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CHAPTER 1




The mahogany boardroom table at Sterling & Associates didn’t just hold laptops and lukewarm espresso; it held the weight of expectations. At the head of the table, Ashley leaned forward, her presence filling the room like a sudden shift in atmospheric pressure. She was the picture of corporate grace: a crisp, ivory silk blouse that complemented her deep caramel skin, her hair slicked back into a professional bun that didn't dare allow a single stray flyaway.

To the directors sitting across from her, she was a success story—the "Queen of the Close." But as she clicked the next slide of her PowerPoint, the glow of the screen reflected in her sharp, dark eyes, Ashley felt the phantom itch of the ink hidden beneath her expensive clothes.

"The data doesn't lie, gentlemen," Ashley said, her voice smooth, resonant, and carrying the faint, melodic lilt of Tennessee that she only let out when she wanted to charm a bird out of a tree. "We spent the first two quarters playing defense. We were reactive. But to augment sales by the thirty percent margin I’m projecting for the fiscal year, we have to stop waiting for the door to open. We have to be the ones holding the keys."

She moved through the presentation with the precision of a surgeon. She broke down the business profits with a level of granular detail that left no room for doubt. She spoke about market penetration and consumer psychology, but in the back of her mind, she was thinking about the hustle. The corporate world was just a different kind of block; instead of corners, she was moving units; instead of turf, she was claiming market share.

When she clicked the final slide—a bold, rising gold line representing the future of the firm—the room stayed silent for a beat before erupting into applause.

"Flawless as always, Ashley," the Senior Partner remarked, shaking her hand with genuine respect. "You have a way of making the impossible look like a foregone conclusion."

"It’s all in the preparation, sir," she replied, flashing a smile that was perfectly calibrated—warm enough to be likable, cool enough to maintain her status.

As the meeting dispersed, her core team—her homegirls in and out of the office—lingered. Manda, a tall, stunning woman with a sharp wit; Stella, the bubbly strategist; and Naomi, whose mouth was as foul as her brain was brilliant.

"Boss lady did it again," Manda said, leaning against the doorframe once the big wigs were out of earshot. "You had them old white men looking like they wanted to give you the keys to the building right then and there."

"They know I’m the one keeping the lights on," Ashley joked, finally letting her shoulders drop an inch.

"For real, Ash," Stella added, her voice dropping to a more intimate tone. "We know where you came from. We know what it took to get from those Memphis streets to this boardroom. Seeing you kill it like that? It makes all of us look good."

Ashley felt a surge of genuine affection for them. They knew the cliff-notes version of her past—the gang affiliations, the nights spent in the back of police cruisers, the vandalism, and the sheer chaos of her youth. They knew her father had stepped in at eighteen, dragging her out of the Tennessee trenches and bringing her to the structured, "civilized" world of DC. He had saved her life, turning a street soldier into a sales general.

"I appreciate y'all," Ashley said, packing her leather briefcase. "But my brain is fried. That presentation took every bit of energy I had."

"Which is exactly why you aren't going home to sleep," Naomi chirped, popping a piece of gum. "We’re celebrating. There’s a new spot downtown, real exclusive. You’ve been working like a dog, Ash. Tonight, the dog gets a bone."

Ashley laughed, shaking her head. "I don't know, Naomi. My bed is calling my name."

"Your bed is boring," Manda countered, stepping closer, her perfume—something like jasmine and sandalwood—wisping past Ashley’s nose. "Pull up tonight. I’ll text you the drop. Don't make me come over there and drag you out."

"Fine, fine," Ashley surrendered. "Text me the address. I'll be there."

***

The silence of her luxury apartment was the perfect antidote to the hum of the office. Ashley dropped her keys on the marble entryway table and headed straight for the bedroom. As she stripped out of her corporate armor, piece by piece, the "Sales Manager" dissolved.

She stood before the floor-to-ceiling mirror in her bedroom, clad only in her silk panties. This was the version of Ashley the world didn't get to see. Her caramel skin was flawlessly smooth, catching the golden hour light filtering through the blinds. She moved with a feline grace, her wide, curvy hips swaying as she reached for a bottle of rich cocoa butter.

She began to lotion herself, her fingers tracing the intricate tattoos that told the story of her former life. On her hip, a small, faded star from her first gang initiation; on her shoulder, a script of a fallen friend’s name. But the masterpiece was her stomach.

A vibrant, majestic peacock stretched across her midsection, its feathers fanning out toward her ribs and down toward her pelvic bone. It was a riot of emerald, sapphire, and gold. In the streets, the peacock represented royalty and watchful eyes. To Ashley, it was a reminder that she could survive the dirt and still come out beautiful.

She started humming a slow, bass-heavy rap tune, her voice echoing in the quiet room. As she began to work on her hair, slicking down her edges and prepping her lashes, she felt a soft weight hit the dresser.

"Hey, what's up, boy?" she murmured. Swiss, her charcoal-grey cat, sat among her perfumes, watching her with amber eyes. "Your girl is going out tonight."

She reached out, caressing him behind the ears. Swiss purred loudly, leaning into her touch. Ashley caught her own reflection—the tattoos, the curves, the raw power in her eyes. She looked at the photos pinned to the side of her mirror. Pictures of her homegirls from Tennessee, some in orange jumpsuits, some gone too soon.

"I'm doing it for all of us," she whispered to the photos.

She turned back to her wardrobe, pulling out a red body-hugging dress. It was made of a thick, luxurious bandage material that compressed her waist and accentuated her ass, making her figure look like a literal hourglass. It was a dress designed to be a weapon.

As she slid it on, the fabric felt like a second skin. She checked her phone. A text from Manda: The Xtasy. Downtown. 11 PM. Don’t meet us there, beat us there.

***

When Ashley pulled up in her black Range Rover, the bass was already thumping hard enough to rattle her rearview mirror. The street was lined with high-end cars, and the sidewalk was a runway of beautiful women.

