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CHAPTER 1




Odeka’s POV:




Let me tell you something about being a thick, juicy, magnificent black woman on the high-side of forty-nine in the city of New Orleans. The humidity out here don't play. It clings to your skin like a second silk robe, heavy and wet, smelling of jasmine, old brick, and the sweet, dirty whisper of the Mississippi River. But honey, the humidity ain't the only thing sizzling down here. In just a few days, I’m hitting the big five-oh. The half-century mark. And if I do say so myself, I am still sexy as all get-out, looking fine enough to make a blind man stop and thank the Lord for a temporary return of his eyesight.

My skin is a rich, deep chocolate, smooth as silk where it needs to be, and tatted up from the nape of my neck all the way down to my ankles. I keep my hair cropped short—a tight, immaculate fade on the sides that elevates my high cheekbones, shows off my sharp nose ring, and lets the sun catch that little silver stud glistening on my tongue whenever I throw my head back and laugh.

Now, there’s another piercing I got down under—a little secret hidden right in the hood of my clit. Nobody, and I mean nobody, gets to see, touch, or even think about that silver treasure besides my husband, Jeffery.

I’ve been with Jeffery for twenty-five years come this November, and that man loves every single square inch of my plush, curvy, voluptuous body. He don't want me losing a pound. He treats my rolls like gold nuggets and my wide, heavy hips like the altar they are. He particularly loves the fact that I don't believe in shaving my lady parts. No, ma'am. I keep a full, lush, natural bush down there, thick and dark. He calls it his natural habitat, his favorite sanctuary, and I let him get completely lost in that jungle whenever he behaves himself and handles his business right.

We live and work right in the heart of the Tremé, where the spirits talk loud, the brass bands play louder, and the air constantly smells like fried catfish and chicory coffee. I run Odeka’s Spiritual Hearth: a voodoo and hoodoo candle shop that stays busy from the minute I flip the wooden sign from 'Closed' to 'Open.' See, I come from a long, unbroken line of rootworkers, medicine women, and powerful Creole seers who knew how to talk to the ancestors like they were sitting right at the kitchen table. This ain't just a trendy hobby for me, and I ain't selling cheap parlor tricks to the tourists. This is my bloodline, my calling, and my livelihood.

I dress every single candle myself in the back room, melting the beeswax, pouring the heavy oils, and packing the bases with the right combination of high-John root, pyrite chunks, crushed lavender, or graveyard dirt depending on what the spirit calls for. Whether somebody needs money drawing, spiritual protection, a bitter curse broken, or a good old-fashioned, heavy-hitting "Return to Sender" to send an enemy packing, they come see Odeka. My shop is well-known in the community, a staple for all the witchy, spiritually aligned folk who know that my products are absolute top-notch.

While I’m in the back getting my hands sticky with oils, herbs, and ancestral prayers, Jeffery handles the high-tech side of the house. He takes care of the online shop, packages the internet orders, answers the emails, and manages all the complex shipping logistics. He’s the brains of the digital operation, and Lord, business is booming. The money is long, the reputation is solid, and on the outside, everything looked picture-perfect.

But lately? Lord have mercy, our bedroom life was turning into a lukewarm pot of day-old red beans and rice. It wasn't that Jeffery didn't know what he was doing—honey, the man knew my anatomy like the back of his hand, knew exactly which way to slide his tongue to make me arch my back—but it was getting monotonous. It was the same routine, the same time of night, the same positions. A little bit of friction, a whole lot of love, but no real fire. I needed a spark. I needed something so wild it would make my toes curl up so hard they’d cramp for a week.

A couple of nights ago, after the city had finally cooled down into a breezy, dark purple dusk, I decided to open my mouth and tell him about it while we were winding down in the kitchen.

"Jeffery, baby," I said, leaning my heavy hips against the kitchen island, watching him rinse out the blender we used for our morning smoothies. I had on a thin, red silk robe that didn't even pretend to close over my breasts.

Jeffery wiped his hands on a dishtowel and turned around, his warm brown eyes tracking the movement of my hips. "Yeah, Odeka? What’s on your mind, girl? You got that look you get when you’re about to tell me I bought the wrong brand of Florida Water."

"No, it ain't the Florida Water this time," I chuckled, my tongue piercing clicking slightly against my front teeth. I took a step closer to him, letting the silk shift. "We need to talk about what’s going on upstairs in that bed. Or rather, what ain't going on. Our sex life is starting to feel like a chore, baby. It’s like we’re following a script. And you know I’m too grown, too fine, and way too tatted up to be bored in my own house."

Jeffery stopped, looking at me over the rim of his reading glasses. He didn't get defensive. He didn't puff his chest out like some men do when their pride gets nicked. Instead, he let out a slow, wicked, appreciative smile. He walked over, put his big, rough hands on my wide waist, and squeezed the plush meat of my hips, pulling me right against his chest.

"Is that right?" he murmured, his voice dropping into that deep baritone that still gave me butterflies after two decades. "Bored, huh? Well, we can't have the queen of the shop feeling neglected. What you want to do, Odeka? You want to bring another woman in here? See if a little female energy sparks things back up for you?"

My eyes went wide as saucers. My heart did a whole flip-flop inside my chest, banging against my ribs like a trapped bird. To be completely honest with you, I had always been bi-curious. I love looking at a beautiful black woman. I love the way they smell, the way they walk, the curve of a sister's waist, the soft look of a woman's lips. But I had never, ever mustered up enough courage to actually put my mouth on one.

It almost happened last year, too. I was getting my last major tattoo—a big, detailed piece of Medusa with snakes swirling all over my left thigh—from this tattoo artist chick named Nia over on Magazine Street. Nia was this breathtaking, dark-skinned sister with gorgeous, waist-length locs, a tiny waist, and eyes so deep you could drown in 'em. The tension in that parlor was so thick you could cut it with a butter knife. Every time her hands wiped the excess ink off my skin, her fingers would linger just a little bit too close to my groin. I was breathing heavy, sweating through my shirt, and my clit piercing was throbbing like a heartbeat. But at the last second, when she looked up and asked if I wanted to hang out after her shift, I chickened out. I panicked, mouthed something about having a loving, loyal husband waiting for me at home, paid her a massive tip, and made my hasty egress out the door before I did something that would break my vows.

But now? My own husband was handing me the green light on a silver platter, practically begging me to take it.

When he made the suggestion, I couldn't let it go. The thought of fully giving myself over to another woman—feeling soft, feminine lips pressed hard against mine, smelling her sweet perfume, getting my very first taste of premium coochie—made me genuinely weak in the knees. It was exactly the kind of exotic spice our marriage needed to stir up the pot.

"You... you being serious, Jeffery?" I whispered, looking deep into his eyes to see if he was playing with me. "You ain't just talking to hear yourself talk?"

"Odeka, I’ve been watching you look at women since 2002," Jeffery laughed, kissing my nose. "I know my wife. If you want to taste a girl, let’s find a girl. Just make sure she’s bad enough to handle all this ass."

***

That night, after we locked up the shop, turned off the neon signs, and walked up the creaky wooden stairs to our apartment, the air between us felt completely charged. The New Orleans heat was lingering outside the screen windows, heavy with the distant sound of a saxophone playing down the block, but inside, things were just starting to boil over.

I was sitting at my mahogany vanity, wiping off the day's sweat and makeup with a warm washcloth, watching Jeffery through the reflection of the glass. He was already down to his gray boxers, his smooth, dark brown skin glowing under the warm lamplight of the bedroom. His muscles were still tight, his shoulders broad. He looked good for a man his age, and I knew I was lucky.

"So," I started, turning around on my stool and letting my silk robe slip completely off my left shoulder, exposing the intricate black-and-gray ink of a blooming lotus that climbed up toward my collarbone. "When you made that suggestion down in the kitchen... who exactly did you have in mind? Because you said it way too quick for you not to already have a candidate lined up in your head, Jeffery."

Jeffery chuckled, walking over from the closet and pressing a warm, lingering kiss right to the crown of my head. "You know me too well, baby. I don't just talk to talk. I was thinking about Angela."

My breath hitched so hard I thought I’d choke on my own saliva. Angela.

Angela was a heavy regular at the shop, a sister who came in at least twice a week. And honey, let me tell you about Angela. She was a big girl—curvaceous, heavy-chested, with hips that swung like a grandfather clock and a round, plump backside that defied gravity. Her skin was a flawless, radiant mocha, and she wore these long, immaculate braids that fell all the way past her waist, clicking together like wooden beads whenever she turned her head. She was deep into the hoodoo practice herself, always buying raw copal resin, black salt, and heavy spiritual oils to fix her altars.

I loved her vibe. She had this unapologetic, witchy, highly confident aura that just commanded whatever room she walked into. And now that I was really forced to think about it... whenever Angela came into the shop, she always gave me that look. A slow, heavy, bedroom gaze that felt like she was peeling my clothes off with her mouth and planning to eat me out until I lost my mind. I used to tell myself it was just my wild, bi-curious imagination running away with me, but hearing my husband say her name out loud made my stomach do a whole series of acrobatic flips.

"Angela?" I repeated, trying to keep my voice from trembling. "You think she’d even be down for something like that? I mean, she’s fine as hell, but I don't know if she even likes women. Some girls just look exotic but they only want a man."

"Trust me, Odeka," Jeffery said, his voice dropping an octave as his hands slid down to my naked shoulders, his thumbs rubbing circles into my skin. "She likes women. And she definitely, highly likes you. I see the way she watches your hands when you’re dressing her candles. She ain't looking at the wax, baby. She’s looking at your fingers."

I shivered, a sudden spark of heat shooting straight down to my groin. I turned around on the stool to face him, looking up into his eyes. "Hmm. Well... if we’re really doing this... do you think I should shave down there? You know, make it nice, neat, and smooth for another woman? I don't want to scare her off with all this hair. Women nowadays like everything bare like a newborn baby."

Jeffery barked out a loud laugh, gripping my waist and lifting me slightly off the stool. "Hell no, baby. Don't you dare touch that hair. Leave it. You need to stay in your naturalistic state. If Angela can't handle the jungle, then she don't deserve to be in the woods. I like that bush, and I know a real woman will appreciate a natural queen."

I burst out laughing, swatting his shoulder as my cheeks flushed bright pink. "Ooh, you just won yourself major points for that one, mister. Naturalistic state? You are a fool, Jeffery."

"A fool for you," he whispered.

I didn't say another word. I slid out of my robe completely, standing proud in all my tatted, forty-nine-year-old, voluptuous, fat glory. I climbed onto our high queen-sized bed, lay back against the pillows, and spread my heavy, plush thighs wide open. I exposed my pink lips nestled deep inside my dark, natural bush, letting the silver stud of my clit piercing catch the dim lamplight. It winked at him like a little star in a dark forest.

"Come here," I whispered, my voice thick with sudden, heavy arousal. "Come lap your woman up. Show me how much you love this natural habitat."

Jeffery didn't hesitate for a single second. He crawled over the mattress on all fours like an obedient, starving dog, dropping his head straight between my thighs. The moment his warm, wet tongue hit my clit piercing, I let out a loud, ragged groan, burying my fingers deep into his hair. He ate me out just the way I liked it—slow, deliberate, sucking on my lips and swirling his tongue around that cold metal stud until I was shaking, crying out, and arching my back so high my head buried into the headboard. I came so hard the sheets were soaking wet, my big thighs trembling against his shoulders.

Later, while we were curled up in the dark, doing some sweet, low-voiced pillow-talk, I rested my heavy head against his chest, tracing the line of his collarbone.

"Jeffery?" I murmured into his ear.

"Yeah, baby?"

"I’m ready. I want another woman in this relationship. I want Angela. Next time she comes into the shop... you need to have a talk with her. See where her head is at."

Jeffery smiled in the dark, his chest rumbling against my cheek. "Will do, babe. I’m on it. I just hope I can get to watch you two go at it."

"You’re talking like she’s already accepted," I chucked, biting his shoulder gently.

"Oh, she’ll accept, babe. Just trust me on this. In no time, we’re gonna have Angela right here in this bed, eating you out for real." He spun around onto his side, pulling my heavy body flush against his, and took my lips into his mouth, kissing me deeply, letting me taste my own sweetness on his tongue.

***

The next morning, the sun rose over New Orleans like a big, golden yolk, bringing the heat right along with it. I opened up Odeka’s Spiritual Hearth early, throwing open the heavy wooden doors to let a little breeze sweep through. The shop instantly filled with the comforting, heavy scents of cinnamon, raw frankincense, myrrh, and patchouli.

I spent the first hour bringing out a fresh batch of good-luck incense I had spent the last two days blending and infusing with specific spiritual oils. I had advertised it on the shop’s social media page the night before, and sure enough, it didn't take long for the neighborhood folk to start trickling in, their pockets ready.

"Now look here, sister," I explained to an older lady named Miss Clara, who was buying four boxes of the sticks. "You make sure you burn this at exactly nine o'clock in the morning. And while that blue smoke is rising, you read the twenty-third Psalm over it three times. Let the smoke carry your words straight to the ancestors. Don't be thinking about your bills while you do it, either. Think about the money already being in your hand."

"Thank you, Miss Odeka," the old lady giggled, pressing her wrinkled hand into mine. "Your stuff always works miracles for my Tuesday night bingo. Last time I bought your money oil, I hit the jackpot for two hundred dollars."

"Go on and get your money, sweetie," I laughed, shaking my head as she walked out, the little bell above the door chiming behind her.

Jeffery hadn't come downstairs to the storefront yet; he was still upstairs in the office finalizing some priority online tracking numbers for a big shipment heading out to California. Just as the shop cleared out for a brief second, leaving me alone with the humming fan, the brass bell above the door chimed again.

In walked Angela.

Lord, have mercy on my poor, fragile soul. She looked absolutely delicious enough to eat with a spoon. She was wearing a tight, sleeveless olive-green sundress that didn't even try to hide her massive, gorgeous curves. Her mocha skin looked like it had been dipped in liquid gold and polished to a shine. Her long, dark braids swayed against her heavy hips as she sauntered up to the counter, her walk possessing a slow, heavy rhythm that matched the heat outside. The air around her instantly smelled like warm vanilla bean and a heavy, seductive musk.

She walked straight up to the glass counter, her dark, bedroom eyes locking onto mine with a gaze so intense it made my pierced tongue instantly dry out.

"Morning, beautiful," Angela purred, her voice smooth and heavy like warm molasses poured over biscuits. "I saw your post on Instagram last night about this new batch of incense. I just had to rush over here and see what the master healer cooked up in her kitchen."

I swallowed hard, my fingers trembling slightly as I tried to keep my professional, shop-owner composure. I reached under the glass counter and brought out a fresh box, sliding it across the wood toward her.

"Morning, Angela," I said, my voice a little throatier than usual. "Yeah... this is the new good-luck batch. I dressed it with high-John the conqueror root, real lodestone sand, and a few secret oils my grandmother passed down to me."

