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CHAPTER 1




Stacey’s POV:

The Sunday sun in South Boulevard-Park Row didn't just shine; it disrespected you. It was that thick, sticky Dallas heat that clung to your skin like a bad reputation, making the asphalt shimmer and the air feel like it was coming straight out of a preheated oven. But me? I was tucked off in the shade of my porch, leaning back in my wicker chair like a queen on a throne made of weathered wood and neighborhood secrets.

I had my feet up on the railing, my toes painted a fierce shade of "Mind Your Business" red, and a fat-ass blunt gripped between my fingers. I took a long, slow pull, letting the high-grade gas settle in my lungs before I exhaled a cloud of smoke that drifted toward the street. Through the haze, I watched the block doing what it always did.

Across the way, Mr. Anderson was out there in his usual raggedy undershirt, trying to fix a lawnmower that had been dead since the Bush administration. A group of youngins were flying down the street on dirt bikes, the high-pitched whine of the engines cutting through the heavy air, followed by the booming bass of a passing candy-painted slab—likely some nigga from the bottom headed toward Fair Park. The smell of the neighborhood was a whole mood: a mix of sun-baked concrete, gasoline, the sweet scent of my own weed, and the distant, mouth-watering aroma of somebody’s uncle burning ribs on a charcoal grill down the way.

My phone was propped up against a half-empty bottle of bourbon and ginger ale, the screen glowing with Mandy’s loud-ass face. She was laying in her bed, her silk bonnet tilted to the side, looking like she’d been through a war.

“Girl, please,” Mandy said, her voice crackling over the FaceTime. “I’m tellin’ you, that nigga had the audacity to ask me for a ten-piece lemon pepper wing dinner after he spent the whole night doing absolutely nothing. And I mean nothing, Stacey. He was just laying there like a decorative pillow.”

I hollered, a puff of smoke escaping my lips as I laughed. “Not a decorative pillow! Mandy, why do you keep picking these struggle niggas? I told you, if he don’t come with a plan and a pulse that’s actually racing for something other than a video game, he ain't the one.”

I took another sip of my drink, the bourbon biting the back of my throat just right. “But don’t even act like I’m doing better. These niggas in the Triple D have officially lost the plot. I’m out here looking like a whole buffet—thick in the right places, face beat to the gods even on a lazy Sunday, and a coochie that could trap a soul—and yet, I keep running into these dudes with the stamina of a flea.”

“It’s the pandemic,” Mandy joked, rolling her eyes. “It affected their cardio.”

“No, girl, it’s the entitlement,” I said, getting heated just thinking about my last few encounters. “They think cause they got a couple of tattoos and a borrowed chain, they can just slide in and do the bare minimum. I had this one nigga—I ain't even gonna name him cause he don’t deserve the clout—come over last Tuesday. I’m thinking, ‘Okay, he’s big, he looks like he can handle business.’ I get him in the room, I’m doing my thing, right? Giving him that premium tongue work, making him see stars. Then, as soon as he gets in, two minutes in—I kid you not, Mandy—he’s panting like he just ran the Dallas Marathon. Then he has the nerve to stop, look me dead in my eyes, and say, ‘Damn, Stace, you so tight you makin’ me come too fast.’ I wanted to kick him off the bed.”

Mandy was screaming on the other end, clutching her chest. “That’s the ultimate weak nigga excuse! ‘You too tight.’ Like, bitch, is that supposed to be a problem? That’s like a nigga saying a car is ‘too fast’ or a steak is ‘too juicy.’ You’re supposed to be a grown man! Learn some control!”

“On god!” I shouted, slapping my thigh. “I need a nigga with a heavy hand and a long stay. I want to feel it in my soul. I want a nigga who can eat this pussy till I’m shaking and then stay in the paint till I can’t even remember my middle name. But instead, I’m getting these niggas who nut if I just breathe on ‘em too hard. It’s a drought, Mandy. A real-nigga drought.”

I took another long drag of the blunt, leaning my head back against the chair. My hair, a vibrant, fire-engine red that I’d just refreshed yesterday, was piled on top of my head in a messy bun, but I knew I still looked like pressure. I was wearing a white ribbed tank top that showed off the "Knowles" tattoo on my collarbone and some black spandex leggings that hugged every curve of my hips and thighs. I was a hood girl through and through—sassy, unfiltered, and I definitely didn't take no shit—but damn, sometimes I just wanted to be taken care of. Not even financially, ‘cause I had my own bag, but physically. I wanted that raw, gritty, toe-curling energy that makes you forget the world is falling apart outside.