She parked across the street, smoothed her dress, and stepped out. The night air was crisp, carrying the scent of rain and expensive cologne. As she approached the line, she saw the "typical" club scene—women shivering in tiny outfits, men trying to look important. But as she got closer to the entrance, she realized the ratio was skewed. Heavily.

"Ashley! Over here!"

Stella was standing by the velvet rope, waving her over. The bouncer—a man who looked like he could bench press a small car, his suit jacket straining against his massive chest—looked Ashley up and down. His gaze was respectful but appreciative, lingering on the way the red dress hugged her hips.

"She's with us," Stella told him.

The bouncer nodded, unhooking the heavy gold chain. "Go ahead, Queen. Enjoy your night."

As Ashley walked past, she heard the chorus of "Are you serious?" and "We’ve been waiting for forty minutes!" from the women in line. She didn't look back. She was used to favoritism; it was the currency of the beautiful.

Stella grabbed her by the wrist the moment she crossed the threshold. "God, Ash! You look like a million bucks. No, a billion. You’re gonna have every eye in this place on you."

"I’m just here for the tequila, Stel," Ashley laughed, but as they moved deeper into the club, her breath caught.

The Xtasy was a masterpiece of urban elegance. The ceilings were high, draped in dark crimson velvet that absorbed the sound and made the space feel both cavernous and intimate. The lighting was a moody mix of neon pink and soft amber, casting long, flickering shadows.

The bar was a massive, circular island of black marble, backed by a wall of glowing glass shelves stocked with every liquor imaginable. Behind the bar, a hot, gothic-looking woman with platinum hair, dark eyeliner, and silver chains around her neck was throwing a shaker with hypnotic rhythm.

The DJ booth was elevated, overlooking a dancefloor that was already a sea of moving bodies. The music was a seamless blend of trap, classic R&B, and dancehall. But the most striking thing was the crowd. It was a tapestry of women—vibrant, diverse, and radiating a specific kind of freedom.

"This place is incredible," Ashley whispered, the sensory input—the scent of hibiscus and expensive tobacco, the pulsing rhythm, the visual opulence—washing over her.

Stella led her to a plush, semi-circular booth in the VIP section, where the rest of the crew was already established. Manda, Naomi, and Gracie jumped up the moment they saw her.

"The Queen has arrived!" Naomi shouted, pulling Ashley into a hug that smelled like high-end Scotch.

"Presentation was fire, Ash," Gracie said, handing her a glass of chilled tequila. "We’re so proud of you, for real. From the trenches to the top floor."

They sat, the girls sipping on a mix of tequila and scotch, the conversation flowing as easily as the booze. Stella sauntered over to the bar to secure another round, and Ashley watched as she immediately started flirting with the gothic bartender. The bartender leaned in, a smirk playing on her dark-painted lips as she whispered something that made Stella laugh and toss her head back.

Ashley looked around, her observational skills—honed in the streets of Tennessee—kicking into high gear. Something was different. She scanned the room, then scanned it again.

"Yo, Manda," Ashley said, leaning in close so she could be heard over the bass. "Don't tell me you bitches invited me to a lesbian bar?"

Manda burst out laughing, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Guilty as charged, girl! I thought it was time we changed the scenery."

Ashley blinked, looking at a pair of women two tables over who were locked in a deep, passionate kiss. On the dancefloor, women were twerking on each other, their hands wandering with a boldness that was far more intense than any standard club.

"You know I'm straight, right?" Ashley asked, though she didn't pull away.

Manda and Gracie exchanged a look and burst into fits of giggles. "Aren't we all," Gracie teased.

Naomi took a long, slow sip of her scotch, her eyes locking onto Ashley’s. "Listen, honey. We’re all 'straight' until the liquor loosens the lips. One minute you’re talking about sales margins, and the next thing you know, you’re between some chick’s legs eating her the fuck out while she cums all over your face."

"Naomi! That's very vivid!" Manda laughed, shaking her head.

Naomi didn't blink. She just smiled, a predatory, hungry look in her eyes. "That's my style, girl. I’m getting my pussy eaten tonight, that's what's up."

"Damn, this bitch is so vulgar," Manda said, but they were all laughing. That was Naomi—unfiltered, raw, and always on the hunt.

As the night progressed, the bottles on the table began to empty. They talked about work, about the men who failed to impress them, and about the thrill of the climb. Naomi was the first to peel off. She’d spotted a petite blonde at the bar with a shy smile and a leather jacket.

"Target acquired," Naomi said, standing up and smoothing her dress. She walked over, offered the girl a drink, and within minutes, they were tucked into a corner, Naomi’s hand already resting firmly on the girl’s thigh.

"Well, she’s fast," Stella observed, returning with more drinks.

"I’ma get mine too," Stacey said, eyeing a girl on the dancefloor who was moving with a slow, hypnotic grind. She disappeared into the crowd, and soon Ashley could see her twerking against the stranger, their bodies locked in a rhythmic embrace.

Manda turned to Ashley, her expression playful. "Shit, everyone is hooking up tonight. What about you, Ashley? Still gonna stay straight?"

Ashley popped a maraschino cherry into her mouth, her teeth sinking into the sweetness. She leaned back, the red dress riding up just enough to show the curve of her thigh. "Yup," she said, popping the 'p'.

"C'mon," Manda said, standing up and grabbing Ashley’s wrist.

"What the fuck you doing?" Ashley asked, though there was a flutter in her chest that wasn't from the tequila.

"We are going to dance, girl. I won't take no for an answer."

Manda was a force of nature—tall, sexy, and hella-fine. She pulled Ashley onto the floor just as the DJ transitioned into a heavy, grinding beat. They started to move. At first, Ashley stayed in her lane, but as Manda stepped closer, backing into her, the heat became undeniable.

They danced together, their hips matching the heavy bass. Ashley felt a strange, exhilarating freedom. Without men in the space, the energy was different—more focused, more tactile. She found herself twerking against Manda, her hands resting on Manda’s waist, feeling the firmness of her body. The more she drank, the lighter she felt, the city of DC and the stress of the office fading into a blur of red light and rhythmic motion.