Angela picked up the box, her long, manicured nails brushing against my fingers for a split second. A bolt of pure electricity shot up my arm. She brought the box up to her nose, closing her eyes as she inhaled the rich, herbal scent. A slow, deeply appreciative smirk spread across her full, plum-colored lips. She lowered the box, her eyes dragging down from my face, down to my chest where my robe usually sat, then back up to my short, tight fade, before finally locking eyes with me.

"Mmm. For good luck, huh?" she murmured, leaning her voluptuous frame heavily against the wooden counter, bringing her face so close I could see the golden flecks in her dark eyes. "To be completely honest with you, Odeka... I feel real lucky right now, just standing here looking at you."

My face flushed hot in an instant, a deep, dark blush settling into my chocolate skin. My heart started hammering against my ribs like a bass drum at a second-line parade. Was this girl hitting on me? Like, for real, for real? Right here in front of my protection candles?

"Thanks," I managed to stutter out, giving her a flustered, shy smile that I rarely ever showed anybody. "I... I appreciate your patronage, Angela. You always support the shop."

Angela chuckled, a low, smoky, rumbling sound that vibrated right through the countertop and straight into my chest. "And what if I want to be more than just your patron, Odeka?" she asked, her voice dropping into a register so sultry it made my knees feel loose.

I gripped the edge of the glass counter to keep my hands from shaking. I took a deep breath, looking at her full lips, then at the confident, hungry expression on her face. I decided right then and there to stop being a chicken. I was forty-nine years old, a grown-ass woman, and life was too short to be scared of what I wanted.

"Are you flirting with me right now, Angela?" I finally mustered up the courage to ask, tilting my chin up.

"And what if I am?" she challenged, raising one perfectly sculpted eyebrow, her eyes challenging me to step up to the plate.

I took another deep breath, leaning my heavy chest onto the counter, bringing myself into her personal space, letting her see the sudden, dark fire in my chocolate eyes. "I’ll say continue."

Angela’s smile widened, a beautiful, dazzling expression that showed off her white teeth and made her look even sexier than before. "Good. I like a woman who knows how to take a hint. Look... I know you’re married and all. I see your man around here. But I’d really like to take you out sometime. Maybe we can just go across the street right now, grab a hot cup of coffee, and get to know each other outside of these shop walls. What you think about that?"

"I highly like the sound of that," I said, looking out the front glass window at the little Creole café directly across the pavement. "It’s still pretty early, and the afternoon rush hasn't fully hit yet."

Just as the words left my mouth, the back door behind the counter creaked open and Jeffery walked out, carrying a stack of shipping boxes. "Morning, ladies," he said, his deep voice breaking the heavy tension in the room. He set the boxes down and walked right over, giving Angela a warm, friendly hug like he always did.

"Morning, Jeffery," Angela smiled, hugging him back tightly, her eyes sliding over to me while she did it. "Ooh, you smell real good today, man."

"Thank you, ma'am. Just trying to keep up with my gorgeous wife," Jeffery said, stepping back and giving me a quick, knowing look. He noticed the flush on my neck instantly.

I took that as my cue to make a move. "Jeffery, baby, Angela and I are about to walk across the street to grab a quick cup of coffee. Think you can handle the front counter and the walk-ins for a little bit while I’m gone?"

Jeffery’s eyes lit up, a wicked, joyful little glint flashing deep in his pupils. He knew exactly what time it was. His talk with her wasn't even gonna be necessary; I was doing the legwork myself.

"Oh, I absolutely love the sound of that," Jeffery said with a wide grin. "Y'all go ahead and take your time. Enjoy your coffee, ladies. I got the Hearth completely covered."

As Angela turned around to head toward the front door, her long braids swinging like a pendulum, I looked back over my shoulder at Jeffery and threw him a slow, deliberate, heavy wink. His smile turned into a full-blown smirk, confirming that the signal was received loud and clear. The green light was on, and the train was officially leaving the station.

Minutes later, Angela and I were tucked away in a cozy, private booth in the very back of the café across the street. The air inside the café was thick with the rich aroma of chicory coffee, powdered sugar, and warm, fried beignets, but all I could focus on was the stunning woman sitting directly across from me.

Angela was leaning back against the vinyl seat, her hands cradling her porcelain mug, her green sundress shifting up just enough to show off an intricate, beautiful butterfly tattoo on her ankle that seemed to move whenever she shifted her weight. She had been flirting heavily from the absolute second our feet hit the pavement outside, her dark eyes tracking every single movement of my lips.

"So, Miss Odeka," Angela started, a teasing, wicked little smirk dancing on her full lips as she blew on her hot coffee. "Let me ask you something I’ve been wondering for a long time. Have you ever actually been with another woman before? Or am I just wasting my premium material on a straight girl?"

I took a slow, deliberate sip of my black coffee, letting the heat settle the butterflies in my stomach. I looked her right in the eyes. "No... to be completely honest with you, Angela, I haven't. I’ve always been curious, but I never had the heart to do it. But looking at you sitting across from me right now? Honey, you make me want to do things I ain't never even thought about."

Angela’s eyes flared with a sudden, dark heat. She shifted her heavy hips in the booth, leaning forward over the table until I could smell the sweet vanilla on her skin. "Is that right? You speak real bold for a beginner. But what about your husband, though? I see the way Jeffery looks at you. That man worships the very ground your big feet walk on. He ain't gonna have a problem with you trying to taste the dark side?" She glanced out the window, looking back over at the shop where Jeffery was currently visible through the glass, talking to a customer.

"Truth be told," I revealed, leaning in so close our noses were almost touching, our voices dropping into a whisper over the low jazz music playing from the café speakers. "He’s the one who suggested it."

Angela raised her brow high, looking genuinely surprised for the first time since she walked into my shop. "What you mean by that, now? Explain yourself, sister."

"I mean, we were talking last night about how we wanted to spice up our sex life. It was getting a little bit too predictable in the bedroom. And Jeffery turned right around and told me that another woman would do the trick. And when I asked him who he had in mind... he said the perfect candidate would be you. And truth be told, Angela, I think he’s absolutely right."

Angela sat back hard against the vinyl, a slow, deeply appreciative, sinful grin spreading across her mocha face. She took another slow sip of her coffee, her eyes never breaking contact with mine for even a fraction of a second.

"Well, well, well. Damn. That’s real beautiful and all, Odeka... but let me lay my cards flat on the table right now so there ain't no misunderstandings later," Angela said, her voice dropping into a serious, raspy register. "What exactly is your husband gonna be doing while we get into it? Because let me tell you something: I don't play with dicks. Only clits. If he’s expecting some wild threesome where I’m supposed to touch him or let him slide inside me, he’s got the wrong girl. I’m a total lesbian, honey. I’m strictly about that woman-on-woman magic."

I let out a low chuckle, my tongue piercing clicking sharply against my front teeth. "Don't you worry your pretty head about Jeffery, sweetie. I know my man, and he knows his boundaries. When it comes to you and me, we’re just gonna focus on pleasing each other. Jeffery just wants to watch his fine-ass wife get completely unraveled and turned inside out by a beautiful woman. He’s content just being the audience."

Angela’s eyes darkened with pure, unadulterated desire. She reached her hand across the table, her long fingers brushing against mine. "Is that so? You think you can handle a bad bee like me, girl? I ain't gentle when I get hungry, Odeka."

"Of course I can handle you," I smiled, opening my mouth just wide enough to let her see that silver stud glistening on my tongue. "I got a few tricks of my own, and this tongue right here knows exactly how to move."

Angela groaned softly under her breath, her eyes locking onto my mouth. "Mmm. Damn. That piercing looks absolutely delicious. But I gotta let you know something else before we move any further, Odeka. I’m not a one-night-stand type of girl. I don't do quickies in the back of cars or little casual hookups. If I get into a bed with a woman, I wanna build something real with her. I want an emotional connection. I want a bond."

My heart swelled up when she said that. This wasn't just about some cheap thrill or a dirty fantasy for her; she actually saw me. She wanted Odeka.

"I hear you, Angela," I said softly, my voice filled with real emotion. "And I respect that more than you know. But how about we just cross one hurdle at a time? How about you come over to our crib this evening? Say around six o'clock? We can have some dinner, talk some more, and see where the spirit takes us. Oh... and one more thing. I much prefer it if you didn't wear any panties when you walk through my door."

Angela’s coy smile turned downright wicked. She leaned back, crossing her thick legs. "Well, to tell you the complete truth... I ain't wearing any panties right now."

I choked on my coffee, coughing slightly as my eyes went wide as silver dollars. "You’re kidding me? Right here in public?"

"Nah, I don't joke about my comfort, girl," Angela said smoothly.

Before I could even process what she was doing, she gripped the hem of her olive-green sundress and lifted it up just a few inches under the total privacy of the heavy wooden booth table. My jaw nearly dropped flat onto the table. She was completely, beautifully bare, and nestled deep between her thick, gorgeous, mocha thighs was a stunning, full, lush forest of dark hair.

"Wow," I laughed, my face burning up with pure, intense arousal as she dropped the dress back down. "I see you’re definitely not a shaver either."

"I like keeping it natural, girl," Angela laughed, taking another casual sip of her coffee like she hadn't just driven my pulse through the roof. "You got a forest down there too, huh? Or are you all smooth like plastic?"

"A whole jungle, to be precise," I chuckled, feeling a sudden, heavy rush of wetness pooling between my own thighs, dripping right onto my clit piercing.

"Mmm. Damn," Angela smiled, her eyes going wild. She reached her hand completely under the table, sliding it past my knee and running her warm, soft palm slowly up the inside of my tatted thigh, squeezing the plush, heavy meat of my leg. "I am gonna absolutely enjoy getting lost in that jungle, Odeka. I just hope your husband won't get jealous when he hears how loud you scream."

"Don't you worry about Jeffery," I said, my voice shaking slightly as her fingers slipped higher up my leg. "He’s all in on this. Let’s just give that man a good show and make him buss a nut."

Angela burst out into a loud, joyous laugh, finally pulling her hand back from my thigh. "Yeah, I can definitely do that for us."

We spent the remaining fifteen minutes finishing our coffee, the air between us so thick with sweet, erotic anticipation you could have spread it on a biscuit. I grabbed a paper napkin from the dispenser, pulled a pen out of my purse, and wrote down our apartment address along with my personal, private cell phone number, sliding it across the table to her. She took it, folding it up carefully and sliding it down into the front of her dress, right between her massive breasts, giving me one last bedroom look that promised all kinds of wicked, beautiful trouble.

When we finally stood up and walked out of the café, Angela went her own way down the sunny sidewalk, her big hips rolling like the Mississippi River in a storm. I stood there for a second, catching my breath, before walking back across the street and stepping into the shop.

The moment the little bell chimed and the door closed behind me, Jeffery looked up from the counter, his eyes practically begging for the details.

I walked straight up to him behind the register, wrapped my tatted arms around his neck, and whispered every single detail into his ear—the coffee, the no-panties reveal, the jungle agreement, and the six o'clock date.

Jeffery’s eyes went completely dark with instant, heavy arousal, his breath hitching as his big hands gripped my wide waist, pulling my plush backside hard against his groin. Lord have mercy, we both knew we couldn't wait to lock up this shop at five. Tonight was going to be an absolute masterpiece.


CHAPTER 2




Odeka’s POV:




Let me lay something out for you right off the bat: I might be a rootworking woman who knows how to handle the spirits, but when it comes to my personal business, I keep a strict line in the dirt. Jeffery and I have a nice, cozy little setup right above Odeka’s Spiritual Hearth, but I wasn't about to have my very first real taste of a woman right above the storefront where the heavy scent of sulfur, patchouli, and uncrossing powders still lingered in the floorboards. No, ma'am. For this kind of special, premium magic, we needed to be at our actual house—our private sanctuary tucked away on a quiet, tree-lined street in the Seventh Ward. It’s a place where the wrap-around porch keeps the neighborhood eyes out of our business and the old oak trees grow thick enough to block out the rest of the world.

Jeffery knew exactly how high the stakes were for his queen tonight. He was just as fired up as I was, maybe even more, because that man absolutely loves to see me happy. We closed up the shop two hours early, flipping that wooden sign to 'Closed' without giving a single damn about the extra coins we were leaving on the table.

"Tonight is about you, Odeka," Jeffery had whispered, his big hands gripping my waist from behind as we locked up the heavy front doors of the shop. "We gotta make sure the vibe is completely immaculate for Angela. I want you to have everything you’ve been dreaming about, baby."

The second we got over to the crib, we went into full-blown preparation mode. We scrubbed down the hardwood floors until they gleamed, polished the heavy mahogany furniture, and turned our living room into a whole spiritual palace. I went deep into my personal stash and pulled out some of my handmade, dressed love candles—thick, pink pillars loaded with crushed damiana, rose petals, and real honey, specifically designed to make the air heavy with attraction and raw desire. I set them up all around the room, lighting them one by one until the shadows on the walls danced like spirits swaying to a slow drum. In the corner, a fresh stick of my newly blended love incense was already burning, sending up thick, swirling ribbons of blue smoke that smelled like sweet myrrh, vanilla bean, and heavy temptation.

To keep our strength up, I set out a massive glass bowl of crispy nachos smothered in warm, thick cheese and jalapeño cream. Right next to it sat a fresh, golden-brown sweet potato pudding I’d baked the night before, still smelling of nutmeg, brown sugar, and dark rum. And honey, just in case our systems got overheated from all the friction, I completely stocked the fridge with ice-cold beers and premium ciders.

The flat-screen TV on the wall was already rolling, tuned into Netflix with that witchy series Anne Rice’s Mayfair Witches playing on a low volume, just to keep the atmospheric energy strictly New Orleans.

I was lying face down on our deep leather couch, wearing nothing but a pair of thin, black lace panties, while Jeffery worked his magic. He had a bottle of my special, warm, scented erotic oil—infused with jasmine and sweet almond—and he was using those big, rough hands of his to massage my thick, chocolate shoulders.

"Mmm, Jeffery, baby," I groaned, my nose ring pressing into the soft leather cushion. "Lord have mercy, you got some amazing hands on you. You’re rubbing out knots I didn't even know I had."

"I can do even one better than this, queen," he whispered, his voice dropping into that deep, wicked baritone.

Before I could reply, I felt his big palm slide smoothly down the small of my back, traveling over the swell of my hips until his fingers slipped downward between my thick thighs, reaching directly for my tight, panty-clad pussy.

Smack!

I reached back and slapped his hand away at once, turning my head to glare at him with a playful pout, my tongue piercing clicking against my teeth. "No, sir! Jeffery, you behave yourself right now. This heavy pussy is reserved strictly for Angela tonight. You ain't gonna spoil my appetite before the main course even gets here."

Jeffery let out a loud, booming laugh, rubbing his knuckles where I’d clipped him. "Ouch! Okay, babe, damn! You didn't have to slap a man so hard. I’m just trying to make sure the merchandise is properly warmed up."

"Stop your bitching and get back to work," I chuckled, rolling my hips slightly against the cushions, giving him a sultry, heavy-lidded look over my shoulder. "And make sure you get that warm oil right down between my crack, too. I want every single inch of this skin glistening when she walks through that door."

