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CHAPTER 1




I was so damn excited when I got Ashanti's wedding invitation in the mail. Ashanti—my girl from way back, the one who'd been my ride-or-die through the grit and grind of our college days in the heart of Atlanta. We'd shared a cramped-ass dorm room for four years, hustling through classes, dodging drama, and building dreams in a city that never slept. She was my everything back then: confidante, partner in crime, and yeah, my lover. The kind of love that burned hot and left scars.

We hadn't kept up like we should've after graduation. Life pulled us in different directions—me chasing graphic design gigs in New York, her climbing the corporate ladder in Miami. But we'd exchange those yearly texts, the occasional DM with memes that had us cracking up over old inside jokes. For me, it was usually just a quick pic of my latest tattoo or a selfie from some rooftop party, keeping it light. But that thread between us? I clung to it like a lifeline. Losing her completely wasn't an option.

Still, the thought of Ashanti getting married? That shit hit me like a brick. She'd always been the free spirit, the one who could turn heads in any room, hopping from fling to fling with that effortless charm. Guys, girls—it didn't matter; she reveled in the chase, the heat, the raw pleasure of it all. And yeah, those sessions included me. As her roommate, I'd loved every stolen night when she'd slide into my bed after a bad date or when the world felt too heavy. We'd tangle up in sheets that smelled like cheap lavender detergent, our bodies knowing each other like no one else's could.

Our backstory? Man, it's the stuff of urban legends, the kind you whisper about in dimly lit bars over Hennessy shots. We met freshman year at Clark Atlanta, two Black queens navigating a sea of ambition and bullshit. I was the plump, tatted-up chick from Brooklyn—curves for days, ink snaking across my arms and thighs like stories etched in skin. Ashanti? She was thicker, more curvaceous, with hips that swayed like they owned the damn sidewalk, skin glowing like polished ebony, and a laugh that could light up the darkest corners of the A. We clicked instantly—study sessions turning into all-nighters where books got pushed aside for hands exploring under hoodies.

It started innocent: late-night talks about our dreams, our fears. But one rainy evening, after a frat party where some dude had tried her wrong, she came back soaked and pissed. I pulled her into a hug, and next thing I know, our lips met. Soft at first, then hungry. We stripped each other bare, her thicker frame pressing against my plush curves, our breaths mingling in the humid air. That night, I discovered how she tasted—like sweet sin and home. My tongue traced her folds, lapping at her wetness while she arched and moaned my name, "Kadesha, fuck, don't stop." I'd finger her deep, curling just right to hit that spot that made her thighs quake. She'd return the favor, her mouth on my pussy like she was starving, sucking my clit until I saw the fucking rings of Saturn.

We were lovers for three years—secret at first, then bold. Sneaking into bathrooms during lectures, fucking in the back of her beat-up Honda after club nights. She loved my tats, tracing them with her tongue while I gripped her ass, pulling her closer. I adored her curves, burying my face between her thick thighs, inhaling her musk as I ate her out until she screamed. But shit got complicated senior year. Ashanti started pulling away, talking about "figuring herself out," dating this guy who promised stability.

I confronted her one night in our room, tears streaming: "You know you belong with me, right here, between my legs where it's real." She cried too, admitting she loved me, but the world expected her to "settle down" with a man, build that picture-perfect life. We broke up messy—yelling, fucking one last time like it was goodbye, then silence. I moved north; she stayed south. It hurt like hell, a wound that never fully healed. But deep down, I knew our flame wasn't out; it was just smoldering.

After we graduated, we drifted. I threw myself into my art, inking designs that screamed rebellion, hooking up with women who reminded me of her but never quite measured up. Ashanti? She climbed ranks in marketing, dated around, but I heard through the grapevine she kept her wild side alive. When her invitation arrived—embossed gold on cream paper, announcing her union with Tyrone—I felt a mix of joy and that old ache. Tyrone was a catch, from what I'd seen on her IG: tall, handsome, built like a linebacker, with a smile that could charm the devil. But I wasn't into men—never had been, only girls. Ashanti knew that better than anyone.

I'd met my own steady a year after college—Jasmine, a fierce lawyer who kept me grounded. But when I mentioned Ashanti's wedding, Jas had a conference in LA. "Go without me, babe," she said, kissing my forehead. "Catch up with your girl. Just don't do anything I wouldn't." Our kids—nah, we didn't have any yet, but we talked about adopting someday. For now, it was just me, flying solo to Miami, heart pounding with anticipation.

I touched down in the humid Miami heat, Ubering straight to Ashanti's condo. When she opened the door, damn—time had been kind. She was thicker than ever, curves poured into a simple tank and shorts, her braids cascading down her back. We collided in a hug, lips brushing cheeks, the scent of her vanilla lotion hitting me like a memory.

"Kadesha, girl, you look good as hell," she laughed, pulling back to eye my tats peeking from my crop top.

We spent the afternoon popping bottles of rosé, lounging on her balcony overlooking the ocean, reminiscing. "Remember that time we ditched class for Freaknik?" I teased, watching her curves shift as she laughed. The air crackled with unspoken tension, our past hovering like smoke.