By 2 AM, the air outside the club felt like a cold shock to the system. Ashley was wasted, but she had that high-functioning clarity that came from years of having to keep her wits about her.

"Goodnight, y'all!" she called out as the rest of the crew piled into Ubers or headed for their cars.

Manda stayed behind. She walked Ashley across the street toward the Range Rover, her hand resting lightly on the small of Ashley’s back. When they reached the driver’s door, Ashley turned to say goodbye, but the words died in her throat.

Manda didn't step back. She stepped in.

She backed Ashley against the heavy metal of the Jeep, her hands finding Ashley’s waist and pulling her flush against her body. Before Ashley could process the move, Manda leaned in and kissed her—a heavy, hungry, liquor-fueled kiss that tasted like scotch and desire.

Manda’s hands moved with a boldness that made Ashley’s breath hitch, groping and mauling her ass through the tight red fabric of the dress.

"God, I fucking love you," Manda admitted, her voice a ragged whisper against Ashley’s lips.

Ashley’s head was spinning. "You do?"

"Fuck yeah," Manda growled, taking her lips again, her tongue tracing the roof of Ashley’s mouth. "Since the very day I laid eyes on you doing that interview in the boss’s office. I knew you were special then, and I know you’re even more special now."

They kissed aggressively, the friction of their bodies generating a heat that made the cold night air disappear. Ashley felt a sudden, sharp pulse in her panties—a throb of her clit that she’d never experienced with a man. This was softer, yet infinitely more intense. Her body was heating up, a wildfire spreading from her chest to her thighs.

She’d never been with a woman, never even considered it seriously, but as Manda’s hands explored her curves, Ashley realized she’d been starving for this.

"Should we take this to my place or yours?" Manda asked, pulling away just enough to look Ashley in the eye. Her pupils were blown wide, dark with lust.

"My place is nearer," Ashley whispered, her voice sounding foreign to her own ears.

She turned Manda around, backing her onto the Jeep, and buried her face in Manda’s neck, inhaling her scent and nipping at the skin.

"Fuck, you’re driving me nuts, Ashley," Manda moaned, her head falling back. "Let’s hurry up and get to your place."

Ashley fumbled for the door handle, her heart hammering against her ribs. As they climbed into the Rover, the silence of the car felt like a countdown. Ashley gripped the steering wheel, her knuckles white, her mind racing. She was a sales manager, a former street queen, a woman of many secrets—and tonight, she was about to find out what it really felt like to be touched by someone who understood the power of a woman’s body.


CHAPTER 2




The drive back to Ashley’s apartment was a blur of neon lights and heavy breathing. The interior of the Range Rover felt like a pressurized chamber, the air thick with the scent of Manda’s perfume and the musk of their shared arousal. Ashley gripped the steering wheel so hard her knuckles turned ash-white, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. Every time Manda reached over to squeeze her thigh or trail a finger along the hem of that red dress, Ashley’s breath hitched, her body responding with a primal urgency she had never known.

When they finally reached the penthouse level, the elevator ride up felt like an eternity. The moment the doors slid open and Ashley fumbled with her keycard at the entrance to her place, the dam broke.

They didn't even make it past the foyer.

The door hadn't even clicked shut before Manda had Ashley pinned against the mahogany wood. The cool surface was a sharp contrast to the wildfire erupting under Ashley’s skin. Manda’s hands were everywhere—in her hair, on her waist, and then, with a practiced, predatory smoothness, they were sliding up the silk of Ashley’s dress.

"Manda..." Ashley gasped, her head falling back against the door.

"Hush," Manda whispered, her voice a low, gravelly command. "You’ve been playing it safe all night. No more corporate mask, Ash. Just me and you."

With a deft flick of her wrists, Manda hooked her fingers into the lace of Ashley’s panties. They were already damp, the silk clinging to her folds, and when Manda slid them down over her curvy hips and off her heels, the cool air hit Ashley’s wetness, making her shiver.

Manda didn't waste a second. She dropped to her knees, her hands gripping Ashley’s thick, caramel thighs to steady herself. Ashley’s breath left her in a ragged sob as she felt the first touch of Manda’s tongue. It wasn't a gentle poke; it was a broad, warm stroke that went from the bottom of her labia straight up to her throbbing clit.

"Oh god... fuck yeah," Ashley moaned, her fingers tangling in Manda’s hair. She didn't know where to put her hands, so she braced herself against the door, grinding her wet pussy all over her friend's lips, seeking more of that incredible friction.

Manda looked up, her eyes dark and swirling with a mix of triumph and lust. "You fucking love it, don't you? All that 'I'm straight' talk, and you’re soaking through the floorboards for me."

"Damn, it feels good... please," Ashley cooed, her Tennessee accent thick and honeyed. "Keep eating it, Manda. Don't stop."

Manda growled, a low sound in her throat, and dug back in. She was aggressive, her tongue swirling around Ashley’s clit while her fingers reached behind to cup her ass, pulling her even closer. She used her teeth softly, a tiny nip that sent a literal electric shock through Ashley’s spine. The pleasure was so concentrated, so focused, that Ashley’s world narrowed down to the sensation of Manda’s mouth.

She felt the pressure building—a tidal wave of heat that started in her toes and crashed into her core. "Manda! I'm—"

With a final, masterful flick of her tongue and a firm suction, Manda pushed her over the edge. Ashley’s body went rigid, her back arching off the door as she came hard, a guttural scream escaping her throat. It felt like her soul was leaving her body, her muscles twitching in the aftermath of a climax that put every man she’d ever been with to shame.

Breathless, Ashley reached down and pulled Manda up. She didn't say a word; she just crashed her lips against Manda’s, tasting her own salt and sweetness on Manda’s tongue. It was the most intimate thing she’d ever done, and she couldn't get enough of it.

***

They stumbled toward the living room, their limbs tangled, lips never losing contact. The apartment was lit only by the city lights reflecting off the Potomac, casting long, dramatic shadows across the designer furniture. They hit the oversized velvet couch, Ashley collapsing onto it and pulling Manda on top of her.

"Let's remove all these clothes," Manda murmured against her neck, her hands already working on the zipper of the red dress. "I want to see everything."

