

Pleasing Miss Audrey: A Short and Steamy Urban Lesbian Romance

Jsovirall

The Erotica Asylum


Copyright © 2026 Jsovirall

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2


CHAPTER 1




"You keep staring at my ass like that, Sophie, and I swear I'm gonna make you do more than just look, girl."

I tossed the words over my shoulder with a husky laugh as I stepped back inside from the balcony, letting the door click shut behind me. My long black hair swayed against my caramel skin, still warm from the sun that had kissed it all morning. The thin long T-shirt I wore barely covered the swell of my hips, and I knew damn well it had ridden up again. Good. Let her see.

Sophie looked up from her book on the couch, those thick braids framing her pretty, full face. Her cheeks flushed that deep, beautiful brown that always gave her away. She was plump in all the right places—juicy thighs pressed together under plaid pajama shorts, heavy breasts straining against her T-shirt, and ink peeking out from every visible inch of skin. Tattoos snaked down her arms, across her collarbone, probably dipping lower to places I was dying to explore. That fat pussy of hers? I could already imagine how it glistened when she got worked up.

"Girl, I wasn't—" Sophie started, voice cracking with that mix of denial and want that made my clit throb against its little silver piercing.

I cut her off with a smirk, stretching tall on my tiptoes, arms reaching high. The shirt hem lifted clean up, flashing the smooth curve of my bare ass and the tiny flash of my navel piercing. "Mmm-hmm. Sure you weren't, Kitten. I felt those eyes all over me. You been sneaking peeks all summer like you scared to admit how bad you want this."

She squirmed, pulling her knees up, but her gaze dropped right back to my thighs before she caught herself. "Audrey, you play too much. It's too early for you to be out here teasing me like this."

"Too early?" I sauntered over, hips rolling with every step, and dropped onto the couch beside her. Close. Real close. My bare leg brushed hers. "Baby, it's never too early when you look at me like you wanna bury your face between my legs and stay there all day."

Sophie let out a soft, nervous laugh that turned into a little moan when I rested my hand on her shin, nails tracing lightly over her smooth skin. Her tattoos were warm under my fingertips. "You wild as hell. But... damn. A Halloween party could be fun, though. We could decorate this place, invite folks. I could be your sexy black cat, maybe."

I leaned in, lips brushing her ear, voice dropping low and filthy. "Oh, you'd make the perfect kinky black cat. All that ass in some tight black latex, tail plug swinging while I walk you around on a leash. I'd have you purring and arching for me in front of everybody."

Her breath hitched. I felt the shiver run through her plump body. "Audrey... shit. You really out here talking about leashes and plugs like it's normal conversation?"

"With you? It feels normal. Feels right." I bit my lip, letting my hand slide higher up her leg, squeezing the soft thickness of her thigh. "You've been good to me since I moved in. Too good. Let me show you how I thank pretty girls who take care of me."

We sat like that for a minute, tension thick as summer honey. I could see her nipples poking hard against her shirt. Mine were doing the same, barbell piercings clearly outlined. Sophie noticed. Her eyes lingered, hungry.

"Speaking of kinky..." I grinned, shifting to climb over the armrest and settle behind her. I pulled her back against my chest, her braids tickling my nose, that plush body molding perfectly to mine. My left leg hooked between her and the couch back, heel dangerously close to where I knew her fat pussy was already getting wet. "I got something to show you. Something that'll have you soaked in two minutes flat."

Sophie laughed, but she melted right into me, her ass nestling back against my lap. "You always got something, don't you? What now, Miss Audrey?"

I loved when she called me that, even teasingly. I grabbed my phone from the counter, then wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her tighter. My right hand held the phone up. My left... well, it "accidentally" draped across her chest, thumb already grazing that hard nipple.

"Remember that bitchy manager I used to complain about? Latoya?" I purred into her ear, lips brushing the shell as I hit play. The video started—dark at first, party noise in the background, then panning up to that bed covered in toys.

