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CHAPTER 1




Ann-Marie’s POV:




Mmm-hmm. That Hawk-Thomas—that brutal-ass Chicago wind—hit me dead in the face the second I stepped out my Range Rover, snatching at my edges like it had a personal vendetta and a court order. I popped the trunk and just stood there for a hot second, hands planted firmly on my wide-ass hips, glaring at them grocery bags like they owed me child support. Just moved onto this block a week ago and the fridge was already looking like a ghost town. But see, a woman my age still got a healthy-ass appetite—for the food, and definitely for the after-dinner mint, if you catch my drift.

I took a deep breath, bent over into the trunk, and let these tight, dark-wash fashion Nova jeans do exactly what I bought them to do: make my fat-ass booty sit up nice, high, and pretty for the neighborhood watch. Up top, I was rocking one of them butter-soft cashmere sweaters that hugged my heavy-ass titties just right, letting a little cleavage spill out the top ’cause why the hell not? I’m forty-eight, thick in all the absolute right places, and still finer than a motherfucker. Had my hair pulled up into a fresh, juicy high puff with two perfect little curls framing my face, my big-ass gold hoops swinging, and my Ruby Woo lipstick popping. Cougar? Please. They can call me whatever they want. I earned every single stripe on this coat.

I was just reaching for the first two bags when this deep, velvety-ass voice rolled up on me from behind, sounding like low thunder on a hot July night.

“Ay, hold up, ma. Let me get them for you.”

I turned around slow—real slow, letting the hips swing first—and lawd have mercy. There he was. Tall, dark, and downright stupid fine. Charlie-Mac. I already knew his name ’cause the nosy-ass heifers down the block didn't waste no time giving me the neighborhood directory the day I moved in. He was leaning up against a blacked-out Impala, his heavy gold chains catching that mid-day sun, a crisp white fitted cap tilted just a little bit to the side. He had a white tee stretched so damn tight across his broad-ass chest and shoulders, his arms looked like he did push-ups with Buicks for fun. Hood nigga through and through. You could see the tattoos peeking out from under his sleeves, and he had that slow, heavy bop when he walked, like he owned the concrete and the city was paying him rent. But the way his eyes were locked onto me right now? All that block hardness melted into pure, unadulterated hunger.

And just like that, my little tucked-away kitten gave a sharp, wicked-ass twitch. Mmm. It had been way too damn long.

I popped one hip out to the side, letting a slow, wicked smirk spread across my face. “You always roll up on women like you the neighborhood savior, sir? Or am I just special?”

He chuckled. It was a low, sexy-ass rumble that vibrated all the way down to my toenails, showing off a row of perfect, flashing white teeth. “Nah, I just saw a fine-ass woman out here struggling with the heavy lifting. Figured I’d come show you how a real gentleman get down. Name’s Charlie-Mac, but baby, you can call me whatever make you comfortable.”

He walked over, all six-foot-four of him, and damn if my eyes didn’t immediately drop to the front of his grey sweatpants for a quick, split-second inventory.

Lord. That print wasn't just printing; it was publishing a whole-ass novel. The rumors on these Chicago streets weren’t lying. That thing looked a solid ten inches easy, thick as a grown man's wrist under that soft cotton. My mouth went bone dry, and a swallow of pure greed caught in my throat.

I stepped aside just a little bit, giving him room to handle the heavy lifting. “Ann-Marie,” I said, keeping my voice smooth as silk. “And I ain’t struggling, big fella. But I surely ain’t the type to turn down a pair of strong arms, either.”

He leaned in and lifted four of the heaviest bags like they were filled with cotton balls, his biceps flexing so hard the ink on his skin practically shifted. He shot me a look from under the brim of his cap that made my nipples instantly harden right against the lace of my bra.

“Ann-Marie,” he repeated, tasting the name like it was an expensive-ass wine. “Pretty-ass name for a pretty-ass woman. You new ’round here, right? I seen you moving your stuff in last week. That clean-ass Rover yours?”

“Mmm-hmm. Just left the old neighborhood,” I said, grabbing the last two lighter bags and clicking the lock on my keys. “Needed something a little quieter… but not too quiet, you feel me? A bitch still needs some excitement.”

We started walking toward my front porch. Our bare arms brushed against each other, and a jolt of pure, raw electricity shot straight down between my thighs, lighting up my hairy-ass pussy. Now look, I hadn’t shaved down there in years, and the last man who had the privilege of eating me up absolutely loved every single thick, natural curl and that fat clit of mine. Looking at the way Charlie-Mac was breathing, I wondered if this young nigga was bold enough to handle a real grown woman's garden.

He let out another laugh—that rich, deep hood laugh that you can feel in your chest. “Quieter? On this block? You funny, ma. These niggas out here are wild. But don’t even trip, I got you covered. Anybody show you any type of disrespect, you just tell ’em you know Charlie-Mac. It’s handled.”

We reached my front door and I purposely fumbled with my keys, fully aware that his eyes were glued to the back of my jeans, devouring my ass.

I looked over my shoulder, cutting my eyes at him. “Oh, so you the neighborhood protector now? I heard about you, Charlie. Playa-playa. The women on the porch talk, you know. They say you got a big dick, a big reputation, and you don’t take no shit. That true, or they just gassing you up?”

He set the heavy bags down on the doormat and stepped in close—so close he was towering completely over me. The smell of his expensive cologne mixed with that raw, clean, manly sweat had my head spinning. I wanted to climb him like a tree right there on the porch.

“Streets talk a lot,” he murmured, his voice dropping an octave. “Some of it’s true, some of it’s cap. But I ain’t gon’ lie to you, ma… the minute I saw you step out that Rover, with that fat ass sitting pretty in them jeans, I said yeah… I gotta go introduce myself to that. Help a beautiful lady out. You look like a woman who know exactly what she want.”

I finally unlocked the door, pushed it open, and turned around to face him, blocking the entryway with my hand pressed against the doorframe. “And what exactly is it you think I want, Mr. Big Time?”

His gaze dropped down to my red lips, lingered on the heavy swell of my cleavage, and then traveled back up to my eyes, slow as molasses. “You want somebody to carry these heavy-ass bags inside… and then you want somebody to handle something else that’s been needing some serious attention. Am I right?”

I bit my bottom lip, a slow, wicked smile breaking out. This young nigga was smoother than a bucket of grease. “Boy, you are bold as hell. Come on in then. Don’t just stand out there looking all fine and shit.”

He scooped up the bags and followed me across the threshold. My new place was still half-unpacked—cardboard boxes stacked up in the corners—but I had it looking good. Plush couches, a big-ass flat screen, and that soft, sweet feminine touch everywhere. I led him straight into the kitchen, and he set the groceries down on the granite counter before turning around to study me.

“Nice spot, Ann-Marie. You got damn good taste.”

“Thank you, baby. You want something to drink? I got ice water, juice… or are you one of them Henny-sipping niggas?”

He leaned back against the counter, crossing those massive arms over his chest, his eyes tracking every single sway of my hips. “Water for right now. But I’m definitely taking you up on that Henny later on. What, you tryna get a nigga drunk and take advantage of me?”

I let out a loud, booming laugh—that deep, genuine South Side laugh. “Nigga, please! If anybody’s getting taken advantage of in this room, it’s gon’ be your young ass. I’m a whole lot older than you think I am, Charlie-Mac. I been around the block, down the street, and up the avenue. I know exactly what I like.”

He took a step closer while I was pouring the water, his intense body heat radiating right against my back. “How old you is anyway, ma? ’Cause you look like you barely in your thirties. A body like that… fat ass, pretty-ass face, and them titties sitting right where they supposed to be.”

I spun around and handed him the cold glass, letting my manicured fingers slide slowly over his. “Forty-eight, baby. Pure cougar territory. That scare you off?”

