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CHAPTER 1




The Atlanta University Center was alive with that late-August hum, the kind that comes right after the summer was winding down, when students are back from break but not quite ready to be serious. The sun sat low and heavy, turning everything golden and sticky. I’d been mopping the main corridor near the lockers since eight, same as every weekday for the last five-plus years. Sweat collected at the small of my back, soaking into the waistband of my navy overalls. The fabric hugged my hips and ass the way it always did—thick thighs, thick everything—and every time I bent to wring the mop, I felt eyes on me. Didn’t matter. The boys who stared usually scattered the second I straightened up and looked their way.

I was Charlene Watson. Six feet tall on a good day, curly brown weaves swinging halfway down my back, skin the color of dark honey, and a switchblade that lived in my right pocket like a best friend. People called me tomboyish, manly, intimidating—whatever word made them feel safe. I didn’t care. I liked the space it created around me. Men didn’t know what to do with a woman who walked like she owned the sidewalk and talked like she’d fight you in the parking lot. So they complimented my hair instead.

“Miss Charlene, them weaves fresh today!” they’d holler, then hurry past when I raised an eyebrow.

I was good at my job. The dean kept me because I kept the floors spotless and the students in line. Trash left on the benches? I’d find the culprit and make them pick it up while I stood there arms crossed. Someone fighting in the quad? I’d step between them, voice low and final: “Y’all done?” They always were. Professors nodded at me in the halls. Students came to me for everything—advice, condoms from the secret stash in my cart, a quick pep talk before midterms. I gave it all without asking for thanks.

That morning I was halfway down the corridor when I saw her.

She stood near the big glass doors that led to the student union, map crumpled in one hand, phone in the other, looking like the world had just dropped her here without instructions. Slim-thick in the best way—narrow waist, round hips, ass that sat high and full under a soft gray skirt. Chocolate skin that caught every bit of light in the hallway. Long box braids pulled into a high ponytail that swung when she turned her head. Tank top hugging small, perky breasts. She looked lost, but not scared. Just… new.

I left the mop standing in the bucket and walked over.

“You must be new around here,” I said, voice carrying that deep, easy rumble I knew got attention.

She looked up. Big brown eyes. Long lashes. Lips full and glossy. Innocent, but not soft. There was something hungry behind the innocence.

“I am,” she answered, voice quiet but clear. A little island in there—Jamaican, maybe. “First time on campus. Everything looks the same.”

I smiled slow. “Charlene Watson. You can call me Charlene. I clean this place, keep these kids from trashing it, and occasionally play campus mama when somebody needs sense knocked into them.”

She laughed—small, surprised, pretty. “Stacey-Ann Brown. And yeah… I could use some help. I’m supposed to meet Dean Wallace in his office, but I’ve been walking in circles for twenty minutes.”

I jerked my head toward the east wing. “Come on, young blood. I got you.”

I grabbed the mop handle, dropped it back in the bucket, and started walking. She fell in step beside me without hesitation.

First stop was the auditorium. I pushed one of the double doors open so she could peek inside. Rows of red seats, high ceiling, stage lights off but still gleaming.

“This is where they do the big events,” I told her. “Commencement, guest speakers, concerts. Last spring Teyana Taylor came through unannounced. Place lost its mind.”

Her eyes widened. “For real?”

“For real. And that statue out front? They say if you rub the toe on exam week you’ll pass everything. Don’t work. I tried.”

She laughed again, softer this time, and glanced at me sideways. I caught it—the quick dip of her gaze down my body, lingering on the way the overalls stretched across my ass when I turned. Heat bloomed low in my belly. I didn’t say anything. Just kept walking.

We passed the basketball court next. Shouts and bouncing balls echoed through the open doors. A couple players waved. “Yo, Charlene! You hooping today?”

“Hell no,” I called back. “Y’all too ugly to guard. I’d embarrass you.”

They cracked up. Stacey-Ann smiled beside me, ponytail swinging.