Ashanti's place was a one-bedroom vibe—modern, with Afrocentric art on the walls. She'd be moving in with Tyrone post-wedding, so she insisted I crash there. "No hotel bullshit; we got catching up to do." We had time before the rehearsal dinner, so I unpacked in her bedroom, tripping over an ottoman and banging my shin. "Fuck!" I hissed, plopping on the bed.

Ashanti winced, sitting beside me. "Let me rub that, boo. I know how you like it." Her hands on my leg sent sparks—strong, knowing. The pain faded, but her touch lingered, sliding up my thigh under my skirt.

"If I recall, you liked me rubbing other spots too," she murmured, fingers grazing my panties.

I moaned, eyes fluttering. "Shit, Ash, you takin' me back." She pulled me against her, my back to her chest, her full breasts cushioning me. One hand dipped into my panties, stroking my vulva, fingers dipping into my slick folds. The other cupped my breast through my top, pinching my nipple.

"Damn, girl, you still so responsive," she whispered hot in my ear.

She stripped my top, freeing my plump tits, kneading them as I arched. "These curves... I missed 'em." Panties gone, legs spread, she fingered my wet pussy, thumb circling my clit. I rocked against her, moaning, "Fuck, Ashanti, just like that." She pumped faster, and I shattered—orgasm ripping through me, thighs clenching, cursing her name.

Breathless, I turned, kissing her deep, tongues dancing. I stripped her, sucking her stiff nipples, then slid down, face buried in her shaved mound. Tongue lapping her slit, fingers plunging in, I sucked her clit hard. She bucked, grabbing my head, cumming with a wail. We showered after, soapy hands exploring, but saved the rest for later.

***

The rehearsal dinner was at a swanky soul food spot downtown—Mama's Kitchen, with jazz playing low. Ashanti introduced me to Tyrone: "Babe, this is Kadesha, my college sis." He was fine—dreads, sharp suit—but I shook his hand coolly. "Congrats, man. You snagged a queen."

We mingled, but the vibe was charged. Ashanti pulled me aside: "Girl, you seein' anyone hot?"

I smirked, "Just reminiscin' 'bout us." Her eyes darkened with lust, but duty called.

Later, alone in the hall, memories flooded. But we kept it PG—back to her place, where we shed clothes, showering together, using the wand to blast clits to ecstasy. Fell asleep tangled, sated.

***

The wedding day dawned sunny, the ceremony at a beachside venue—waves crashing, palm trees swaying. Guests were a mix: Ashanti's fam in vibrant prints, Tyrone's crew in tailored suits, elders gossiping, kids running. The atmosphere buzzed—steel drums playing, floral arches blooming with hibiscus. Ashanti walked down the aisle in a fitted white gown hugging her curves, veil flowing. My heart twisted—she was stunning, but mine.

Vows exchanged, they kissed. The reception unfolded in a grand hall, laughter echoing off high ceilings, the dancefloor pulsing with R&B beats. Tables groaned under platters of jerk chicken, plantains, and rum punch, the towering cake a vanilla masterpiece adorned with gold fondant. Bouquets were tossed, toasts raised, but my focus was singular. I approached Tyrone amid the mingling crowd, extending a hand with a smile.

"Congrats, man. You got yourself a gem. Mind if I steal her for a bit? Old friends catching up."

He chuckled, ever the gentleman. "Go ahead; I hear y'all go way back."

Ashanti's eyes widened as I led her away, her hand warm in mine. "What the hell, Kadesha? We're about to dance."

"Relax, bitch," I whispered, guiding her toward the bathroom, the door clicking shut behind us like a secret sealed. "I'm starving for you. Gotta mark this married pussy as mine before he does."

The stall was our sanctuary, narrow and intimate, the fluorescent buzz overhead casting a harsh glow on her flushed skin. I pushed her against the wall, bunching her gown up around her waist, exposing those lace panties clinging to her like a promise.

"This is risky as fuck," she breathed, but her thighs parted, betraying her words.

"Risky? Nah, this is us," I replied, dropping to my knees, yanking the lace aside.

Her pussy was a vision—plump lips swollen, glistening with anticipation, her scent hitting me like a wave of nostalgia. I inhaled deeply, my hands gripping her thick thighs, spreading her wider. "Look at this beautiful cunt. Dripping already. You know you want my tongue, Ash. Say it."

She tangled her fingers in my braids, pulling me close. "Fuck, Kadesha... eat me. Lick this married pussy like you own it. Tongue-fuck me deep, make me cum on your face."

Her dirty plea ignited me. I flattened my tongue against her slit, dragging it slowly from entrance to clit, savoring her tangy sweetness. She bucked, moaning low, the sound echoing softly. "Oh shit, yes... your tongue's so hot. Slow and nasty, just like I remember."

I hummed, vibrations teasing her as I plunged deeper, tongue thrusting into her hole, swirling against her walls. Juices coated my chin, warm and slick, and I lapped greedily, my fingers digging into her ass to pull her closer. Memories surged: nights in our dorm, her curves pressing me into the mattress as I ate her out, her cries filling the room. "Taste so good, baby," I murmured. "This pussy's clenching for me. Miss my mouth, don't you?"

"Yes... God, yes. Finger me now, Kadesha. Slide 'em in—curl deep, hit that spot." Her voice was breathy, porn-star filthy, hips grinding against my face.