Ashley helped her, the red silk hitting the floor followed by Manda’s own outfit. Now, they were both naked, the moonlight catching the different shades of their skin—Ashley’s warm caramel and Manda’s deep, polished ebony.

Manda’s breath caught as she looked down at Ashley’s stomach. She traced the lines of the peacock tattoo, the ink vibrant against her skin. "I’ve seen this in the locker room after the gym, but I never got to really look at it," Manda whispered. She leaned down, kissing the emerald feathers, then licking the center of the bird’s chest as if it were a holy relic. "It’s beautiful, Ash. Just like the woman holding it."

Manda moved back down, her hunger renewed. She spread Ashley’s legs wide, admiring the view before she dove back in. This time, she wasn't just using her tongue. She slid two fingers inside Ashley’s heat, finding a rhythm that made the couch cushions squeak.

"Oh, fuck!" Ashley cried out, her body acting like a bent bow. Manda was tonguing her clit while her fingers curled upward, hitting a spot that felt like a hidden switch for her pleasure.

The sensations were relentless. Every time Ashley thought she was done, Manda would change the pace, a slow grind followed by a fast, fluttering vibration of her tongue that pulled orgasm after orgasm out of her. The velvet of the couch was getting slick with Ashley’s juices, the scent of their sex filling the air—heavy, sweet, and intoxicating.

Manda eventually pulled her hand out, her fingers drenched. She held them up to Ashley’s face. "Taste yourself," she commanded, her voice thick with kink and affection.

Ashley didn't hesitate. She took Manda’s hand, licking her fingers clean with a slow, passionate intensity, her eyes locked onto Manda’s. The realization hit her like a freight train: she wasn't just "trying this out." She was exactly where she was supposed to be.

"Let's take this up to my bedroom," Ashley whispered, her voice a sultry rasp.

They climbed the spiral staircase, a playful energy sparking between them despite the heavy lust. Manda trailed behind, her hand reaching out to spank Ashley’s tatted-up ass with a resounding smack.

"Damn, you got some weight back here, girl," Manda teased, squeezing a handful of cheek.

"You like that, huh?" Ashley laughed, looking over her shoulder with a flirtatious wink. "Wait till you see what else I can do."

In the bedroom, the vibe shifted back to intense heat. Ashley took charge, pushing Manda down onto the king-sized bed. She crawled over her like a predator, her eyes roaming over Manda’s gorgeous body. She started at the top, kissing Manda’s breasts, her tongue swirling around the dark, erect nipples. She pulled at each one gently with her teeth, making Manda moan and arch her back.

Ashley trailed her tongue down Manda’s navel, her heart racing. This was her first time, but she was a fast learner. She remembered how Manda had touched her, how she’d used pressure and rhythm. She kissed Manda’s inner thighs, her breath hot against the sensitive skin, making Manda shudder.

"Ashley... I love you so much," Manda breathed, her eyes fluttering shut as Ashley finally reached the destination.

Ashley looked down at the pouty lips of Manda’s chocolate pussy, glistening in the dim light. She leaned in and began French-kissing her, her tongue exploring the folds with a natural curiosity that surprised even her. She slid two fingers inside Manda, mimicking the "come hither" motion she’d felt earlier.

Suddenly, Manda’s breath hitched, her hips bucking wildly. "Wait—Ash—oh god!"

A sudden, warm spray hit Ashley’s face and chest as Manda squirted, her body convulsing in a massive, shattering climax. Ashley stayed right there, drinking her in, feeling the vibrations of Manda’s pleasure against her lips.

Manda collapsed back into the pillows, gasping for air, her eyes wide with shock. "Fuck... you sure this is your first time?" she panted. "I've had girls who’ve been doing this for a decade who couldn't make me do that."

Ashley sat up, wiping her chin with a triumphant smirk. "Glad you liked it... I learned from the best," she said, leaning down to breathe against Manda’s sensitive, swollen clit.

"Good," Manda whispered, reaching down to grab Ashley’s hair. "Now shove that tongue back in my pussy. Don't stop until I can't feel my legs."

And she didn't. They made love for hours, the moon moving across the sky as they explored every inch of each other. They switched positions—Manda riding her, Ashley pinning her down, hands exploring, mouths worshipping. It was a symphony of skin on skin, a chaotic, beautiful dance of two women finally finding the missing piece of their puzzles.

Much later, draped in nothing but oversized silk robes, they found themselves in the kitchen. The high of the sex had transitioned into a comfortable, playful glow. Ashley pulled a bucket of salted caramel ice cream from the freezer, grabbing two spoons.

They sat on the marble kitchen island, feeding each other.

"Open up, baby," Manda said, sliding a spoonful of cold cream into Ashley’s mouth, then laughing as a little bit dripped onto her chin. Manda leaned in and licked it off, making Ashley giggle.

"You're a mess," Ashley teased, poking Manda’s nose with her spoon.

That was when Swiss trotted into the kitchen, letting out a demanding meow. Ashley hopped down, picking up the charcoal cat. "Swiss, meet Manda. Manda, this is the man of the house."

Manda’s face lit up. "Oh, he’s gorgeous! Come here, big boy." She took the cat from Ashley, rubbing his fur expertly. Swiss immediately started purring, kneading his paws against her robe. "I love cats. I used to have a tabby back in the day, but my ex took him. This guy is a king."

"He knows it, too," Ashley said, leaning against the counter, watching the two of them. Her heart felt full, a sensation so foreign she almost didn't recognize it.

Manda set the cat down and turned to Ashley, her expression becoming serious. She reached out, taking Ashley’s hands. "Ashley... I don't want this to be just a 'night.' I want this for real. Will you be my girlfriend? No more games, no more just being coworkers."

Ashley didn't even have to think. She pulled Manda in for a deep, lingering kiss. "Yes. Absolutely yes."

They leaned against each other, the silence of the kitchen becoming a safe space for the secrets they had both been carrying.