“You popular,” she said.

“I’m necessary,” I corrected. “Big difference.”

We kept moving. I showed her the gym, the library, the little hidden courtyard where people went to smoke weed between classes. I told her which food trucks parked where on Fridays, which professor gave easy A’s, which ones failed you for breathing too loud. She listened hard, asking questions, laughing at my smart-ass answers. Every now and then I’d catch her staring again—my arms, my hips, the way my hair moved when I talked. Each time, the air between us got a little thicker.

By the time we reached the dean’s office, the hallway felt smaller.

I knocked twice on the heavy mahogany door.

“Come in,” Dean Wallace called.

I pushed it open. Stacey-Ann stepped inside first. The dean looked up from his desk, smiled wide.

“Stacey-Ann Brown. Right on time. I’ve heard wonderful things.”

She glanced back at me. “Thanks for the tour, Charlene. Really.”

I tipped my head. “Anytime, young blood. You need me, you know where to find me.”

The dean cleared his throat. “Charlene, thank you. You can head back to your duties.”

I gave Stacey-Ann one last look—those eyes still on me—then closed the door.

The rest of the day dragged. I finished the corridor, moved to the science building, scrubbed toilets, emptied trash, broke up two arguments (one over a parking spot, one over somebody’s ex), and told three different freshmen where the best study spots were. But my head wasn’t in it. Every time I bent to pick something up, I thought about the way Stacey-Ann had looked at my ass. Every time I wiped sweat from my neck, I imagined her tongue there instead.

By four-thirty I was back in the cleaning closet, restocking bleach and pine-sol, when I heard the soft knock on the doorframe.

I turned.

There she was.

Stacey-Ann. Alone. Skirt still hugging her hips. Ponytail a little messier now, like she’d been running her hands through it. Eyes bright, lips parted just enough to show she was nervous but not backing down.

“Hope I’m not interrupting,” she said.

My pulse kicked up. “Nah. You good. How’d the meeting go?”

“Good. Everything’s sorted.” She stepped inside, letting the door ease shut behind her. The small room smelled like chemicals and anticipation. “I just… wanted to say thanks again. For real.”

I leaned back against the metal shelf, arms crossed, letting my eyes drag down her body slow and deliberate. “You already said thanks, Stacey-Ann. You came all the way back here for something else.”

She bit the corner of her lip. Then she closed the distance between us until I could smell her—vanilla body cream and something warmer, something that was just her.

“You’re right,” she whispered. “I did.”

I raised one brow. “So what is it?”

She looked up at me through her lashes. “You’re into women, right?”

I smirked, “Especially the fine ones.”

Her breath hitched. “Good. Because I’m into women, too. And I like…” She swallowed. “I like being told what to do. Taken. Hard.”

My clit throbbed once, hard. I kept my face calm, but inside everything was roaring.

“You sure about that?” I asked, voice lower now.

She nodded. “I’m staying off-campus. Apartment on Peachtree. Not far. Give me your number. I’ll text you the address.”

I studied her for a beat—those big brown eyes, that full mouth, the way her chest rose and fell a little faster now. Then I pulled my phone out of my pocket and handed it to her.

She typed fast, fingers trembling just enough for me to notice. When she handed it back, our fingers brushed and electricity shot straight to my core.

“Don’t keep me waiting,” she said softly, then turned and walked out, ass moving in that skirt like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

I stared after her until she disappeared around the corner.

Then I looked down at my phone.

New message from an unknown number:

456 Peachtree Place, Apt 3B 5:00. Don’t be late. I want you to wreck me.

I let out a slow breath, feeling my clit pulse against the seam of my jeans.

“Oh, young blood,” I muttered to the empty closet. “You just signed up for a long night.”

I finished my shift in a haze—dumped the last bucket, locked the closet, clocked out at 4:45 sharp. The MARTA ride home was torture. Every sway of the train made my thighs rub together. Every stoplight on the walk to my place had me imagining her bent over, braids in my fist, ass in the air.