I obliged, slipping two fingers into her wetness, curling them upward to stroke her G-spot with firm, rhythmic pressure. My mouth latched onto her clit, sucking gently then harder, tongue flicking the sensitive tip in rapid circles. She was velvet heat around me, walls pulsing, her curves quivering under my touch.

"Ride it, Ash," I commanded, muffled against her. "Grind that clit on my tongue. Cum for me—flood my mouth like the slut you are."

She shattered, thighs clamping my head, body arching. "Fuuuuck, Kadesha! Cumming so hard—suck it all, you dirty bitch!" Waves of wetness gushed, and I drank her down, fingers pumping through her ecstasy, drawing out every tremor.

Breath ragged, I kissed her inner thighs, but the fire between my legs demanded reciprocation. "Turn around," I whispered, spinning her, bending her over. Her ass jutted out, plush and inviting. "Give me this view. I want to eat you from behind."

She arched, spreading herself. "Like this? Eat my ass and pussy, baby. Tongue deep—make me squirt. Finger my clit rough."

I buried my face between her cheeks, tongue delving into her slit from behind, lapping long and hungry. Fingers circled her clit, pinching lightly, then rubbing furiously. "This thick ass jiggling for me," I groaned. "Cum again—squirt on my face, Ash."

She did, body seizing, juices spraying. "Yes! Squirting—drink it, greedy girl!"

The ache in me peaked. I pulled her down, her knees hitting tile. "My turn. Eat this pussy like you mean it."

Ashanti's eyes burned with hunger, her mouth descending on me, tongue swirling my clit, fingers plunging deep. "Mmm, this tatted cunt—dripping sweet. Ride my face, Kadesha. Cum in my mouth."

I ground against her, orgasms building, trading places in a frenzy of licks, sucks, and filthy whispers: "Suck harder," "Finger deeper," "You're my slut forever, bitch."

Time blurred, our bodies slick with sweat and essence, the reception a distant hum.

Finally, sated and breathless, we adjusted our dresses, emerging flushed into the crowd. Tyrone smiled obliviously, pulling her to dance, but her glance back at me promised embers still glowed, ready to ignite again.


CHAPTER 2




The reception hall pulsed with the remnants of celebration, the lights casting a golden haze over the dwindling crowd like the last embers of a dying fire. Bodies swayed on the dancefloor to the slow, sultry rhythm of an old-school R&B track, laughter bubbling up sporadically amid the clink of glasses and the faint aroma of spilled champagne mingling with floral centerpieces. I lingered in the shadows by the bar, my fingers tracing the rim of a half-empty rum punch, the tart liquid burning a path down my throat that did little to quench the deeper thirst still simmering within me. My thighs felt slick, a lingering reminder of the bathroom stall—Ashanti's taste on my tongue, her moans echoing in my mind like a forbidden melody. I watched her now, twirling in Tyrone's arms, her wedding gown catching the light with every spin, the fabric whispering secrets only I knew. His hand rested possessively on the small of her back, guiding her through the steps, and she laughed—that rich, full-bodied sound that used to fill our cramped dorm room after we'd collapse in exhausted bliss.

Jealousy coiled in my gut, sharp and uninvited, twisting like a knife. Tyrone was everything society deemed perfect: tall, handsome, with those neatly twisted dreads framing a face that screamed reliability. He was the stable choice, the one who could offer her a house in the suburbs, family barbecues, and a life without the sidelong glances we used to endure as two Black women loving fiercely in a world that often looked the other way. But stability couldn't ignite the fire I saw flickering in her eyes when they darted toward me across the room. It couldn't make her body arch and tremble the way it had just minutes ago, her thicker curves pressing against the stall wall as I devoured her. I sipped my drink, the ice clinking softly, and wondered if he noticed the subtle flush on her cheeks, the way her braids were slightly disheveled from my fingers tangling in them.

My phone buzzed in my clutch, pulling me from the reverie. A text from Jasmine lit up the screen: "How's the wedding goin', babe? Miss you already. Can't wait to hear all the tea." Guilt washed over me like a cold wave crashing against the Miami shore outside. Jasmine was my rock back in New York—fierce, ambitious, with a laugh that could light up a room and a way of making me feel seen without judgment. We'd built something solid over the years, adopting a stray cat named Shadow and talking about kids someday. But here I was, betraying that solidity for a ghost from my past. I typed a quick reply—"Beautiful ceremony, crazy fun. Miss you too"—and hit send, pocketing the phone before the lie could settle too heavily.

As the DJ announced the final slow dance, I slipped out onto the balcony, the humid night air enveloping me like a lover's embrace. Palm trees rustled in the gentle breeze, their fronds silhouetted against the glittering cityscape below. The ocean whispered in the distance, waves lapping rhythmically against the shore, a soundtrack to the chaos in my chest. Miami at night was a sultry beast—neon lights from South Beach pulsing like heartbeats, the scent of salt and distant street food vendors wafting up from the bustling streets. I leaned against the railing, my plump frame sinking into the cool metal, tattoos peeking from under my dress sleeves like hidden stories begging to be told. Roses entwined with thorns, inked during a particularly rough patch after our breakup, a permanent reminder that beauty often came laced with pain.

Footsteps approached, soft and deliberate, and I didn't need to turn to know it was her. Ashanti's presence was electric, a charge that raised the hairs on my arms.