"You know," Ashley began, her voice dropping to a low, somber tone. "Everyone at the office sees the heels and the blazer. They don't know that ten years ago, I was sitting in a holding cell in Memphis. I was deep in it, Manda. I wasn't just 'troubled.' I was gang-affiliated. I’ve looted stores, I’ve vandalized buildings, I’ve seen things that would give you nightmares. I was a street queen, and I thought that was all I’d ever be."

She looked down at her hands. "My father... he saw the light in me when I couldn't see it myself. He dragged me out of that life. But sometimes, I still feel the grease on my hands, you know? Like I'm just pretending to be this civilized person."

Manda’s eyes were brimming with tears. She didn't look away; she reached out and cupped Ashley’s face. "Then we can be pretend-civilized together. Because my story isn't much prettier."

Manda took a deep breath. "I grew up in the foster system in Baltimore. I learned real young that the only person looking out for Manda was Manda. I’ve done things to survive—things I’m not proud of. I’ve had my heart broken so many times I thought it was just scar tissue at this point. That’s why I was so scared to tell you how I felt. I didn't think a woman like you—successful, beautiful, put-together—would want someone with my baggage."

They held each other in the quiet kitchen, the vulnerability between them creating a bond that felt stronger than any physical act. They weren't just two women who had shared a bed; they were two survivors who had finally found a soft place to land.

"We’re a hell of a pair, aren't we?" Ashley joked, wiping a tear from Manda’s cheek.

"The best," Manda agreed. "But listen... if we’re gonna be official, you gotta know one thing."

"What’s that?"

Manda smirked, the playful light returning to her eyes. "I’m still gonna spank that ass every time I see you in those office hallways."

Ashley laughed, pulling her back toward the stairs. "I’m counting on it."

As they headed back to bed, the dawn beginning to break over the city, Ashley knew her life would never be the same. The peacock on her stomach seemed to glow in the morning light—a symbol of beauty born from the struggle, finally fanning its feathers in the sun.


CHAPTER 3




The transition from "coworkers with a secret" to "official girlfriends" had been a dizzying, high-velocity shift that felt like downshifting a Ferrari at a hundred miles per hour. For Ashley, the week following their soul-baring night at the apartment had been a masterclass in professional composure. At Sterling & Associates, she was still the iron-willed Sales Manager, the woman who could dissect a quarterly report with a single glance. But every time Manda walked past her glass-walled office, the scent of vanilla and sandalwood trailing in her wake, Ashley’s professional mask threatened to melt right off her face.

They had spent the last four days in a state of constant, low-grade electricity. It was in the way Manda’s hand would linger on Ashley’s shoulder during a huddle, or the way Ashley would find a cup of her favorite artisanal coffee on her desk with a sticky note that simply said: Focus on the numbers, baby. I’ll focus on you tonight.

By Friday evening, the tension had reached a terminal velocity. They needed to get out. Not just to the apartment, where the walls had already witnessed their most intimate vulnerabilities, but out into the world.

"Tonight isn't about the office. It isn't about Memphis or Baltimore. It’s just us," Ashley had declared over the phone as she left the parking garage.

***

Ashley stood in her walk-in closet, the soft LED lights reflecting off her curated collection of high-end fashion and streetwear. Tonight called for something that bridged the gap between her two worlds. She pulled out a black mesh bodysuit, the fabric sheer enough to be daring but structured enough to feel like armor. She paired it with high-waisted, distressed jet-black denim that hugged the curve of her wide, heavy hips and made her ass look like a literal work of art.

Over the bodysuit, she threw on a cropped, vintage leather biker jacket. She left it unzipped, the emerald and sapphire ink of the peacock on her stomach teasing from beneath the mesh like a hidden treasure. She finished the look with stiletto boots and a swipe of deep plum lipstick. She looked like a woman who could negotiate a multi-million dollar deal in the morning and lead a revolution by midnight.

When the doorbell chimed, Ashley felt a flutter in her stomach she hadn't felt since her first heist back in Tennessee. But this wasn't adrenaline from fear; it was the intoxicating high of anticipation.

She opened the door to find Manda leaning against the frame, and for a moment, Ashley forgot how to breathe. Manda was wearing a silk, olive-green slip dress that skimmed over her tall, athletic frame, paired with an oversized denim jacket that gave the outfit a sassy, urban edge. Her hair was styled in a fresh set of long, honey-blonde tipped braids that caught the light, and her gold hoops were the size of saucers.

"Goddamn, Ash," Manda breathed, her dark eyes traveling slowly—very slowly—from the tips of Ashley’s boots to the plum of her lips. "You tryin' to make me act up before we even get to the lobby? You look like a whole damn meal and three courses of dessert."

Ashley leaned against the doorframe, a flirtatious smirk playing on her lips. "You’re one to talk, Manda. That green on your skin? It’s doing things to my blood pressure. You look fine as hell."

Manda stepped into the foyer, the door clicking shut behind her. She didn't say a word as she closed the distance, her hands finding Ashley’s waist, her thumbs hooking into the belt loops of those tight jeans. "I’m serious, girl. The way you look tonight... I might not make it through a two-hour movie."

"You better try," Ashley teased, though she was already leaning into Manda’s space, the scent of Manda’s cocoa butter and expensive perfume making her head swim. "I spent forty minutes on these lashes. Don't you dare make me cry 'em off yet."

"No promises," Manda whispered, leaning in to capture Ashley’s lips in a firm, lingering kiss that tasted like the night's potential.

The drive downtown in Ashley’s Range Rover was a masterclass in flirtatious banter. The bass was low, a rhythmic trap-soul beat pulsing through the high-end speakers. They navigated the DC traffic like a team, Manda’s hand resting comfortably on the center console, her fingers occasionally drifting over to Ashley’s thigh.

"I’m just saying," Ashley said, navigating a tight turn near the Wharf. "If you keep sliding your hand up my leg like that while I’m trying to park this six-figure vehicle, we’re gonna have a very expensive insurance claim."

Manda laughed, a rich, soulful sound that filled the cabin. "Then stop being so damn distracting. You got that 'Queen of the City' vibe going on tonight, Ash. It’s making me want to break some laws."