The dark brown in his eyes went almost black with pure lust. “Scare me? Hell nah. That shit turn me on even more. I like a grown-ass woman who actually know what the fuck she doing in the bed. These young girls be playing too many damn games. You look like you ready to get dicked down proper by a real one.”

I felt a sudden, heavy throb right between my legs, my panties instantly getting moist. “It’s been a long-ass minute, Charlie,” I confessed, dropping the teasing and getting straight to the point. “The vibrator get tired after a while, you feel me? A real woman need the real thing. Thick, long, deep… you know what I’m saying?”

He didn’t say a word. He just set the water glass down on the counter with a hard clink and grabbed me by my waist with both of his big, rough hands, pulling me flush against his body. “I got eleven inches of solid pipe for you, Ann-Marie. Fat, too. Most women be scared when I whip it out… but you? I can already tell you gon’ take every single bit of it and beg a nigga for more. That beautiful, juicy, hairy pussy I know you got down there is gon’ cream all over it.”

I gasped, my breath catching in my throat as I pressed my stomach up against him. Right there, hard as a brick wall through his sweatpants, I could feel that massive monster throbbing right against my hip bone. “How you know I’m hairy, boy? You been sitting over there thinking about my pussy already?”

“Every single night since I first saw you,” he admitted, his voice getting thick and husky. “Imagined spreading them thick-ass thighs of yours, burying my whole face in all that soft hair, and sucking on that big-ass clit I know you got. You gon’ let me taste it, Ann-Marie?”

My knees literally buckled, and I had to grip his forearms to keep from sliding down to the linoleum. This conversation went from zero to a hundred miles an hour real quick. “You talk a real good game, Charlie-Mac. But can you actually back it up? ’Cause I don’t need no damn minute-man in my life. I need a nigga who gon’ put in real overtime work. Make me cum until I’m crying and praising the Lord.”

He grinned, a wicked, confident flash of teeth, and leaned his head down until his lips were brushing the sensitive skin of my earlobe. “I’m from the mud, baby. I don’t play when it comes to this. I eat pussy like it’s my last meal on earth. I fuck like I’m tryna put a baby in you, even if I ain’t. And when you tapping out and begging me to stop, I’m still going. You gon’ be sore as hell tomorrow… but it’s gon’ be the best kind of sore.”

A soft, helpless moan tore out of my throat, and I bunched his white tee up in my fists. “Then stop all that damn talking and show me something, nigga. Kiss me.”

He didn’t hesitate for a fraction of a second. His mouth came crashing down on mine, hungry, dominant, and deep. His tongue slid into my mouth, tasting like fresh mint and beautiful trouble. I kissed him back like a woman starving in the desert, my hands tearing up his back, feeling the hard ridges of his muscles. He reached down and cupped both cheeks of my ass through the denim, lifting me up just enough to grind that fat, heavy monster right against my soaking wet crotch.

“Damn, Ann-Marie,” he groaned against my lips, his breathing ragged. “You so damn soft. So thick. I want you bad as fuck.”

I pulled back just an inch, breathing hard, looking straight into his eyes. “Then take me, Charlie. But we doing this shit right. Slow at first. I want the romance, too. Make a bitch feel special before you go tearing my walls down.”

He smiled, and for a second, the street nigga disappeared, replaced by something sweet and genuine. He used his thumb to gently stroke my cheek. “I got you, baby. I ain’t just tryna hit and run. You different. The second I saw you, all that tough, aggressive shit I usually be on… it just paused. You make a nigga wanna be better. Protect you. Spoil you. And dick you down until you forget your own damn name.”

We just stood there in the middle of the kitchen, the groceries completely forgotten, just holding onto each other. His big hands roamed my curves gently now, like he was studying a map. I felt a sudden wave of emotion hit me—it had been so damn long since a man made me feel completely wanted, desired, and safe all at the same time.

“You really mean that shit?” I asked, my voice dropping lower, my tough hood exterior slipping just a little bit. “Or you just using that smooth-ass mouth to get inside my drawers?”

He looked me dead in the eyes, completely serious. “I mean every word of that shit, Ann-Marie. Yeah, I’ve been a playa. Done a lot of wild, reckless shit in these streets. But when I saw you… man. It’s just different. I wanna actually know you. I wanna know what makes you laugh, what makes you moan, what you be dreaming about at night. All of it.”

Tears tried to sting the corners of my eyes, but I blinked them back, letting out a soft laugh. “Boy, you about to make me cry in this kitchen. Come on now. Help me put this damn food away before the ice cream melt, and then we can… talk some more. Maybe on the couch.”

We worked together like we’d been doing it for years, putting the groceries in the fridge, bumping our hips together, and stealing quick, passionate kisses. He was playful as hell, reaching out to smack my ass every single time I bent over, making me laugh until my sides actually hurt.

“Charlie-Mac, you are childish as hell, I swear!”

“But you love it though,” he shot back, his eyes dancing with mischief.

“Yeah… I damn sure do.”

When the counters were finally clear, we moved into the living room. I sat down on the plush couch, and before I could even get comfortable, he reached out and pulled me right onto his lap, making me straddle his waist. That huge dick was rock hard under his sweats, pressing directly against my center. I rocked my hips slow, teasing him, feeling the sheer size of him.

“You feel that?” he whispered, his hands gripping my hips to control the movement. “That’s all for you. When you ready, I’m sliding every single inch of that into that juicy-ass pussy. I’m gonna make you squirt all over this couch for me.”

I let out a soft moan, burying my face in his neck and kissing the warm skin there. “I can’t wait, baby. But not today. We building something real right now. Tease me a little longer. Make me want it so bad I’m dripping all the way down my thighs.”

He groaned loud, throwing his head back against the cushions. “You killing me, woman. You really are. But I like the torture. A slow burn. Because when I finally get inside you… it’s over for you, Ann-Marie.”

We spent the next hour just talking, laughing, and flirting heavy. He opened up to me about the block, how he used to move weight in the streets but was actively trying to go completely legit with a couple of legal businesses. I told him about my messy-ass divorce, my grown kids who don't ever check in unless they need money, and how I still felt young, vibrant, and desperate for real passion.

“You still got it, Ann-Marie,” he said, his voice sincere as he looked at me. “You got more flavor than these young girls out here could ever dream of. That strut you got? That confidence? Shit is sexy as hell.”

I leaned in and kissed him deep again, grinding my pelvis harder against his lap. My panties were completely soaked through by now. His hands slipped up under my cashmere top, finding their way to my bare, heavy titties, his thumbs rolling over my hard nipples until I was shaking.

“Fuck, Charlie… you making me so damn wet.”

“Let me feel it,” he growled, his eyes dark.

I didn't stop him. I let him slide his big hand directly into the front of my jeans, moving past the thick barrier of my bush until his long fingers found my hairy, dripping-wet cunt. He let out a loud, guttural groan when he felt just how natural and completely sloppy-wet I was for him.

“Goddamn, baby,” he breathed, his fingers sliding through the moisture. “This pussy is so fat and hairy, just like I love it. Big-ass clit, too… shit.”

He started rubbing his thumb over my clit in slow, heavy circles, and I rode his hand, throwing my head back and moaning loud enough to shake the walls. “Right there, daddy… oh god, yeah…”

We didn’t go all the way that first day. But lord knows we came close enough to smell the smoke—dry humping until our clothes were ruined, him fingering me until I was breathless, and him pulling my shirt up to suck on my heavy titties until I came violently right on his hand. It was emotional, it was hilarious, and it was steamy as a motherfucker.

As the sun started to dip low, painting the living room walls in warm shades of burnt orange and deep purple, the heavy Chicago heat outside didn't have nothing on what was simmering on my couch. Charlie wrapped them massive, tatted-up arms around me, pulling my back flush against his chest like I was a prize he just won and wasn’t planning on ever letting go. I rested my head right under his chin, listening to the steady, deep thumping of his heart. It sounded like a bassline to a song I’ve been wanting to dance to for a long-ass time.