"Kadesha," she said, her voice a low murmur that cut through the night like silk. "You bounced quick. Everything alright?"

I turned, meeting her gaze, those dark eyes holding a storm of emotions—desire, guilt, something achingly tender. Her veil was gone, discarded somewhere in the festivities, and her braids cascaded freely, framing her face like a queen's crown. She stepped closer, her thicker curves brushing against mine as she joined me at the railing, the heat of her body a stark contrast to the cool breeze.

"Just needed some air," I replied, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside. "Watchin' you two out there... it's a lot."

She sighed, her hand finding mine on the railing, fingers interlacing with a familiarity that made my heart ache. "Don't do that. This is my night—our night, the whole fam's here celebratin'."

"My night too?" I arched a brow, squeezing her hand. "Or just the part where I had you cummin' in that stall, forgettin' all about him?"

Her breath hitched, a flush creeping up her neck, visible even in the dim light. "Kadesha, chill. Tyrone's right inside, chattin' with Aunties and Uncles."

But she didn't pull away. Instead, she leaned in, our foreheads touching, the world shrinking to the space between us. The scent of her vanilla lotion mixed with the faint musk of our earlier passion, intoxicating, pulling me under. Internal monologues raced through my mind: Why can't I let her go? She's married now, ring on her finger, vows exchanged. But damn, that pull—it's like gravity, inevitable. Flashbacks flooded in, humanizing the raw edge of our history. Senior year in Atlanta, the air thick with humidity and unspoken fears. We'd been inseparable, our love a defiant flame against the backdrop of family expectations and societal whispers. One night, after a heated argument in our dorm—her talking about "figuring things out" with some guy from her marketing class—I'd confronted her. "You think he can touch you like I do?" I'd demanded, tears stinging my eyes as I pushed her against the wall, my hand slipping under her skirt, fingers finding her wetness. She'd gasped, arching into me, "No one can, Kadesha... but I gotta try." We'd fucked then, desperate and raw, my tongue on her clit, her hands clutching my head as she came with sobs, whispering apologies even as pleasure overtook her. That was the beginning of the end—the crack that widened until she chose "normal," leaving me shattered, fleeing to New York with a heart full of thorns.

"Tell me you don't feel it," I whispered now, my lips brushing her ear, sending shivers down her spine. "That old spark. Like we're unfinished, Ash."

She trembled, her free hand coming up to cup my cheek, thumb tracing my jawline. "I feel it. Every damn time I look at you. But I'm married now. This... us... it's messy as hell."

Messy. The word hung heavy, laced with the vulnerability we'd both buried. Messy because our love had been real—deep conversations under Atlanta stars, her head on my shoulder as we dreamed of a future where we didn't have to hide. Messy because her family had pushed for tradition, and mine had been distant, leaving me to navigate my queerness alone. But in this moment, with the city lights twinkling below like fallen stars, it felt achingly simple: her body calling to mine, a siren song I couldn't resist.

"Come with me," I said, tugging her hand gently. "Just one more hour. Before you and him jet off to that honeymoon paradise."

She hesitated, glancing back through the glass doors at the hall, where Tyrone was laughing with relatives, his smile easy and oblivious. The risk loomed—guests milling about, the possibility of someone noticing her absence. But her eyes met mine again, and something shifted, a spark igniting.

"He thinks I'm freshenin' up with the bridesmaids. If we're quick..."

We weren't quick. We slipped away like shadows, weaving through the hotel corridors, her gown swishing softly against the marble floors. The elevator doors closed with a ding, sealing us in a cocoon of mirrored walls and soft lighting. The ascent felt eternal, tension building like a storm. I backed her against the wall, my hands on her hips, pulling her close.

"I've missed this," I murmured, my mouth crashing onto hers in a kiss that was all fire and famine. She tasted like champagne and longing, her tongue meeting mine with equal hunger, hands roaming my back, nails digging in through the fabric of my dress.

"Kadesha," she gasped as I broke away to trail kisses down her neck, nipping at the sensitive skin where her pulse thrummed. "We gotta be careful."

"Careful's overrated," I replied, my voice husky, fingers bunching her gown higher, exposing the smooth expanse of her thighs.

The elevator hummed around us, numbers ticking up, but time stretched, our breaths mingling in the confined space. Her curves pressed against my plump frame, a perfect fit that stirred memories of lazy Sundays in bed, bodies entangled, the world forgotten.

The doors opened on her floor, and we stumbled out, giggling like college kids, her keycard fumbling in the lock of the bridal suite. The door swung open to opulence: a sprawling room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the moonlit ocean, a king-sized bed draped in white linens, petals scattered like confetti. A bottle of champagne chilled on the nightstand, untouched, mocking the night's intended purpose. But we ignored it all, the door barely clicking shut before I had her against it, my mouth reclaiming hers in a deeper kiss, hands exploring the lush terrain of her body.

"God, Ash," I breathed, pulling back to drink her in. "You look so damn beautiful. But this gown's gotta go."

She laughed, a sound laced with nerves and desire, helping me unzip the back, the fabric pooling at her feet like shed innocence. Underneath, she wore lace lingerie—white and delicate, meant for Tyrone's eyes, but now mine. Her thicker frame was a vision: full breasts spilling over the cups, hips flaring wide, skin glowing in the soft lamp light. I traced my fingers over her curves, memorizing every inch, my tattoos contrasting against her smoothness like art on canvas.