Jeffery smiled, pouring another generous dollop of the warm oil onto his palms. He rubbed his hands together, creating an electric heat, and began deep-kneading my juicy buttcheeks, sliding his thumbs right along the boundaries of my lace panties until I was purring like a cat.

Just as the oil was soaking deep into my skin, making me glow under the pink candlelight, the front doorbell let out a sharp, musical chime.

Jeffery stopped instantly, his hands lingering on my hips. "Showtime," he whispered, his eyes widening with a sudden rush of heat.

He stood up, smoothing down his silk button-shirt and composing his breathing, looking every bit the proud husband. I swung my heavy legs off the couch, sat up, and grabbed my long, black silk robe from the armchair, tying it tightly around my wide waist to cover my oiled body. My heart was thumping hard against my ribs, wild and fast.

"Let her in, baby," I whispered, licking my lips, feeling that little silver stud on my tongue buzz with pure electricity. "Let’s kick off this night for real."

Jeffery stepped over to the heavy oak door and unlocked it, swinging it open with a welcoming smile. The second the door cleared the frame, Angela stepped into the foyer like a breath of absolute fresh air cutting through the sticky New Orleans night.

Lord, she was magnificent. She was wearing a stunning, low-cut summer dress that barely managed to contain her heavy breasts, her flawless mocha skin radiating under our hallway lights. Her long, dark braids were gathered into a high ponytail, clicking together softly like ancient coins as she tilted her head back and immediately sniffed the heavy air.

"Mmm," Angela purred, her eyes instantly lighting up as she took in the flickering pink candles and the thick ribbons of love incense. "Oh, y'all got the atmosphere completely right in here. It smells like sweet victory and pure mischief."

"Welcome to our home, Angela," Jeffery said, ushering her inside with a gentlemanly bow. "Thank you so much for making it out tonight. We’ve been waiting on you."

I stepped forward from the living room, my bare feet padding softly against the hardwood, and greeted her with a big, lingering hug. The moment my chest pressed against her full breasts, a heavy wave of her perfume hit my nose. It was deep, dark, and intoxicatingly sweet.

"Damn, girl," I whispered into her neck, my hands sliding over the smooth skin of her back. "What do you have on? You smell absolutely incredible."

Angela pulled back just enough to look down into my eyes, a wicked little spark dancing in her dark pupils. "Sex in the City," she answered with a smoky chuckle.

Jeffery walked past us toward the kitchen, laughing over his shoulder. "Wait a minute, ain't that a famous TV series with all them white women in New York?"

"Check the labels, Jeff," Angela called back, her eyes never leaving my face. "The cologne is pure fire. It’s got that raw pheromone blend in it." She stepped closer to me, leaning her head down until her nose was brushed right against the side of my neck, inhaling deeply. She let out a long, ragged breath that sent a violent shiver straight down to my lace panties. "Dayum, Miss Odeka... you smell delicious enough to eat right off the bone."

"Well, honey, that was the exact aim," I chuckled, my tongue piercing clicking against my teeth as I felt my body temperature spike. "Come on into the living room and take a seat. I got a big bowl of nachos with jalapeño cream, and I baked a fresh sweet potato pudding. Jeffery’s in the kitchen right now pulling some ice-cold beers out the fridge."

"Mmm, let me start off with a slice of that pudding," Angela said, her eyes lighting up as she walked over to the couch, her heavy hips swaying like a pendulum under her dress. She sat down with a comfortable, queenly grace, reaching over to the coffee table to cut herself a thick slice of the golden pudding. She brought it to her mouth, taking a big, slow bite, her eyes closing as she chewed. "Oh, Jesus, Odeka... this pudding is dangerous. You put that dark rum in here, didn't you?"

"You know it," I smiled, sitting right next to her on the couch, letting my silk robe slide open just enough to show off the tatted Medusa on my thigh. "My grandmother taught me never to bake a pudding without a heavy pour of spirit."

Jeffery walked back into the room, holding three dripping, ice-cold cans of local beer. He handed one to Angela and one to me before sitting down on the opposite sofa, his eyes locked onto the two of us. I reached over and grabbed the remote, turning up the volume on the TV just enough so the haunting, dark music of Mayfair Witches began rolling in the background.

Angela leaned forward, dipping a large, salty nacho chip deep into the bowl of warm jalapeño cream. She brought it to her mouth, laughing at something playing on the screen, but as she took a bite, a thick dollop of the white cream escaped, resting right beneath her full, bottom lip.

My eyes locked onto that stray cream, and a sudden, primal instinct took over my entire mind. I didn't think. I didn't hesitate.

"Um... let me get that for you, sweetie," I murmured.

I leaned my heavy frame forward, my tatted shoulders blocking Jeffery’s view for a split second, and I pressed my face right up to Angela's. I slid my tongue out, letting the silver stud scrape lightly against her skin as I slowly, hungrily licked the warm cream right off the soft flesh beneath her lower lip, my mouth lingering against hers for a breathless second.

Jeffery’s eyes went wide as saucers from across the room, his grip tightening on his beer can until the aluminum crinkled. Angela’s dark eyes flared with a sudden, shocked heat, her breath hitching deep in her throat as she looked at me, her lips parting slightly.

"Careful now, girl," Angela whispered, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face as her chest heaved. "Teasing me like that so early is gonna get you into a whole lot of trouble you ain't prepared for."

"Honey, I want your exact type of trouble," I whispered back, my voice a low rumble.

I leaned back in, shifting my weight on the cushions until my plump body was pressed against hers. I buried my face into the crook of her neck, planting a row of soft, wet, heavy kisses right against her pulse point, inhaling that Sex in the City perfume until my own pussy was throbbing like a heartbeat inside my lace underwear.

Angela let out a soft, low groan, her hand reaching up to gently push my shoulder back, though her fingers lingered on my skin. "Slow down, girl," she panted, her mocha skin glowing with a fresh layer of sweat. "Let me enjoy the rest of this pudding and these chips first, and then I promise you I am going to feast on you until you cry. Right now, I’m just opening up my appetite. Jeffery?"

Jeffery blinked, snapping out of his trance, his cock already visibly swelling against his jeans. "Yes?"

"Pass me another cold one, please," Angela said with a wicked smile, reaching over to take another delicious bite of the sweet potato pudding.

Jeffery handed her the fresh beer can. Angela pulled the tab with a loud crack and brought it to her lips, gulping down the ice-cold liquid, her throat moving beautifully as she refreshed her system.

***

As the room settled back into the low hum of the television and the sweet aroma of the love incense, Angela wiped her mouth with a napkin, looking around at the spiritual art lining our walls.

"So, Odeka," Angela started, leaning her heavy shoulder against the back of the couch, her eyes turning curious. "I’ve been coming to your shop for months, and I know your work is the real deal. But how exactly did a fine, thick sister like you get into the heavy business of selling roots and witchy stuff? Where did your gift start?"

I took a slow sip of my beer, feeling a sudden wave of sweet nostalgia wash over me as I looked at the flickering pink candles.

"Well, honey," I began, my voice rich with my hood New Orleans cadence. "It started long before I ever set foot in Louisiana. My bloodline runs straight back to the old hills of Jamaica. My great-grandmother was a powerful Maroon woman who knew how to talk to the trees and work the soil to heal or hurt. My grandmother moved from Jamaica to the United States back in the sixties, settling right here in New Orleans because the spirits down here felt just like home to her."

Angela nodded, completely captivated, her pudding forgotten as she listened.

"I took in my full spiritual calling under the strict tutelage of my grandmother, God rest her beautiful soul," I continued, a fond smile breaking across my lips. "That old woman didn't play no games. She’d catch me trying to watch TV or play with the neighborhood kids, and she’d smack me upside the head with a bundle of dried rosemary. She’d say, 'Odeka, stop filling your head with that Babylon garbage! Come over here and learn how to dress this luck candle before the moon shifts!' She taught me how to read the flame, how to listen to the whispers in the water, and how to respect the roots. She was a trip, honey. She used to smoke a pipe and drink white rum at seven in the morning just to clear her throat for the spirits."

Angela burst out into a loud, beautiful laugh, her heavy breasts bouncing under her dress. "Lord, she sounds just like the old heads back home! I love that."

I chuckled, leaning closer to her, my elbow resting on the back of the couch. "Yeah, she was a warrior. But now let me ask you something, Angela. Why did you keep coming into my shop week after week, acting all innocent and buying up all my raw copal and black salt, when all you wanted all along was to get me in this bed and feast on my pussy and clit? You think I didn't see you playing coy?"

Angela’s eyes turned completely sinful, a beautiful, coy smile spreading across her lips as she took a slow sip of her beer. "Can't a girl play a little bit before she moves in? I like to seduce my prey first before I strike, Odeka. That’s just the type of wild kitty I am. I had to make sure your energy was right." She set her empty beer can down on the table, her expression turning serious, her dark eyes reflecting the pink flame of the love candles. "But now that I’ve had my fill of your delicious pudding and this good beer... let me tell you a little bit about the witchy side of me. Because my journey wasn't quite as peaceful as yours, sister."

The room grew quiet, save for the low murmur of the TV, as Angela leaned in, her voice dropping into a deep, emotional register that held both pain and power.

"I come from a heavy Haitian background," Angela revealed, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass bowl. "When I was just fourteen years old, back in my home village, a group of brutal rebel capturers raided our town. They killed my mother and my father right in front of my eyes. I ran into the deep, dark forest, barefoot, terrified, with those men chasing right behind me. They didn't just want to kill me, Odeka... they wanted to defile my young body, and they wanted to harvest my organs for their dirty, corrupted political rituals."

I gasped, my hand flying to my mouth. Across the room, Jeffery stopped moving entirely, his face turning solemn as he hung on her every word.

"I was running through those thick trees, my feet bleeding, hearing their machetes cutting through the brush right behind me," Angela whispered, her eyes looking far away, reliving the terror. "I knew I couldn't outrun 'em much longer. So I dropped to my knees in the dirt, covered my head, and I called out to Papa Ogun with every single ounce of breath left in my lungs. I screamed for the loa of iron and war to save me."

She took a deep breath, her chest heaving under her dress. "And honey... Ogun showed up. Out of nowhere, this massive, bald-headed, incredibly muscular black man appeared in the middle of the dark forest. He was holding a giant, gleaming machete in his hand. I watched him move like lightning, cutting down my enemies one by one, severing those hunters until the dirt was soaked in blood. He protected me like a shield."

"Jesus," I breathed, my heart aching for the young girl she had been, while simultaneously feeling the immense spiritual power radiating off her right now.

"Later that night, I fell asleep hidden deep in the hollow of a big tree," Angela continued, a sweet, tearful smile breaking through her heavy expression. "Ogun came to me in a dream. He showed me a vision of the exact path to take out of the forest, and he told me I was gonna meet a person who would change my life. The next morning, I walked out onto the middle of a main dirt road, freezing cold, terrified, and dripping with blood that wasn't even my own. And right there, a jeep pulled up. It was an American team of archaeologists, and the woman leading them was an elderly white lady named Gloria Beckfield."

Angela took a deep breath, wiping a stray tear from her cheek. "Gloria didn't ask no questions. She saw a traumatized black child in the road and she scooped me up into her jeep, wrapping me in blankets and carrying me back to her base. Since my parents were gone, Gloria legally took me in as her own daughter. She sorted out all my immigration papers, loved me like her own flesh and blood, and moved with me back to America. I’ve been entirely thankful to Papa Ogun and Gloria ever since. That’s why I carry this heavy iron energy with me everywhere I go."

I was so deeply moved by her story that tears were pricking the corners of my eyes. Across the room, Jeffery let out a long breath, cracking open a fresh beer and raising it toward the ceiling. "To Ogun," he said softly, taking a heavy swig. "And to Gloria."

"Ogun showed up for you in a real, heavy way, girl," I said, reaching over and wrapping my hand securely around Angela's voluptuous shoulder, squeezing her tightly. "You are a walking miracle."

"Damn right he did," Angela smiled, the heavy sadness melting away as she looked back into my eyes, her sultry vibe returning with full force. "He’s the real G for sure. I got an entire, massive altar dedicated to him back at my crib. You should highly drop by sometime and see it."

"Oh, I will definitely do that," I whispered, my eyes dropping down to her full, glistening lips.

The emotional depth of her story had stripped away every single bit of my remaining hesitation. I was completely consumed by her strength, her beauty, and her raw, feminine power. I stood up from the couch, my heart pounding a wild rhythm, and reached for the tie of my silk robe.

"Now," I said, my voice dipping into pure, unadulterated seduction as I untied the silk and let the black robe drop completely to the floorboards. "Are you gonna feed me my dessert, Angela... or am I gonna have to take it from you by force?"

Angela’s eyes went completely wide as I stood before her in all my tatted, chocolate, voluptuous glory, wearing absolutely nothing but those tiny black lace panties. My skin was glistening from the warm aromatic oil Jeffery had massaged into me, and my large breasts hung heavy and proud. Angela’s gaze dragged slowly down my flat-faded hair, past my pierced nose, down my heavy chest, and settled right on my crotch.

Through the sheer lace of my panties, my full, thick, natural bush was on proud display, the silver clit piercing glistening right at the top of my slit like a diamond hidden in velvet.

Angela licked her lips, her breath catching audibly in her throat. "Oh, sweet Jesus," she groaned, her voice raspy and dripping with hunger. "Okay... let’s play, big girl. I'm ready."

Before I could even blink, Angela reached up, her long fingers gripping my wide hips, and pulled my heavy frame right down onto her lap on the couch. The contrast of her smooth summer dress against my oiled, naked skin was electric. I straddled her thick thighs, my pussy pressing hard against her stomach through the fabric of her dress.

I reached back and grabbed her long, heavy braids, tilting her head back as I brought my mouth down onto hers for our very first real kiss.

Oh, my God.

It was everything I had ever dreamed of and more. A woman's lips are so unbelievably soft, so sweet, and so completely deep. Our tongues met in a wet, heavy collision, the silver stud on my tongue sliding against hers as she groaned into my mouth. She tasted like sweet potato pudding, dark rum, and cold beer. She kissed me with a commanding, hungry force, her hands sliding down to grip my juicy buttcheeks, squeezing the flesh so hard it left temporary white marks that faded back into chocolate.

"Mmm, damn, Odeka," Angela panted against my lips, breaking the kiss for just a second to catch her breath, her eyes wild. "You are so fucking soft. You feel like pure heaven. Your body is a whole ritual."

"Fuck talking, girl," I growled, my hood New Orleans tonality coming out thick and raw. "Eat this pussy like you promised me across the street."

Angela didn't need to be told twice. She shifted her weight on the leather couch, sliding herself downward until she was lying flat on her back against the cushions, pulling me down with her. I reached down and ripped her summer dress open at the collar, tearing the fabric back to reveal her massive, beautiful breasts. They were heavy, dark mocha, with large, dark nipples that were already standing completely rigid in the warm room.

I leaned down and buried my face into her chest, opening my mouth wide and sucking her entire right nipple into my mouth. I flicked my tongue piercing against the hard bud, swirling it around and biting down gently with my lips.