"You already broke the law when you stepped out the house looking that good," Ashley shot back, pulling into the garage of the luxury cinema.

The theater was one of those high-end spots—plush reclining leather seats, a full bar, and a gourmet menu that cost more than a week’s groceries. They walked in through the lobby, and Ashley felt the familiar weight of eyes on them. Two beautiful Black women, radiating confidence and style, moving in perfect sync. They bought a bucket of buttery popcorn and two large cocktails, the condensation on the glasses matching the cool sweat of anticipation on Ashley’s palms.

They found their seats in the very back row, the theater dimmed to a deep, moody blue. The movie was a high-octane thriller that everyone was talking about, but as the opening credits rolled, Ashley realized she didn't care about the plot. All she could focus on was the heat of Manda’s shoulder pressed against hers and the way Manda’s perfume was beginning to fill her senses.

Twenty minutes in, the movie was a blur of explosions and dialogue that felt like white noise. Manda shifted in her seat, her hand "accidentally" brushing against the mesh of Ashley’s bodysuit. Ashley’s breath hitched, her body going electric at the contact.

"Ash," Manda whispered, her voice a low, vibrating hum beneath the booming theater speakers. "This movie is trash."

"Total garbage," Ashley agreed, her voice dropping to a sultry rasp.

Manda’s hand didn't pull away. Instead, her fingers began to trace the intricate patterns of the mesh, dipping just beneath the waistband of Ashley’s jeans. Ashley leaned her head back against the leather headrest, her eyes fluttering shut. The darkness of the theater felt like a protective cloak, a private universe where the rules of the "civilized" world didn't apply.

"You remember what I said in the foyer?" Manda murmured, her lips grazing the shell of Ashley’s ear. "About acting up? I can feel how warm you are through this denim, baby. You’re thinking about it, aren't you?"

"Manda... people are literally three rows down," Ashley whispered, a thrill of fear and desire shooting through her.

"Let 'em be," Manda teased, her hand sliding deeper, her fingers finding the lace of Ashley’s panties. "Or better yet... let’s find a place where the only people watching are the ones involved."

Ashley’s response was a sharp, needy inhale. She grabbed her purse, caught Manda’s hand, and they slipped out of the row with the stealth of the street-savvy women they were, leaving the popcorn and the boring movie behind.

They hit the hallway, the fluorescent lights a sharp contrast to the blue gloom of the theater. They didn't speak, their hearts racing in a shared rhythm as they rounded the corner toward the restrooms. The lobby was nearly empty, the sound of cinematic gunfire muffled by the heavy doors. Manda checked the women’s room—it was silent, the air smelling of lavender and bleach. She pushed Ashley inside, clicking the heavy deadbolt on the main door.

"Manda, you are absolutely out of your mind," Ashley panted, her back hitting the cool, white subway tile of the wall.

"And you love every second of it," Manda countered.

She surged forward, her mouth crashing against Ashley’s in a kiss that was raw, desperate, and heavy with the weight of the week's build-up. It was a collision of tongues and teeth, a desperate attempt to consume each other. Manda’s hands were frantic, peeling the leather jacket off Ashley’s shoulders, letting it drop to the floor without a second thought. She hiked up the mesh bodysuit, her eyes roaming over the peacock tattoo in the harsh light.

"I’ve been dreaming about this bird all day," Manda groaned, her voice thick with lust.

She turned Ashley around, pressing her chest against the cool tile. The sensation of the cold wall against her front and Manda’s radiating heat behind her made Ashley’s head spin. She felt the snap of her jeans being undone, the sound echoing in the sterile room. Manda slid the denim and lace down over Ashley’s wide hips, letting them pool around her ankles.

"Lean over the sink, Ash. I want to see you," Manda commanded.

Ashley obeyed, her fingers gripping the marble edge of the vanity, her ass elevated and fanned out. She watched herself in the mirror—her eyes were glazed, her plum lipstick smudged, her skin glowing with a fine sheen of sweat.

Then, Manda did something that made the world stop. She dropped to her knees, her hands spreading Ashley’s heavy, caramel cheeks wide. Ashley let out a low, guttural moan as she felt the first touch of Manda’s breath against her most sensitive, hidden parts.

Manda dove in with a fervor that was spectacular. She began to lick Ashley’s ass for the first time, her tongue moving with a deep, swirling pressure that was both shocking and incredibly arousing. She rimmed her with a rhythmic, wet intensity, her tongue exploring every fold and crevice with a hunger that bordered on worship.

"Oh my god... Manda! Fuck!" Ashley’s voice bounced off the porcelain and tile, a raw sound of discovery.

It was a new territory of pleasure, a kinky, intense sensation that Ashley had never allowed herself to even think about with a man. But with Manda, it felt right—it felt like a deepening of their bond, a total surrender. Manda reached around, her fingers finding Ashley’s clit and rubbing it with a firm, demanding friction that synchronized with the work of her tongue.

Manda gave Ashley’s ass a sharp, playful spank, the crack of skin on skin echoing through the restroom, before returning to the rimming with even more passion.

"You're so wet, Ash... you’re shaking for me," Manda murmured against her skin.

Ashley was indeed trembling, her muscles twitching, her fingers turning numb as they gripped the marble. The pressure built behind her eyes, a tidal wave of release that crashed over her without mercy. She came hard, her body shuddering in a long, vocal climax that felt like it lasted for minutes.

Manda didn't stop until Ashley’s legs literally gave out, Manda catching her and pulling her back into a standing embrace. They were both breathless, the air in the restroom thick and humid.

"You okay, Queen?" Manda whispered, kissing the back of Ashley’s ear.

"I... I think I just moved to a different dimension," Ashley gasped, turning around in Manda’s arms. Her eyes were wide, filled with a new level of trust and adoration. "I didn't know... I didn't know it could feel like that."

"It only feels like that when there's love behind it," Manda said, her expression serious for a heartbeat before she smirked. "Now, I think it’s my turn."