He leaned down, burying his face in my hair, taking a deep, greedy breath like I smelled like heaven and home all mixed together.

“This ain’t no temporary pit stop, Ann-Marie,” he murmured, his deep voice vibrating right through my spine, sending a delicious little shiver straight to my thighs. “This the start of something real. I’m officially putting my flag in the ground. I’m claiming you, ma.”

I chuckled, a low, purring sound, and rubbed my soft-ass booty right against that ten-inch mountain of a reminder that was still pressed against my lower back. “Oh, you claiming me now? Bold words for a nigga who just got his hand soaked in my grown-woman juices without even taking his pants off.”

He let out that rich, beautiful hood laugh, his chest shaking against my back. “Man, look… you laugh, but I’m dead-ass serious. That sweet, heavy-ass bush of yours got me ready to sign a lease. I’m hooked, baby. You got that timeless kind of magic. The kind that make a street nigga wanna pull up, park the car, and throw away the keys.”

I smiled, turning around in his lap so I could look him dead in his pretty, dark eyes. The humor faded for a second, replaced by something so sweet and poetic it made my chest ache in the best way possible. I reached up, my manicured fingers tracing the hard line of his jawline. I felt warmer in his arms than I had in a dozen winters.

“Claim me then, Charlie-Mac,” I whispered, my hood slickness softening into pure, raw honesty. “Lock it down. Just make sure you got the stamina for the long haul, big fella. ‘Cause once you fully cross that border and get a real taste of this grown woman, it’s a wrap. I’m talking addiction. I’m talking about you looking at these other little girls out here like they playing in the sandbox while you got the whole damn amusement park at home. You ain’t never getting rid of me.”

He stared at my lips, his gaze so heavy and full of unadulterated worship it made my nipples tighten all over again. He leaned in, his mouth brushing against mine so gently it was almost criminal.

“Baby,” he growled softly, gripping my hips until his knuckles went white, “getting rid of you is the last thing on my mind. I’m tryna see how long it take me to memorize every single inch of you.”

And as the city lights started to twinkle outside the window, I knew right then and there—the South Side wind could blow all it wanted, but inside this house, I was perfectly safe, completely desired, and about to get loved down real, real proper.


CHAPTER 2




Ann-Marie’s POV:




The next afternoon, I was standing in my brand-new kitchen, a dusting of Swan’s Down flour coating my knuckles and my hips swaying sweet and slow to that old-school Frankie Beverly & Maze playing low on the Bluetooth speaker. Let me tell you something: ain’t absolutely nothing in this world like baking a homemade dessert when you got a fine-ass, tatted-up hood nigga taking up free real estate in your mind.

I had my signature red velvet cake batter mixed up—deep crimson, smooth as silk, and tasting like a sweet sin—and the oven was preheating to a perfect 350 degrees Fahrenheit. For the occasion, I had this thick, forty-eight-year-old booty of mine stuffed into some thin, buttery-black leggings that made every single curve look like an invitation to a banquet. Up top? Just a thin white cotton tank top. No bra. Why? Because my nipples were already standing up like perky little soldiers just thinking about the way Charlie-Mac’s heavy, rough palms had felt on my skin yesterday. Down south, my natural, hairy-ass pussy was already giving a wicked little tingle. That fat clit of mine was throbbing to the rhythm of the bassline, like it knew exactly what kind of overtime work was on the schedule for today.

I slid the round cake pans into the oven, closed the door, and set the timer. I was just grabbing a damp dish towel to wipe down the flour off the granite counter when that deep, unmistakable, trunk-rattling bass from his blacked-out Impala came rolling down the block, vibrating right through my floorboards.

My heart did a whole-ass Olympic flip in my chest. Lawd look at me. This young nigga had a grown woman acting like a schoolgirl waiting by the lockers.

I strolled over to the window, parting the blinds just a little bit to peek outside. Yep. There he was. Tall, dark, and dangerous as a midnight alley, stepping out of the driver's side. And bless the Lord, he was rocking them grey sweatpants again with a crisp, fresh white tee. That massive dick-print was swinging between his thighs with every heavy bop of his walk, and my mouth instantly went bone-dry. The greed was real.

I casually walked over to the front door, throwing the dish towel over my shoulder and trying my absolute best not to look like I’d been standing there counting the seconds. The moment I swung that door open, Charlie-Mac hit me with a killer, dimpled smile that could’ve got him out of a traffic ticket anywhere in the city of Chicago.

He stepped onto the threshold, his eyes dropping immediately to the way my tank top was clinging to my heavy titties. “Damn, ma,” he murmured, his voice laced with that husky, South Side hood grit that make a bitch knees weak. “You looking edible as hell today. Forget the kitchen, you the main course.”

I let out a loud laugh, stepping back to let his massive frame into the foyer. “Boy, bring your bad-ass inside before these nosy-ass heifers down the block start making up rumors. Come on in.”

The second he crossed the threshold and shut the heavy oak door behind him, the warm, cocoa-scented aroma of that baking red velvet hit him in the face. But he didn't even look toward the kitchen. He stepped right into my space, wrapping them massive, solid-oak arms around my waist and pulling me flush against his chest. He squeezed my fat ass through the leggings, his big palms covering both cheeks like they belonged to him. I completely melted into him, burying my nose into his neck, breathing in that intoxicating mix of fresh laundry detergent, expensive Bond No. 9 cologne, and pure, raw man.

“Mmm,” he groaned, his lips brushing the soft skin of my forehead. “What you got smelling so damn good up in here, Ann-Marie? You trying to lure a nigga in?”

I grinned up at him, my hands resting on his broad shoulders. “My famous red velvet cake, baby. Made completely from scratch. You want a slice when it’s done baking?”

“Hell yeah, I want a slice.” He pulled back just an inch, but kept those heavy hands locked tight onto my wide hips. “I didn’t even know you was a baker like that. Shit, you full of beautiful-ass surprises, ain’t you?”

I smirked, poking a manicured finger right into the hard center of his chest. “I’m a woman of many, many talents, Charlie-Mac. You just starting to scratch the surface.”

He licked his bottom lip, his dark eyes darkening as they locked onto my cleavage. “That’s exactly what I’m tryna find out. Tell me something, ma… you suck the dick as good as you talk?”

I gasped, my jaw dropping, and I whipped the dish towel off my shoulder and smacked him right across his hard arm. “Nigga! You are nasty as hell! Get your mind out of my drawers and come sit your tail down in the kitchen.”

He let out that deep, rumbling, villainous-ass chuckle that I was quickly becoming addicted to, following right behind me as I walked into the kitchen. I already knew his eyes were glued to the back of my leggings, watching my cheeks do a little alternating dance with every step.

“I’m just saying, ma,” he said, leaning against the doorframe. “After yesterday? Them fingers wasn’t doing nothing but teasing a nigga. I been sitting up in my bed all night thinking about that thick, hairy cunt of yours. No cap.”

“Boy, hush your mouth,” I said, but the truth was, my pussy gave a violent, wet clench at the words. I walked over to the oven, purposefully bending over a little extra slow to peek through the glass at my cakes, letting my leggings stretch to their absolute limit. I could literally hear his breathing hitch behind me. “Make yourself comfortable. You want something cold to drink while we wait on the oven?”

“Nah, I’m good on a drink,” his voice dropped into a low, predatory register as I felt his heavy footsteps close the distance between us. He came right up behind me, pressing that hard-ass, rigid bulge in his grey sweats right into the cleft of my tatted ass. “But I do want something sweet right now… and it damn sure ain’t the cake.”

I stood up real slow, turning around in the small space of his arms so we were chest to chest. “You truly wild, you know that? The cake ain’t even done rising yet and you already trying to eat the appetizer?”

He didn’t even answer with words. He just grinned, hooked his massive hands under my thighs, and lifted my heavy-ass body up onto the granite counter like I didn’t weigh more than a bag of sugar.