I showered fast. Scrubbed everywhere. Oiled my skin until it gleamed. Slipped into black jeans that hugged every curve, a fitted black tank that showed the swell of my breasts, fresh deodorant, a spritz of that musky perfume I knew drove women crazy. Weaves brushed out, gold hoops, Timbs laced tight.

By 4:55 I was standing outside 456 Peachtree Place.

I took the stairs two at a time.

Knocked once.

The door opened.

Stacey-Ann stood there in nothing but a thin silk robe, loosely tied, dark nipples visible through the fabric, thighs bare and glistening like she’d already been touching herself.

She looked up at me, eyes glassy with want.

“Hey, Charlene.”

I stepped inside, kicked the door shut, and grabbed her by the waist.

“Time’s up, young blood,” I growled against her mouth. “Let’s see how much you can take.”


CHAPTER 2




I had Stacey-Ann pinned against the door the second it clicked shut, my hands gripping her slim waist like I owned her, because in that moment, I damn well did. Her robe was thin, silky, barely tied, and I could feel the heat radiating off her chocolate skin through the fabric. Those big brown eyes looked up at me, wide with anticipation, lips parted like she was already begging without saying a word. "Time's up, young blood," I growled low in my throat, my voice thick with the lust that had been building since she whispered in my ear back at the campus closet. "Let's see how much you can take."

Before she could respond, I spun her around and backed her aggressively toward the couch in her small living room, my body pressing into hers every step of the way. The apartment was cozy—fairy lights strung across the walls, a plush sectional couch that looked like it had seen better days, posters of Beyoncé and Rihanna staring down like they approved. But I wasn't here for the decor. Stacey-Ann stumbled back, her ponytail bouncing, until her calves hit the edge of the couch and she fell onto it with a soft thud. I was on her in an instant, straddling her lap, my thick thighs caging her in.

I leaned in, my lips brushing her ear first, then trailing down to her neck. I kissed her heavily there, sucking hard enough to leave marks, my teeth grazing her skin as I inhaled her vanilla scent mixed with something muskier, something that screamed arousal. Her head tilted back, exposing more of that smooth throat, and she moaned softly, her hands clutching at my tank top.

"Charlene... fuck," she whispered, but I didn't let her talk.

I untied the robe with one swift pull, yanking it open and off her shoulders, letting it pool around her on the cushions. Her nude body was on full display now—perky tits with dark nipples already hard, flat stomach leading down to those curvy hips, and between her legs, her shaved pussy glistening, lips swollen and ready.

"Fuck, you're so fucking hot," I hissed, my eyes devouring every inch of her.

She was a masterpiece, chocolate curves glowing under the dim lamp light, and I felt my own pussy throb in my jeans, clit begging for attention. But not yet. I didn't wait—I dove straight between her legs, pushing her thighs apart with my hands, my face burying into her wet heat. The scent hit me like a drug, sweet and tangy, feminine and intoxicating. I took a deep breath in, filling my lungs with it.

"God, your pussy smells good, girl," I murmured against her folds, my breath hot on her skin.

Then I feasted. No teasing, no gentle licks—I went at her like a woman starved, my tongue flat and broad as I lapped up her juices, sucking her clit into my mouth and rolling it between my lips. Stacey-Ann bucked against my face, her moans echoing off the walls, high and desperate.

"Shit, no warm-up, you just dove right in," she gasped, her hands flying to my weaves, gripping them like lifelines.

I pulled back just enough to glare up at her, my chin already slick with her wetness. "Shut the fuck up and take it," I ordered, then bit down on her inner thigh, hard enough to make her yelp, the shockwave rippling through her body.

"Yes, Charlene," she whimpered, her voice trembling.

I bit the other thigh, sharper this time, leaving red marks on her chocolate skin. "Yes, Mistress," I corrected, my voice a low command.

"Sorry, Mistress. Eat me, make me cum," she begged, her hips grinding up toward my mouth.