"You're killin' me," she whispered, her hands tugging at my dress, stripping it away until we stood naked, vulnerable. "Come here."

We tumbled onto the bed, the mattress sinking under our weight, petals crushing beneath us. I hovered over her, my plump body aligning with her curvaceous one, skin on skin igniting sparks. Internal monologue swirled: This is wrong, but it feels so right. She's his now, but she's always been mine. Jealousy mixed with nostalgia, fueling the passion. I kissed her deeply, then trailed down, lips brushing her collarbone, her breasts, sucking a nipple into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue until she arched.

"Fuck, Kadesha... yes, just like that," she moaned, urban edge slipping into her voice, hands in my braids guiding me lower.

I settled between her thighs, spreading them wide, her pussy already glistening, swollen from earlier. The scent of her arousal filled the room, heady and familiar. "Look at this pretty cunt," I murmured, blowing a warm breath against her. "Drippin' for me. You ready, baby?"

She nodded, eyes hooded. "Eat me slow. Make it last."

I obliged, tongue flat and deliberate, lapping her slit in long strokes, savoring her tangy sweetness. She bucked, moaning, the sound raw and unfiltered in the quiet suite. I plunged deeper, tongue fucking her hole, swirling against her walls while my thumb circled her clit gently, building tension. Fuck, I loved it all: the taste of her on my lips, the softness of her thighs against my cheeks, the ocean's distant roar mirroring her building waves.

Suddenly, thoughts of the past flooded my mind: the night she left, her Honda parked under a streetlamp, rain pattering on the roof. "I gotta go, Kadesha," she'd said, voice breaking. "My mom's settin' me up with this guy from church. It's what they want." I'd pulled her into the backseat, desperate, my fingers slipping inside her panties, stroking her to silence her doubts. "Feel this," I'd whispered. "This is us." She'd come hard, tears mixing with pleasure, but she'd driven away anyway, leaving me alone in the storm.

Now, I added fingers, two curling deep, hitting her G-spot with precision. "Cum for me, Ash," I commanded. "Let go."

She did, body convulsing, cries echoing. "Oh God, Kadesha... I love you!" Juices flooded my mouth, and I drank her down, holding her through the tremors, heartache mingling with triumph.

But vulnerability cracked open. As she came down, tears glistened in her eyes. "This guilt... it's eatin' me up. Tyrone's good to me."

I crawled up, holding her close, our bodies slick. "I know. But does he make you feel alive like this?"

She shook her head, kissing me softly. "No. Only you."

***

The night deepened, complications creeping in. Her phone buzzed—Tyrone: "Babe, where you at? Guests leavin'." Guilt flashed, but she silenced it, rolling me over. "My turn. I need you."

She straddled my face, her thicker frame settling, pussy hovering. "Sit on it," I encouraged. "Grind that fat pussy."

She did, rocking as I licked, sucked, her ass in my hands. Then she flipped, sixty-nining, mouth on my clit, fingers plunging. "Taste like home," she mumbled, tongue flicking expertly. We came together, bodies shaking, emotions raw—tears, confessions of "I missed you," "Why'd we end?"

Hours passed in prolonged intimacy: slow fingering on the balcony overlook, her bent over the railing, my fingers deep while city lights twinkled. Soon we heard it… a knock at the door from a hotel staffer, us freezing mid-moan. Tyrone's calls increased, suspicion in his voice messages: "Ash, everything okay?" Guilt weighed, but lust won, leading to another round on the floor, her eating me out while I clutched petals.

By dawn, light filtering through curtains, we dressed in silence. "This can't happen again," she said, kissing me goodbye, but her eyes—oh, those eyes—promised the embers would reignite.


CHAPTER 3




The plane touched down at JFK just after midnight on December 22, 2025, the runway lights cutting through the thin December fog like veins of gold. New York welcomed me home with its familiar bite—crisp air that stung my cheeks as I stepped outside, the distant wail of sirens blending with the low hum of holiday traffic. Brooklyn was already dressed for Christmas: strings of white lights draped across brownstone stoops, wreaths on doors, the faint smell of pine and chimney smoke drifting from somewhere down the block. I pulled my coat tighter, the memory of Miami’s humid embrace still clinging to my skin like a second layer I couldn’t peel off.

Jasmine was waiting at the curb in her black SUV, engine running, headlights cutting through the haze. She hopped out when she saw me, her tall frame moving with that easy confidence that had always drawn me in. Her locs were pulled back, a few strands escaping to frame her face, and she wore the navy peacoat I’d bought her last winter. She smiled wide, arms open, and I let myself fall into the hug, breathing in the familiar scent of her—coconut oil, leather, and something uniquely her.

“Welcome home, baby,” she murmured against my temple, kissing me softly. “You look exhausted.”

“Long weekend,” I said, forcing a half-smile. “Weddings are a trip.”

She took my suitcase without another word, and we drove through the city in comfortable silence, the radio playing low Christmas jazz. Our brownstone on Stuyvesant Avenue was lit up when we pulled up—garland on the railing, a small tree glowing in the front window. Shadow, our black cat, met us at the door with his usual judgmental stare, tail flicking as he assessed my return.