“Exactly,” he whispered, stepping between my legs. “Let me taste that pretty-ass cougar pussy while the timer ticks down. I promise I’ll be quick… at first.”

Before I could even gather my breath to reply, Charlie-Mac dropped straight to his knees right there on my clean kitchen floor. His big hands gripped the waistband of my black leggings and my silk panties, and in one smooth, dominant downward motion, he yanked them down past my knees, leaving them bunched around my ankles. He spread my thick, heavy thighs wide, pushing my knees back toward my chest, and just stared at my exposed, natural garden like he had just uncovered a chest full of gold doubloons.

“Fuck, Ann-Marie…” he growled, his voice dropping so low it sounded like a straight-up earthquake, his hot, heavy breath hitting my bare inner thighs and sending a violent, trembling shiver straight through my core. He used his big, rough thumbs to pry my lips wide open, his eyes completely wild as he stared into my heat. “Look at this gorgeous, fat-ass, hairy cunt. Just look at all this thick, pretty black hair… shit. And this big-ass, swollen clit already throbbing and poking out to say hello? Damn, baby, you dripping like a broken faucet for a nigga already. Look at all this juice.”

I leaned all the way back on my elbows against that cold granite counter, my chest heaving out of control, my vision blurring a little from the sheer shock of how fast and dominant this young nigga was moving. My knees were practically shaking in the air.

“Stop doing all that damn talking and put your face in it then, daddy,” I panted, my voice dripping with pure greed. “Suck the soul out of this grown pussy like you mean it. Eat it until I scream, nigga.”

Charlie-Mac didn’t need to be told twice. He buried his whole face right into my bush, his lips and nose plowing through the thick, natural curls. His warm, rough tongue found my fat, swollen clit, and he slurped on it loud, taking the whole hood of it into his mouth and sucking it like a ripe, juicy cherry.

“Oh, sweet Jesus… yes, baby!” I screamed out, completely forgetting about the neighbors as my hand flew into his short, crisp hair, gripping his head. “Eat that hairy pussy! Mmm, right there, Charlie!”

He let out a guttural groan directly against my wet slit, the vibrations of his throat making my toes curl and snap. “Taste so damn good,” he mumbled against my skin, his voice muffled by my hair. “Salty-sweet. All real woman. This is the best pussy in the city, no cap.”

He pulled my thighs even wider, his tongue diving deep between my dripping-wet folds, slurping up the thick cream that was pouring out of me like a broken faucet. Then he went back up to my clit—flicking it fast, sucking it deep, kissing my hairy mound like it was a holy relic.

The oven timer was ticking in the background, a steady tick-tick-tick, while this fine-ass street nigga completely devoured me on my own counter. I was grinding my hips out of control, shoving my pelvis right into his face, my thick legs shaking like jumper cables.

“Charlie-Mac… fuck!” I shrieked, my fingers clawing at the edge of the granite counter until my knuckles turned white. “You devouring this shit like it’s your last meal on death row, nigga! Slurp on that fat clit, baby! Yes! Swallow me whole right there!”

He paused for one agonizing, breathless second, lifting his head just enough to look up at me. His lips were drenched and glistening with my thick, sticky juices, and his dark beard was completely soaked, shining like expensive oil under the bright kitchen light.

“Cum for me, Ann-Marie,” he growled, a thick, glistening string of my spit snapping between his lips as he opened his mouth. “Flood my whole throat with that sweet, heavy cream, ma. Drown a nigga before that timer go off.”

He went back in, twice as hard, sliding two thick, rough fingers straight up into my tight, dripping-wet hole, curling them upward to hook into my G-spot while his mouth created a powerful, rhythmic vacuum on my clit.

The pleasure hit me like a lightning bolt. My whole body went stiff, my legs locking around the back of his neck, trapping him there. “I’m cumming! Oh my God, Charlie! Fuuuuck!”

My inner walls pulsed violently, clamping down on his fingers as I creamed all over his mouth, his nose, and his hands. He didn't pull away; he just kept slurping, drinking down every single drop of my nectar, kissing my wet, hairy outer lips with a sweetness that almost made me want to cry.

When he finally stood up, his face was glistening with my essence, and his eyes were wild. He leaned over and kissed me deep, forcing his tongue into my mouth so I could literally taste my own sweet, musky cream on his lips. “Good-ass pussy, ma,” he panted. “Real, grown-ass pussy.”

I was still trembling from head to toe when I slid off the counter, lifting my legs one by one to pull my leggings back up over my sticky hips. “You are absolutely crazy. Here I am trying to bake a nice cake and you down there making me scream down the block.”

He laughed, reaching into his sweats to adjust that massive, throbbing bulge that was practically begging for freedom. “We just getting started, Ann-Marie. The kitchen was just the warm-up.”

***

The Sweet and the Sticky:

The red velvet cake came out of the oven looking like an award-winning masterpiece—moist, fluffy, and smelling like pure temptation. Once it cooled down, I slathered it in my homemade cream cheese frosting, and we ended up sitting right on my living room couch, eating warm slices straight off the plates, feeding each other, and talking pure trash.

“You out here baking like somebody’s sweet-ass grandma but you gripping a nigga’s head and shaking like a porn star,” he teased, taking a big forkful of cake.

I smacked his shoulder, hard. “Watch your mouth, boy. I will make you put that plate down and force you to ride my face until you beg for mercy.”

“Is that a promise?” His eyes sparkled with pure mischief.

We finished the cake, and the flirting didn't do nothing but get dirtier and kinkier by the minute. The energy in the room was heavy, thick with anticipation. I set my plate on the coffee table, climbed right onto his lap, and began grinding my heavy hips in a slow, torturous circle right against that hard-ass steel rod hidden in his grey sweats.

“Feel that?” I whispered, leaning in until my lips brushed his neck. “My panties are still soaking wet from your tongue. You ready for the main event, big fella?”

“Hell yeah.” He didn't waste no time, reaching under my white tank top and ripping it completely over my head, tossing it onto the floor. He buried his face in my heavy, bare titties, his wet tongue swirling around my dark, swollen nipples, sucking them into his mouth until I was arching my back and groaning. “These big-ass titties are perfect, ma. Thick and heavy. I’m tryna fuck these later.”

“Do what you want,” I gasped, reaching down and gripping the waistband of his sweatpants. I tugged them down past his hips, along with his boxers, and when that massive dick sprang free, my eyes damn near popped out of my skull.

Jesus, Joseph, and insurance.

That thing was an absolute monster. It looked a solid eleven inches today, veiny, heavy, with a dark, mushroom-shaped head that was already leaking a thick drop of precum. It was thick as my wrist, pulsing like a live wire.

“Jesus Christ, Charlie-Mac,” I breathed, staring at it. “This dick is stupid big. Do women actually survive taking all of this?”

I wrapped my right hand around the shaft—and my fingers couldn’t even meet on the other side. I held the length of it against my forearm just to measure the madness. “Look at this shit. From my wrist all the way past my elbow. It’s thick as a brick.”

He let out a low groan as my palm closed around him, his hips twitching upward. “You gon’ handle it though, Ann-Marie. I already know your throat and that fat pussy can take every bit of it.”

I didn’t argue. I slid off his lap, dropping to my knees right between his thick thighs on the hardwood floor. I looked up at him, cut my eyes wickedly, and spit a big, thick glob of saliva right onto the head of his dick, using my hand to paint it down the shaft until the whole thing was shining.

I went to work. I took the massive, flared head into my mouth first, swirling my tongue around the ridge, sucking the precum out like it was nectar. Then, I opened my jaw wide, bobbing my head down, slurping loud, wet, and nasty. My saliva was dripping down the veiny shaft, making a sloppy, squelching sound in the quiet living room. I used both hands at the base, twisting and jerking him while my mouth devoured the top, occasionally popping off the head with a loud pop just to lick my way up from his heavy balls.