The conversation with Mandy drifted into neighborhood gossip—who got arrested at the club on Friday, who was pregnant by who—but I found my eyes wandering to the street.

And that’s when I saw him.

Everything else just… faded out. The sound of the bikes, Mr. Anderson’s mower, the bass—it all went quiet. Coming down the sidewalk from the direction of the park was a man who looked like he had been manifested straight out of my wildest, most illicit dreams.

He was jogging, a steady, rhythmic pace that made the muscles in his legs ripple with every step. He was tall—tall enough that I’d have to stand on my tiptoes just to whisper in his ear. His skin was the color of dark roasted coffee beans, glistening with a fine sheen of sweat that made him look like a moving statue. He wasn't just ‘gym fit’; he was ‘grown man strong.’ Broad shoulders that looked like they could carry the weight of the whole neighborhood, a chest that was stretching the fabric of his grey compression shirt, and arms that had veins popping in all the right places.

But it was the head for me. Completely bald, smooth as a river stone, and a lineup so sharp it looked like it was drawn on with a laser. He had this calm, focused expression on his face, his eyes hooded as he stared straight ahead.

“Mandy,” I whispered, my voice losing its rasp.

“What? Girl, you still there?”

“Mandy, shut up. I think I just saw a god. I gotta go.”

“Wait, Stacey…”

I ended the call before she could finish, dropping the phone onto the wicker seat. I didn’t have time to be a best friend right now; I had to be a predator. I stood up, the movement causing my leggings to shift, and I felt that familiar rush of confidence. My heart was thumping a rhythm that matched his footfalls on the pavement.

I didn't think about it. I didn't check my hair in the mirror. I just stepped off that porch, my hips swinging with a natural, heavy rhythm that I knew was a weapon. As he got closer to my gate, I leaned against the fence post, letting the sun hit the red of my hair and the curves of my body just right.

“Hey! Hold up a second!” I called out. My voice was a little louder than it needed to be, but I needed to break his focus.

He slowed down, his sneakers squeaking against the hot asphalt as he came to a stop a few feet away. He pulled out his earbuds—the expensive kind—and looped them around his thick neck. He turned toward me, wiping a bead of sweat from his forehead with the back of a large, scarred hand.

Up close? Lord have mercy. He was even more dangerous. His eyes were dark, intelligent, and currently scanning me with a look that wasn't thirsty, but definitely appreciative. It was the look of a man who knew exactly what he was seeing and wasn’t in any rush to look away.

“You talkin’ to me?” he asked. His voice was deep, a smooth, baritone rumble that vibrated right in the center of my chest.

I gave him my best "I know I’m that bitch" smile, leaning one elbow on the gate. “Well, unless there’s another six-foot-four chocolate man jogging through the Row that I missed, yeah, I’m talkin’ to you. I lived here a long time, and I know for a fact I haven't seen you around. I feel like I’d remember a face like that.”

He let out a short, surprised chuckle, showing off a set of teeth so white they looked like pearls against his dark skin. He walked closer, stopping right on the other side of the fence. He smelled like sweat and some kind of expensive, masculine soap—a combination that had my mouth watering more than those ribs down the street.

“I just moved in about two weeks ago,” he said, his eyes locking onto mine. He didn't look away, which I liked. Most niggas around here would either be stuttering or trying to be too "extra" with the lines. This man was just… still. “I’m a few blocks over on Park Row. Still getting the layout of the land.”

“Is that right?” I stepped out from behind the gate, putting myself fully in his space. I’m a tall girl, but he still towered over me. I looked up at him, my eyes bold. “Well, you found the right part of the block to stop at. I’m Stacey. Stacey Knowles.”

I held out my hand, and when he took it, his palm was so big it almost swallowed mine. His grip was firm, his skin slightly calloused, and the heat from his hand sent a jolt of electricity straight to my lady parts.

“Nice to meet you, Ms. Knowles,” he said, his gaze lingering on my lips for a split second before meeting my eyes again. “I’m Jean Gray.”

I froze for a second, then a giggle bubbled up in my throat. I couldn't help it. “Jean Gray? Stop playing. Like the X-Men lady? The one that turns into a bird and burns up the world?”

He laughed then—a real, deep-bellied laugh that made his shoulders shake. “I know, I know. My father was a comic book nerd and my mother was just tired of arguing with him. I’ve heard all the jokes, Stacey. You can’t hurt my feelings.”

“I ain't trying to hurt ‘em,” I said, stepping even closer, my voice dropping into that low, flirtatious register. “I was just thinking… that’s a lot of power for one man to have. You got telepathy too? You know what I’m thinking right now?”