Sophie tensed, breath catching. "Audrey... what the hell is this?"

"Watch, Kitten. And feel."

On screen, Latoya—thick, naked, blindfolded, and tied spread-eagle—whimpered as my voice filled the speakers. "I just love your big collection of toys, slut. Does your husband Terrence even know how to use them, or does he leave you aching like this?"

The smack of my hand on her heavy breast echoed. Sophie jumped in my lap, gasping right along with Latoya. "Oh my God..."

"That's right. From now on, it's Miss Audrey, whore." My recorded voice was sharp, dominant. I felt Sophie grinding back subtly against my heel. I pressed it forward, letting her feel the pressure right against that fat clit I knew was swelling.

I whispered hot against her neck, "She was such a bitch at work. Always riding me for no reason. So I rode her instead. On her own marriage bed while her man was downstairs drunk."

My thumb circled Sophie's nipple now, pinching lightly in time with the clamps going on Latoya's tits in the video. Sophie moaned loud—real and needy. "Audrey... fuck... you're really...?"

"Really. Watch how she takes this dick." The video showed me working that thick purple vibrator deep into Latoya's throat, then later slamming it into her dripping pussy while the chain tugged her clamped nipples. Latoya's moans were obscene, wet, and desperate.

Sophie was panting now, her thick thighs squeezing around my leg. I could feel heat radiating from her core. "You're so nasty... but damn, it's hot. The way you talk to her. The way she breaks for you."

I chuckled, low and dirty, biting her earlobe while my hand slid under her shirt to palm her bare breast fully. Soft, heavy, perfect. "You like that, huh? Want me to talk to you like that? Call you my pretty little slut while I play with this body?"

Sophie whimpered, nodding, grinding harder on my heel. "Y-yes... shit, yes. But I'm not... I mean..."

"You're not what? Not wet right now? Not imagining my tongue on that fat clit of yours while I finger-fuck you stupid?" I pinched her nipple harder, rolling it between my fingers. "I see the way you look at me, Sophie. All summer, walking around in these little shorts, braids swinging, tattoos on display. Teasing me back without even knowing it."

The video kept going—Latoya begging, coming hard around the toy, body shaking. Sophie was lost in it, moaning softly with every thrust on screen. My free hand wandered lower, fingertips dancing along the waistband of her shorts.

"Tell me what you want, Kitten," I breathed. "Be honest. While my ex-manager was getting her back blown out by me, you were in here touching yourself thinking about me, weren't you?"

Sophie turned her head, eyes glassy with lust. Our lips were inches apart. "Maybe... Okay, yes. God, Audrey, you're gonna make me lose it. That video... you... I want—"

My alarm suddenly blared, shattering the moment. I groaned, burying my face in her neck. "Fuck. Job interview. But this ain't over, Sophie. Not by a long shot."

She laughed breathlessly, climbing off my lap on shaky legs, her shorts visibly damp between her thighs. "You better go get that bag, Miss Audrey. But when you get back... we finishing this conversation."

I stood, pulling her close for a quick, filthy kiss—tongue teasing hers just enough to leave her wanting. "Count on it, baby. Keep that pussy warm for me."

***

After the shower—hot water cascading over my caramel skin, fingers accidentally brushing my pierced clit more than necessary while thinking of Sophie's moans—I dressed for the interview. Tight blouse that hugged my tits, pencil skirt showing off my long legs, hair cascading down my back. Nose piercing glinting. I felt powerful. Sexy. Ready.

On the bus, though, my mind kept drifting back to Sophie on the couch, grinding on me, eyes wide at the video. Latoya's email was still in my deleted folder. I pulled it up again.

Dear Miss Audrey...

That shit still had me smirking. The woman went from terrorizing me at work to begging to be my slave. Life was wild.

I called the restaurant. Gary picked up, we joked, then Latoya's voice came on—husky, needy the second she realized it was me.