Inside smelled like cinnamon and cedar. Jasmine had lit candles, the kind with the wooden wicks that crackle softly. She poured us both a glass of the pinot we liked, handed me one, then tugged me toward the bedroom without ceremony.

“Come here,” she said, voice low. “I missed you.”

She kissed me slow, hands sliding under my sweater, palms warm against my back. I kissed her back, trying to lose myself in it, in the familiar press of her lips, the way her tongue knew exactly how I liked it. She stripped me patiently, piece by piece—boots, jeans, sweater—until I stood in nothing but black lace panties and the tattoos that covered my arms and thighs. She stepped back to look at me, eyes soft with hunger.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she whispered.

She guided me to the bed, laid me down on the cool sheets, and climbed over me. Her mouth moved down my neck, across my collarbone, lingering on each breast until my nipples were tight and aching. When she reached between my legs, I was already wet—not from her touch, but from the memory of Ashanti’s thighs clenching around my head in that hotel suite. Jasmine didn’t know. She thought it was for her.

She settled between my legs, parted me gently, and licked me slow, deliberate, tongue circling my clit with the patience of someone who knew my body inside out. I arched, hands in her locs, trying to focus on the here and now—the wet heat of her mouth, the soft sounds she made, the way her fingers slid inside me, curling just right. I came hard, thighs shaking, her name on my lips. But even as the pleasure rolled through me, part of me was somewhere else, in a Miami bathroom stall, in a bridal suite overlooking the ocean.

Afterward she curled around me, one leg thrown over mine, her breath warm on my neck.

“You okay?” she asked quietly.

“Yeah,” I lied. “Just tired.”

She kissed my shoulder and fell asleep. I stared at the ceiling, listening to the city outside—distant horns, a siren, the low rumble of the train on the elevated tracks—and felt the ache settle deeper.

The next few days blurred into a rhythm that should have felt like home but didn’t. Mornings in the shower: Jasmine pressing me against the tiles, water cascading over us, her fingers deep inside me while she sucked my neck, whispering how much she loved the way I tasted. Evenings on the couch: her straddling my lap, grinding slow, our bodies slick with sweat, her moans filling the room as I sucked her nipples and fingered her until she came trembling. She was attentive, generous, always making sure I finished first. And every time, I did—body responding, hips bucking, cries real—but my mind kept slipping, chasing the memory of thicker curves, darker skin, a voice that called me “baby” with a different kind of hunger.

Jasmine noticed. Of course she did. She was too sharp not to.

One night, after we’d fucked on the living room rug—her riding my face until she came twice, then flipping me over and eating me from behind until my legs gave out—she lay beside me, tracing the rose-and-thorn tattoo on my hip.

“You’ve been somewhere else,” she said quietly. “Since you got back.”

I rolled onto my side, facing her. “It was a long weekend. Weddings stir up shit.”

She studied me, eyes searching. “You sure that’s all it is?”

I leaned in and kissed her, slow and deep, hoping to distract us both. It worked for a little while.

But the texts kept coming. Ashanti was on her honeymoon in the Bahamas—sun-drenched photos of turquoise water, her and Tyrone smiling on white sand—but the private messages were different. Late at night, when Tyrone was asleep: “I can’t stop thinking about your mouth.” “Wish you were here right now.”

Then, three days in, a single line with an address: 412 Lafayette Avenue, Brooklyn. “I’m back early. Extended ‘girls’ trip.’ Come tomorrow night. Please.”

My pulse jumped. I stared at the screen, heart hammering, guilt and want twisting together until they were one knot.

The next evening I told Jasmine I had a late client meeting—some rush job for a brand that needed revisions by morning. She kissed me goodbye, told me to be safe, said she’d leave dinner in the fridge. I walked out the door with my stomach in knots, hailed an Uber, and gave the driver the address.

The building was a converted warehouse loft in Clinton Hill, sleek and discreet. I took the freight elevator up, heart pounding louder with each floor. When the doors opened, Ashanti was waiting in the hallway, barefoot, wearing nothing but a black silk slip that clung to her thicker curves like a second skin. Her braids were loose, cascading over her shoulders, and her eyes were dark with the same hunger I’d been carrying since Miami.

She didn’t speak. She just grabbed my hand, pulled me inside, and kicked the door shut.

The loft was dimly lit—candles on every surface, exposed brick walls, a king bed piled with white linens, floor-to-ceiling windows showing the glittering Manhattan skyline. She pressed me against the wall the second the lock clicked, mouth crashing into mine, hands already under my coat, tugging at my sweater.

“I couldn’t wait,” she breathed against my lips. “Been wet since I sent you that address.”

I groaned, hands sliding down to grip her ass, pulling her closer. “You’re crazy. Riskin’ everything.”

“For this?” She bit my bottom lip. “Worth it.”

We tore at each other’s clothes like we were starving. My coat hit the floor, her slip followed. Naked, we stumbled to the bed, bodies colliding, skin on skin. She pushed me down, climbed over me, straddling my face without preamble.

“Sit on it,” I said, voice rough. “Ride my tongue.”

She did, lowering herself slowly, her thick thighs framing my face, pussy already dripping. I gripped her hips, tongue plunging into her, lapping up every drop. She rocked, grinding slow at first, then faster, moans filling the room.