His smile turned into a smirk—a slow, wicked thing that told me he wasn't as "proper" as he looked. “I might have a few ideas. But I’d rather hear you say it.”

I felt my face heat up—actual blushing. Me. Stacey Knowles. The girl who told off the police last month without blinking. This man had me feeling like a schoolgirl within sixty seconds.

“You’re bold,” I whispered. “I like that. You look like you got some sense, too. Not like these other dudes out here who can’t even hold a conversation without using a curse word every three seconds.”

“I’ve had my time in the streets,” Jean said, his expression softening into something more serious. “But I’m at a different stage now. I’m trying to build something. Stay focused. But it’s hard to stay focused when you’re walking past a house with a woman like you standing on the porch.”

“A woman like me?” I teased, playing with a strand of my red hair. “And what kind of woman is that, Mr. Gray?”

“The kind that looks like she knows exactly what she wants,” he said, his voice dropping an octave. “And the kind that doesn't mind going out and getting it.”

The air between us was thick with more than just humidity. The sexual tension was so heavy I could have cut it with a switchblade. I looked down at his chest, then back up at his face. “You don't mind the weed, do you? I know some of you ‘sophisticated’ types think it’s low-class.”

He glanced up at the porch where my blunt was still smoldering in the ashtray. “Stacey, I’m from where I’m from. I don't judge how a person chooses to relax. Long as you ain't hurting nobody, I’m good with it. Actually,” he leaned in, his voice a whisper near my ear, “I might have to join you for a session sometime. If the invitation is open.”

I felt a shiver go down my spine. “The invitation is always open for the right person. But you gotta prove you can handle it. I don’t deal with weak-lunged niggas.”

“Trust me,” he said, his dark eyes boring into mine. “I can handle whatever you throw at me. And then some.”

I bit my lip, my mind already racing through a dozen different scenarios involving him, my bed, and that bald head. “Well then. I guess I should give you my number. You know, so you don't get lost on your way back to your house. It’s a dangerous neighborhood for a new guy.”

“I’d appreciate that,” he said, pulling a phone out of his armband.

We exchanged numbers, and as I typed my name into his phone, I felt his eyes on me—really on me. He wasn't just looking at my ass, though I knew he was enjoying the view; he was looking at the way I moved, the way I spoke, the fire in my eyes. It felt like he was seeing the real Stacey, not just the "ratchet chick" the neighbors saw.

“I’ll call you, Stacey,” he said, sliding his phone back. “I’m gonna finish this run. I like to finish what I start.”

“I bet you do,” I said, giving him a slow wink. “Don't keep me waiting too long, Jean. I get bored easily.”

“I’ll make sure you stay entertained,” he promised.

I watched him jog off, my eyes glued to the back of his legs and the way his shoulders moved. I didn't move until he turned the corner. I felt like I was floating. That man was something else. He had that "it" factor—that combination of hood realness and educated poise that was rarer than a quiet night in Dallas.

I practically ran back up the steps to the porch. I grabbed my phone and hit Mandy back on FaceTime. She picked up before the first ring.

“Well?!” she screamed. “Who was he? Did he try to rob you? Did he try to marry you?”

“Mandy,” I said, falling back into my chair and taking a huge gulp of my drink. “His name is Jean Gray. And girl… I think I just met the man who’s gonna break my bed.”

“The X-Men nigga?”

“Yes! But girl, forget the name. This man is pressure. He’s dark, he’s tall, he’s got a voice that sounds like velvet and gravel, and he looked at me like I was the last glass of water in the desert. And Mandy, he spoke to me like a man. Not a boy, not a ‘lil homie,’ but a grown-ass man.”

“Did you get the digits?”

“Of course I got the digits! I’m Stacey Knowles! We’re supposed to ‘tour the neighborhood’ sometime soon. But girl, I’m tellin’ you, something about him is different. He’s got that look in his eye. Like he’s seen some shit, but he didn't let it break him.”

“Ooh, a man with a past and a future,” Mandy mused. “That’s the sweet spot. Just don't let him find out you’re a crazy-ass brat within the first week.”

“Shut up,” I laughed. “I can be sweet when I want to be. I’m about to go in and start this Sunday dinner. Maybe I’ll send him a picture of the spread. You know the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach—and then through his drawers.”

“You ain't lying. Call me later with the updates!”

I hung up, feeling a surge of energy I hadn't felt in weeks. I picked up my blunt, took one last hit, and crushed it out. It was time to get to work.