"Miss Audrey," she whispered, discretion thick in her tone. "I... I hoped you'd call."

"You know how I like to be addressed, slave," I said coolly, voice low so other passengers wouldn't hear. "I need a recommendation. Glowing. For this new spot downtown."

There was a pause, then her desperate little whimper. "I'll do it. Anything. But please... me and Terrence want to see you. He knows everything. He wants to watch. To apologize properly."

I laughed softly. "You two are something else. Fine. Set it up. But only if that recommendation is perfect. And Latoya? If I hear you slipped back into bitch mode at work, I'll come handle that ass again—on camera this time with my GoPro."

"Yes, Miss Audrey," she breathed, voice dripping submission.

Hanging up, I felt that rush. Dominance was an aphrodisiac. But what I really wanted was back at the apartment—plump, tatted, braided Sophie, waiting with her fat pussy probably still throbbing from our earlier play.

The interview went smooth. They loved me. Thanks to Latoya's quick text rec that came through mid-conversation. I stepped out feeling victorious, texting Sophie immediately.

Audrey: Interview crushed. On my way home. Don't change out of those pajamas, Kitten. We got unfinished business. 😈

Sophie: Hurry up then, Miss Audrey. This kitty's been pacing... and dripping. Don't make me wait too long.

My pussy clenched hard reading that. The bus ride back felt endless. When I finally pushed open the apartment door, Sophie was on the couch again—but different. Legs spread slightly, hand lazily between her thighs over her shorts, braids loose, eyes dark with want.

"Took you long enough," she purred, voice thick. "Tell me about the interview while I taste how successful you are."

I kicked the door shut, dropping my bag. "Oh, we're jumping straight to it, huh?"

"You started it with that video, baby. Now come here and finish it." Sophie stood, meeting me halfway, her soft, plump body pressing into mine. Her hands grabbed my ass, squeezing. "I been thinking about you dominating that woman all day. But I want you to dominate me. Show me how nasty you get."




I kissed her hard then—deep, hungry, tongues dancing. My fingers tangled in her braids as I walked her backward to the couch. "You sure, Sophie? Once I start, I don't stop. I'll have you calling me Miss Audrey while you cum all over my tongue."

She moaned into my mouth. "Yes... please. I've wanted this since you moved in. That sexy caramel skin, those piercings, the way you tease me every damn day..."

I pushed her down, climbing on top, skirt riding up. My hand slid into her shorts, finding her soaked, fat pussy lips swollen and slick. "Fuck, you're dripping, girl. This all for me?"

"All for you," she gasped as my fingers circled her thick clit. "Audrey... shit... yes."

I kissed down her neck, sucking marks into her tatted skin. "Good girl. Now spread those legs wider. Let Miss Audrey take care of you."


CHAPTER 2




"You keep that pretty fat pussy wet for me while I'm gone, Kitten," I whispered hotly against Sophie's ear, my fingers still slick from teasing between her thick thighs. I pulled back just enough to watch her eyes flutter, those full lips parted in a needy little gasp. My caramel skin glowed under the apartment lights, the red gown hugging every curve like a second skin, my pierced nipples visibly hard against the thin fabric.

Sophie sat there on the couch, braids slightly mussed, plaid pajama shorts askew, her heavy breasts rising and falling fast. A visible wet spot darkened the crotch of her shorts where I'd been grinding my knee. "Audrey... Miss Audrey," she corrected herself breathlessly, voice thick with lust and that sweet submission that made my clit throb against its silver piercing. "You can't just leave me like this. I'm fucking aching."

I laughed low and filthy, grabbing my clutch. "That's exactly how I want you. Dripping. Desperate. Thinking about this body while I'm out handling business. When I get back, you're gonna show me how bad you've been missing me. Now be a good girl and keep that ass right here on this couch until I walk through that door."

She whimpered, squeezing her juicy thighs together, tattoos flexing on her soft brown skin. "Yes, Miss Audrey. Hurry back... please."