I laughed darkly, slapping her thigh lightly. "You don't tell me what to do, slut."

I reached for my knapsack—I'd dropped it by the couch when I came in—and rummaged inside, pulling out my black latex flogger whip. It was one of my favorites, soft strands that stung just right. Stacey-Ann's eyes widened, but she didn't protest; if anything, her pussy got wetter, juices dripping down her ass crack.

I swung it lightly at first, the strands whipping against her inner thigh with a sharp smack. She jerked, a moan escaping her lips. Then harder, on her ass cheek as I flipped her slightly to the side. The sound was obscene—wet skin meeting latex—and she squirted, a gush of clear liquid spraying out as her body convulsed.

"Fuck, you love this shit, don't you?" I teased, watching her hand fly to her clit, rubbing furious circles while I kept whipping, tapping her pussy lightly between strikes. She squirted again, soaking the couch, her moans turning into cries.

"I love it, Mistress, punish me," she cooed, her voice breathy and broken, eyes locked on mine with pure submission.

God, this girl was driving me crazy. Her innocence from earlier was gone, replaced by this filthy, eager slut who wanted everything I had to give. I tossed the flogger aside, standing up to strip off my clothes. Tank top over my head, jeans shimmied down my thick hips, panties last—my own pussy was drenched, clit swollen and aching.

Naked now, my full breasts heaving, weaves cascading down my back, I felt powerful, dominant. I reached back into the knapsack and pulled out my G-spot vibrator—a curved, purple beast with multiple speeds.

"Shit, you came prepared," Stacey-Ann observed, her eyes on the toy, then flicking to the bag. "How many kinky toys you have in that knapsack?"

I laughed, deep and throaty, climbing back onto the couch. "Enough to drive you wild, bitch." I turned it on low, the buzz filling the room, and slid it into her wet pussy slow, watching her lips stretch around it. She was so tight, so ready. As it wormed its way in, twisting against her walls, I leaned down and slurped her clit, sucking hard while the vibe did its work.

"Fuck me, that feels good," Stacey-Ann moaned, her back arching off the couch, hands fisting the cushions. The vibrator hit her spot, and she squirted again, juices coating my chin as I ate her relentlessly, tongue flicking, lips pulling.

"Fuck, I'm cumming for you, Mistress," she cried, her body shaking.

I held out my tongue, lapping it all up. "Fuck yeah, keep cumming, slut. Drown my fucking face. Gimme all of that fucking nut." She did, wave after wave, her pussy clenching around the vibe as I twisted it deeper, my mouth never leaving her clit. When she finally slumped, panting, I pulled the toy out with a wet pop and licked it clean, tasting her essence.

But I wasn't done. I stood on the couch, feet planted on either side of her hips, my pussy hovering over her face. "Eat my fucking pussy," I ordered, lowering myself onto her mouth.

Stacey-Ann didn't hesitate. Her tongue twirled around my slit, lapping at my folds, then zeroing in on my clit with expert precision. I ground down, rocking back and forth over her face, my juices smearing across her lips and chin. "Bitch, you're gonna make me nut," I moaned, my hands bracing on the back of the couch, hips rolling in rhythm.

"Nut for me, Mistress, cum all over me. Treat me like your fucking whore. Flood my fucking whore-mouth," she mumbled against my pussy, her words vibrating through me.

I looked down at her, eyes burning with lust. "Bitch, I love the way you talk dirty. That's a filthy little mouth you have on you. Now open up and let me wash out all that fucking filth with this pussy-Listerine."

We both burst out laughing at that, the absurdity cutting through the heat, our bodies shaking with giggles even as the lust raged on. It was perfect—humor in the filth, making it real, making it us. "Stop laughing, bitch, and open up," I barked, still chuckling a bit as I ground harder.

She obeyed, mouth wide, tongue out. I came hard, squirting all down her throat, a torrent of my juices flooding her face. It was like a dam broke—wave after wave, soaking her braids, the couch, everything.