I walked into my house, the cool air conditioning hitting me like a breath of fresh air. I loved my little house. It wasn't huge, but it was mine. I had it decorated with plush rugs, gold accents, and photos of my family. It was clean, it was quiet, and it was my sanctuary from the chaos of the streets.

I went straight to the kitchen and pulled my oversized speakers into the doorway. I put on some old-school Mary J. Blige—My Life album. The soulful, gritty beat filled the house, and I started moving my hips to the rhythm as I pulled out my supplies.

Sunday cleaning was a ritual. I grabbed my mop and my Pine-Sol, the sharp, clean scent mixing with the Mary J. in the air. As I scrubbed the floors and wiped down the counters, I couldn't stop thinking about Jean. I replayed our conversation in my head—the way he said my name, the way he laughed. I wondered what his house looked like. I wondered if he lived alone. I wondered if he liked his back scratched or his hair… well, he didn't have hair, so I wondered if he liked his head rubbed.

By the time I finished cleaning, the house was sparkling. Now, it was time for the main event: the food.

I pulled the chicken out of the fridge. I’d been soaking it in buttermilk and hot sauce since Saturday night—that was the secret to the crunch. I started seasoning my flour, throwing in paprika, garlic powder, onion powder, cayenne for that kick, and a heavy hand of black pepper. I didn't use measuring cups; I cooked by soul. You just know when the flour looks right.

I put my cast iron skillet on the stove, filling it with oil. While that was heating up, I started on the greens. I had a huge bag of collards that I washed three times—you can’t be having grit in your greens, that’s how you lose a man’s respect. I chopped them up and threw them in a pot with smoked turkey tails, chopped onions, a splash of apple cider vinegar, and some red pepper flakes. The smell started to fill the kitchen—that deep, savory aroma that meant love was being made in a pot.

As I dropped the first pieces of chicken into the hot oil, the sizzle sounded like applause. I was sipping on a fresh glass of bourbon, humming along to "Be Happy," feeling completely at peace. This was Stacey in her element. I was a hood chick, yeah, but I was a homemaker too. I took pride in being able to provide that warmth.

My phone buzzed on the counter. My heart jumped. I wiped my hands on my apron and checked the screen.

Jean Gray: I’m still thinking about that ‘tour guide’ offer. And the fact that you haven't called me to tell me I’m a superhero yet.

I grinned, my fingers flying over the screen.

Stacey: Boy, please. You gotta earn the superhero title. Right now you’re just the guy who stopped my workout. And for the record, I’m busy. A girl’s gotta eat.

I took a quick photo of the golden-brown chicken frying in the pan, the steam rising from the greens, and the bowl of cornbread batter I was about to pour.

Stacey: You ever seen a Sunday spread like this? Fried chicken, collards with turkey, and honey butter cornbread. Don't get too jealous.

I put the phone down, expecting him to take a while to reply. But it buzzed again in less than a minute.

Jean Gray: Stacey… you’re trying to kill me. My kitchen is empty and I was about to order a pizza. But seeing that? A pizza feels like a crime now.

I bit my lip, feeling bold. The bourbon was talking, but my heart was talking louder.

Stacey: Well, Jean. I don't believe in letting a neighbor starve. And I made way too much for just me. You think you can handle a real meal, or are you strictly a pizza guy?

The typing bubbles appeared immediately. I held my breath.

Jean Gray: I can handle a lot more than you think, Stacey. Give me twenty minutes to get decent. I’ll bring a bottle of something good. You like red or white?

Stacey: Red. Like my hair. See you in twenty, Mr. Gray.

I put the phone down, a wild, frantic grin on my face. "Oh shit," I whispered to the empty kitchen. "He’s actually coming over."

I looked at the stove, then at the clock. I had twenty minutes to finish the food, change out of these sweaty clothes, and make sure I looked like the prize I was. I turned up the music, the bass of the song vibrating through my feet.

The Sunday sun was finally starting to set, casting long, golden shadows across South Boulevard-Park Row. The neighborhood was quiet now, settling into that evening lull. But inside my house, the heat was just getting started. I wasn't just cooking dinner; I was preparing for a shift. I could feel it in the air—this wasn't gonna be just another weak-stroke Sunday. This was the start of something real.

And Jean Gray had no idea what he was walking into. Stacey Knowles was about to give him a tour of the neighborhood he’d never forget.