I blew her a kiss and strutted out, the high slit in my gown flashing my long legs and the edge of my green thong with every step. My heart was racing, pussy already pulsing from the power I felt dominating my plump, tatted-up roommate. Sophie had no idea how deep I was about to pull her into my world.

The bus ride gave me too much time to think—about her soft moans, the way her fat clit swelled under my touch, how her braids felt in my fist. By the time I reached the upscale restaurant, I was buzzing with unreleased energy.

Red’s Kitchen had come through thanks to Latoya’s glowing recommendation. Tonight was about closing that chapter. Or so I told myself.

Latoya and Terrence were already at the table when the host led me over. Latoya lit up like Christmas morning, her thick, curvaceous Black frame poured into a tight yellow dress that barely contained her heavy breasts. Terrence sat beside her, sharp in his button-up, but his eyes held that same hungry, defeated look from the video.

"Damn, Miss Audrey," Latoya breathed, standing to pull me into a tight hug, pressing those massive tits against me. "You look good enough to eat. That dress... fuck."

Terrence stood too, nodding respectfully. "You clean up nice. Thank you for coming."

We sat, wine flowing fast—rich red that loosened tongues and lowered guards. Dinner was exquisite: buttery lobster, perfectly seared scallops, more wine than I should’ve had. But the real conversation waited until plates were cleared.

Latoya’s hand found my thigh under the table, rubbing slow circles. "Miss Audrey... that night changed everything for us. Terrence has trouble keeping it up. When he does, it’s over in minutes. But you..." Her voice dropped, eyes glassy with lust. "You fucked me like I belonged to you. I came so hard I saw stars."

Terrence shifted uncomfortably, but his breathing was heavy. "I want you to keep satisfying her, Miss Audrey. Please. I’ll watch. I’ll serve. Whatever you need."

I sipped my wine, letting the power settle over me like silk. "You both want me to own this pussy?" I asked, sliding my hand over Latoya’s under the table, guiding her fingers higher between my own thighs until they brushed my soaked thong. "Right in front of your husband? While he sits there with a hard little dick he can’t even use?"

Latoya moaned softly. "Yes, Miss. Please."

The wine had me bold. In the back of Terrence’s Audi later, I had Latoya’s dress bunched around her waist, her thick brown thighs spread wide across my lap. I fisted her long weave, yanking her head back as my fingers plunged deep into her dripping cunt.

"Listen to how sloppy this married pussy is," I growled, pumping two fingers hard while my thumb circled her swollen clit. "Terrence, you hearing your wife gush for me? She’s wetter than she’s ever been for you."

From the driver’s seat, Terrence groaned, adjusting his obvious erection. "Yes, Miss Audrey... she sounds so fucking good."

I made Latoya cum twice before we even reached their house—loud, shaking orgasms that left her squirting on my gown. Then I collared her with Terrence’s own belt and made her crawl across the lawn while neighbors’ lights flickered on. Inside, I bent her over their marital bed and fucked her senseless with one of her own thick toys while Terrence watched from the corner, stroking pathetically.

But the whole time? My mind was on Sophie. On her plump body, her shy submission, her fat pussy I hadn’t tasted yet.

By the time Terrence dropped me off at the apartment just after 1 AM, I was keyed up, still in my red gown, pussy throbbing with need. I pushed the door open quietly.

Sophie was exactly where I left her—curled on the couch in her pajamas, but her hand was between her thighs, slowly rubbing. Her eyes flew open when she saw me.

"Audrey... you're back." Her voice was husky. "I tried to wait, but I—"

I kicked the door shut, dropped my clutch, and stalked toward her like a predator. "You been playing with my pussy while I was gone, Kitten?"

She nodded, cheeks burning. "I couldn’t stop thinking about you. About that video. About you calling me your slut..."