Ashley didn't hesitate. She wanted to return every ounce of that pleasure. She pushed Manda back against the wall, her hands sliding up Manda’s silk dress. She dropped to her knees, her eyes locking onto Manda’s.

"You ready for this, baby?" Ashley asked, her voice a low, honeyed growl.

"Show me what that Memphis mouth can do," Manda challenged, her breath coming in short, jagged bursts.

Ashley ate her out voraciously, her tongue mimicking the deep, swirling motions she’d just learned. She used her fingers to hit that spot she knew Manda loved, curling them with a deftness that had Manda’s head thumping against the wall. They incorporated light kink—Ashley pulling gently on Manda’s braids to tilt her head back, Manda pinching Ashley’s nipples through the mesh as she peaked.

"Ash! Oh god, I'm gonna squirt!" Manda cried out, her body arching like a bent bow.

The release was spectacular, a fountain of pleasure that left them both slick and exhausted. They stayed there on the restroom floor for a moment, tangled in a mess of silk, denim, and mesh, whispering "I love you" between heavy breaths. The risk of getting caught had only made the connection tighter, the thrill of the shared secret making their bond feel bulletproof.

***

They spent the next fifteen minutes at the mirrors, laughing hysterically at the state of their appearances. Ashley’s plum lipstick was long gone, her hair was a mess of tangles, and Manda had a visible scuff mark on her shoulder.

"We look like we just fought a war," Manda joked, trying to straighten her silk dress.

"And we won," Ashley countered, checking the door before they sneaked back out into the lobby.

They moved through the theater lobby with the practiced nonchalance of people who had done much worse in their younger days. Once they reached the Range Rover, the tension finally broke into fits of giggles.

"We are definitely banned from that theater for life," Ashley said, starting the engine.

"Worth it," Manda replied, leaning her head back and closing her eyes. "So, what’s the move? I’m starving. Oral sex burns a lot of calories, apparently."

"I know just the spot," Ashley said, her eyes gleaming with a playful light.

They drove to a 24-hour urban diner on the edge of the city, a place where the lights were dim and the jukebox played classic 90s R&B. They sat in a corner booth, tucked away from the few late-night patrons. They shared a massive plate of chili cheese fries and two thick milkshakes, feeding each other bits of food and flirting shamelessly.

"So," Manda said, dipping a fry into the cheese. "Now that we’ve successfully survived a public restroom encounter... what’s next on the agenda for the future of us?"

Ashley looked at her, the humor in her eyes softening into something deeper. "I want it all, Manda. I want the office days, the movie nights, and the moments where we just talk. I want to know everything about you that I haven't heard yet."

Manda reached across the table, taking Ashley’s hand. "Well, you better get comfortable. Because I don't plan on going anywhere. Even if you keep making me squirt in public places."

"I make no promises about that," Ashley laughed.

As they finally headed back to the apartment, the first hints of dawn staining the DC skyline in shades of violet and gold, Ashley felt a profound sense of peace. The streets of Tennessee felt like a lifetime ago, and the corporate ladder felt like a secondary goal. For the first time in her life, she wasn't running from anything. She was running toward something.

She looked over at Manda, who was humming along to the radio, and knew that whatever challenges their romance faced—whether it was office politics or the ghosts of their pasts—they were going to face them together.


EPILOGUE




Eighteen Months Later:

The morning sun over Washington D.C. didn’t just rise; it announced itself, reflecting off the glass of the Potomac and spilling into the master suite of the new luxury brownstone in Logan Circle. This wasn't just an apartment; it was a fortress of soft velvet, modern art, and the unmistakable scent of a life built with intention.

Ashley stirred against the silk sheets, the cool fabric a contrast to the radiating heat of the woman draped over her back. Manda was a furnace, her long legs entwined with Ashley’s, her arm draped heavy and possessive across Ashley’s waist.

"Mmm, stop wiggling, Ash," Manda mumbled into the crook of Ashley’s neck, her voice thick with sleep and that morning rasp that always made Ashley’s stomach flip. "It’s too early for you to be this energized."

Ashley chuckled, a low, melodic sound. She turned in Manda’s arms, coming face-to-face with the woman who had turned her "civilized" world upside down and then built a better one on top of the ruins. Manda’s braids were caught up in a silk bonnet, a few stray tendrils framing a face that Ashley still couldn't believe she got to wake up to every morning.

"Energy is how I got that VP promotion yesterday, baby," Ashley teased, her fingers tracing the line of Manda’s jaw. "And it’s how I’m gonna make sure you don't make it to your office on time if you keep looking at me like that."

Manda opened one eye, a predatory glint appearing in the dark iris. "Oh? Is that a threat, Vice President? Because I recall our last 'celebration' ended with you screaming my name so loud the neighbors probably thought the house was haunted."

"The house was haunted," Ashley shot back, her Tennessee sass bubbling up. "By the ghost of my sanity, because you don't play fair, Manda."

They lay there for a moment, the comfortable silence of a seasoned couple. In the eighteen months since that wild night at the theater, their lives had evolved in ways that felt like a movie montage. Ashley had finally bridged the gap between her past and her present; she no longer hid her tattoos under long sleeves during the summer. She wore them like medals of honor. The peacock on her stomach was now framed by a smaller, delicate piece on her ribs—a set of coordinates for the spot in Memphis where her father had changed her life, and a small "M" hidden behind her ear.

Manda had flourished too. She’d left Sterling & Associates to open her own boutique marketing agency, focusing on minority-owned startups. They were a DC power couple, the "Sales Queen" and the "Creative Visionary," but behind closed doors, they were just two women who knew every scar, every trigger, and every favorite way to be touched.

A soft thump on the mattress announced a third party. Swiss, looking sleeker and more spoiled than ever, trotted over and plopped himself right between their heads, purring like a chainsaw.

"See?" Manda laughed, petting the charcoal fur. "Even the cat knows you’re being too loud. Move over, Swiss, let me get to my wife."

"Not your wife yet," Ashley reminded her, though the diamond band on Manda’s finger—and the matching one in Ashley’s jewelry box—said otherwise. The wedding was three months away, a planned takeover of a vineyard in Virginia that Naomi was already promising to turn into a "lesbian riot."