CHAPTER 2




Stacey’s POV:

The Sunday evening sun was taking its sweet-ass time sinking behind the Dallas skyline, leaving the sky over South Boulevard-Park Row looking like a bruised peach—all purples, deep oranges, and that hazy gold that made the neighborhood look a lot more peaceful than it actually was. Inside my crib, though, the atmosphere was a whole different type of heavy. The AC was humming, fighting a losing battle against the heat radiating from my kitchen, but I didn’t care. I was in my zone.

I stood at the stove, a glass of bourbon in one hand and a wooden spoon in the other, leaning my head back as a slow Mary J. Blige track vibrated through the floorboards. The house smelled like a goddamn sanctuary. I had that fried chicken sitting on the wire rack, skin crispier than a new hundred-dollar bill. The mac and cheese was bubbling in the oven, a five-cheese blend with a crust so golden it deserved a trophy. The collard greens had been simmering with smoked turkey tails and red pepper flakes since two o’clock, and the honey-butter cornbread was resting under a clean towel, just waiting to be sliced. I’d even whipped up a pot of thick, savory gravy, the kind that sticks to your ribs and makes you want to call your mama and apologize for every time you acted out as a kid.

I took a long, slow sip of that bourbon, feeling the burn slide down my throat and settle in my chest. My nerves were acting a fool. Usually, I don’t get worked up over no nigga. I’m Stacey Knowles—I’m the one who sets the terms, the one who decides if you’re even worth the data on my phone plan. I’ve dealt with every type of dude Dallas has to offer: the hustlers who think a stack of twenties makes ‘em a king, the "rappers" who live in their mama’s garage, and the weak-ass dudes who think five minutes of "bunny hopping" counts as a workout. I’ve had my heart played with and my time wasted, so I usually keep my guard up higher than the fences over at Lew Sterrett.

But Jean? That man had me feeling… soft. And I hated it as much as I loved it. Just thinking about his bald head, that crisp-ass lineup, and the way he looked at me on the porch had my stomach doing backflips. He didn't come at me with no "hey ma" or no thirsty-ass catcall. He looked at me like he saw a person, not just a thick ass and a set of red hair extensions. It made me feel vulnerable, which usually means I’m about to get hurt, but my gut was telling me something different this time. I was craving something real. Something deep. And if I was being 100% honest, I was craving some dick that didn't quit before the first commercial break.

The sound of the block drifted in through the window—the rhythmic thump-thump of a slab passing by with the bass turned all the way up, kids down the street yelling over a game of street football, and my neighbor, Ms. Hattie, shouting at her grandson to bring his "fast-ass self" inside. It was the soundtrack of my life, but tonight, I was focused on the silence between the beats.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

My heart jumped into my throat. I set the bourbon down on the counter, smoothed out my white ribbed tank top, and checked my reflection in the microwave door. My red hair was cascading down my back, vibrant and fiery. I’d opted for my favorite denim jeans—the ones that fit like a second skin, lifting my ass and hugging my thighs in a way that should be illegal. I wanted him to see the "at home" Stacey, the one who could throw down in the kitchen but still look like the baddest bitch on the South Side.

I took a deep breath, walked to the door, and swung it open.

Jean was standing there, and goddamn, he was even better looking than I remembered. He was dressed in a dark navy polo that hugged his broad shoulders and a pair of crisp khaki slacks. He looked like money, but the good kind—not the flashy, "look-at-me" kind, but the "I got my shit together" kind. He had a bottle of red wine in one hand and a smile that made my knees go weak.

"Hey," he said, his voice that deep, velvety baritone that felt like a vibration in my chest.

"Hey yourself," I replied, leaning against the doorframe and letting my hips do a little tilt. "You’re right on time. I was starting to think you got lost and ended up in Oak Cliff."

He chuckled, his eyes scanning me from head to toe. I saw the way his pupils dilated when he hit my hips, and a little smirk played on his lips. "I don't get lost, Stacey. Especially not when I’ve been thinking about this visit all afternoon. You look… wow. I wasn't expecting the domestic version of you so soon."

"Don't get it twisted, big boy," I said, stepping back to let him in. "I’m still a problem. I just happen to be a problem that can cook. Come on in."

He stepped inside, and I watched the way he moved—confident, smooth, like he owned the air he breathed. He took a sniff of the air and closed his eyes. "Lord have mercy. Stacey, you trying to kill me before we even get to the wine? That smells incredible."

"It’s just a little something I threw together," I lied, leading him through the living room. My spot was cozy—lots of velvet, some gold accents, and a big-ass TV. I pointed toward the dining area. "Make yourself comfortable at the table. I’m finna plate up."

"You want me to help?" he asked, holding up the wine.