"Ah! Oh, God, Odeka!" Angela screamed out, her back arching off the couch as a violent shudder went through her heavy frame. "That fucking tongue piercing is electric! Keep doing that, girl, shit!"

I sucked her breast hungrily, my hands kneading the plump meat of her other breast, squeezing her nipples firmly. Every time I squeezed, I could hear her breathing turn into a ragged, desperate gasp.

While I was feasting on her chest, Angela’s hands were busy down below. She slid her fingers beneath the elastic band of my black lace panties, hooking them over my thick hips, and pulled them down past my knees, kicking them off onto the floor. My wet, hairy cunt was now completely exposed to the pink candlelight.

Angela reached up, her fingers sliding right into my thick, natural bush. She spread my heavy, fat outer lips wide open with her fingers, exposing my soaking wet, bright pink slit. I gasped loudly, a heavy bolt of lightning shooting straight down to my toes as her warm fingers brushed against my dripping juices.

"Look at how wet you are for me, big girl," Angela whispered, her dark eyes looking down between our bodies. "You got a whole river running out of this jungle. You're completely flooded."

"Shut up and put your mouth on it, Angela!" I cried out, my hips rolling out of pure frustration.

Angela slid her heavy body down the couch, positioning her face directly between my wide, tatted thighs. She gripped the meat of my thighs with both hands, spreading my legs as wide as they could possibly go, fully exposing my hairy, dripping cunt to her face.

She leaned in, taking a deep, long sniff of my natural musk. "Mmm, you smell so sweet and juicy," she murmured.

Then, her warm, wet tongue made direct contact with my slit.

“Oh, fuck me!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, my fingers burying deep into the leather cushions of the couch as my back arched so high my spine popped.

Angela didn't just lick me; she went to absolute work on me. She buried her face deep into my natural bush, her tongue sliding all the way from the bottom of my slit, dragging slowly through my thick juices, all the way up to the top. When her tongue hit my clit, she didn't hold back. She wrapped her lips around the silver stud of my piercing, sucking it deep into her mouth and flicking it rapidly with the tip of her tongue.

"Ah! Ah! Jeffery! Oh my God!" I cried out, calling for my man out of pure, overwhelming pleasure.

Across the room, Jeffery was sitting right on the edge of the sofa, completely naked now. He had stripped out of his clothes, his massive, dark brown cock standing completely rigid and rock-hard, leaking a thick stream of pre-cum from the tip. He was stroking himself wildly, his eyes wide and completely glazed over with pure lust as he watched his forty-nine-year-old wife getting absolutely torn apart by another woman on our living room couch.

"Get it, baby!" Jeffery choked out, his voice raspy as he pumped his cock. "Let her eat that bush, Odeka! Scream for her, girl! You sound beautiful!"

"I got her, Jeffery!" Angela called out with a wicked laugh, her face coming up for a split second, her chin completely covered in my sticky, clear juices. "Watch how I make your woman cum!"

She dropped her head back down, shoving two of her long fingers straight inside my tight, soaking wet pussy hole. I groaned so loud the neighbors probably thought there was a storm inside the house. She pumped her fingers inside me fast and deep, stretching my walls, while her tongue continued to absolutely demolish my clit piercing, sucking and swirling until I was completely losing my mind.

"Angela! Stop, girl, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum!" I screamed, my thighs shaking violently against her shoulders.

"Cum for me, big girl! Give me all ‘em sweet juices!" Angela growled against my pussy, her tongue drilling hard against my metal stud.

I couldn't hold it back for another second. A massive, explosive wave of pure, white-hot pleasure ripped through my entire abdomen. My pussy lips clamped down tight around her fingers, and my clit vibrated violently against her tongue as I came loudly and explosively, shooting a heavy gush of my wet juices right into her mouth and all over her face. I sobbed out loud from the sheer intensity of it, my heavy body collapsing back against the couch cushions, panting like a racehorse.

As I lay there on the couch, my chest heaving up and down, my heart hammering a chaotic rhythm, my head lazily rolled over to the right. My eyes found Jeffery, who was still on the edge of the sofa, his hard cock dripping with pre-cum, his breathing just as ragged as mine from watching the show.

Angela slowly lifted her face up from between my thighs. Honey, she looked like an absolute goddess of the night. Her chin, her lips, and the tip of her nose were completely glistening, covered in my sweet, thick juices. She let out a long, satisfied sigh, licking her lips to taste the final remnants of my nectar.

"Mmm," Angela whispered, wiping her face with the back of her hand, her eyes locking onto mine with a look of pure, deep connection. "You taste even better than you smell, Odeka. You are a gourmet meal, sister. That jungle is blessed."

I let out a breathless, weak chuckle, my body still tingling from the aftershocks of that massive orgasm. "Girl... you completely ruined me. My legs feel like wet noodles. You know exactly what you’re doing."

But looking at her sitting there, with her dress torn open and her chest heaving, I realized something: she hadn't gotten hers yet. And I am a woman who believes in reciprocal energy. You don't come into a rootworking woman's house, bless her altar, and leave with an empty cup.

I sat up on the couch, the warm erotic oil on my skin catching the pink candlelight. I reached out, my tatted arms wrapping around Angela’s thick waist, and I pulled her toward me.

"Now turn that big, beautiful ass around," I whispered against her ear, my voice deep and commanding. "It’s my turn to return the favor. You ain't leaving this house dry."

Angela’s eyes lit up with a sudden, fresh wave of hunger. She didn't hesitate. She shifted her weight on the leather couch, slipping completely out of her green summer dress until she was entirely naked under the pink glow of the room. Her mocha body was breathtaking—huge, heavy hips, a tiny waist for a big girl, and a round, soft stomach that moved beautifully as she repositioned herself.

She climbed onto the couch on all fours, turning her back to me, her massive, plush ass cheeks resting right in front of my face. She lowered her head down onto the pillows, arching her back high, completely exposing her dark, hairy cunt to me from behind. Her juices were already flowing freely, dripping down the smooth skin of her inner thighs.

I leaned forward, my nose ring brushing against the dark hairs of her bush. The scent of her musk mixed with the Sex in the City perfume was completely intoxicating, hitting my brain like a heavy drug.

I slid my hands around her wide hips, pulling her backside firmly against my chest. I opened my mouth wide and buried my face straight into her wetness, my tongue sliding out and taking a massive, deep lick from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her swollen clit.

"Aeee! Oh, Lord, Odeka!" Angela screamed out, her voice echoing through the apartment as her fingers clawed deep into the leather couch cushions. "Yes! Put that piercing right on it! Oh, God, yes, eat it!"

I didn't hold back. I used everything my grandmother taught me about rhythm and intention, applying it straight to Angela’s pussy. I swirled my tongue piercing around her clit, creating a cold, electric friction against her hot, swollen flesh. I licked her in long, wet strokes, tasting her sweetness, which was rich, dark, and highly aromatic. She was much wetter than I had been, her juices pouring out of her slit like a natural spring.

While my tongue was doing its wicked work, I reached my hand around her side, my fingers finding her heavy breasts, kneading and squeezing her nipples in perfect time with my licking.

"Fuck me, Odeka! You are a master!" Angela cried out, her heavy hips bucking back against my face, forcing my tongue deeper into her wet slit. "Ah! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum so hard!"

Across the room, Jeffery’s breathing turned into a series of loud, deep grunts. He was pumping his hard cock faster and faster, his eyes darting between my tatted body and Angela’s shaking ass cheeks.

I increased the speed of my tongue, sucking her clit deep into my mouth and biting down gently with my lips while I slid two of my fingers inside her tight, dripping hole. Angela let out a wild, primal screech, her entire body freezing up as a massive, gushing climax ripped through her. A heavy spray of her sweet juices shot out, completely covering my face, my cheeks, and my eyes in a warm, slippery wave of her nectar.

She collapsed face down onto the pillows, sobbing and laughing at the same time out of pure ecstasy.

I sat back on my knees, panting heavily, my face completely drenched in her juices. I looked over at Jeffery, a wide, triumphant smile breaking across my face.

Jeffery couldn't take it for another single second. With one final, heavy stroke, he let out a loud groan, his body shuddering as he shot a massive, thick stream of semen all over his own stomach and onto the daybed sofa, completely busting his nut from the glorious show.

We all lay there in the quiet room, the love incense still swirling around us, the pink candles flickering low. I crawled over to Angela, wrapping my tatted arms around her thick body from behind, pulling her close. Jeffery got up from the sofa, grabbing a warm towel, and walked over to join us on the couch, wrapping his big arms around both of his women.

Tonight, the gumbo had been properly spiced, the altar had been blessed, and our lives were never, ever gonna be the same again.


CHAPTER 3




Angela’s POV:




The morning after my first real taste of a woman left me suspended in a strange, thick twilight. I lay beneath the crisp cotton sheets of the guest room, my skin still radiating the ghost heat of the living room floor, staring up at the water-stained plaster ceiling of Odeka and Jeffery’s Seventh Ward cottage. The conditioning unit in the window frame let out a rhythmic, metallic rattle, fighting a losing battle against the heavy, creeping humidity that always rolls off the Mississippi before dawn.

I was completely naked, completely clean, and completely awake. Sleep was a distant country I had no map for.

Through the thin drywall separating the guest quarters from the master bedroom, the house was alive with a deep, percussive vibration. Jeffery was giving Odeka my sloppy seconds, and he was doing it with the steady, unhurried cadence of a man who knew his territory down to the inch.

Creak. Creak. Creak.

The heavy mahogany bed frame next door didn't just squeak; it groaned, a low-frequency rumble that vibrated right through the floorboards and into the iron frame of my own bed. Every strike of their hips was a dull thud against the wall. I could hear the slip and slide of their oiled skin, the slick friction of heavy thighs colliding, and the distinct, deep-throated gurgle Odeka made whenever a man hit the absolute center of her weight.

"Mmm, Jeffery, baby... right there," Odeka’s voice tore through the plaster, thick with morning gravel and heavy satisfaction. "Don't you stop. Put it right in the middle."

"I got you, queen," Jeffery grunted back, his deep baritone a bass line that rattled my windowpane. "I'm holding onto you."

I pulled the down pillow over my head, letting out a soft, smoky chuckle into the dark. My own mocha skin felt hot, the pulse between my thighs throbbing in a steady, heavy echo of the rhythm next door. It was an auditory assault, a raw, unvarnished reminder of the house I was inside—a place built on roots, oils, and mutual heat. I didn't feel left out; I felt filled up, the lingering taste of sweet potato pudding, dark rum, and Odeka’s clear, premium woman-juices still sitting on the back of my tongue like a heavy syrup.

For a full hour, the symphony didn't slacken. Jeffery worked her like the rent was past due, his grunts turning into ragged, desperate gasps as Odeka’s moans climbed a steep, wild ladder.

"Jeffery, Jesus, I'm breaking!" she suddenly screamed, her voice hitting a sharp, clear note that cut right through the window unit's rattle.

Then came the sudden, heavy silence. The kind of quiet that only lands when two large people have completely emptied themselves into each other. The bed gave one final, long-suffering sigh, and then there was only the low hum of the neighborhood. With that final echo clearing out of the air, my own breathing finally slowed down, and I let myself drop into a deep, heavy slumber.

***

A shift in the room's atmospheric pressure woke me before the light could. The mattress didn't just dip; it rolled, the heavy woven blankets on the left side lifting to let in a sudden draft of cool air that made the hairs on my bare arms stand up.

But the cold didn't last three seconds. It was immediately replaced by a thick, radiating wall of human heat, and then the smell hit me. It wasn't the sulfur and patchouli from Odeka's Spiritual Hearth across the street. This was the sharp, clean, unmistakable scent of fresh Irish Spring soap, cocoa butter, and the faint, musky undertone of a woman who had just been thoroughly used.

Before I could turn over, a pair of thick, soft, voluptuous arms slid around my naked waist from behind. Odeka pulled my heavy hips flush against her plump stomach, her large breasts pressing a steady, rhythmic heat right between my shoulder blades. The spooning position was so tight I could feel the silver stud of her belly ring cold against the small of my back.

I started to twist my neck, my eyelids heavy. "Odeka...?"

"Shh, just go back to sleep, girl," she whispered right into the crook of my neck.

Her warm breath was a match flared against my skin, sending a violent, delicious shiver straight down through my belly to my toes. Her lips pressed a long, wet, lingering kiss right over my pulse point on my shoulder, her flat-faded hair brushing rough and familiar against my cheek.

Lord, her warmth was like a heavy weighted blanket. I didn't ask a single question. I didn't say another word. I just let out a long, ragged sigh, wiggling my heavy ass back until it was tucked perfectly into her wide lap, cozying up to her body like we’d been sharing a mattress for twenty years. Cocooned in her clean soap scent and her massive, soft energy, I let myself sink straight back down into the dark.

When morning finally broke, it came with a vengeance. The golden New Orleans sunlight cut through the gaps in the window blinds, throwing long, burning stripes of yellow light across the white cotton sheets.

I woke up slow, a massive, sinful smile spreading across my face because of the dream I’d been running through my head. Honey, I was dreaming that Odeka and I were right back inside her shop, right on top of the glass display counter, breaking jars of luck oil and attraction powders while we made out like teenagers. In the dream, her lips were working my nipples and my clit with a hungry, wet precision that felt so real it had my heart hammering against my ribs.

I lay there with my eyes still closed, soaking in the memory, when I realized the sensation wasn't stopping with the dream.

There was a heavy, persistent weight down below. The sheets had been drawn completely down to my ankles, and my legs were spread wide apart in a massive V. I felt something incredibly moist, soft, and exceptionally warm pressing right against my inner thighs, followed by the distinct, unmistakable sound of wet, rhythmic lapping.

Slurp. Slurp. Slick.

My eyes snapped wide open. I threw my head forward, drawing myself up on my elbows, and looked down.

Much to my absolute surprise, there was Odeka. Her thick, chocolate shoulders were tucked completely between my knees, her face buried deep in my natural bush, her tongue working my soaking wet cunt like she was trying to lick the bottom of a honey jar.

She felt me shift and stopped for a second, tilting her head up from my crotch. Her nose ring was glistening with my clear juices, her dark eyes heavy-lidded and entirely sinful in the morning light.

"Morning, sunshine," Odeka said, her voice a low, raspy morning rumble that sounded like gravel rolling in molasses. She leaned forward a fraction of an inch, deliberately breathing her hot morning breath down on my highly sensitive clit. The heat sent a sharp, electric tingle straight through my abdomen, making my toes curl into the fabric of the mattress.

I let out a breathless, smoky giggle, my fingers digging into the pillows behind me. "Morning, beautiful. I see you’re on the job early."

Odeka let out a heavy, rich chuckle, her tongue piercing clicking against her teeth as she repositioned her thick, oiled hands on the meat of my thighs, spreading me even wider. "Well, you know what they say, girl... the early bird gets the most worm. Well, in this case... the premium coochie."

"Well, ain't that the damn truth," I giggled, my hips giving a tiny, helpless twitch as her lips brushed against my outer folds.