“Damn, Ann-Marie…” Charlie growled, his hands flying into my hair, his knuckles gripping my high puff as his hips started lifting off the couch. “You sucking this dick like a professional. That throat deep too? Fuck!”

I didn't answer with words; I just looked up at him through my eyelashes, took a deep breath, and shoved his massive shaft deep down into the back of my throat, letting the head hit my wall. I gagged a little, my eyes watering from the sheer stretch of it, but I loved every second of the dominance. Mmm-hmm. This big, young, beautiful dick belonged to me now. I started jerking him fast, bobbing up and down, making loud, sloppy, ungodly-ass noises that echoed through my house. His heavy balls were almost resting right against my chin, and I reached down with my free hand to tickle the skin behind them, making him lose his absolute mind.

He was groaning, his hips thrusting upward into my mouth with more urgency now. “Shit, baby… hold up, hold up. You finna make a nigga nut right in your mouth. That throat is too dangerous.”

I popped my mouth off him, a thick string of saliva connecting my red lips to the wet head of his dick. “Oh no you don’t,” I smirked, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. “You ain’t nutting yet. I want this big-ass pole inside my pussy first.”

We didn’t even make it within ten feet of the bedroom. Charlie grabbed me by my waist, stood up, and flipped my body right onto the plush cushions of the couch. In one aggressive, hungry movement, he ripped my black leggings and panties completely off my feet, tossing them somewhere near the television.

I lay back on the pillows, my heavy thighs spread wide open, my natural, hairy pussy glistening and dripping wet from the show I just put on. Charlie-Mac stood over me, his massive dick standing straight up like a flagpole. He leaned down, taking the wet, veiny shaft and rubbing the flared head up and down my sensitive slit, painting his precum all over my thick outer hair and teasing my swollen clit until I was tossing my head side to side.

“You ready for this big-ass street dick, cougar?” he whispered, his eyes burning into mine. “It’s gon’ stretch your whole life out.”

“Give it to me, Charlie,” I begged, my voice cracking with pure lust. “Stop teasing a bitch. Beat this pussy up.”

He didn’t hesitate. He aligned the head with my opening and pushed in slow. The sheer width of him entered my tight walls, and I let out a sharp, breathless gasp. “Ohhh fuck… it’s so damn big, Charlie. Go slow, baby, please…”

Inch by incredible inch, he fed me that heavy-ass pipe, stretching my tight walls until I felt like I was filled to the brim. When he was only halfway in, the intense fullness of him hit my spot so hard that my inner muscles gave a violent contraction, and I started instantly cumming all over again, my pussy gripping his shaft like a vice.

“I’m cumming already! Oh my God, it’s too good! Shit!”

He grinned down at me, a wild, dominant look on his face, and slammed his hips forward, pushing the rest of the eleven inches deep into my gut. “That’s right, ma. Cream all over this dick. Take every single inch of it.”

When he bottomed out, his heavy, hairy balls slapping right against my fat outer lips, a loud, ragged scream of pure pleasure tore out of my throat. He didn’t give me a second to recover. He started stroking—long, deep, powerful, and relentless.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

The expensive couch was creaking out of control as he fucked me hard, pounding into my wet, hairy snatch like a scene straight out of a hood movie. The sound of our skin slapping together was deafening. My heavy, bare titties were bouncing all over the place, his heavy gold chains were swinging and clinking against my chest, and the heat in the room was boiling.

“Take this dick, Ann-Marie!” he growled, his face covered in a fine layer of sweat as he looked down at me. “This my pussy now. Say that shit!”

“It’s yours, daddy! Oh god, fuck me! Harder! Beat this hairy pussy up, Charlie!”

He grabbed my legs, flipping me over onto my stomach in one smooth, powerful motion. “Get them knees up,” he ordered, his voice dripping with authority.

I got up on all fours, arching my back and sticking my fat ass high into the air. Charlie-Mac didn't waste a second; he lined himself up and slammed back into me from behind, gripping my wide hips with his big hands so hard I knew I was gonna have fingerprints there tomorrow. He went balls deep with every single thrust, the full length of him disappearing into my wet, hairy cunt.

“This fat ass is jiggling so crazy,” he groaned, his pace getting faster, his chest slamming against my back. “That hairy-ass cunt is creaming all over my lap. You squirt for a nigga yet? Let me see it.”

The friction on my clit from the position was too much. I let out a loud, high-pitched wail as my pussy completely convulsed, a heavy gush of clear squirt fluid spraying out across the couch cushions. “Yes! I’m squirting, baby! Oh god, don’t you dare stop!”

We fucked like absolute animals—moving from the couch straight down onto the hardwood floor, me riding him reverse cowgirl while my big ass bounced up and down on that massive pole, watching his face twist in pleasure, then switching back to missionary so he could look deep into my eyes. He reached up, cupping my throat lightly, talking the filthiest, most beautiful ghetto trash directly into my face.

“This is the best pussy in the whole city of Chicago,” he panted, his thrusts becoming short, hard, and desperate. “Wet, hairy, tight as fuck… I’m officially addicted, ma. You gon’ make a street nigga fall in love beating this shit up.”

I was cumming non-stop, my legs shaking like leaf springs, my manicured nails digging deep tracks into the smooth muscles of his tatted back. “Cum in me, Charlie-Mac! Fill this whole cougar pussy up with your babies! Give it to me!”

He let out a loud, primal growl, his muscles locking up as he delivered three final, bone-crushing thrusts that hit the absolute back of my womb. He buried himself balls deep inside my hairy snatch and exploded. I could feel rope after rope of thick, boiling-hot cum flooding my inner walls, filling me up until it was overflowing down my thighs.

We collapsed right there on the living room floor, completely drenched in sweat, our chests heaving as we tried to catch our breath, before we both broke out into a tired, happy-ass laugh.

Charlie turned onto his side, pulling my sticky body against his, his face completely worn out. “Damn, woman… you trying to kill a nigga in here today.”

I leaned up, planting a sweet, lingering kiss right over his heart. “Nah, baby,” I whispered with a wicked-ass smirk. “Just claiming what’s officially mine.”

***

We lay tangled on the living room floor like two fools who had just survived a Category 5 hurricane on the South Side. My chest was heaving out of control, my heavy titties still tingling and burning from how viciously he’d been sucking on them dark-wash nipples of mine. Charlie-Mac’s massive, heavy-ass frame was completely covering mine, pinning me down into the rug, and that wicked eleven-inch dick of his was still buried deep inside my gut, giving a lazy, heavy-ass twitch every few seconds. It was leaking the last few thick drops of that warm, velvety nut he had just flooded my whole garden with. I could feel it literally pooling inside me, mixing up with my own slippery-wet cream, and starting to drip slow out of my hairy lips, running right down the cleft of my ass crack onto the hardwood floor. Messy as a motherfucker, honey. But that’s exactly how a real woman like me liked it.

“Goddamn, woman…” he breathed right against the sweet spot of my neck, his voice sounding like pure gravel, raw and incredibly raspy. “You just tried to snatch a nigga soul straight through your pussy walls. That shit was gripping onto my meat like it had actual hands, Ann-Marie. No cap.”

I let out a loud, throaty Chicago laugh, the sound bouncing off my bare walls, and wrapped my thick, heavy thighs even tighter around his waist to trap him inside me a little longer. “Nigga, please. You the one who walked into my house talking all that big-time block shit, and then turned around and delivered an even bigger dick. I ain’t never had my walls stretched out like that in my entire forty-eight years of living. I’m pretty sure you just rearranged my whole digestive system, Charlie-Mac.”

He lifted his massive head, them dark, piercing eyes locking onto mine with a heavy mix of unadulterated lust and something much softer, something that looked a whole lot like worship. He reached up, using his big, rough fingers to gently brush a few stray curls away from my sweaty forehead, his thumb tracing the line of my cheekbone. “You good though, for real, ma? I know I started hitting it crazy hard at the end there. I didn’t mean to go that savage on you for our very first time.”