I grabbed her braids firmly, tilting her head up. "Good. Now get on your knees. Miss Audrey needs to cum."

Sophie slid off the couch onto her knees without hesitation, her thick thighs spreading as she looked up at me with those wide, eager eyes. Her braids fell over her shoulders, framing her pretty face and full lips. The sight of this plush, tatted Black goddess on her knees for me made my clit pulse hard.

"Take this dress off me," I ordered, voice low and dripping with lust. "Slowly. Use your teeth on the zipper."

Sophie whimpered, rising up on her knees. Her hands trembled with excitement as she reached for the side zipper, but she obeyed, leaning in to catch the tab between her teeth. The sound of it descending filled the quiet apartment. Cool air kissed my skin as the red fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me in nothing but the green thong and heels. My pierced nipples tightened instantly, caramel breasts heaving.

"Fuck, Miss Audrey," Sophie breathed, eyes devouring me. "You’re so goddamn beautiful. These piercings... I wanna suck them so bad."

I smirked, stepping out of the dress and grabbing her braids again. "Then earn it, baby. Pull my thong down with your teeth and show me how much you love this pussy."

She moaned like I’d already touched her, leaning in. Her hot breath ghosted over my mound as she caught the waistband, tugging it down my long legs. The fabric stuck to my soaked folds for a second before peeling away, exposing my smooth, caramel pussy with its glistening pierced clit. Sophie’s eyes widened, hunger written all over her face.

"Look at you," I purred, spreading my legs wider. "Staring at Miss Audrey’s pretty pussy like you’re starving. You want it?"

"Yes, Miss Audrey," she whispered, voice shaking. "Please let me taste you. I’ve been dreaming about it."

I guided her mouth forward until her full lips pressed against my slick heat. The first long, slow lick from her tongue made my knees buckle. "Fuuuck, Sophie... just like that. Lick all that juice up. Taste how wet teasing your thick ass made me all night."

Her hands gripped my thighs, nails digging into my caramel skin as she devoured me. Sophie ate pussy like she was born for it—messy, enthusiastic, tongue swirling around my pierced clit before sucking it gently between her lips. The little silver barbell made every sensation electric. I moaned loud, grinding against her face, smearing my wetness across her lips and chin.

"Shit, Kitten—you got a nasty tongue. Deeper. Fuck me with it." I held her braids like reins, riding her mouth. Wet, obscene slurping sounds filled the living room as she plunged her tongue inside me, then sucked hard on my clit again. My juices ran down her chin onto her T-shirt.

Sophie pulled back just enough to gasp, "You taste so good, Miss. So sweet and creamy. I could eat this pussy all night." Then she dove back in, two fingers sliding into my tight walls while her tongue flicked my piercing relentlessly.

I came hard the first time—legs shaking, moaning her name as I flooded her mouth. Sophie drank every drop, moaning into my cunt like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted.

But I wasn’t done. Not even close.

I pulled her up, kissing her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue. "Bedroom. Now. I want you naked and spread open for me."

We barely made it down the hall. Clothes flew—her T-shirt, those damp plaid shorts, revealing her plump, tattooed body in all its glory. Heavy breasts with dark, thick nipples. Soft belly. Wide hips and that fat, juicy pussy already swollen and dripping down her thick thighs. A neat landing strip above her puffy lips.

I pushed her onto my bed on her back, climbing over her. "Look at this body. So fucking thick and soft. These tits..." I sucked one dark nipple hard, biting gently while my hand squeezed the other. Sophie arched, crying out in pleasure.

"Miss Audrey... please. Touch my pussy. I need you."

I slid down, spreading her thick thighs wide. Her fat pussy lips parted, revealing slick pink inside, her clit swollen and begging. "Goddamn, baby. This is the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen." I spat on it, then licked a long stripe from her asshole up to her clit, savoring her musky-sweet flavor.