Right as she was about to drop her head back down into my bush, a sudden blast of sound shattered the quiet of the house. Next door, the neighbor had turned on their stereo system, and the heavy, smooth chords of Michael Jackson’s "Human Nature" started playing at a room-shaking volume. The bass line thunked directly through the floorboards, vibrating the springs of the bed beneath us.

Now, let me tell you something: I love this song with every single piece of my soul. It is my absolute favorite jam, the kind of music that gets down into your bones.

Without even thinking, I started singing along with the track, my voice echoing high in the guest room. "Looking out... across the nighttime..."

Odeka looked up, her eyes wide with pure amusement, a drop of my clear fluid hanging from her upper lip. "Must be the next-door neighbor," she remarked with a loud, booming laugh. "They always start their weekend antics before the church bells ring!"

But instead of stopping, Odeka joined right in. She lowered her face back down into my wet slit, her lips kissing and lapping lovingly all over my clit and my inner lips, keeping perfect time with the slow, steady tempo of the track.

"Why, why, tell 'em that it’s human nature," Odeka sang, her voice muffled right against my pussy lips, turning the words into a vibrating, wet chant directly against my flesh.

She started slurping on the hard little bud of my clit, her tongue licking in fast, tight circles, while her hands reached down between her own thick thighs. Right there on the edge of the mattress, she began openly playing with her own wet pussy, rubbing her clit in heavy circles while she kept her mouth locked on mine down below.

We sang that song in its entire, glorious length. I was belting out the lyrics toward the ceiling, while Odeka was down below completely feasting on my cunt, French-kissing my bush, and sliding her tongue deep inside my wet hole every time the chorus hit.

"If this town... is just an apple... then let me take a bite!" I screamed out, my back arching violently off the bed as Odeka took a massive, deep bite of my inner fold, her teeth grazing my skin just enough to drive me completely insane.

Minutes later, the song was fading out, but the fire inside my body was at an all-time high. Odeka had me moaning at the very top of my lungs, completely blocking out the neighbor's music. She shoved two of her thick, slicked fingers deep inside me, hooking them upward to pump my G-spot with a brutal, relentless rhythm.

"Oh, fuck, Odeka! You're breaking me! I'm gonna squirt!" I screamed, my hands flying down to grip her flat-faded hair, pulling her face tighter against my cunt.

"Give it to me, Angela! Rain on me, girl!" she yelled back.

With one final, powerful thrust of her fingers and a heavy, hard suck on my clit, my entire body went into total convulsions. I squirted loudly and explosively, a heavy gush of my clear, sweet juices shooting straight out, soaking the sheets beneath us and splashing all over Odeka’s face, her cheeks, and her nose ring.

Odeka didn't miss a single drop. She lapped me up with wide, greedy strokes of her tongue, cleaning off her face before she slithered her heavy, oiled body right up the mattress, laying her chest over mine. Our lips met in a wild, heavy collision, and we began kissing deeply.

Lord, she tasted completely like me—sweet, musky, and completely raw. I sucked on her tongue piercing, pulling her body weight fully down onto mine, loving how thick and heavy she felt against my bones. After a long, breathless moment, I withdrew my lips just a fraction, my breath hitching as I whispered right against her wet mouth.

"Mmm... Odeka, baby, sit on my face. Let me feast on that pierced clit and that fat pussy of yours right now."

Odeka’s eyes flared with a sudden, dark lust. "Fuck yeah, I like the way you think, girl," she growled.

She stood up on the bed, her thick, voluptuous chocolate body glistening in the morning sun. She moved gracefully over my head, spreading her fat, pink pussy lips wide with her fingers as she hunkered down, straddling my face completely. The heavy, warm scent of her natural musk hit my nose like a tidal wave.

I didn't waste a single second. I buried my nose right into her wet bush, twirling my tongue round and round that perfect, plump pussy. I caught the silver stud of her clit piercing between my lips, sucking on it and tugging gently, driving Odeka completely mad with lust above me.

"Oh, shit, Angela!" Odeka squealed, her hands flying up to grip the wooden headboard to steady her shaking legs. Her heavy thighs were trembling right against my ears as I wagged my mouth all over her slit, slurping and sucking her clear fluids, completely loving her deep, natural flavor.

"Fuck, I’m gonna cum! I'm coming right now!" Odeka screamed out, her head tossing back as she reached up with her own hands, pinching and pulling at her stiff, dark nipples.

"Cum for me, baby," I urged her on through a mouthful of her wet skin. "Nut all over my fucking face!"

She went into total shock above me, her whole body shuddering violently. She eased up slightly off my mouth, her fingers tapping and rubbing her own clit in furious, frantic circles as her clear, hot juices began raining down all over my eyes, my cheeks, and my mouth. I swallowed every single drop of it, loving the raw flavor, licking my lips clean as Odeka finally collapsed, rolling off my face to land right next to me on her side, panting like she had just completed a twenty-mile marathon.

For a few long minutes, the only sound in the room was the heavy, synchronized panting of our chests.

"That was... absolutely spectacular," Odeka finally panted, wiping a stray drop of sweat from her forehead, her tatted Medusa looking wild in the morning sun.

I turned onto my side to face her, resting my head on my hand, a playful smirk dancing on my lips. "More than your husband fucking you last night?"

Odeka let out a loud laugh, rolling her eyes as she reached over to plant a soft, sweet kiss right on my mouth. "Girl, please. Dick has a completely different feel to it, you know that. But I absolutely love your tongue and your fingers, Angela. You got a gift."

I looked deep into her dark eyes, my expression turning a little more serious, wanting to find out where I stood. "And what of my heart, Odeka? You just see me as some one-night spice to liven up the marriage?"

Odeka’s face softened completely, her hand reaching up to gently stroke my cheek, her thumb wiping away a remnant of her own cream from my lip. "I love your heart even more, Angela. This ain't no game to me. You’re family now."

We smiled, leaning back in to continue kissing, rolling to and fro in the tangled, wet sheets with our lips locked together in absolute sweetness. We were so lost in each other we didn't even hear the door open.

Ahem.

A sharp, deep throat-clearing sound cut through our romance. We both snapped our heads toward the door, and there stood Jeffery. He was naked as the day he was born, his skin glowing, and honey, his massive, dark brown cock was already standing hard and proud, pointing straight toward the ceiling.

Odeka and I looked at him, and we both burst into a fit of loud, breathless laughter.

"Well," Odeka said, rolling off the bed with a wicked grid. "I think I should go tend to my man before he hurts himself."

"Yes, you highly should," I laughed, rolling off the opposite side of the bed and grabbing the plush white towel. "I’m gonna hit the showers and get ready to leave out."

Odeka stopped as she was tying her black silk robe around her wide waist. "Wait a minute, you’re staying for breakfast, right? I can whip up some eggs and catfish."

I paused at the bathroom door, looking back over my shoulder, my eyes locked directly onto her covered crotch. "Honey, I’ve already eaten my fill this morning."

Odeka let out a booming laugh, shaking her head. "Ah, you are so damn nasty, Angela, and I absolutely love it!"

She turned and reached for her husband, her thick fingers wrapping securely around the very base of his rock-hard cock, leading him down the hallway like a prize pony. "Anyhow, you’ll see us at the shop later on this afternoon. You can always let yourself out, sweetie. Thanks for everything last night and just now."

"I gotcha, babe," I giggled, watching through the crack of the door as she pulled Jeffery by his meat straight back toward the master bedroom.

Jeffery turned his head back toward me one last time before the door closed, a proud, grateful smile on his face. "Thanks, Angela, for the awesome show last night, and for pleasuring my queen so good."

"Don't even mention it, Jeff," I laughed, wrapping the white towel tight around my torso. "Something tells me this definitely won't be my last time around here."

"Fuck no, it won't!" Odeka’s loud voice called out from right behind their bedroom door. "And remember, I still gotta come see that Ogun altar at your crib!"

The heavy master bedroom door clicked shut, and within five seconds, the unmistakable sounds of sloppy sucking and deep, heavy moaning started up all over again. I chuckled to myself, shaking my head as I stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower, letting the hot water wash over my tired, satisfied body.

An hour later, I was fully dressed and walking through their kitchen. Before I left, I made sure to cut myself two more massive slices of that delicious sweet potato pudding, and I grabbed two ice-cold beers out the fridge for the road.

As I drove my car down the quiet, oak-lined streets of the Seventh Ward, the New Orleans heat already rising off the asphalt, I could still taste the sweet, rich flavor of Odeka’s pussy right on my lips and my tongue. I adjusted my rearview mirror, a confident, wicked smile spreading across my face. Papa Ogun had protected me through the wild jungle, but honey, Odeka’s jungle was a whole different kind of blessing, and I couldn't wait to go back in for another round.


CHAPTER 4




Odeka’s POV:




Truth be told: a rootworking woman’s work is never truly finished, especially not in a city like New Orleans where the spirits walk the pavement just as thick as the living. By nine o'clock that morning, the humidity was already sitting heavy over the French Quarter, sticky and sweet like cane syrup left out on a porch rail. Jeffery and I had the heavy cedar doors of Odeka’s Spiritual Hearth flung wide open, letting the morning breeze try its best to displace the lingering, dense aroma of sulfur, dragon’s blood, and uncrossing powders that always seemed to find a permanent home in our ancient pine floorboards.

My skin was still singing from the wild, ungodly heat of the night before. Every time I moved my thighs against each other, I could still feel the phantom glide of that jasmine-infused almond oil, and my mouth still carried the rich, lingering memory of Angela’s deep Haitian sweetness. Honey, my clit piercing was buzzing like a live wire against my cotton panties every single time I took a step. But business is business, and the neighborhood folks don't care about how long you spent feasting on premium woman-flesh the night before, not to mention, early this morning, when they got hexes to break and bills to pay.

"Jeffery, baby, lift that crate just a little bit higher for me," I directed, my voice carrying that deep, gravelly Seventh Ward cadence as I wiped a bead of sweat from my flat-faded hairline. "I want these new Saint Michael’s candles set up right at the front of the altar display. People are walking around here with all kinds of spiritual clutter on their shoulders this week, and they’re gonna need the heavy artillery."

Jeffery let out a low grunt, his massive, dark brown biceps flexing beautifully against his white tank top as he hoisted the wooden crate of seven-day glass novena candles onto the mahogany counter. "I got you, queen," he said, his deep baritone sending a familiar, pleasant little rattle straight through my bones. He set them down with a solid thud, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand before leaning over to plant a quick, rough kiss right against my lips. "You look beautiful this morning, Odeka. Glowing like a whole sunrise."

"Flattery ain't gonna get you out of stocking the black salt in the back aisle, Jeff," I chuckled, my tongue piercing clicking against my front teeth as I gave his juicy arm a playful squeeze.

Before he could reply, the little brass bell above the front door let out a sharp, musical chime, cutting through the low hum of our ceiling fans.

In walked Mrs. Jenkins, a sweet, silver-haired Creole elder who had been living down on Dauphine Street since before the integration days. Tucked tightly under her arm like a precious bundle of groceries was her massive, outrageously fluffy orange tabby cat named King. That animal had more fur than sense, and the second Mrs. Jenkins set him down on the cool hardwood floor, he shook himself out until he looked like a walking loofah, his long white whiskers twitching as he took in the familiar scent of our shop.

"Morning, Miss Odeka, morning, Jeffery," Mrs. Jenkins called out, her voice thin and musical, carrying that old-school downtown New Orleans rhythm.

"Morning, Mrs. Jenkins," I smiled, immediately hunkering down on my knees despite the tight fit of my denim jeans. I reached my tatted hands out toward the heavy, furry animal. "Come here, King. Come see your auntie."

King didn't hesitate. He padded right over to my thick thighs, his long, furry tail arching like a question mark as he began rubbing his face vigorously against my knee. The second my fingers sank into that thick, fluffy orange fur, the cat let out a deep, motor-like purr that vibrated right through my palms. I petted him behind his ears, scratching that sweet spot until his eyes closed into little content slits.

"Look at him," Mrs. Jenkins chuckled, running her wrinkled hand over the smooth glass tops of our newly arranged candles. "He acts like he owns this shop every time we come through the door. Now, Odeka, honey, I heard through the grapevine down at the beauty parlor that you just whipped up a whole new batch of good luck incenses. Can I get myself a pack of that? My house has been feeling a little stagnant lately, and you know how I hate a heavy house."

"Sure you can, sweetie," I said, pushing myself up from the floor with a soft groan, giving King one last pat on his furry head. I walked over to the long incense aisle, where rows of hand-dipped charcoal sticks were drying in glass jars, filling the air with the sharp, sweet notes of myrrh and high John the conqueror root. I pulled out a fresh, tightly sealed brown paper pack of the luck blend and handed it directly to her. "That’s gonna be ten dollars right there, Mrs. Jenkins."

Mrs. Jenkins reached into her leather purse, nodding as she pulled out a crisp ten-dollar bill and slid it across the counter. "Thank you, darling. And you know what? Looking at that beautiful display you and Jeffery were just setting up... I think I’ll take one of those Saint Michael’s candles too. Sunday is coming up right around the corner, and I like to have my house prepared."

"Sure, I gotcha, Mrs. Jenkins," I said, reaching over to select a deep red-and-blue glass candle with the image of Saint Michael stamping down on the devil painted right on the front. "They are quite powerful, honey. This batch was poured under the full moon, and I dressed the wax myself with real high John oil and a sprinkle of crushed iron filings for extra strength."

I placed the heavy glass candle into a thick brown paper bag, but before I rolled the top shut, I reached under the counter and pulled out a small, laminated parchment card. It had the holy image of the Archangel on one side, and on the back, the ancient text of Psalms 91 and 79 printed in bold, black lettering. I slid it right into the bag alongside the wax.

Mrs. Jenkins watched my hands move, her silver eyebrows rising up with curiosity as she leaned against the counter. "Now, what’s that little card you just slipped in there, Odeka?"

"A card with Psalms 91 and 79," I explained, leaning forward on my elbows, my voice dropping into that serious, instructional tone my grandmother taught me to use when dealing with the holy things. "Use it directly with the candle, honey. They are Saint Michael’s specific psalms for guidance, protection, and divine intervention. What you want to do is light this candle on a Sunday afternoon, right when the sun is at its highest point in the sky, because that's when his solar energy is running the strongest. Say your prayers out loud from the very bottom of your heart, read those two psalms with intention, and call for Saint Michael’s aid and blessing. I’m certain you’ll see wonders in your home before the week is out."

Mrs. Jenkins smiled deeply, her eyes crinkling at the corners as she clutched the brown bag tightly against her chest. "Oh, I believe you, darling. I know your candles are potent. You’re a real gem to this neighborhood, Odeka, a true blessing. The last incense and candle you gave me—the ones you told me to use with Psalms 41 for my grandma by her bedside—worked absolute wonders. Thanks to your roots and your prayers, that old woman is no longer bedridden, praise God! She’s walking around the kitchen strongly now, frying up pork chops and making a mess. Heck, she no longer even uses her crutch!"