As they prepared for the day, the flirtatious energy that had defined their first few months remained as sharp as ever. While Ashley brushed her teeth, Manda snuck up behind her, sliding her hands under Ashley’s robe to find the heavy, familiar curves of her hips.

"You remember that Sterling anniversary trip to Tulum?" Manda whispered, her lips grazing Ashley’s shoulder, right over the script of the fallen friend’s name. "When we got kicked out of that private cabana because you couldn't keep your hands out of my bikini?"

Ashley spat into the sink and rinsed, looking at Manda in the mirror. "I remember you telling me to go deeper while the waiter was literally ten feet away with the ceviche. Don't try to flip the script, Amanda."

"Guilty," Manda smirked, her hands migrating south, squeezing Ashley’s ass with a firmness that made Ashley’s breath hitch. "But can you blame me? You’ve only gotten thicker in all the right places since we moved in together. All that home cooking I do for you is going straight to the back, and I am a fan of the results."

"You're a fucking menace," Ashley groaned, but she leaned back into the touch.

Their sex life hadn't just stayed active; it had deepened into a language of its own. They had moved past the frantic, "is this really happening" energy of the theater restroom into a space of total, kinky exploration. They knew the exact pressure needed to make the other squirt, the specific dirty talk that would break through a stressful day, and the way a well-timed spank could turn a kitchen argument into a marathon session on the island counter.

They had navigated the hard stuff, too. When a former "associate" from Memphis had tried to slide into Ashley’s DMs a year ago, threatening to leak old photos of her "street days" to the firm, Ashley hadn't panicked. She’d shown Manda. They’d called her father, hired a high-end digital security firm, and shut it down before the first "send" button was clicked. Manda had stood by her, not with judgment, but with the fierce loyalty of someone who had survived the foster system and knew that your past was just a prologue.

"Ready for tonight?" Manda asked, snapping Ashley back to the present.

"The gala? Always," Ashley said. "But after the gala... I want you all to myself. No phones, no talk about the agency. Just us."

"Bet," Manda said, giving her one last lingering kiss. "I got a surprise for you tonight anyway. Something... silky."

***

The gala had been a success, a blur of champagne, networking, and Stella and Naomi causing a scene on the dancefloor. Stella was now dating a high-end interior designer, and Naomi... well, Naomi was still Naomi, currently "mentoring" a stunning track star from Howard University.

But as the clock struck midnight, Ashley and Manda retreated to their sanctuary. They didn't even turn on the lights, the city’s amber glow sufficient.

Ashley led Manda to the bedroom, the air already heavy with the scent of their shared anticipation. She turned Manda around, unzipping the emerald silk dress Manda had worn to the event. The fabric fell to the floor in a shimmering pool.

"You said you had a surprise," Ashley whispered, her voice a low, vibrating alto.

Manda turned, revealing a harness of delicate gold chains worn over absolutely nothing. It emphasized the ebony tone of her skin and the athletic lines of her body. "I figured since it’s our 'official' two-year anniversary of that movie theater night... we should revisit some old favorites. With a few upgrades."

Ashley’s blood turned to liquid fire. She stripped out of her own gown, her caramel skin glowing, the peacock on her stomach seeming to fan its feathers in the dim light. She pushed Manda onto the bed, crawling over her with the grace of a jungle cat.

"I love you, Manda," Ashley said, her voice raw with an emotion that transcended the physical. "You didn't just give me a relationship. You gave me a home."

"I love you, Ash. Always," Manda replied, her fingers tangling in Ashley’s hair.

The love-making that followed was a symphony of eighteen months of practice and a lifetime of devotion. It started slow—deep, soul-searching kisses that tasted of champagne and forever. But as the heat rose, the "urban queens" took over.

Ashley dropped between Manda’s legs, her hands spreading her wide. She revisited the move that had changed everything in that theater restroom. She began to lick Manda’s ass, her tongue moving with a masterful, deep swirl that had Manda’s fingers clawing at the silk headboard.

"Oh god, Ash! Yes! Right there!" Manda cried out, her body arching, the gold chains clinking against her skin.

Ashley was relentless, her mouth a tool of pure worship. She rimmed her with a fervor that made Manda’s breath come in jagged, desperate sobs. She used her fingers to find Manda’s clit, rubbing it in a fast, vibrating rhythm that she knew was the point of no return.

"I'm gonna—Ash! Baby, please!"

Manda squirted, the release so powerful it soaked the sheets, her body shuddering through a climax that felt like it would never end. Ashley didn't stop, she stayed there, drinking her in, tasting the victory of their love.

Then, Manda pulled her up, her eyes glazed and beautiful. She flipped Ashley onto her back, her movements urgent. She explored Ashley with a hunger that said she would never be full. She used her mouth, her fingers, and a soft, vibrating toy they’d added to their repertoire, working Ashley until she was a sobbing, ecstatic mess.

They moved into a scissoring position, their bodies entwined, skin-to-skin, heart-to-heart. The friction of their pussies rubbing together, the scent of their combined arousal, and the whispered "I love you"s created a vortex of pleasure.

"Look at me," Manda commanded as they both neared the edge.

Ashley opened her eyes, locking onto Manda’s. In that gaze, she saw the trenches of Tennessee, the boardrooms of DC, the theater restrooms, and a thousand future mornings. As they climaxed together—a synchronized explosion of nerves and soul—Ashley felt the last of her old armor fall away.

They collapsed into each other, limbs heavy, hearts slowing in unison. The peacock on Ashley’s stomach rested against Manda’s hip, a symbol of a beauty that had finally found its sky.

"So," Manda panted, pulling the duvet over their sweat-slicked bodies. "Same time tomorrow?"

Ashley laughed, kissing Manda’s forehead. "Every day for the rest of our lives, baby. Every single day."

The city hummed outside, the world went on with its business, but inside the brownstone, the Queen of Sales and her Creative Visionary were exactly where they were meant to be: together, unashamed, and deeply, wildly in love.
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