"Fuck, by this point this is a torrential downpour," Stacey-Ann laughed, licking me through it, her hands gripping my ass to pull me closer.

Minutes later, we were tangled on the couch, kissing passionately, tasting each other on our lips. Her body pressed against mine, soft and warm, my hands roaming her curves. But I pulled away, breath ragged. "Time for round two, slut."

I reached into the knapsack again, pulling out my strap-on—a thick, black nine-inch cock with ridges for extra pleasure. I stepped into the harness, buckling it tight around my hips, the dildo jutting out obscenely. Stacey-Ann's eyes lit up.

"Climb on my dick," I commanded.

She did, straddling me as I sat back, sinking down slow onto the fake cock. It stretched her, her pussy queefing as she took it inch by inch. I spanked her ass hard, mauling the cheeks with my hands, then started fucking her—slow at first, letting her adjust, then picking up speed, ramming hard and deep up into her.

"Fuck, you're gonna make me cum. I can feel that dick in my stomach," Stacey-Ann cried out above me, her tits bouncing, braids flying as she rode me.

"You love my big dick, huh?" I teased, spanking her again, my hips thrusting up to meet her.

"Fuck yeah, Mistress, you fuck me so good."

We fucked like that for what felt like hours—her cumming over and over, pussy clenching around the strap, squirting down my thighs. I flipped her onto her back, pounding missionary, then doggy, slapping her ass until it was red. She got hoarse from moaning, weak in the knees, collapsing into my arms with the cock still lodged deep in her.

"Get off my dick and suck on my pussy. I wanna nut," I said, pulling out the strap and tossing it aside.

Stacey-Ann dismounted, tasting the dildo first, sucking her own juices off it while I watched, then diving between my legs. Her tongue was magic—sucking, licking, fingers curling inside me. I wrapped my strong, thick thighs around her head, trembling as I came buckets, squirting like a broken fire hydrant all over her face.

Later, spent and glowing, we lay on the soaked couch. Stacey-Ann thanked me, kissing my neck. "That was... you dominated me like no one ever has. Made me cum in ways I didn't know I could."

I grinned, pulling her closer. "Good. You deserved it, young blood."

We shared a blunt she'd rolled, passing it back and forth with beers from her fridge, the room hazy with smoke and satisfaction. As the high settled in, Stacey-Ann opened up. "I moved here from New York. Born and raised there, went to school upstate. But I needed a fresh start. My ex-girlfriend... she was awful. Cheated on me constantly, got mixed up in some bad shit. She's a convict now—drugs, theft. I didn't want to be associated with her or her crowd anymore. So I packed up and came to Atlanta. New school, new life."

I was surprised, but it made sense—the innocence mixed with that edge. "Damn, that's heavy. Good for you, getting out. Takes balls to start over."

She nodded, taking a drag. "What about you? How'd you end up janitor at the AUC? You seem like you could run the place."

I sighed, leaning back. "Long story. Grew up in the West End, rough neighborhood. Mama worked two jobs, Daddy wasn't around. I hustled—odd jobs, whatever. Landed the janitor gig five years ago. Pays okay, and I like the kids. But I'm looking to leave soon. Maybe start my own cleaning business, or go back to school for business admin. Tired of scrubbing other people's messes."

We talked for hours, sharing stories—her about New York winters and bad relationships, me about Atlanta summers and family drama. It got deep, emotional, forging a bond beyond the sex. By the end, we were closer, real.


CHAPTER 3




The Atlanta night air was thick with promise as I led Stacey-Ann out of her apartment, our hands intertwined like we'd known each other forever instead of just a day. The high from our earlier session lingered in my veins, a warm buzz that made every step feel electric. She'd changed into a tight little black dress that hugged her curvaceous frame, her braids now loose and cascading over her shoulders like dark silk. Me? I'd thrown on a fresh pair of jeans and a crop top that showed off my toned stomach and the swell of my breasts, my weaves pulled back into a high ponytail to match her energy. We looked good together—tall and thick meeting slim and curvy, chocolate on chocolate, fire on fire.