“Fuck, Kadesha… just like that. Eat this pussy, baby. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I sucked her clit, flicked it with my tongue, slid three fingers inside her, curling deep. She came hard, thighs trembling, juices flooding my mouth as she cried out my name.

She didn’t give me time to catch my breath. She flipped around, buried her face between my legs, tongue on my clit while her fingers pumped inside me. I arched, hands in her braids, hips bucking.

“Eat me, Ash… make me cum all over your face.”

She did—slow, relentless, until I shattered, thighs clamping her head, crying out as waves rolled through me.

We went again and again: me bending her over the edge of the bed, tongue in her ass and pussy from behind while my fingers worked her clit; her straddling me, grinding on my thigh while I sucked her nipples; sixty-nining on the silk sheets, both of us licking and sucking until we came together, bodies shaking, sweat-slick, breathless.

After the third round we collapsed, tangled in each other, the city lights painting stripes across our skin.

“I love you,” she whispered into my neck. “I never stopped.”

Tears burned my eyes. “I know. But you’re married.”

“And you’re with her,” she said softly. “We’re both liars now.”

We lay there a long time, holding each other, the weight of what we’d done settling over us like snow. Outside, the city kept moving—cars, lights, lives—but in that room, time had stopped.


CHAPTER 4




December 23, 2025, dawned cold and clear over Brooklyn, the first real snow of the season dusting the brownstone stoops like powdered sugar. Kadesha let herself in quietly just after dawn, the key turning with a soft click that felt louder than it should. The house smelled of cinnamon and cedar from the candles Jasmine had left burning low. The Christmas tree in the corner glowed softly, white lights weaving through evergreen branches, ornaments catching the early light like tiny stars. Shadow lifted his head from the couch, gave her one long, unimpressed look, and went back to sleep.

Jasmine was already in the kitchen. She stood at the counter in an oversized sweatshirt and wool socks, stirring coffee, the steam rising in lazy curls. When Kadesha stepped into the doorway, Jasmine didn’t turn right away. She just kept stirring.

“You’re home,” Jasmine said, voice even.

“Yeah.” Kadesha shrugged out of her coat, hung it on the hook. Her lips still felt swollen; her thighs ached in the best and worst way. “Meeting ran late.”

Jasmine finally looked at her. The kitchen light caught the faint shadows under her eyes. “You smell like her.”

Kadesha’s stomach dropped. She opened her mouth, closed it again. No lie felt small enough to fit.

Jasmine set the spoon down carefully. “I’m not gonna fight you about it right now. It’s Christmas week. We’ve got people coming over tomorrow. Just… go take a shower. You look like you need one.”

Kadesha nodded once, throat tight, and moved past her toward the stairs. Halfway up, she heard Jasmine exhale—a long, shaky breath—and the sound cut deeper than any accusation could have.

The shower was scalding. Steam filled the bathroom, blurring the mirror. She stood under the spray until her skin pruned, trying to wash away the scent of Ashanti’s perfume, the taste of her skin, the memory of those thick thighs wrapped around her face in a Harlem loft while the city glittered below. It didn’t work. Guilt and want tangled tighter with every pass of the loofah.

Downstairs, Jasmine had set out breakfast: warm croissants, sliced apples, coffee in matching mugs. They ate in near-silence, the only sounds the scrape of forks and the distant hum of the city waking up. When Kadesha reached for her hand across the table, Jasmine let her hold it for a moment, then gently pulled away.

“We’ll talk later,” Jasmine said. “After the market.”

They bundled up and walked to the Fort Greene holiday market together, breath fogging in the sharp air. The streets were alive: vendors calling out, carolers in red scarves singing “Silent Night,” the smell of roasted chestnuts and mulled cider thick in the cold. Strings of lights draped across the park trees, twinkling against the gray sky. Children ran laughing, chasing snowflakes that melted on their gloves.

Kadesha bought a small wooden ornament shaped like a cat for Shadow. Jasmine picked out a bottle of spiced rum for the Christmas punch. They moved side by side, shoulders brushing, but there was space between them that hadn’t been there before. Every time Kadesha glanced at Jasmine’s profile—the strong line of her jaw, the way her locs caught the light—she felt the ache of something slipping.

Back home, they decorated the tree. Jasmine lifted the star to the top while Kadesha handed her ornaments from the box. Their fingers touched on a glass ball painted with snowflakes, and for a second neither moved. Then Jasmine leaned in and kissed her—soft, tentative, like testing a wound.

They ended up on the rug in front of the fireplace. Jasmine undressed her slowly, reverently, kissing every tattoo as it appeared: the roses on her hip, the thorns curling around her thigh, the small heart on her ribcage she’d gotten the week after Ashanti left her. Jasmine’s mouth followed her hands, warm and patient, until Kadesha was naked and trembling beneath her.

Jasmine settled between her legs, tongue slow and deliberate, licking long stripes up her slit, circling her clit with gentle pressure. Kadesha’s hands fisted in the rug, hips lifting, breath ragged. When Jasmine slid two fingers inside her, curling just right, Kadesha came with a broken cry, thighs clamping around Jasmine’s head.

Afterward, Jasmine crawled up her body, kissed her mouth, let her taste herself.