Sophie screamed in ecstasy as I ate her ravenously—sucking her fat clit, tongue-fucking her hole, sliding two then three fingers deep while I hummed against her. I curled my fingers against her G-spot, sucking her clit in rhythm until her thighs clamped around my head and she squirted hard, soaking my face and the sheets.

We went for hours—scissoring with our wet pussies grinding together, my pierced clit rubbing against hers until we both came screaming. I made her ride my face while I fingered her ass. She ate me from behind while I twerked on her tongue. We used my toys, filling each other, laughing breathlessly between orgasms, whispering filthy promises and sweet praises.

By the time the sun started creeping up, we were tangled in sweaty sheets, Sophie’s head on my chest, my fingers lazily stroking her braids.

"You’re mine now, Kitten," I murmured, kissing her forehead. "My sweet, nasty, perfect girl."

Sophie smiled up at me, glowing. "I’ve been yours since the day you moved in, Miss Audrey. I love how you take control... but I love how you hold me after, too."

***

Sunlight filtered softly through the half-drawn blinds of my bedroom, painting warm golden stripes across our tangled bodies. I woke first, my long black hair spilled across the pillow like spilled ink, Sophie’s head nestled against my chest. Her braids were loose and wild from the night’s passion, a few strands clinging to her damp forehead. Her plump, tattooed arm draped heavily over my waist, one thick thigh thrown possessively across mine. The scent of us—sweat, sex, her coconut lotion and my lilac perfume—hung sweet and filthy in the air.

For a long moment, I simply breathed her in. This wasn’t like the raw conquest with Latoya and Terrence. That had been power and revenge wrapped in lust. This… this was different. Sophie made something tender bloom in my chest even while my body still hummed from how hard she’d made me cum.

I traced a slow finger down the curve of her spine, following the elegant line of ink that disappeared beneath the sheet. She stirred, a soft, sleepy hum vibrating against my breast.

“Morning, Kitten,” I whispered, voice still husky from last night’s screams.

Sophie lifted her head, those warm brown eyes fluttering open. A shy, sated smile spread across her full lips when she saw me watching her. “Miss Audrey… damn. I thought I dreamed all that. But I can still taste you on my tongue.”

The words sent fresh heat pooling between my legs. I rolled us gently so she lay beneath me, my caramel skin glowing against her deeper brown. My long hair curtained around us as I leaned down, brushing my pierced nose against hers in a slow, intimate nuzzle.

“You didn’t dream it, baby. Every lick, every finger, every time I made that pretty fat pussy squirt… that was real.” I kissed her deeply, unhurried, savoring the way her soft body melted under mine. Her heavy breasts pillowed against my own, dark nipples already tightening. “And you’re still mine this morning. Say it.”

Sophie moaned into my mouth, her hands sliding down to grip my ass, pulling me harder against her. “I’m yours, Miss Audrey. All yours. That thick dick you fucked me with last night? These fingers… your tongue on my clit… I’ve never felt anything like it.”

I chuckled softly, the sound low and wicked, but my heart swelled at the vulnerability in her voice. I kissed along her jaw, down the column of her neck, sucking gently at the spot that made her thighs clench around my hips. “Good girl. Because I don’t plan on letting you go. Not after the way you submitted so sweetly for me. Not after hearing you beg so pretty.”

My mouth found her breast, tongue flicking the stiff peak before I sucked it deep, grazing my teeth just enough to make her arch. Sophie’s back bowed off the bed, a throaty moan spilling from her lips as her fingers tangled in my hair.

“Fuck… Audrey… your mouth feels so good. Suck harder, baby—please.”

I obliged, lavishing attention on her sensitive nipples while my hand traveled lower, sliding between her plush thighs. She was soaked again, her fat pussy lips swollen and slick, clit peeking out thick and needy. I groaned against her breast as my fingers parted her folds, coating themselves in her cream.

“So fucking wet for me already,” I murmured, lifting my head to watch her face as I circled her clit with two slick fingers. “This pussy belongs to me now, Sophie. Say it while I play with it.”