Hearing that brought a massive, warm surge of pride straight to my chest. "It’s always an absolute pleasure, Mrs. Jenkins," I smiled, walking around to the old cash machine to ring up the candle. "I’m truly happy to hear your grandma is active and back on her feet. Tell her I said hello, and tell her to keep drinking that sassafras tea I sent over."

"I surely will, baby," Mrs. Jenkins said, tapping her knuckles against the counter as King came wandering back to her leg, purring like a tiny chainsaw. She picked the massive cat back up, hoisting him over her shoulder like a sack of flour. "You have yourself a blessed day, Odeka. Tell Jeffery I said don't work too hard."

"You do the same, sweetheart," I called out as she walked out the heavy store doors, the brass bell chiming one last time against the glass as the New Orleans sun began its long, scorching climb toward the center of the sky.

By two o'clock in the afternoon, the shop was an absolute madhouse. That’s just how it goes in the Quarter—the spirits start agitating people’s spirits right after lunch, and by mid-afternoon, everybody and their mama is standing in a line out my door needing an emergency fix for their lives. The air inside the shop was thick with the scent of uncrossing incense, the air conditioning hummed on high, and the steady murmur of anxious voices created a heavy, restless buzz.

I was standing behind the heavy oak counter, my fingers flying across the buttons of the cash machine, my forehead slick with a fresh layer of sweat. Jeffery was running around the back aisles like a chicken with his head cut off, climbing ladders to pull down heavy jars of magnetic sand, lodestones, and specific commanding powders for the long line of patrons waiting their turn.

"Next in line, please," I called out, wiping my face with a paper towel. I was right in the middle of swiping a debit card for a woman needing a "Steady Work" candle when the front bell jingled.

I glanced up, and honey, my heart did a whole backflip inside my chest.

In walked Angela.

She stepped through the door looking like a whole vision, wearing a tight pair of high-waisted denim jeans that hugged every single curve of her heavy hips, and a thin white tank top that showed off her flawless mocha skin and the heavy swell of her breasts. Her long braids were swinging against her lower back, clicking softly as she walked. I was completely surprised to see her so early; usually, she didn't come around until closing time when the streets were quiet. My mind immediately went to the night before—the taste of her, the way she had screamed my name on that leather couch—and for a split second, I completely forgot how to process a debit transaction.

But Angela didn't look like she was here to shop for Saint Michael’s candles. She had a certain little spark in her dark eyes, a confident, wicked little smirk playing on her lips. She didn't even look at the back of the line. She just passed right by some of the customers, skipping the entire crowd, and came straight up to the forefront of the counter, leaning her heavy hip against the wood right next to my cash register.

Behind her, a tall, sharp-faced woman with a bundle of sage in her hand let out a loud, dramatic scoff. "Excuse me, sister!" the woman snapped, her voice dripping with attitude. "There is a whole line back here. We’ve been waiting twenty minutes, and you can't just come in here skipping everybody like you own the place!"

Two other people in the back chimed in, murmuring and getting ready to start a whole argument right in the middle of my establishment.

I looked at Angela, my eyebrows knitting together as I tried to play it strictly professional despite the heat rising up my neck. "Angela, sweetie, I’m incredibly busy right now, as you can see," I said, keeping my voice low and steady. "I got a lot of customers to tend to today, and the line is wrapped all the way to the back wall. If you need something, you’re gonna have to give me a few minutes, honey."

Angela didn't get defensive. She just let out a soft, smoky chuckle, her eyes locked onto mine with a look that made my knees feel like wet paper. She leaned over the counter, her voice dropping into that deep, sultry register. "I see you’re drowning behind this register, Miss Odeka. You and Jeffery are running yourselves ragged."

"Well, that’s the blessing of a good business," I muttered, hitting the total button on the machine.

"Listen," Angela said, her long fingers tapping against the wooden counter. "I used to work as a head cashier over at a major grocery store downtown before I got into my current line of work. I know how to run a machine, and I know how to clear a crowd. Why don't you let me come around this counter and help you handle this line? We can get these folks sorted out twice as fast if we work together."

I raised a single, tatted eyebrow at her, my tongue piercing clicking against my teeth. I looked at her manicured nails, then back up to her confident face. "Are you sure you can handle this, girl? My customers ain't always the easiest people to deal with. They come in here with heavy spirits and a whole lot of attitude."

"Odeka, please," Angela laughed, a beautiful, dismissive sound. "I’m from the islands, and I live in New Orleans. It takes a whole lot more than some agitated spirits to shake my foundation. Move over and let a professional show you how it’s done."

Seeing the line starting to grumble again, I didn't argue. I unlatched the wooden partition of the counter and let her slide right into the narrow space beside me. The second her heavy hip brushed against mine in that tight space, a jolt of pure electricity shot straight down to my thighs, the scent of her Sex in the City perfume cutting right through the heavy smell of the uncrossing incense.

"Alright, folks, let’s get y'all taken care of," Angela called out to the crowd, her voice carrying a commanding, cheerful authority that instantly quieted the room. She stepped right up to the second cash register, her fingers moving across the buttons with a speed that absolutely blew my mind.

Honey, I was completely surprised at how easily Angela adapted to the environment. She was a natural-born professional behind that machine. She didn't just swipe cards; she kept the flow moving, cracking jokes with the older ladies, giving the agitated customers a firm, reassuring nod, and bagging up heavy glass novenas like she’d been doing it her entire life.

With Jeffery pulling the products from the back shelves and Angela running the front lines like a general, the thick crowd didn't stand a chance. Within forty-five minutes, the massive line had completely thinned down. The restless energy in the room melted away, replaced by the calm, quiet hum of a few lingering patrons who were just coming in to casually browse the back aisles, picking up our specialized "Break a Hex" candles and our heavy money-drawing incense sticks.

Angela stood next to me, wiping her hands on a towel, her breathing steady. She leaned over to tend to one of our last major customers—a short man purchasing a jar of high John oil.

As she stretched her arm forward to hand the man his receipt, she leaned her body over the counter. With her back completely turned to me, those tight denim jeans of hers were stretched to their absolute limit. Honey, I couldn't help myself. My eyes locked directly onto her ass, and my lord, it looked mighty delicious in the afternoon sun. It was round, heavy, and perfectly shaped, vibrating slightly every time she shifted her weight. I stared at it so hard I felt my mouth go completely dry, a sudden, powerful urge running through my system to walk right up behind her and lick that juicy chocolate flesh right through the denim.

Angela handed the man his bag, wishing him a blessed afternoon, and the second the front doors closed, she spun around on her heel. A wide, knowing giggle escaped her lips as she caught me dead in the act, my eyes still practically glued to her backside.

She crossed her tatted arms over her chest, leaning her hips back against the register drawer. "Hey... keep your eyes on the security camera, Miss Odeka, not on my ass."

I felt my cheeks flush hot under my chocolate skin. I let out a loud, forced laugh, trying my absolute best to play it cool while my heart was thumping a wild rhythm against my ribs. "Please, girl! Don't flatter yourself. I wasn't looking at all that. I was just... admiring the stitching on your jeans. That’s a nice brand."

"Yeah, right," Angela laughed, her dark eyes flashing with a sudden, wicked heat that told me she didn't believe a single word. She leaned in closer, her voice dropping into a smoky whisper that made the small silver stud on my tongue buzz. "But listen... if you really want to play with it, we can go upstairs right now and get busy. I’m ready for a rematch."

My eyes went wide as saucers, my hand freezing over the credit card terminal. I looked toward the back aisles where two elderly ladies were still browsing the luck oils, then back to her. "Are you serious, girl? The shop is still wide open. We still got patrons in the building!" I was completely amazed that she would make a suggestion that wild, right in the middle of the business day.

"Well, your boy Jeffery is right back there," Angela countered with a soft chuckle, nodding toward the back aisle where my husband was peacefully organizing some sage bundles. "He can easily tend to the remaining patrons while you and I go upstairs and take a much-needed afternoon break. What do you think?"

I thought about it for all of two seconds. Honey, looking at her full lips and the way those jeans were hugging her hips, the roots and the candles didn't stand a chance.

"Jeffery, baby! Come here for a second!" I called out toward the back.

Jeffery walked out from the aisle, wiping his hands on a rag. "What’s up, queen?"

"Listen, the line is completely cleared out, and we just got a few browsers left," I said, leaning over the counter with a sweet, sultry smile. "Angela and I are gonna step upstairs to the apartment for a little bit to take a break and refresh our systems. Can you handle the register for the next hour or so?"

The second Jeffery looked at the two of us standing shoulder-to-shoulder, his eyes widened with a sudden, knowing heat. Being the loving, supportive husband that he is, a massive, proud smile broke across his face. He knew exactly what time it was. He reached over and took the keys to the register drawer from my hand, his voice dropping into a warm chuckle. "Say less, baby. Y'all go on ahead upstairs and take all the time you need. I got the front lines fully covered."

"Thank you, sugar," I gasped, my heart hammering like a drum.

As Angela and I turned toward the heavy wooden staircase at the back of the shop that led up to our private living quarters, I looked back over my shoulder. Jeffery was standing behind the counter, watching our heavy hips sway in unison as we climbed the first few steps. I gave him a slow, wicked wink and blew him a sweet kiss through the air before Angela and I disappeared completely around the curve of the stairs, leaving the heavy scent of the shop behind us as we headed straight for the bedroom.

The second the heavy oak door of our upstairs bedroom clicked shut behind us, the entire atmosphere of the world shifted. Downstairs was all business, roots, and responsibilities, but up here, the air was still holding onto the thick, heavy scent of the love incense we had burned the night before. The blinds were drawn tight against the scorching New Orleans sun, casting the large room into a deep, amber twilight that made every single shadow look like an invitation.

I didn't even have time to turn around completely before Angela’s hands were on me.

She caught me by my waist, her long fingers digging into the flesh above my denim jeans, and pulled my heavy frame flush against her body. The impact of her full breasts hitting my chest made a soft gasp escape my lips. She tilted her head back, her dark braids clicking together like ancient coins, and brought her mouth down onto mine with a fierce, hungry urgency that made my nose ring press hard against her lip.

"Mmm, Odeka... I’ve been thinking about this all day while I was working," Angela panted right into my mouth, her tongue sliding out to taste mine, the silver stud on my tongue scraping against hers with a sharp, electric friction.

"Fuck talking, girl," I rumbled against her lips, my hood New Orleans tonality coming out thick and heavy, completely stripped of that polite shop-owner behavior. "You talked a whole big game downstairs about handling things. Let’s see what you got."

I reached down, my thick hands gripping the hem of her white tank top, and pulled it up over her head in one swift motion, tossing it onto the floorboards. Her massive, beautiful breasts spilled out, dark mocha and completely heavy, her large nipples already standing rigid in the warm room air. I groaned out loud, burying my face straight into her chest, opening my mouth wide to suck her entire right nipple into my mouth.

"Ah! Oh, Jesus, Odeka!" Angela screamed out, her back arching wildly as her fingers wrapped tight around my short, flat-faded hair, pulling me harder into her flesh.

I flicked my tongue piercing rapidly against the hard bud of her nipple, swirling it around until she was shaking in my arms. While my mouth was demolishing her right breast, my hands were busy with the button of those tight denim jeans. I popped the metal clasp and slid the zipper down, the sound of the teeth parting opening up a whole new level of hunger in the room. I shoved my hands inside her jeans, gripping the smooth skin of her thick hips, and pushed the denim down past her heavy thighs until she kicked them off, standing before me in nothing but a tiny pair of pink silk panties.

Through the sheer silk, her full, thick bush was glistening with her natural morning moisture, the scent of her musk hitting my nose like a heavy drug.

"You are so damn beautiful, girl," I breathed, stepping back just enough to slip my own denim jeans and my top off, letting my large, tatted body stand proud in the amber light. My skin was still soft from the cocoa butter, my large breasts hanging heavy.

Angela didn't waste a single second. She grabbed my shoulders and pushed me back onto the massive king-sized bed. The mattress groaned as our combined weight hit the pillows. Angela climbed right on top of me, straddling my thick thighs, her wet panties pressing hard against my bare stomach. She reached down, hooking her fingers into the waistband of my underwear, and ripped them down my legs, tossing them across the room.

"Let’s see how wet you are for me today, root woman," Angela whispered, her dark eyes looking down between our bodies with a predatory hunger.

She slid her long fingers down between my thighs, spreading my heavy outer lips wide open. The second her warm fingers made contact with my soaking wet, bright pink slit, a massive jolt of lightning shot straight up through my spine. I let out a loud, undisguised screech that echoed right through the ceiling boards.

"Oh, fuck me, Angela! Yes, right there!" I cried out, my hips rolling in violent, desperate circles against her hand.

Angela dropped her body downward, her face positioning itself directly between my wide-spread legs. She gripped my thick thighs with both hands, using her strength to hold me wide open, and buried her mouth straight into my natural bush.

Slurp. Slick. Slurp.

The wet, heavy sound of her tongue working my cunt filled the quiet bedroom, completely drowning out the distant hum of the shop below. Angela was a master down there, honey. She didn't just lick; she used her entire mouth, her tongue sliding all the way from the bottom of my slit, dragging slowly through my thick, clear juices, all the way up to the top where my silver clit piercing was waiting.

When her warm lips wrapped around that metal stud, I completely lost my mind. She sucked the piercing deep into her mouth, her tongue flicking against the silver with a rapid, vibrating rhythm that made my entire abdomen tighten into a hard knot.

"Ah! Ah! Angela, Jesus!" I screamed at the top of my lungs, my fingers embedding themselves deep into the cotton sheets as my back arched so high my spine popped against the mattress. "Suck it, girl! Yes! Right there!"

Angela growled against my flesh, her tongue drilling harder against the metal stud. She reached up with her right hand, shoving two of her long, smooth fingers straight inside my dripping pussy hole.

Honey, the sensation of her thick fingers violently pumping inside my slick, stretched-out hole fast and deep while her mouth was literally tearing my clit piercing apart was too much damn torment for a woman to bear. I was thrashing and bucking my heavy hips like a wild animal straight against her face, all my polite shop-owner behavior completely vanishing as my hood New Orleans voice turned into a series of raw, filthy, guttural groans.

"Ah, fuck, Angela! Stop, girl, you're breaking me! I’m gonna cum so fucking hard, my whole body is shaking!" I screamed, my hands clawing at her head, shoving her face deeper into my wet bush.

"Give it to me, Odeka! Let it rain all over me, girl! I want every drop of your fucking nut!" Angela rumbled from deep between my wide-spread thighs, her fingers curling and hooking upward to slam directly into my swollen G-spot with a brutal, relentless, nasty precision.

I couldn't hold that flood back for another single second. A massive, violent, explosive wave of white-hot pleasure ripped through my entire lower body, making me screech at the top of my lungs. My dripping pussy walls clamped down like a tight, pulsing vise around her working fingers, and my hard clit vibrated violently against her greedy tongue as I came loudly, explosively, and ruthlessly, shooting a heavy, thick, endless gush of my clear, sweet juices right into her wide-open mouth and all over her beautiful, chocolate face. I sobbed out loud from the sheer intensity of it, my head tossing violently from side to side on the pillows as my trembling body finally collapsed back into the soaked mattress, panting like a racehorse after a long run.