"Where we headed?" Stacey-Ann asked, her voice still husky from all the moaning she'd done earlier. She squeezed my hand, those alluring brown eyes sparkling under the streetlights.

I grinned, pulling her closer as we walked toward my car, an old but reliable Honda parked down the block. "There's this spot downtown—Club Enigma. All-woman vibe on Fridays, good music, strong drinks. Figured we'd dance a bit, let loose. You game, young blood?"

She bit her lip, that innocent smile turning wicked. "With you? Always, Mistress."

I laughed, deep and throaty, unlocking the car and sliding into the driver's seat. "Save that for later. Tonight, we're just Charlene and Stacey-Ann, two fine ass women turning heads."

The drive was short, Atlanta's skyline glittering as we cruised down Peachtree, R&B blasting from the speakers—SZA crooning about love and lust. Stacey-Ann sang along softly, her hand on my thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles that had my clit twitching in anticipation. By the time we pulled up to the club, the line snaking around the corner, the bass thumping through the walls, I was ready to claim her all over again. But patience—good things come to those who build the heat.

We skipped the line—perks of knowing the bouncer, a butch sister named Tasha who'd been in my circle for years. "Charlene! Who's this fine thing?" Tasha teased, eyeing Stacey-Ann with appreciation.

"My girl for the night," I said, winking as I slipped her a twenty. "Treat her right."

Inside, the club was a sensory overload—dim lights pulsing with the beat, bodies grinding on the dance floor, the air thick with perfume, sweat, and desire. Women of all shades and sizes moved like waves, hips swaying, laughter ringing out over the music. I grabbed Stacey-Ann's hand and led her to the bar, ordering us tequila shots and chasers.

"To new beginnings," I toasted, clinking glasses.

She downed hers like a pro, grimacing cutely at the burn. "And to you wrecking me again later."

The shots hit fast, loosening us up as we hit the dance floor. The DJ spun a mix of hip-hop and R&B—Cardi B into Kehlani, the rhythm pulling us in. I pulled Stacey-Ann close, my hands on her hips, guiding her body against mine. She moved like liquid, her ass pressing back into me, grinding slow and deliberate. My lips found her neck, kissing lightly at first, then sucking, tasting the salt of her skin.

"You feel that?" I whispered, my voice barely audible over the music. "That's what you do to me."

She turned in my arms, her eyes dark with lust, pressing her tits against mine. "Take me home soon, Charlene. I need you."

We danced for hours, bodies slick with sweat, the tension building like a storm. Other women eyed us, some flirting outright, but I shut it down with a glare—she was mine tonight. By midnight, the club was packed, the energy peaking, but I couldn't wait anymore.

"Let's go," I said, grabbing her hand and leading her out into the cool night.

The drive to my apartment was charged, her hand between my legs, rubbing my clit through my jeans as I gripped the wheel. "You're gonna make me crash, slut," I growled, but I didn't stop her. My place was modest—West End vibes, with colorful throws on the couch, photos on the walls, and a bed that had seen its share of action. As soon as the door shut, I pushed her against it, kissing her deeply, tongues dancing, hands roaming.

"Bedroom," she gasped, and I scooped her up, carrying her down the hall.

I tossed her onto the bed, stripping off my clothes in record time, my thick body exposed—full breasts, wide hips, pussy already dripping. She shed her dress, naked and glorious, legs spread invitingly.

I crawled between her thighs, inhaling her scent again—that sweet, musky aroma that drove me wild. "I've been thinking about this all night," I murmured, my breath hot on her folds. I kissed her inner thighs first, teasing, licking the sensitive skin until she whimpered. Then, slow and deliberate, I parted her lips with my tongue, tasting her essence, flat licks from entrance to clit. She arched, moaning my name, her hands in my weaves.