“I still love you,” Jasmine whispered against her lips. “Even if you don’t know where your heart is right now.”

Kadesha closed her eyes, tears slipping into her hairline. “I’m trying.”

***

Christmas Eve arrived with heavier snow, fat flakes drifting past the windows like slow-motion confetti. The city felt hushed, expectant. Kadesha told Jasmine she had one last errand—something small, she promised—and slipped out while Jasmine was in the shower.

The Airbnb was in Harlem, a historic brownstone with a wreath on the door and fairy lights strung along the railing. Ashanti opened the door wearing a red velvet robe that clung to her curves, the belt loose enough that Kadesha could see the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist. Her eyes were red-rimmed.

“He knows,” Ashanti said before Kadesha could speak. “Tyrone. I told him I needed a day alone before Christmas. He didn’t believe me. We fought. Bad.”

Kadesha stepped inside, closed the door. The living room was warm—fire crackling in the hearth, mulled wine simmering on the stove, candles everywhere. It smelled like cloves and cinnamon and longing.

Ashanti reached for her, hands trembling. “I don’t know what I’m doing anymore.”

Kadesha cupped her face. “Neither do I.”

They kissed like the world was ending—desperate, teeth and tongue, hands tearing at fabric. The robe hit the floor. Kadesha’s coat followed. They stumbled to the rug in front of the fire, naked skin flushed in the orange glow.

Ashanti pushed Kadesha down, straddled her face, lowered herself slowly. “Taste me one more time,” she whispered. “Please.”

Kadesha gripped her hips, tongue plunging deep, lapping up every drop. Ashanti rocked, slow at first, then faster, moans rising like smoke. When Kadesha sucked her clit hard, fingers curling inside, Ashanti shattered, thighs shaking, crying Kadesha’s name into the quiet room.

They traded places. Ashanti on her back, legs spread wide, Kadesha between them, licking and sucking until Ashanti came again, hands fisted in Kadesha’s braids. Then they sixty-nined on the rug, bodies aligned, mouths working in tandem, tongues and fingers relentless until they both came hard, trembling, tears mixing with sweat.

Afterward, they lay tangled by the fire, skin cooling, breathing steadying.

“I can’t keep doing this,” Ashanti said softly.

“I know.”

“I love him. In a different way. But you… you’re in my bones.”

Kadesha kissed her forehead. “And you’re in mine.”

They dressed slowly. Ashanti left first, promising to talk to Tyrone, to figure out what came next. Kadesha stood on the stoop watching her disappear into the snow, then walked home alone.

***

Christmas morning broke clear and bright. The brownstone smelled of coffee and ham, the tree lights twinkling. Jasmine had set the table for two, wrapped gifts stacked neatly. She was in the kitchen when Kadesha came down, wearing the red sweater Kadesha had bought her last year.

They ate in silence for a while, then Jasmine spoke.

“I saw the texts,” she said. “I didn’t mean to. Your phone was on the counter. I wasn’t snooping—I swear. But I saw her name.”

Kadesha set her fork down. “I’m sorry.”

Jasmine nodded, eyes shining. “I knew it was her. The whole time. The way you came back from Miami… different. Distant. I kept thinking if I loved you hard enough, you’d come back to me.”

Tears slipped down Kadesha’s cheeks. “I do love you.”

“I know. But not the way you love her.”

A knock at the door.

They both froze.

Kadesha opened it. Ashanti stood on the stoop, snow in her braids, eyes red, suitcase at her feet.

“I left him,” Ashanti said. “I told him everything. He’s hurt. But he’s… he’s letting me go. He said he wants me to be happy, even if it’s not with him.”

Jasmine appeared behind Kadesha, arms crossed.

The three of them stood there, snow falling softly, the city quiet except for distant church bells.

Jasmine spoke first. “Come inside. It’s cold.”

They sat in the living room. No one spoke for a long time. Then Jasmine looked at Ashanti.

“I’m not gonna pretend this doesn’t hurt,” she said. “But I see the way she looks at you. I’ve never seen her look at me like that.”

Ashanti swallowed. “I’m sorry.”

Jasmine stood. “I need air.”

She walked out, leaving the door open. Snow swirled in.

Kadesha and Ashanti sat in silence.

Finally Kadesha spoke. “I can’t do this to her anymore. And I can’t do this to us.”

Ashanti nodded, tears falling. “I know.”

Kadesha stood, pulled Ashanti to her feet. They kissed—slow, tender, final. When they broke apart, Kadesha touched her cheek.

“Go find your peace,” she said. “I’ll find mine.”

Ashanti picked up her suitcase. She looked back once, then stepped out into the snow.

Kadesha closed the door.

Jasmine returned an hour later, cheeks flushed from the cold. She didn’t ask where Ashanti had gone. She just took Kadesha’s hand and led her to the couch.

They sat together, watching the snow fall past the window, the tree lights glowing soft.

“I don’t know what happens next,” Jasmine said quietly.

“Me neither.”

“But we can figure it out. Together. If you want.”

Kadesha squeezed her hand. “I want.”

Outside, the city hummed with Christmas—bells, laughter, the promise of new beginnings. Inside, two women sat in the glow of the tree, hearts bruised but still beating, learning how to hold each other again.

And somewhere in the falling snow, love kept moving—messy, painful, beautiful, and true.
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