Her hips rolled greedily against my hand, breath coming in short gasps. “It’s yours… oh shit… my hungry pussy is yours, Miss Audrey. Play with it however you want. Finger it. Eat it. Fuck it. I don’t care—just don’t stop touching me.”

I kissed my way down her soft belly, worshipping every curve, every stretch mark, every tattoo that decorated her beautiful body. When I settled between her spread thighs, I took my time. I kissed the inside of each thick thigh, inhaling her musky arousal before dragging my tongue slowly through her dripping slit.

Sophie cried out, heels digging into the mattress. “Yes! Right there… God, your tongue is magic.”

I devoured her like fine wine—long, luxurious licks from her tight asshole up to that swollen clit, sucking the fat nub between my lips while my pierced tongue flicked the sensitive underside. Two fingers curled deep inside her, stroking her G-spot with practiced precision. The wet, obscene sounds of me eating her filled the room, mixed with her desperate moans and the creak of the bed.

When she came, it was beautiful. Her thighs clamped around my head, body shaking as she flooded my mouth with sweet, hot nectar. I drank every drop, humming in satisfaction, refusing to pull away until she was whimpering and oversensitive.

I climbed back up her body, kissing her so she could taste herself on my lips. Our foreheads pressed together as we caught our breath, bodies slick with sweat.

“I love how you take care of me,” Sophie whispered, her voice still husky and raw from screaming my name. Her soft, warm hand cupped my cheek, thumb slowly tracing my full lower lip like she was savoring the taste of her own pussy still lingering there. “Not just the nasty shit—which I fucking crave, Miss Audrey. The way you pin me down, choke me with that fat pussy, and make me drink every drop like a desperate little slut… I love all that filthy shit.”

She paused, eyes glassy with emotion and fresh lust as she stared up at me, her thick brown thighs still trembling from the orgasms I’d ripped out of her.

“But this…” Her thumb pressed gently between my lips, letting me suck on it softly. “This part right here—when you hold me after you’ve ruined me, looking at me like I’m the most precious, nasty little secret you’ve ever claimed… that shit makes my heart melt and my pussy throb at the same time. You make me feel wanted. Owned. Cherished. Even when my holes are still leaking from how hard you fucked them.”

“You are precious to me, my love,” I said softly, the words slipping out before I could guard them. My heart raced. “I’ve been playing games with you all summer, teasing, dressing like a slut just to watch you squirm. But last night… it stopped being a game for me. You feel right, Sophie. In my bed. Under my hands. In my life.”

Tears glistened in her eyes for a moment before she smiled, radiant and emotional. She pulled me down into a slow, soul-deep kiss that made my pierced clit throb against her thigh.

We made love again—slower this time, more romantic. I straddled her face, riding her eager tongue while I leaned forward to eat her in a delicious sixty-nine. Our bodies moved in perfect sync, moans vibrating through wet flesh. I ground my pierced clit against her tongue until I shattered, then flipped around to slide my pussy against hers in hot, slippery scissoring. The sight of our slick lips kissing, clits rubbing, her heavy tits bouncing with every thrust—it was pure erotic poetry.

“Cum with me, Kitten,” I gasped, fingers digging into her hips as I ground harder. “Let me feel this pussy cumming on mine.”

We exploded together, crying out each other’s names, juices mixing between us in a messy, beautiful flood.

Afterward, we lay facing each other, legs intertwined, trading lazy kisses and soft laughter.

“So…” Sophie traced a finger around my navel piercing, “about that Halloween party. You still wanna be my kinky witch?”

I grinned, nipping her bottom lip. “Hell yes. I’ll wear something tight and black with a slit so high you can see my pussy when I walk. You’ll be my sexy black cat—collar, tail plug, ears, the whole filthy package. I’m gonna walk you around on a leash in front of everyone and make you purr for me.”