"Nah, you’re the guest. Just sit your fine ass down and let me do my thing," I teased, giving him a little wink as I headed into the kitchen.

I could feel his eyes on me as I walked away. I know how my ass looks in these jeans—every step is a whole performance. I spent a few minutes in the kitchen, meticulously plating the food. I put two big pieces of fried chicken, a mountain of mac and cheese, a healthy serving of greens, and a slice of cornbread on each plate. I smothered the chicken in that thick brown gravy just the way I liked it.

I carried the plates out and set them on the table. Jean was already sitting there, looking at the spread like he’d just won the lottery. I grabbed two wine glasses, poured that deep red wine, and sat down across from him.

"Bon appétit, Jean Gray," I said, raising my glass.

"To good neighbors and even better company," he replied, clinking his glass against mine.

We started eating, and for a few minutes, the only sound was the clinking of silverware. Jean took a bite of the chicken, closed his eyes, and actually let out a low groan. "Stacey. This is… this is the best chicken I’ve ever had. No cap. My grandma would be jealous."

"I told you I don't play in that lab," I said, feeling that warmth in my chest again. "I put my soul into my food. It’s the only way to do it."

As we ate, the conversation started to flow. He told me he was a project manager for a big construction firm downtown, handling multi-million dollar deals. He talked about his goals, his family back in Houston, and how he was trying to make a real impact in the community. He was smart, articulate, and passionate. He wasn't just some nigga with a job; he was a man with a vision.

Then he looked at me, his gaze intense. "So, Stacey. What’s your story? I know you ain't just sitting on that porch looking pretty all day."

I took a sip of wine, bracing myself. This was usually where things went left with dudes. "Well, I’m a student. I’m at UNT Dallas, grinding for my degree in social work. I want to help kids in the system, you know? Give back to the hood that raised me."

"I love that," he said, and I could tell he meant it.

"But," I continued, watching his face closely, "that shit don't pay the bills right now. So, on the weekends… and sometimes during the week if the money’s right… I’m a dancer. I work over at The Lodge or sometimes some of the smaller spots. I shake what my mama gave me for that extra paper. Most niggas can't handle that. They get insecure or they start acting like I’m some kind of property."

Jean didn't even blink. He leaned back, swirled his wine, and nodded. "Stacey, a hustle is a hustle. I’m a project manager—I manage people and resources. You’re managing your assets and your education. As long as you’re safe and you’re getting that degree, who am I to judge? I respect the grind. It takes a strong woman to do what you do and still keep her head on straight."

My heart did a literal somersault. No "are you serious?" No "you need to quit." Just respect. It made me feel a way I hadn't felt in a long-ass time.

The conversation shifted to lighter things. I started teasing him about his name again. "So, Jean Gray… tell the truth. Do you have a secret room full of spandex and capes? Are you finna start levitating my kitchen table?"

He laughed, that rich sound filling the room. "I told you, I’m just a man, Stacey. But I might have some superhuman endurance, if that’s what you’re asking."

"Superhuman endurance, huh?" I said, my voice dropping.

I kicked off my slippers under the table. I stretched my leg out, finding his shin, and then slowly slid my toes up. I felt the muscle of his calf, then his knee, and then I kept going. I reached his inner thigh, and his breath hitched. I didn't stop. I used my toes to find the bulge in his slacks, rubbing against it through the fabric. It was already firm, but as I moved, I felt it grow—thick, heavy, and undeniably large.

"Seems you’re packing quite a bit of power under there, big boy," I said, taking a slow sip of my wine and looking him dead in the eye.

Jean’s expression shifted. The "sophisticated neighbor" was gone, replaced by a man who looked like he was about to take exactly what he wanted. His eyes went dark, hooded with lust. "You wanna truly find out what’s behind the name, Stacey?"

"Maybe," I teased, my toes still working him. "But let me finish this good-ass meal first. I need my energy."

"Nah," Jean said, his voice a low growl. "I have a better idea."

Before I could blink, he was out of his chair. He moved the plates to the side with one swift motion, grabbed me by the waist, and lifted me onto the table. I let out a little gasp as my ass hit the wood, my legs naturally parting. He stepped between them, his large hands gripping my thighs, and he leaned in, crashing his lips against mine.

The kiss was everything. It wasn't polite; it was a claim. He tasted like red wine and hunger. I wrapped my arms around his neck, my fingers tangling in the smooth skin of his head, pulling him closer. My legs locked around his backside, pulling his crotch flush against my soaking-wet pussy.