"Charlene... please..."

I sucked her clit gently at first, rolling it between my lips, then harder, flicking with the tip of my tongue. Her juices coated my chin, her hips bucking as I inserted two fingers, curling them to hit her G-spot. The room filled with wet sounds, her cries echoing.

"Fuck, you're so wet for me," I whispered, pumping faster, my mouth never leaving her. She came hard, squirting onto my tongue, body shaking as I lapped it all up, prolonging her orgasm with soft licks.

But I needed more. I flipped her over, ass up, and buried my face from behind, tongue delving deep into her pussy while my thumb circled her clit. She screamed, pushing back, and I spanked her ass lightly, the smack resounding.

"Take it, baby," I commanded, eating her like she was my last meal, until she came again, collapsing in tremors.

Now it was my turn to fuck her good. I grabbed the strap from my nightstand—the same black beast from before—and harnessed up, the dildo thick and ready. "On your back," I said, and she obeyed, legs wide. I rubbed the tip against her entrance, teasing, then thrust in slow, inch by inch, stretching her. "Feel that? That's me owning this pussy."

"Yes, Mistress... fuck me deep," she begged.

I started slow, passionate thrusts, our eyes locked, my breasts brushing hers with each movement. Then faster, harder, the bed creaking as I pounded into her, her nails digging into my back. Sweat slicked our bodies, the air heavy with our moans. I kissed her through it, tongues entwining, making it real, emotional. She came twice more, her walls clenching around the strap, before I pulled out, spent and satisfied.

We lay there, panting, but the night wasn't over. I pulled her into my arms, kissing her forehead. "Come here, let me show you something."

I led her to the living room, still naked, and grabbed an old photo album from the shelf. We sat on the couch, her head on my shoulder, as I flipped through pages—family pics from holidays, me as a kid with pigtails, high school graduation where I looked awkward but proud.

"This is Mama," I said, pointing to a woman with my eyes. "She raised me alone, worked her ass off. And this? My siblings—two brothers, always trouble."

Stacey-Ann traced the photos, sharing her own stories—pics on her phone of family gatherings, her in New York as a teen. We bonded over lost loves, dreams, the pain of starting over. Tears mixed with laughter, drawing us closer, hearts opening.

Back in bed, the mood shifted to sweet passion. I made love to her slow—kisses trailing her body, tongue worshipping her nipples, fingers gentle inside her. She reciprocated, eating me with reverence, our orgasms building like waves, crashing in unison.

***

As the first rays of dawn filtered through the curtains, painting the room in soft pinks and golds, I couldn't keep my hands off her. Stacey-Ann lay beside me, her chocolate skin flushed from our earlier lovemaking, her braids splayed across the pillow like a dark halo. Her breath came in gentle rhythms, but her eyes—those alluring brown depths—were wide awake, locked on mine with a hunger that mirrored my own. We'd shared our souls through stories and photos, bonding over the scars of past lives, but now, in this quiet moment, our bodies called for more. A deeper connection, raw and passionate, to seal what our hearts had already claimed.

I rolled toward her, my thick frame enveloping her slim one, my lips finding hers in a kiss that started slow but ignited like wildfire. Our tongues danced, tasting the remnants of our shared pleasure from the night before—sweet, salty, intoxicating. My hands roamed her curves, tracing the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips, cupping her perky breasts and thumbing her nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. She moaned into my mouth, arching against me, her legs parting instinctively as if inviting me home.

"Charlene," she whispered, her voice a breathy plea, "I need you again. Make love to me like you own me."

I pulled back just enough to look at her, my clit throbbing at the sight of her—vulnerable, wanting, mine. "I do own you, young blood," I murmured, my voice low and commanding yet laced with tenderness.

I kissed down her neck, sucking gently at her pulse point, then lower, my lips trailing fire across her collarbone to her breasts. I took one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, sucking with rhythmic pulls that made her gasp and writhe. My hand slipped between her thighs, finding her pussy already slick, folds swollen and ready. I circled her clit with my thumb, slow and deliberate, building the pressure as I switched to her other breast, biting lightly to send shocks of pleasure through her.