Angela slowly lifted her face up from between my legs, and lord, she looked like an absolute goddess of mischief. Her chin, her lips, and her cheeks were completely glistening, drenched in my premium juices. She let out a long, satisfied sigh, licking her lips to taste the final remnants of my flavor.

"Mmm," Angela whispered, her voice raspy and deep as she crawled up my body, her dark eyes locking onto mine with a look of pure, unadulterated triumph. "You taste like pure honey and magic, Miss Odeka. You are a whole spiritual experience for real."

I let out a weak, breathless chuckle, my hand reaching up to touch her face, my fingers tracing the wetness on her skin. "Girl... you are an absolute menace. You completely ruined my alignment."

But looking at her lying there, her chest heaving, her pink panties still wet between her legs, I knew the ritual wasn't finished. Reciprocal energy is the first law of the roots. You don't take a woman upstairs, feast on her altar, and leave her cup empty. Like Psalms 23 I’m about to make her cup overflow.

"Now turn that big, beautiful ass around," I whispered, my voice dropping into a deep, commanding rumble as I gripped her wide hips. "It’s my turn to put you through the floorboards."

Angela’s eyes lit up with a fresh wave of raw hunger. She slid out of her pink silk panties, tossing them over the headboard, and positioned herself on all fours right over my chest. Her mocha body was an absolute masterpiece in the amber twilight—huge, heavy hips, a soft, round stomach that hung beautifully, and a massive, plush ass that rested right in front of my face.

She lowered her head onto the pillows, arching her back high, completely exposing her dark, wet cunt to me from behind. Her juices were already flowing freely, dripping down the smooth skin of her inner thighs like sweet nectar.

I didn't hesitate for a split second. I slid my hands around her wide hips, my tatted fingers digging into the meat of her thighs, pulling her backside firmly against my mouth. I opened my lips wide and buried my face straight into her wetness, my tongue taking a massive, deep lick from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to her swollen clit.

"Aeee! Oh, Lord, Odeka! Fuck me up with that tongue!" Angela screamed out, her voice bouncing right off the bedroom walls as her fingernails ripped desperately into the mattress sheets. "Yes! Eat this wet pussy, girl! Put that silver right on my fucking clit! Oh, God, yes, slam it!"

I went to absolute, filthy work on her, honey. I took everything my grandmother ever taught me about rhythm and intention and turned it into pure, unadulterated sin straight against Angela’s soaking wet pussy. I swirled my silver tongue piercing around her rock-hard, swollen clit bud, creating a wicked, metallic friction that had her whole lower body trembling. I licked her down and all the way up to her asshole in long, wet, greedy strokes, slurping up her dark, musky sweetness like a starving woman. She was absolutely flooding the bed, her hot, thick juices pouring out of her dripping slit like a natural spring in the middle of the bayou.

While my tongue was doing its wicked, nasty work down below, I reached my tatted arms right around her thick sides. My hands grabbed her massive, heavy breasts, ruthlessly kneading the plump meat and pinching her stiff, dark nipples hard in perfect time with my sucking.

"Fuck me, Odeka! You are a master with that filthy mouth!" Angela squealed, her heavy, round hips bucking violently back against my face with a desperate force, practically burying my nose in her bush and shoving my tongue deeper into her wet, throbbing hole. "Ah! I’m gonna cum! I'm gonna nut all over your fucking face right now!"

I increased the speed of my tongue, sucking her clit deep into my mouth and biting down gently with my lips while I slid two of my fingers straight inside her tight, dripping hole. Angela let out a wild, primal Haitian screech, her entire frame freezing up as a massive, gushing climax ripped through her abdomen. A heavy spray of her sweet juices shot out, completely drenching my face, my cheeks, and my eyes in a warm, slippery wave of her nectar.

She collapsed face down onto the pillows, sobbing and laughing at the same time out of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

I sat back on my knees, panting heavily, my face completely covered in her wetness. I wiped my eyes with the back of my hand, looking down at her beautiful, exhausted body, a wide, triumphant smile breaking across my face. Downstairs, I could hear the faint sound of the front shop bell jingling, reminding me that the world was still turning, but up here on this bed, the spirits had been thoroughly appeased.

Angela turned her head on the pillow, looking up at me through her long braids, her face flushed and glowing. "Odeka, baby... you are a dangerous woman," she whispered with a sweet, sleepy smile.

"Honey," I chuckled, leaning down to plant a soft, wet kiss on her lips, tasting the perfect blend of our combined flavors. "I told you before... I want your exact type of danger."


CHAPTER 5




Angela’s POV:




The evening air in my small shotgun house on Elysian Fields was thick enough to chew, heavy with the salt-marsh humidity rolling off the lake and the rich, metallic scent of Florida Water and crushed iron filings. I had the ceiling fans spinning on high, but New Orleans heat don't care nothing about a fan; it just moves the warm air around until you’re fully marinated in your own skin.

For three straight days, my mind had been stuck on one single frequency: Odeka. Every time I closed my eyes, I could feel the sharp, electric slide of her silver tongue piercing scraping against mine, and the memory of her thick, chocolate thighs shaking against my ears had my own pussy throbbing so hard it felt like a second heartbeat between my legs.

I was getting my house ready for her arrival, and honey, I wasn't leaving a single thing to chance. I had spent the last two hours scrubbing down the hardwood floors with a custom mixture of lemongrass, hyssop, and magnetic sand to pull any lingering negative clutter out of the corners. But the real work—the heavy, deep-rooted spiritual work—was happening in the small pantry room I had converted into my private sanctuary.

I stepped into the quiet room, the amber glow of a dozen red novena candles casting long, dancing shadows across the whitewashed walls. Right in the center of the room sat the grand altar dedicated to Baba Ogun, my supernatural protector, my iron guide, the warrior spirit who had carried me through the darkest swamps of my life when I didn't have a single soul left to turn to. The altar was loaded with railroad spikes, heavy machetes rubbed down with palm oil, and a massive iron cauldron filled with dirt from the four corners of the city.

Right at the front of the display, I set down a fresh, unopened fifth of premium Jamaican dark rum—the good stuff, smelling of molasses and burnt oak—alongside three fat, uncut cigars.

I dropped down onto my bare knees before the iron cauldron, the cool wood of the floor offering a tiny bit of relief against my skin. I closed my eyes, my hands resting palms-up on my thighs, letting my breathing drop into a deep, rhythmic cadence that matched the low hum of the city outside.

"Baba Ogun," I whispered, my voice thick with that heavy, rhythmic Haitian cadence I only used when I was talking directly to the old spirits. "Iron warrior, master of the roads, the one who clears the brush so his children can walk without stumbling. I offer you this heat today. I offer you this strong liquor and this tobacco to thank you for keeping my feet steady on the pavement. I ask you to open the path tonight. Bring Odeka through that door with a soft, open mind. Let her spirit blend with mine like water into rum."

I took a deep breath, the warm, iron-heavy energy of the altar rising up to meet me, settling over my shoulders like a thick wool blanket.

Once the prayer was finished, I reached into my pocket and pulled out a small box of wooden matches. I struck one, the sulfur flare lighting up my face as I lit a fresh, deep crimson candle sitting right next to a small glass vial of attraction oil. I rubbed a single drop of the thick oil across my palms, the scent of sweet almond and crushed cloves filling the room, and picked up my worn leather Bible.

For three days straight, I had been reading Psalms 45 and 46 over her name, pouring every single ounce of my personal intention into the spoken words. I wanted her closer. I didn't just want another quick, wild tumble on a leather couch; I wanted her heart to hook into mine. I wanted our love to grow so strong and heavy that she couldn't even look at the sunrise without seeing my face in the light.

"My heart overflows with a noble theme... my tongue is the pen of a ready writer," I read aloud, my voice echoing low in the small room. "Elohim is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble..."

As the final words left my lips, a sudden, heavy chill ran straight down my spine, followed by a soft, rhythmic clicking sound coming from the small iron keys hanging on the wall behind the altar. It was the ancestral confirmation. The old folks were talking back to me through the metal. A warm, peaceful sensation flooded my belly, and I knew right then and there that the work was already done. The ancestors were confirming that Odeka was growing exceptionally fond of me. My prayers had landed exactly where they needed to—she was coming over to my crib tonight completely alone, without the company of her husband Jeffery, just like I had begged the old people for.

***

An hour later, the grandfather clock in my hallway struck eight, the heavy chimes vibrating right through the floorboards.

I was standing in the middle of my living room, dressed in nothing but a short, flowing purple silk robe that fell just below my heavy hips. I hadn't put a single stitch of underwear on underneath it; the cool, smooth fabric was sliding directly against my bare breasts and the sensitive skin of my inner thighs every time I took a step. My pulse was racing, a nervous, delicious heat rising up my neck as I waited.

Suddenly, the heavy thud of footsteps echoed across the wooden planks of my front porch, followed by three sharp, confident knocks against the cedar door.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

My heart did a whole backflip inside my chest. I walked over to the front window, my long purple silk sleeves rustling softly, and drew the heavy velvet curtains aside just a fraction of an inch to peer out into the New Orleans night.

There she stood under the amber glow of the porch light, looking like a whole category-five hurricane of a woman. She was wearing a tight black sundress that showed off her massive, voluptuous shoulders, and her flat-faded hair was freshly lined up, looking sharp and clean. I scanned the dark sidewalk behind her, checking the street lamps all the way down to the corner, and sure enough, Jeffery was nowhere in sight.

"Perfect," I whispered to myself, a wicked, triumphant smirk spreading across my face.

I took a deep breath, cleared the nervous gravel from my throat, and let out a soft, silent breath of gratitude toward the pantry room where Baba Ogun was sitting in the dark. "Thank you, old people," I muttered under my breath.

I unlatched the heavy brass deadbolt and swung the door wide open, the warm night air rushing into the living room alongside the intoxicating scent of her fresh cocoa butter and sweet patchouli.

"Odeka, baby! You made it," I gasped, a massive smile breaking across my face as I immediately stepped forward, throwing my arms around her thick neck.

"Hey, beautiful," Odeka rumbled, her deep, gravelly Seventh Ward voice sending a familiar, delicious shiver straight down through my belly.

She wrapped her thick, heavy arms around my waist, lifting me completely off my feet for a second as she pulled me tight against her chest. The impact of her full breasts hitting mine through the thin purple silk made a soft moan escape my lips.

She set me back down, stepping into the hallway, and held up a massive, heavy brown paper bag that was dripping with a rich, savory aroma that instantly filled the house. "I got us some real Jamaican food from Trini’s place down on Broad Street," she said, her tongue piercing clicking against her teeth as she flashed me a wicked, beautiful smile. "I hope you love real jerk chicken and ripe plantains, girl, because she gave me enough to feed a whole block."

I locked the deadbolt behind her, my eyes tracking the smooth, powerful sway of her heavy hips as she walked further into my house. "Mmm, that sounds absolutely delicious, baby," I teased, sliding my hands into the pockets of my silk robe, letting the fabric part just enough to show a wide flash of my smooth, naked mocha thighs. I leaned against the doorframe, my eyes locked onto hers with a look of pure mischief. "But let me ask you a serious question, Miss Odeka... are we gonna play first and eat later, or are we gonna eat now and play later? Because looking at you in that dress, I’m having a hard time focusing on chicken."

Odeka stopped in the middle of the hallway, turning her head back toward me with a slow, coy smile that made her nose ring glisten in the lamplight. She let out a low, rich chuckle, her dark eyes scanning my bare legs through the parted silk. "Go slow, baby. You need to moderate your pace. We got the entire night ahead of us, and I like to take my time with a good meal... and with a good woman."

I let out a loud, breathless laugh, my braids swinging against my lower back as I guided her toward the living room couch, where the television screen was already softly glowing with a movie menu. "I guess it’s eat first and play later then," I laughed.

But as we stepped into the center of the living room, Odeka stopped completely dead in her tracks. Her dark eyes wandered up the walls, really taking in the energy and the history of my place for the very first time.

"Wow," Odeka whispered, her voice losing its playful edge, replaced by a deep, genuine reverence as she looked at the heavy wooden frames lining the room. "Angela, those pictures are absolutely beautiful, girl. You got a lot of history in these walls."

She walked closer, her fingers tracing the edge of a massive, dark charcoal portrait hanging right above the mantle. "I love this Marcus Garvey portrait right here. The shading on it is incredible." She paused, her eyes shifting to the far corner of the wall where a separate, smaller portrait hung in a gilded silver frame. The picture showed an elderly, refined white woman with thick, elegant glasses, holding a small, oval antique clock in her delicate hands. "I’m guessing... that’s Gloria over there?"

A sudden, sharp wave of emotion hit my throat, warm and sentimental, stripping away all my playful flirtatiousness for a brief moment. I walked up behind her, the bare soles of my feet silent on the hardwood, and rested my chin softly against her voluptuous shoulder.

"Yeah, baby," I revealed, my voice dropping into a low, serious whisper. "That’s Gloria. That’s the woman who gave me another real shot at life when the whole world had completely written me off. Along with Baba Ogun, she was my anchor in this city. She passed away last year from cancer, and honey, I miss her every single day that the sun comes up. I keep her clock right there to remind me that time is precious."

Odeka turned her head, her soft lips brushing against my forehead as she looked down at me with deep, comforting empathy. She set the heavy bag of food down on the mahogany coffee table and walked closer to the wall, her thick, tatted hand gently touching the edge of the frame. "I’m so incredibly sorry about that, sweetie. My deepest condolences to your spirit. It takes a lot of strength to carry a loss like that in a house alone."

I let out a long, heavy sigh, shaking my head as I tried to clear the somber mood out of the room. I didn't want this night to turn sad; I had spent too many days praying for this exact fire. "Ah, it’s all good, baby," I said, offering her a brave, gentle smile. "We all have to cross that river and die someday. Look here... how about this painting right next to her? You like this one?" I pointed toward a massive, vibrant abstract canvas filled with deep reds, earthy greens, and streaks of blinding gold.

Odeka’s eyes lit up instantly, her hand moving across the textured canvas with fascination. "As a matter of fact, I do, girl. I absolutely love abstract art. The movement in this piece is wild. What is it?"

"It’s an abstract painting of Nanny of the Maroons," I revealed, pride swelling deep in my chest. "The Jamaican warrior queen who fought the British with nothing but roots, strategy, and old mountain magic. I keep her right by the door to guard the entrance."

"That is beautiful," Odeka murmured, her dark eyes flashing as she turned her body back toward mine, a sudden spark of anticipation returning to her face. She stepped in close, her thick hand reaching out to grab the silk belt of my purple robe, giving it a playful little tug. "Alright, Angela... you showed me the protectors on the wall. Now show me that real altar, girl. I've been waiting all week to see where you brew all that heavy magic."