"Fuck," he groaned into my mouth, his hands moving up to the hem of my tank top. He pulled it over my head in one motion, leaving me in nothing but my jeans. He stopped for a second, looking at my tits. They were sitting right, my nipples already hard and pleading for his attention.

"Stacey," he whispered, his voice trembling. "You are beautiful. You’re a masterpiece."

He leaned down, kissing my tattooed collarbone, his tongue tracing the lines of the ink. Then he moved lower, taking my left nipple into his mouth. I let out a loud, unbothered moan, my head falling back. He was sucking and swirling his tongue around the tip, his teeth grazing me just enough to make me squirm. I felt a gush of heat between my legs, my denim already starting to feel damp.

I reached down, unbuttoning his polo shirt. My fingers were shaking, but I got it open, revealing a chest that was even more impressive than I imagined—solid slabs of muscle covered in smooth, dark skin. I ran my nails down his pectorals, feeling him shiver.

"Take your pants off," I gasped, my voice hoarse. "I wanna taste you, Jean. I need to know if you’re as big as you feel."

He stepped back, his eyes never leaving mine. He unbuckled his belt and let his slacks drop to the floor. He wasn't wearing no drawers.

When his cock sprang free, I actually had to catch my breath. It was magnificent. Thick as a beer can, dark and throbbing, easily eight or nine inches of pure man. It had a slight upward curve and a head that looked like it was carved out of mahogany.

"Holy shit," I whispered.

I slid off the table, dropping to my knees. I didn't even bother with my jeans yet; I just wanted him. I reached out, my hands wrapping around the base of him. He was hot, the skin smooth and tight. I leaned in, licking the very tip, watching a drop of pre-cum glisten in the light.

"You like that, baby?" Jean hissed, his hands finding my red hair and gently pulling my head back so I had to look at him.

"I love it," I said.

I took him into my mouth, my lips stretching to accommodate his girth. He was so wide I could barely get my jaw around him. I sucked him deep, my tongue swirling around the head, making a wet, sloppy sound that echoed in the quiet room. I went as deep as I could, but he was too long; I hit the back of my throat and had to pull back, gasping.

"Goddamn, you’re a natural," he groaned, his hips beginning to thrust instinctively against my face.

I didn't stop. I licked down the length of him, tasting the salt and the musk. I reached down and took his balls into my mouth, one by one, swirling them around my tongue. He was shaking now, his hands gripping my hair tighter, but not enough to hurt—just enough to show he was losing control.

I looked up at him, my eyes mischievous. I saw the bowl of mac and cheese sitting right there on the edge of the table. I grabbed a spoonful of that creamy, cheesy goodness and smeared it right over the head of his cock.

Jean let out a choked laugh. "Stacey, what the fuck are you doing?"

"I told you I was a problem," I whispered.

I leaned back in and licked the cheese off him, the mix of the savory food and his masculine taste driving me absolutely wild. Then, I grabbed the gravy boat. I poured a slow, thick stream of warm brown gravy down the shaft of his dick.

"Fuck!" he hissed, his eyes rolling back.

I licked every single drop clean, my tongue working him like he was the finest dessert on the planet. I was being a total slut, and I loved every second of it. I wanted him to know that Stacey Knowles didn't just give up the pussy; she gave up an experience.

"Damn, you’re such a good fucking slut," Jean gasped, his voice raw. He grabbed me by the arm and hoisted me back onto the table. "My turn."

He reached for my jeans, unzipping them and tugging them down. I kicked them off, along with my thong, leaving me completely bare on my own dining room table. He spread my legs wide, his eyes roaming over my pussy. It was swollen, the pink interior glistening with my own juices.

"Look at that," he whispered, leaning in.

He kissed my inner thighs, his breath hot against my skin. Then, he moved to my clit. He didn't just lick it; he devoured it. His tongue was strong, rhythmic, flicking against that sensitive bud until I was arching my back, my fingers digging into the wood of the table.

He reached up, grabbed a handful of mac and cheese, and—I kid you not—he stuffed a little bit of it right inside my pussy.

"Jean!" I screamed, a mix of shock and pure arousal.

"Push it out, Stacey," he commanded, his voice dark and authoritative. "Push it out into my mouth, girl."

I’d never had a nigga do no kinky shit like this. It was ratchet, it was nasty, and it was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. I focused on my muscles, bearing down, feeling the warm cheese slide back out. Jean was right there, catching it with his tongue, moaning as he tasted the combination of my cream and the soul food.