Sophie shivered, biting her lip. “You really gonna plug my ass in front of our friends?”

“Baby, I’m gonna have you so worked up you’ll be begging me to fuck you in the bathroom halfway through the night.” I kissed her neck, sucking a fresh mark. “But after the party… I want more than just kink with you. I want dates. I want you in my bed every night. I want to build something real while I dominate this gorgeous body.”

Sophie’s eyes softened, glowing with affection. “I want that too, Audrey. All of it. The romance, the nasty sex, the laughter, the control… I trust you with all of me.”

We spent the rest of the morning lost in each other again—showering together, where I pinned her against the tiles and fucked her with my fingers until she screamed my name. Over coffee and leftover takeout, we planned the party, trading filthy ideas and sweet promises between bites.

By afternoon, we lay curled together on the couch in nothing but fresh silk robes that barely clung to our flushed skin, the fabric slipping open with every lazy shift of our bodies. Sophie’s head rested heavy and trusting in my lap, her thick braids spilling like dark rivers across my caramel thighs. My fingers moved with reverent slowness through her hair, twisting and stroking each plait as if memorizing the silken texture, while her warm breath ghosted teasingly against the sensitive skin just below the apex of my thighs. Every exhale sent tiny sparks dancing straight to my pierced clit.

In that golden, languid light, something profound unfurled inside my chest—deep, aching, and undeniable.

I had stepped into this apartment carrying the weight of my past like chains, shadows clinging to my heels, desperate for escape. Yet now, with Sophie’s full, soft lips parted in quiet contentment so close to my aching core, with her possessive hand curved around my thigh—fingertips absently tracing the same path her tongue had worshipped only hours earlier—I knew I had found something far more powerful than mere shelter.

I had found her.

This beautiful, plump goddess with her inked skin, her shy submission that bloomed so wildly under my touch, her fat pussy still swollen and marked by my mouth. The way her body responded to every command, every filthy whisper, every tender kiss. She was my perfect match—sweet surrender wrapped in delicious sin, laughter laced with moans, trust forged in the fire of raw, kinky passion.

My heart swelled until it ached, a fierce wave of emotion crashing over me as I gazed down at her. I leaned forward, brushing my lips against her forehead, then lower, trailing feather-light kisses along her temple while my fingers tightened gently in her braids.

Sophie stirred, nuzzling deeper into my lap with a sleepy, satisfied hum that vibrated straight through my core. Her hand slid higher up my thigh, dangerously close to where I was already growing wet again for her.

“I feel you trembling, Miss Audrey,” she murmured, voice husky and thick with lingering desire. Her eyes fluttered open, locking onto mine with raw vulnerability and heat. “What’s going on in that gorgeous head of yours?”

I cupped her cheek, thumb stroking her full lower lip as my own voice came out low, trembling with the depth of it all. “You, Kitten. Just… you. The way you give yourself to me so completely. The way you make my soul burn and my body sing at the same time. I’m never letting you go. Not this mouth that devours me so sweetly. Not this body that yields so perfectly. Not this heart that trusts me with its deepest cravings.”

A single tear slipped down her cheek, but her smile was radiant—joyful, possessive, and utterly in love. She turned her head and pressed a slow, open-mouthed kiss to my inner thigh, dangerously close to my dripping heat, her tongue flicking out to taste the remnants of our earlier passion.

“Then keep me,” she whispered against my skin, voice breaking with emotion and fresh arousal. “Claim me every single day. Fuck me. Love me. Own me, Miss Audrey. I’m already yours—mind, body, and soul.”

I pulled her up into a deep, searing kiss that tasted of salt, passion, and forever. Our robes fell open completely, bare breasts pressing together, nipples grazing as our bodies melted into one another once more. In that moment, wrapped in her warmth and the lingering scent of our lovemaking, I knew the truth with every beat of my heart:

Sophie was my beginning, my deepest desire, and my most exquisite destiny.

And I would never—ever—let her go.
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