heat radiating off them wasn't just lust anymore; it was a physical hum, a beautiful, sacred frequency that we had just built from scratch in the dark.

"Well," I murmured, my voice dropping into a deep, velvety Atlanta drawl that was softer than silk, dripping with a quiet, luxury promise that went way deeper than skin.

I looked from Elora’s wide, hopeful hazel eyes straight back into Sasha’s deep, soul-snatching gaze, letting them both feel the absolute weight of how much they had just undone me.

"Looks like we found a whole new rhythm, Ms. Banker," I breathed, a slow, breathtakingly tender smile curving my lips as I pulled them both up against my chest, sealing us into one seamless embrace. "Because this right here? This ain't temporary. We just wrote a brand-new sky, and honey... we're all flying together."
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