He licked me clean, his tongue reaching deep inside to get every bit of cheese. Then, he grabbed the gravy. He poured it over my pussy, the warm liquid running down my crack. He lapped it up like a dog, his face covered in gravy and my juices. When he finally looked up, he kissed me, making me taste myself—salty, sweet, and savory all at once.

I was climaxing before he even touched his dick to me. My body was vibrating, my vision blurring. I’d lost count of how many times I’d come.

"You ready for this dick, girl?" he asked, tapping the head of his cock against my throbbing clit.

"Fuck yeah," I cooed, my voice a broken whisper. "Stick that fat fucking cock deep inside me, Jean. Break me."

"Ah, good girl," he said. He grabbed the gravy boat one last time, poured a bit over his cock for lubrication, and then he eased in.

I felt my lips stretch, the sheer size of him filling me up until I felt like I was going to pop. My eyes rolled back as he pushed deeper, stretching my pink walls until he hit my cervix.

"Oh, god," I gasped, the stretch was incredible. He was so big, so solid.

He started to move—slow, deliberate thrusts that rocked the whole table. The wood was creaking, the wine glasses were rattling, but we didn't give a single fuck. He was a beast. He didn't just fuck me; he rammed into me, his balls slapping against my ass with a rhythmic thwack that matched the bass of the music outside.

"Fuck, you’re so tight," he groaned, his face buried in my neck. "This is that prime-time pussy. Best I ever had."

"And that’s some… good-ass dick," I managed to say between moans. "Keep… fucking me, Jean. Don't stop."

He picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming faster, more violent. I was screaming now, my voice echoing off the walls. I felt my pussy queefing as air got trapped, the wet, squelching sounds only making us hornier. I was creaming all over him, my juices mixing with the gravy and the sweat.

He lifted me off the table, my legs still wrapped around his waist, and he stood up. He carried me toward the wall, pinning me against the floral wallpaper, and kept pounding. My toes were curling, my head banging against the wall, but all I could feel was that massive cock hitting my G-spot over and over again.

"I’m gonna… I’m gonna cum again!" I shrieked.

And I did. My whole body seized up, my pussy clamping down on him like a vice. Jean let out a roar, his thrusts reaching a frantic pace.

He walked me over to the couch, turning me around and pushing me down on all fours. "Get that ass up, Stacey."

I obeyed, my red hair hanging over my face, my breath coming in ragged gasps. He stepped behind me, grabbed my hair with one hand and my waist with the other, and buried himself in me from behind.

The angle was perfect. He was hitting parts of me I didn't even know existed. Every thrust made my pussy queef loudly, a wet, sloppy sound that had us both laughing like fools in the middle of the passion.

"Yeah, take that dick, you little slut," he hissed in my ear. He started spanking my ass, his large hand leaving red marks on my dark skin. "Tell me whose pussy this is."

"It’s yours, Jean! It’s yours, daddy!" I cried out, thrusting my ass back to meet him.

"I’m about to nut, Stacey! I’m finna paint this pussy!"

"Give it to me! Nut in me! I want all of it!"

Jean let out one final, guttural groan, his body stiffening as he buried himself as deep as he could go. I felt the hot, thick pulses of his cum hitting my insides, wave after wave of it filling me up. I came right along with him, my muscles contracting in a final, explosive release.

We collapsed onto the couch together, a tangled mess of limbs, sweat, gravy, and cum. We were both panting, our hearts hammering against each other.

"Holy shit," Jean whispered, wiping his forehead. "Stacey… I think we just broke the laws of physics."

I laughed, a weak, happy sound. "I told you I was a problem. You just happened to be the solution."

We sat there for a long time, just catching our breath. The neighborhood was quiet now, the Sunday night blues settling in. After a while, I took him by the wrist and led him to the bathroom.

We stepped into the shower together, the warm water washing away the evidence of our madness. But as the water ran over us, the mood shifted. It wasn't about the "ratchet" anymore. He held me close, his large hands gentle as he soaped up my back. He kissed my forehead, my nose, and then gave me a long, slow, sweet kiss that tasted like a promise.

We made love again in the shower—this time slow, tender, and deep. It was about connection, about the fact that we actually liked each other.

Later, we curled up in my bed, a mindless action movie playing on the TV. I was tucked into the crook of his arm, my head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart.

"You okay?" he whispered, pulling the covers up around us.

"Yeah," I said, snuggling closer. "I’m more than okay. I’m actually… happy. For real."

As I drifted off to sleep, feeling the weight of a real man beside me, I knew that the drought was officially over. I’d found my king in South Boulevard-Park Row, and something told me this was just the beginning of a very long, very hot story. Stacey Knowles had finally met her match.
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