I smirked, reaching up to wrap my arms around his neck and pulling his fine-ass down for a slow, incredibly nasty, wet kiss. Our tongues danced lazy and sloppy, tasting the sweet cocoa of the red velvet cake mixed with our own raw, primal flavor. When I finally pulled back, I gave his bottom lip a sharp, playful little bite. “Baby, I loved every single second of that demolition. This cougar pussy is built from Chicago concrete; it can handle whatever weight you trying to drop on it. Matter of fact… I’m already wanting some more. But first, let’s go get another slice of that cake before the frosting melt completely down. Then, you gon’ have to fuck me all over again until I can’t even walk straight to my mailbox tomorrow.”

He grinned, that smooth, dimpled playa smile that probably had him dodging child support and broken hearts all across the city. “Bossy-ass older woman. Shit is sexy as fuck. I like that.”

He started backing out of me real slow, and a needy, helpless little whimper tore out of my throat at the sudden empty feeling. That massive, fat-ass dick slapped heavy and wet against his thigh as he stood up, still semi-hard, veiny, and glistening with a thick layer of my pussy juices and his own cream. Lawd have mercy.

We stood up, naked as the day we entered this world. I didn't even bother trying to cover up a single thing. At forty-eight, my body was what it was: thick, soft in the belly from living good, heavy titties with just a little bit of natural sag that made them real, wide-ass hips, a fat, juicy booty that did a whole-ass solo performance when I walked, and that full, beautiful bush of black pussy hair completely matted down and white with his fresh nut. Charlie-Mac just stood there on the rug, completely paralyzed, his eyes devouring every single piece of me.

“If you keep staring at me like I’m a twenty-piece lemon pepper from Harold’s, we ain’t never gon’ make it to that kitchen,” I warned him, throwing my shoulders back and switching my heavy hips extra wide as I strutted toward the counter.

He didn't even hesitate—he followed right behind my tracks, his big, heavy palms reaching out to snatch both cheeks of my ass. “I can’t even help it, ma. You sexy as a motherfucker, Ann-Marie. All this real, grown-ass woman body… shit is dangerous. A nigga look at you and want to go to the courthouse and wife you up by Friday.”

I chuckled, grabbing the knife and cutting us two massive, thick-ass slices of that red velvet. It was still warm, the cream cheese frosting melting just a little bit and running down the sides. We stood right there against the granite counter, completely naked, feeding each other bites off our forks. I laughed out loud when a big dollop of white frosting fell right onto my left nipple, and Charlie didn't even blink—he fell straight to his knees, wrapping his lips around my breast and licking it off slow, his rough tongue swirling around my dark areola until I was arching my back into his mouth.

“Mmm, that’s the best damn frosting I ever tasted in my life,” he mumbled against my skin, pulling the whole heavy weight of my titty into his mouth and sucking on it until the suction echoed in the kitchen.

“Boy, you are completely insatiable,” I giggled, my hands digging into his shoulders as that familiar, heavy-ass moisture started pouring right back out of my bush. “Sit your bad-ass down on that couch. Let me handle this monster proper this time.”

I pushed him back into the living room, and he crashed onto the cushions with a deep chuckle. I dropped straight to my knees right between his thick, tatted thighs. Up close like this, under the living room lights, his dick looked even more ridiculous than it did before. Eleven fat, heavy inches of deep chocolate meat, thick-ass veins pulsing along the sides like tree roots, and a massive mushroom head that was already leaking a fresh, shiny bead of precum. I reached out, lifting the heavy weight of it with both hands, and laid the shaft right against my forearm again, completely marveling at the scale of it.

“Look at this absolute sin, baby,” I murmured, my voice dropping into a sultry purr. “From my wrist all the way past my elbow. How the hell you walk around these Chicago streets with this loaded weapon in your sweats every day? These little girls out here must run for their lives when they see this coming.”

Charlie-Mac leaned all the way back against the sofa cushions, spreading his massive arms across the top of the couch, watching me through heavy, hooded eyes that were dripping with pure lust. “Some of ’em run. Some of ’em try to take it like champs. But I promise you, none of them heifers ever looked half as hungry as you look right now, Ann-Marie.”

I didn't say another word. I hawked a little bit and spit real nasty right onto the head of it, letting long, thick strings of my saliva drip down the sides. I wrapped both of my hands around the base, squeezing tight and twisting them in opposite directions, while my tongue did a slow, wet lap around that flared head. Then, I opened my jaws wide and slid him deep into my mouth—gagging a little on the sheer width of him, slurping loud and nasty, bobbing my head like I had a point to prove to the whole South Side.

Gluck-gluck-gluck.

The living room was filled with the filthiest, wettest mouth sounds you ever heard. My saliva poured down the shaft onto his heavy, low-hanging balls, and I reached down with my manicured hands to massage them, eventually pulling one whole testicle into my mouth to suck on it before switching straight back to deepthroating as much of that eleven inches as my throat could possibly swallow.

“Fuuuuck, Ann-Marie,” he groaned out, his hips giving a sudden, involuntary jerk upward as his hand gently guided the back of my head. “That mouth is so damn warm and tight. You sucking the literal soul out of this dick, baby. Yeah… just like that. Nasty-ass cougar.”

I popped my mouth off him with a loud, wet sound, gasping for air as strings of thick spit connected my red lips to his throbbing, veiny cock. “This is my dick now, Charlie-Mac. You hear me?” I panted, cutting my eyes at him. “Ain’t no more running these blocks, passing out this heavy pipe to these little twenty-two-year-old girls who don’t know what to do with it. This meat is officially retired from the streets. It lives in my hairy-ass pussy from this day forward.”

He let out a low, beautiful laugh, his eyes flashing. “Come ride this pension then, ma. Show me how a real woman handle it.”

I climbed up onto his lap, my thick thighs framing his wide hips as I straddled him. Reaching down between us, I grabbed that hot, heavy shaft and started rubbing the wet head up and down my natural slit, painting his cock with my moisture and teasing my big clit until my breath was coming in ragged gasps. Then, I hovered over him and sank down slow—real slow.

Oh, lord.

Inch after torturous inch stretched my walls completely open all over again. My mouth fell open in a silent, agonizing cry of pure ecstasy as I swallowed all eleven inches down, until my ass was resting heavy right against his balls.

“Shiiiit… it’s so damn deep,” I moaned, my hands gripping his shoulders for dear life. “I can literally feel the head of your dick touching my stomach, Charlie.”

I started riding him, slow and heavy at first, grinding my pelvis in a wicked, circular motion so that my swollen clit was rubbing directly against the thick base of his shaft with every turn. My heavy titties were bouncing wildly right in front of his face, and Charlie didn't hesitate—he buried his face between them, biting on the soft flesh and sucking my dark nipples until I was losing my mind. Then, the rhythm took over, and I started going faster—bouncing my fat ass up and down, making my cheeks clap loud and sloppy against his thighs.

Clap! Clap! Clap!

“Fuck me back, daddy,” I demanded, my hood talk getting filthy as the pleasure built up. “Beat this pussy up from the bottom!”

He gripped my waist with both of his massive hands, using his strength to thrust up hard against me, meeting every single downward bounce with a vicious, deep shove. The sound of my wet pussy and our skin slapping together filled the whole room like thunder. My natural cream was coating his entire shaft now, turning white, frothy, and thick around the base of my hair.

“This is the wettest, creamiest pussy I ever had in my life,” he growled out, his eyes locked onto where our bodies joined. “Look at you creaming all over a nigga. This hairy-ass cunt is gripping my dick so tight it’s criminal. You love this big-ass pole, don’t you?”

“Yes! I fucking love it! Don’t you dare stop thrusting, Charlie-Mac! Make me cum again!”