"Fuck, Mistress... yes," she cried, her hands clutching my weaves, pulling me closer. Her hips bucked against my hand, seeking more friction, more of me.

I slid two fingers inside her, curling them to stroke that sensitive spot deep within, my palm grinding against her clit. She was so wet, so tight, her walls clenching around me like velvet. I pumped slowly at first, savoring the way her body responded, then faster, my mouth never leaving her skin—kissing, licking, marking her as mine.

"You feel so good, baby," I groaned against her breast. "This pussy was made for me."

Stacey-Ann's moans grew louder, her body trembling as I brought her to the edge. "I'm gonna cum... oh God, Charlene..." She shattered around my fingers, her juices flooding my hand, her cries echoing in the room. I didn't stop, riding out her orgasm with gentle thrusts until she slumped, panting and glowing.

But I wasn't done. I wanted to taste her again, to drown in her essence. I kissed my way down her stomach, nipping at her skin, until I settled between her legs. Her pussy was glistening, lips parted and inviting. I inhaled deeply, her scent filling me—musky, sweet, addictive.

"So beautiful," I whispered, then dove in, my tongue flat against her folds, lapping up her cum with long, slow strokes.

She tasted like heaven, like ours. I sucked her clit softly, then harder, alternating with flicks that made her hips jerk. My hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as I feasted, humming against her to send vibrations through her core.

"Charlene... fuck, your tongue..." she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair, guiding me deeper.

I inserted my tongue inside her, fucking her with it while my thumb worked her clit in circles. She came again, harder this time, squirting onto my chin, her body convulsing in ecstasy. I drank her in, every drop, until she begged for mercy, oversensitive and spent.

Now it was her turn to worship me. Stacey-Ann pushed me onto my back, her eyes fierce with desire.

"Let me make you feel good, Mistress," she said, kissing down my body—my neck, my full breasts, sucking my nipples until I moaned.

Her hands explored my thick curves, squeezing my ass, tracing my hips. She settled between my legs, her breath hot on my pussy. "You're so wet for me," she murmured, then licked me slow, her tongue parting my folds, savoring my taste.

I arched, gripping the sheets. "Yes, baby... eat me just like that."

Her mouth was magic—sucking my clit with perfect pressure, her fingers sliding inside me, curling to hit my G-spot. She hummed against me, the vibrations sending me spiraling. Our eyes locked as she pleasured me, the intimacy deepening the heat. I came hard, squirting into her mouth, my thighs clamping around her head as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

We weren't finished. I reached for the strap again, harnessing up, the thick dildo ready. But this time, it was passionate, not just fucking—making love. I entered her missionary, our bodies pressed close, my thrusts deep and slow, our foreheads touching.

"I love how you feel around me," I whispered, kissing her as I moved, our rhythms syncing like heartbeats.

"Faster... deeper," she begged, wrapping her legs around my waist. I obliged, pounding into her with controlled power, our moans mingling, sweat-slicked skin slapping. She came first, her pussy milking the strap, then I followed, grinding against the base until my own orgasm ripped through me.

We collapsed, tangled in sheets, but the passion surged again. I flipped her onto her stomach, entering from behind, my body covering hers, thrusts hitting new angles. "Take it all, baby," I growled, spanking her ass lightly, then soothing with kisses. She pushed back, meeting every stroke, our cries filling the room as we climaxed together once more.

Hours blurred into a haze of touch and taste—sixty-nine, her tongue on my clit while mine devoured her; scissoring, our pussies grinding wetly, clits rubbing until we screamed; fingers and toys bringing endless waves. Each orgasm bonded us deeper, passion weaving with love.

In Stacey-Ann, I'd found more than a fling—a partner, a love. Atlanta had given us this, and we'd build on it, fierce and free.
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