I caught her by her wrist, my fingers wrapping around her soft skin, and led her down the narrow hallway toward the back of the shotgun house. The air grew progressively warmer the closer we got to the sanctuary room, the distinct scent of pure beeswax and high John oil pulling us forward like a physical hand.

I reached out, turned the heavy brass doorknob, and pushed the door open.

Odeka stepped into the threshold, and honey, she was completely floored by the setup. Her footsteps stopped instantly, her jaw dropping open as her mouth went agape, her eyes wide with absolute, unadulterated amazement as she took in the sight.

The small room was a literal masterpiece of spiritual devotion. White lace fabric covered the long tables, which were loaded with crystal bowls of consecrated water, mounds of fresh dirt from seven different churchyards, and rows of clay vessels filled with sacred herbs. But the centerpiece was Baba Ogun’s altar. The massive iron cauldron was glowing in the red candlelight, the heavy metal railroad spikes and machetes gleaming like polished mirrors under the fresh layers of palm oil. The air was thick, heavy, and vibrating with an ancient, ancient power that you could feel right in the soles of your feet.

"My God, Angela..." Odeka whispered, her hand immediately flying up to rest over her heart as she took a deep, shaky breath of the incense-heavy air. "This is... this is absolutely amazing, girl. I’ve seen a lot of altars in my time running the shop, but the definition and the weight of this room is incredible."

I leaned my back against the doorframe, folding my arms across my chest, a proud, satisfied smile spreading across my lips as I watched her take it all in. "You really like it, baby?"

"Are you kidding me? I am absolutely loving it, sweetie," Odeka said, her voice full of a deep, professional reverence as she stepped closer to the cauldron. She looked at the fresh bottle of Jamaican dark rum I had set out, her eyes widening with a sudden understanding. "You set this table up with real precision, Angela. The iron energy in here is clean. It’s heavy, but it’s strictly protected."

She didn't need to be told what to do. Odeka dropped down onto her knees before the grand cauldron, her black sundress pooling around her thick thighs. She closed her eyes, bowed her head, and offered up a deep, silent prayer to Baba Ogun, her lips moving softly as she paid her respects to the old warrior who guarded my head. I watched her from the doorway, my heart swelling with a deep, sentimental warmth that had nothing to do with lust and everything to do with pure, raw connection. She respected my roots, and honey, in my line of work, that’s the highest form of intimacy you can get.

Once she finished her devotion, she stood up, wiping a speck of dust from her knee, her dark eyes looking at me with a soft, glowing heat that told me my Psalms had done their job perfectly.

"Alright, root woman," Odeka smiled, her tongue piercing clicking as she walked back toward me, her hand sliding around my waist to guide me back out into the hall. "We paid our respects to the spirits. Now let’s go handle that lovely Jamaican food before it gets ice cold."

We walked back into the living room, the low hum of the television screen welcoming us back into the modern world. We sat down close together on the soft velvet couch, our thighs pressed tightly against each other as we opened up the heavy brown paper bags. Honey, that food was absolute perfection. The jerk chicken was charred to a dark, spicy crisp, dripping with scotch bonnet peppers and pimento wood smoke, and the ripe plantains were sweet and buttery, melting right on the tongue.

I reached into the small cooler next to the coffee table and pulled out two ice-cold bottles of beer, popping the tops off and handing one directly to her. We sat there for the next hour, sipping on the cold brew, eating that delicious food, and watching a movie on Netflix, our laughter echoing high into the ceiling planks.

But as the movie started rolling into the second act, the tone of the room began to shift. Odeka set her empty plate down on the table, wiped her fingers on a napkin, and turned her voluptuous body completely toward me, her dark eyes heavy-lidded and intensely serious in the blue glow of the television screen.

"Angela," Odeka said, her voice dropping into a low, raspy register that had my pussy instantly tightening under my silk robe. "I gotta be completely honest with you about something, girl. Over the last few days... I’ve been finding myself growing exceptionally fond of you. Like, out-of-control fond. I’m sitting at the register in the shop, trying to swipe cards, and all I can see is your face. I’m lying in my bed next to Jeffery, and all I can taste is your sweetness. It’s starting to scare me a little bit, girl, because I’ve never felt a fire hit me this fast before."

Hearing those words made my spirit completely rejoice within me. Honey, I wanted to jump up and scream victory toward the ceiling! The ancestors hadn't lied to me; the work had landed perfectly. Truth be told, I wanted Odeka all for myself—I wanted to consume her entire being—but I didn't mind sharing her since Jeffery was such an incredibly good guy and a loving, supportive husband. I didn't have a single desire to break up their marriage; I just wanted to be the permanent fire that lit up their world.

I slid my plate onto the table and moved in close, my purple silk robe parting completely down the front, exposing my full, heavy bare breasts right to her face. I reached up, my long fingers wrapping around her thick neck, pulling her nose ring inches from my lips.

"I’m so incredibly glad you feel that exact way, Odeka," I whispered, my voice dripping with pure, filthy seduction as I let my tongue lick across my upper lip. "Because honey, I’ve been growing exceptionally fond of you too. I’ve been praying for this heat for days. Now... let’s finish up this conversation and get straight to the real eating. Because let me tell you something, baby... I got an entire buffet sitting right between my legs, and it’s been waiting for your tongue all damn day."

Odeka’s eyes flared with a sudden, wild flash of raw, unadulterated lust. She let out a low, hungry growl, her eyes locking onto my bare breasts, her tongue sliding out to lick her own lips with a greedy precision. "A whole buffet? Dayum, girl... you are exceptionally lucky that I find you completely delectable."

We didn't even bother to finish the remaining slices of plantain on the table, and honey, the movie on Netflix was completely forgotten about. Before the words could even fully leave her mouth, Odeka lunged forward like a starving animal, her massive, tatted hands slamming into my shoulders as she pinned my back deep into the velvet cushions of the couch.

Our lips met in a wild, heavy, destructive collision that made the silver stud of her tongue piercing smash hard against mine. She didn't kiss me sweet; she bit down on my bottom lip, her mouth opening wide to suck my tongue into her throat while her heavy, voluptuous body weight crushed down completely onto mine. The heat radiating off her black sundress was pure friction, making my naked skin underneath the purple silk slide and sweat against her fabric.

"Oh, fuck, Angela," Odeka growled into my mouth, her breath hot and smelling of spicy jerk seasoning and cold beer. "I’m gonna tear this pussy up right now. I can’t wait another second."

She reached down, her thick fingers gripping the silk fabric of my robe, and ripped it completely open, baring my entire mocha body to the blue light of the television. She didn't hesitate. She grabbed my heavy thighs and forced them wide apart, flipping my body around until I was down on all fours, my massive, round ass sticking straight up into the air, vibrating with anticipation.

Odeka moved up behind me like a shadow. She didn't even take her dress off yet; she just pulled the fabric up around her thick waist, exposing her own bare, dripping wet bush to the room. She slid her large, tatted hands around my waist, her long fingers digging into the flesh of my hips to hold me steady, and buried her mouth straight into my backside from behind.

Slurp. Slick. Slurp.

Honey, she didn't just lick my pussy; she went completely caveman on my entire backside. Her greedy, wet tongue took a long, heavy stroke from the bottom of my pussy lips, dragging slowly through my clear juices, all the way up to the tight, sensitive circle of my ass. She shoved her tongue deep inside my 'O' ring, licking and swirling her piercing around that forbidden flesh with a filthy, nasty precision that made my entire spine go stiff.

"Fuck yeah!" I screamed at the very top of my lungs, my fingernails digging so deep into the velvet cushions of the couch I thought the fabric was gonna rip right out of the frame. "Yes! Put that tongue right inside it! Eat that ass, girl! Oh, God, yes!"

Odeka let out a muffled growl against my skin, her mouth dripping with my nectar. While her tongue was tearing my asshole apart, she reached her right hand under my belly, her fingers sliding through my thick bush. She shoved three of her long, slick fingers straight inside my tight, dripping pussy hole, hooking them upward to slam directly into my swollen G-spot with a brutal, relentless, nasty rhythm.

Squish. Squish. Splash.

The sound of her fingers pumping inside me fast and heavy was absolute filth, echoing through the quiet living room. She was working me like a professional, her mouth slurping on my clit from behind while her fingers were rearranging my insides.

"Fuck me, Odeka! That mouth is magic, girl!" I squealed, my heavy hips bucking violently back against her face with a desperate force, practically burying her nose in my bush. "Ah! I’m gonna cum! I'm gonna squirt all over this fucking couch!"

"Give it to me, Angela! Wet this whole room up!" Odeka yelled back, her fingers pumping even harder, her tongue drilling into my hard clit bud with a rapid, vibrating speed that drove me completely over the edge.

A massive, violent, explosive wave of white-hot pleasure ripped through my entire lower body, making me screech so loud the windows rattled. My dripping pussy walls clamped down like a tight, pulsing vise around her three fingers, and my clit went into total shock against her tongue as I came loudly, explosively, and ruthlessly. A heavy, thick, endless gush of my clear, sweet juices shot straight out of my slit, completely soaking Odeka’s face, her cheeks, and her nose ring before spraying across the velvet cushions of the couch. I sobbed out loud from the sheer intensity of the climax, my arms collapsing underneath me as my chest hit the pillows, my whole body shaking like a leaf in a storm.

Odeka didn't let me rest for a single second, honey. She lapped up the remaining drops of my juice from my thighs, let out a low, predatory laugh, and pulled her black sundress completely over her head, tossing it onto the floorboards. Her massive, voluptuous chocolate body was standing proud in the dim light, her large breasts hanging heavy and dark, her stomach beautifully soft, and her tatted Medusa looking wild across her skin.

She crawled right over my chest, flipping me onto my back, and straddled my face with a heavy, unhurried dominance. She spread her fat, pink pussy lips wide open with her fingers, hovering her soaking wet, hairy bush mere inches from my mouth.

"Now it’s my turn, Mrs. Ogun," Odeka growled down at me, her chest heaving as she held onto the back of the couch to steady her shaking legs. "I want that tongue right on my metal. Make me scream like you just did."

I didn't need to be told twice. I reached my hands up, gripping the thick meat of her thighs, and buried my nose straight into her natural, musky bush. The scent of her was intoxicating—sweet, spicy from the food, and heavily drenched in her own raw woman-cream. I opened my mouth wide and took a massive, deep lick from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to her swollen clit bud.

"Oh, Jesus, Angela!" Odeka screamed out, her deep voice bouncing right off the living room walls as her fingernails ripped desperately into the back velvet cushions. "Yes! Eat this wet pussy, girl! Put that tongue right on my fucking piercing! Oh, God, slam it!"

I went to absolute, filthy work on her altar, honey. I used everything the old spirits had given me, turning my mouth into a weapon of pure pleasure. I swirled my tongue round and round her rock-hard clit piercing, creating a sharp, metallic friction that had her thick thighs trembling like wet paper against my ears. I licked her down to the 'O' ring of her ass, my tongue sliding deep into her cheeks, slurping and sucking her dark, musky sweetness like a starving woman. She was absolutely flooding my face, her hot, thick juices spraying out of her dripping slit like a damn geyser.

While my tongue was doing its wicked, nasty work down below, I reached my arms right around her thick waist. My hands grabbed her massive, heavy breasts, ruthlessly kneading the plump meat and pinching her stiff, dark nipples hard in perfect time with my sucking strokes.

"Fuck me, Angela! That tongue is chewing up my whole soul!" Odeka squealed, her heavy, round hips bucking violently down against my face with a desperate force, practically slamming my nose up into her soaking bush and smothering me in her skin. "Ah! I’m gonna cum! I'm gonna nut all over your fucking face right now, girl, drink it!"

I increased the speed of my tongue to a frantic, wet blur, sucking her metal clit piercing deep into my throat and biting down gently with my lips while I slid two of my long fingers straight up inside her tight, dripping, hairy hole, hooking them hard against her G-spot. Odeka let out a wild, primal Seventh Ward screech, her entire voluptuous frame freezing up into a rigid knot as a massive, gushing climax ripped through her abdomen. A heavy, thick spray of her hot cream shot straight out of her slit, completely drenching my face, my cheeks, and my eyes in a warm, slippery, endless wave of her raw nectar. She collapsed sideways onto the couch, panting like she had just completed a twenty-mile marathon, her chocolate skin glistening and slick with sweat.

"We need to take this to the bedroom, baby," I panted, wiping her cream from my eyelids as I stood up, my naked body glowing in the dark. I reached down, took her thick hand, and pulled her up from the wrecked velvet couch.

"Lead the way, sexy," Odeka breathed, her voice completely stripped of gravel, soft and dripping with absolute affection.

We stumbled into my bedroom, the large king-sized mattress welcoming our heavy frames into the shadows. For the next three hours, we made passionate, slow, and filthy love like there was no tomorrow. We rolled to and fro across the sheets, locking lips, exploring every single inch of each other’s chocolate flesh with a hunger that just wouldn't die. It was emotional, it was sentimental, and honey, it was the sweetest fire I had ever felt in my entire life.

When the clock down the hall finally struck three in the morning, we were lying side by side, completely exhausted, our skin sticky and sweet. I reached over to the nightstand, poured us two heavy glasses of fine red wine, and slid back under the covers.

Odeka took a sip of the wine, set the glass down, and turned her voluptuous body to face me completely. She reached her hand up, her tatted fingers gently stroking my cheek, her dark eyes filled with a sudden, overwhelming depth of emotion that made my breath catch in my throat.

"Angela," Odeka whispered, her voice trembling slightly through the dark. "I love you, girl. I really, truly love you. More than just the spice, more than just the freaking... I love your whole spirit."

A warm, golden wave of pure happiness flooded my chest, the ultimate manifestation of my prayers. I turned to face her, locking my dark eyes onto hers, my heart overflowing. "I love you too, Odeka. More than you could ever possibly imagine, baby. You are my queen now."

Hearing those words, a massive, beautiful smile broke across Odeka’s face. She reached over to the nightstand, picked up her cell phone, and hit a speed dial number.

"Hey, Jeffery," Odeka said into the receiver, her voice calm and confident as she looked directly into my eyes. "Listen, honey... change of plans for tonight. I’m staying over at Angela’s crib for the rest of the night. We’re deep into some spiritual work, and I won't be back until tomorrow afternoon. Take care of the shop for me, okay? Love you."

She ended the call, tossed the phone onto the floorboards, and pulled the heavy white comforter completely over our heads.

"Now where were we, beautiful?" Odeka whispered with a wicked, filthy giggle, her hands sliding right back down between my thighs.

And honey, wrapped in that velvet dark while the old ancestors smiled down from the shadows of our altar, our spirits tangled up together in a rhythm as ancient and deep as the river itself. Every slick collision of our bodies wasn't just raw, filthy heat—it was a sweet, sacred prayer we were writing in the dark, a soft poetry made of breathless moans and sweat-soaked skin. We lost ourselves completely in the wild, beautiful poetry of each other’s touch, riding that heavy wave of devotion over and over again, until the deep midnight shadows finally melted away and the golden New Orleans sun broke softly through the window blinds, baptizing our locked bodies in the fresh light of a brand new day.
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