He suddenly grabbed my hips, lifted my whole weight, and flipped us in one powerful motion, pinning my back straight onto the couch cushions. He pushed my legs all the way back until my knees were practically touching my shoulders, folding my thick body up like a book, and drove himself deep inside me. He started delivering long, powerful, devastating strokes that had my toes curling and my eyes rolling back into my head. Every single thrust was hitting my spot with perfect, brutal precision.

“Right there! Oh my God, right fucking there, Charlie! I’m cumming—again!”

My inner walls gave a violent, thrashing explosion, squirting a heavy jet of warm fluid all around his dick as my body shook. But Charlie didn't stop for a single second. He just kept pounding away, his rhythm fierce and unbroken, his sweat dripping down from his broad chest straight onto my bouncing titties.

We ended up migrating down to the floor again, the heat too intense for the couch. This time, he took me from behind. He tangled his fingers deep into my high puff, pulling my head back, while his other hand came down with a loud, stinging smack against my jiggling ass cheek. “Throw that fat ass back against me, ma. Yeah… just like that. This my pussy. Say that shit louder so the block can hear you.”

“It’s yours! This hairy-ass cougar pussy belongs entirely to Charlie-Mac!” I screamed out, my voice cracking as I came for the third or fourth time. Honestly, honey, I had completely lost count.

He suddenly pulled his wet shaft out of me and forced me onto my knees, making me suck the head again, forcing me to taste the raw, sweet flavor of my own pussy all over his skin. Then, he laid me down on my side, spooning his massive body right behind me, and slid back into my wet hole from behind. Slower this time. Deeper. Incredibly intimate. He wrapped one massive arm completely around my waist, his long fingers reaching down to find my dripping clit, rubbing it in slow, heavy circles while his hips delivered a smooth, rhythmic stroke.

“You feel so damn good, Ann-Marie,” he whispered right against my ear, his breath hot and ragged. “I ain’t just talking about the pussy, either… I’m talking about you. The way you laugh, the way you talk your shit, the way you look at a nigga like I’m actually more than just some hood rat from the block. I ain’t never felt nothing like this before in my life, ma. Real talk.”

A sudden rush of hot tears stung the corners of my eyes. And let me tell you, it wasn't from the size of the dick this time—it was from the pure, unadulterated sweetness vibrating in his deep voice. I reached my hand back, my fingers gently stroking the rough stubble of his jawline. “I feel it too, baby,” I whispered back, my heart swelling. “You make me feel young, sexy, and completely safe all at the same time. Just don’t go playing with my feelings, Charlie. I’m far too old and I been through too much to be playing games with these young niggas.”

He kissed the side of my neck, his hips thrusting slow, loving, and deep, burying himself to the absolute hilt. “No games over here, Ann-Marie. I told you, I’m claiming you. All this beautiful thickness, all this fire, all this hairy, juicy-ass pussy… it belongs to me. And I’m entirely yours. Whatever you need done on this block, whatever you need in this life, I got you covered.”

We came together right there on the floor like that—slow, emotional, and completely locked into each other's souls. His massive dick pulsed deeply inside my gut as he filled me with another warm, heavy wave of his nut, and my pussy walls completely milked every single drop out of him like a vice.

Afterward, we stayed tangled up on the living room floor for a long-ass time, just wrapped up in each other's skin. Eventually, he got his tall-ass up, walked into the kitchen, and brought us the rest of the red velvet cake and two large glasses of ice water. He sat there naked, feeding me sweet bites while I rested my heavy head right against the smooth, tatted canvas of his chest.

“You really are a whole eleven inches of pure trouble, you know that right?” I teased him, my manicured finger tracing the hard, defined lines of his six-pack.

He let out that deep, rumbling chuckle. “And you forty-eight inches of absolute perfection, ma. Curves in every single place they supposed to be. That fat ass, them beautiful soft titties, and that lovely garden-ass pussy I can’t seem to get enough of. I’m officially addicted to you.”

We stayed up talking for hours—about his life in the streets, the mistakes he made, and how desperately he wanted to transition completely into his legal businesses; about my messy-ass divorce, the long years I spent raising my kids completely by myself, and what we both actually wanted out of this life moving forward. The sex we just had was filthy, raw, and completely animalistic, but the conversation we were having now was sweet, poetic, and realer than anything I’d felt in a decade.

Of course, we couldn't just leave well enough alone. Before the night was over, we ended up stumbling into the bathroom to wash the sweat off, and wound up fucking one more time right in the shower. He lifted my heavy-ass body straight up against the cold subway tiles, his big hands locked under my thighs, pounding me completely senseless while the warm water ran down our soaking wet bodies, mixing with my screams. By the time he carried me out of the bathroom and collapsed us both into my brand-new king-sized bed, I was completely spent.

As I drifted off to sleep wrapped tight in his massive arms, his big, heavy hand resting possessively right over my hairy, satisfied pussy, a slow, beautiful smile spread across my face.

This fine-ass hood nigga with the monster print might just be the exact one to make this cougar fall all the way, hopelessly in love.


CHAPTER 3




Charlie-Mac’s POV:




Bright-ass Chicago sunlight came creeping through the blinds like it was trying to sneak up on a nigga, painting the whole bedroom in strips of gold. I woke up first, and for a long-ass minute, I just lay there motionless, soaking in the view. Ann-Marie’s thick, warm, beautiful body was completely curled right into my side like a puzzle piece that finally snapped into place.

My right arm was draped heavy over her waist, my palm cupping the full, soft weight of one of them heavy-ass titties, and my morning wood was pressed like a loaded weapon right against the velvety cheek of that fat, gorgeous ass. Last night was playing on a non-stop loop in my brain—the way she rode a nigga like her rent was due, the way she squirted all over my hands, and the way she looked past the tattoos and the jewelry and treated me like a whole human being, not just another savage hood nigga from the block with a big dick. For the first time in my thirty-four years of breathing, I didn’t feel that sudden urge to scramble for my socks and bounce right after the nut. I didn't want the door. I wanted the stay.

I carefully slipped my arm out from under her, trying my absolute best not to wake her up yet. I threw on my boxers and padded out into the kitchen. Now look, I ain’t no five-star Michelin chef, but my beautiful mom taught me how to throw down in the kitchen before the Lord called her home. I dug through Ann-Marie’s fancy cabinets until I found some Aunt Jemima mix, threw some thick-cut hickory bacon in the skillet, and got the eggs ready. I even cut up some fresh strawberries and sliced two big-ass pieces of that leftover red velvet cake from yesterday to put on the tray for dessert. By the time that bacon started snapping and popping in the grease, the whole house smelled like Sunday morning at grandma's.

I was just flipping a pancake when I heard the soft, heavy pad of her bare feet hitting the hardwood behind me.

“Charlie… what in the absolute hell is going on in here?”

I spun around slow, a spatula in one hand, a plate in the other, and that signature, dimpled playa grin plastered all over my face. Sweet fucking Christ. Ann-Marie was standing in the doorway wearing nothing but the oversized white tee I’d dropped on her floor last night. The hem of that cotton was barely fighting to cover the bottom curve of that juicy-ass booty, her hair puff was all wild and tangled from where my fingers had been dragging through it, and her lips were still lookin' plump and swollen from all the heavy kissing we did. She looked like a twenty-piece lemon pepper dinner with extra grease.

“Morning, baby,” I said, my voice sounding extra deep and raspy from sleep and all that damn screaming we did last night. “Go ahead and sit your fine-ass down at the table. Your man got breakfast almost ready.”

She blinked at me, her jaw dropping just a little bit, one hand landing perfectly on her wide hip. “You made breakfast? From scratch? Nigga, are you actively trying to make a bitch fall in love with you this early in the game?”

I walked over, set the plate down on the table, and hooked my arm around her waist, pulling her soft body tightly into mine. I leaned down and kissed her deep—slow, lazy, and sweet—letting my tongue taste the morning sweetness of her mouth. “Maybe that’s exactly what my plan is,” I murmured against her lips, feeling her body soften against mine. “Now sit your pretty-ass down before the eggs get cold.”

She sat down, shaking her head, but she had this big, beautiful, genuine smile on her face that made something deep inside my chest tighten up like a knot. I fixed her plate up perfect—two golden-brown pancakes, fluffy scrambled eggs loaded with cheddar cheese, crispy bacon, and them strawberries on the side—before pouring her a hot cup of coffee with the exact amount of cream and sugar she told me she liked last night.

She took a sip, looking up at me through them long eyelashes. “Damn, Charlie… this looks incredible. I ain’t gonna lie to you, I wasn’t expecting all this hospitality. Most niggas around here are out the door before the streetlights even think about turning off.”

I sat down right across from her, breaking off a piece of bacon, but honestly, I was barely even looking at my own food. I was just watching the way her eyes lit up with every bite. “I told you yesterday, Ann-Marie. I ain’t most niggas. Not with you. You different, ma. The second I saw you bent over the trunk of that Rover, letting that fat ass sit pretty for the neighborhood watch, something in my soul just clicked. All that aggressive, paranoid street shit I gotta carry out there on the block? It just completely evaporated the minute you looked at me. I ain’t never experienced no shit like that before.”

She took a big bite of her pancake, letting out a soft, throaty moan that made my dick instantly wake up and give a sharp throb against my boxers. “Mmm, this is dangerous, baby. You spoiling me way too fast. I’m gonna get used to this.”

We ate and talked the absolute filthiest, funniest trash, like we’d been waking up next to each other for the last ten years. She clowned me about burning the edge of the very first pancake, and I teased her right back about how she was screaming my name so loud last night I thought the tenants downstairs were gonna call the fire department. The whole kitchen was filled with this rich, easy laughter—the kind of pure joy that felt a million times better than any high I’d ever chased out here in these Chicago streets.

When the plates were finally clean, I stood up, walked around the table, and pulled her up by her hands. “Come here real quick.”

I lifted her heavy-ass body right onto the kitchen counter, spreading her thick, gorgeous thighs wide open. That white tee rode all the way up past her hips, exposing her beautiful, natural garden. That thick black hair was glistening, already getting slick and glistening with her own natural honey just from us talking. I dropped straight to my knees right there on the linoleum, burying my face in her inner thighs, kissing my way up, breathing in that intoxicating, musky scent of her.

“Charlie…” she let out a breathy, helpless laugh, her hands instantly finding their way into my hair. “We just finished eating breakfast and your young ass is already hungry for seconds?”

“I’m starving, baby,” I growled against her skin, parting her outer lips with my fingers.

I buried my whole face right into her bush. I kissed her hairy mound, licked through them soft, thick curls, and then took that big, throbbing clit of hers straight into my mouth, sucking on it like it owed me back rent. Ann-Marie let out a loud, echoing wail, her nails digging into my scalp as I ate her like a man possessed. I slid two thick fingers deep into her tight, creamy hole, curling them upward to hit that sweet spot over and over until the kitchen walls were practically sweating.

“Oh shit, daddy… eat it!” she screamed out, her thighs shaking violently against my ears. “Suck that pussy! Yes, just like that!”

Her body gave a massive, trembling jerk as she came hard, a flood of warm, sweet cream drenching my tongue and running down my chin. I stood up, stepped out of my boxers, and my eleven-inch monster sprang out, rock hard, veiny, and throbbing to the beat of her heart. Ann-Marie’s eyes went completely dark with pure, unadulterated lust.

“Bring that big-ass pipe here to me,” she whispered, her breath ragged.

I rubbed the heavy, wet head of my dick up and down her slippery slit a few times, teasing her, before pushing myself deep inside her with one smooth, powerful thrust. She gasped out loud, her arms wrapping tight around my neck, her manicured nails sinking into my shoulders. “Fuuuuck, Charlie! You so damn deep… you filling my whole soul up.”

I fucked her right there on the kitchen counter, delivering steady, heavy, powerful strokes, watching her heavy titties bounce up and down under my white tee. But I wanted her in the bed, so I hooked my arms under her fat ass and lifted her up, never pulling out for a single second, carrying her heavy weight down the hallway while my dick kept sliding deep inside her with every step we took. I laid her back onto the pillows, folding them thick-ass thighs all the way back to her shoulders, and went to absolute work, letting the raw, primal rhythm take over as she creamed all over my shaft.

I slowed down after a while, burying myself balls deep inside her, resting my forearms on either side of her head so I could look dead into her eyes. “Look at me, Ann-Marie,” I said, my voice low, serious, and dripping with raw emotion even as my hips gave a slow, deep twitch inside her. “You the one, baby. The only woman I’m tryna see. I’ve ran through these streets, I’ve had my fun, I’ve done a lot of wild shit… but none of them heifers out there ever made a nigga want to anchor down. You do. This beautiful pussy, this fat ass, this laugh, this crazy-ass attitude… I want all of it. I’m claiming you for real, no cap.”

A rush of hot, beautiful tears welled up in her eyes, and she reached up, pulling my face down to meet hers, kissing me with a depth that made my knees weak. “I’m crazily in love with you, Charlie-Mac,” she whispered against my lips, her inner walls clamping down on my dick like they never wanted to let me go. “I don’t ever want this to end—the crazy sex, the jokes, the cooking, the loving, the playfulness. All of it. Please don’t break my heart, baby. I’m too old for the games.”

I kissed her harder, thrusting deeper and slower, feeling the pure poetry of how our bodies fit together. “It ain’t never gonna end, Ann-Marie. I promise you that on everything I love. On my dead mama… on my dead homies in the ground… I swear this shit is real. I’m completely yours, and you mine. We gonna build something beautiful right here in this city. Ghetto love, hood love… but the forever kind.”

We came together hard right after that—her pussy walls convulsing and squirting a heavy stream around my shaft while I let out a deep growl, driving myself into her as far as I could go and exploding, pumping thick, heavy ropes of my nut deep into her womb. I collapsed right beside her on the mattress, pulling her thick, soft body against my chest, my hand tracing the smooth skin of her back as we both tried to catch our breath.

She lay there for a long time, tracing the tattoos on my ribs with her fingernail, a soft, beautiful smile on her lips. “You really mean all that, Charlie?”

“Every single word, ma,” I said, leaning down to plant a soft kiss right on her forehead. “I’m a hood nigga, Ann-Marie, I know what I am. But for you? I’m tryna be a better man. We gonna laugh every single day, we gonna fuck like animals every single night, and we gonna eat homemade red velvet cake at two o'clock in the morning whenever the hell we want to. All of that.”

She looked up at me, her eyes shining bright in the Chicago sun. “Then I’m all in, Charlie-Mac. Take good care of this cougar heart.”

I squeezed her tight against me, feeling more at peace than I ever had in my entire life. “I got you, baby. Always and forever.”

We stayed tangled up in them tangled, lavender-scented sheets for the rest of the morning, our bodies cooling down but our hearts still simmering at a steady burn. We lay there trading our deepest dreams like they were currency, whispering about the future, making slow, heavy, sweet-ass love that felt less like a frantic street hustle and more like a long, beautiful prayer. We laughed until our ribs ached at absolutely nothing and everything all at once, our joy bouncing off the bedroom walls.

For the first time in my entire life, the relentless chaos, the sirens, and the heavy-ass gravity of the Chicago streets outside felt a million miles away. The block couldn't touch me up in here. All that mattered, all that was solid, and all that was truly real in this world was right here inside the boundary lines of this mattress—this thick, gorgeous, fiery-ass woman resting her soul in my arms.

I held her tight, feeling the soft rhythm of her breathing against my chest, and realized that out of all the territory I’d ever tried to conquer in this city, this woman's heart was the only kingdom I ever wanted to rule.
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