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CHAPTER 1




The humid Memphis air clung to Shyan Murphy's caramel skin like a lover's sweat as she stepped out of her sleek Audi in the parking lot of FlexFit Gym, the kind of spot where the weights clanged like thunder and the bass from the speakers thumped through your chest. It was a Thursday evening, the sun dipping low over the Mississippi River skyline, casting long shadows across the cracked asphalt. Shyan adjusted her sports bra, feeling the familiar pull of her thick thighs against the tight fabric of her leggings—thighs sculpted from years of squats, deadlifts, and that relentless grind she loved. At thirty-two, she was a vision of curvaceous power: full breasts that strained against any top she wore, a waist that dipped in just enough to accentuate her wide hips, and an ass that turned heads without her even trying. But lately, all that fire in her body felt wasted, like an engine revving with nowhere to go.

She slung her duffel bag over her shoulder, the zipper jangling with her keys and water bottle inside. Marcus, her husband of five years, was probably still at the hotel downtown, buried in spreadsheets and supplier calls as the new food manager at The Riverside Grill. He was a good man—hell, a great one on paper. White boy from the suburbs who'd fallen hard for her back in college, treated her like a queen with his steady affection and that quiet support that made her feel seen. But damn, if the bedroom hadn't turned into a ghost town these past months. Marcus wasn't hung like a horse, but his girth had always hit her spots just right, filling her up in ways that made her toes curl. Used to be they'd fuck like rabbits after his shifts, her riding him on the couch while the TV flickered in the background, or him bending her over the kitchen counter before dinner. Now? It was quick pecks on the cheek, excuses about fatigue, and her left to her own devices with that damn vibrator humming away in the drawer like a poor substitute.

Shyan pushed through the gym doors, the cool blast of AC hitting her face, mixed with the metallic scent of iron and sweat. The place was buzzing—folks from the hood and the high-rises alike, grunting through sets, mirrors fogged up from heavy breaths. She spotted her girls at the squat racks: Tesha, with her locs tied back and that no-nonsense glare; Jada, the flirtatious one with the honey-brown skin and killer smile; and a couple others from their crew, all thick queens who owned their space.

"Girl, you late as hell," Tesha called out, wiping sweat from her brow as she racked a barbell loaded with plates. "We already on our second set. What's good?"

Shyan dropped her bag and stretched her arms overhead, feeling the burn in her shoulders. "Blame traffic on Beale Street. Tourists everywhere, actin' like they own the damn road." She laughed, but it was forced. Her mind was elsewhere, replaying last night's half-hearted attempt at intimacy with Marcus. He'd come home late again, smelling faintly of some expensive cologne that wasn't his usual cheap Axe spray. She'd tried to initiate, pressing her body against his in bed, but he'd mumbled something about a long day and rolled over. Left her staring at the ceiling, frustrated as fuck.

Jada eyed her knowingly, sipping from her Hydro Flask. "Uh-uh, don't give us that. You lookin' like somebody stole your last piece of fried catfish. What's up? Marcus still slacking?"

Shyan sighed, grabbing a barbell and loading it up with 45s on each side. She squatted down, feeling the familiar fire ignite in her quads. "Y'all, it's bad. I talked to him like y'all said. Laid it all out—told him I need that dick on the regular, not this once-a-blue-moon bullshit. He blamed the promotion, sayin' the job's got him stressed. But I ain't buyin' it. He comin' home smellin' like he been huggin' up on some bitch at work."

Tesha snorted, spotting Jada on her next set. "Promotion my ass. That white boy probably dippin' his stick elsewhere. You know how they do—get a little power and forget who held 'em down."

"Nah, Marcus ain't like that," Shyan protested, though doubt gnawed at her gut like hunger pangs. She powered through her squats, ass dipping low, thighs quivering with the effort. Sweat beaded on her forehead, trickling down her neck. "But for real, I'm tired of this vibrator life. That shit buzzes, but it don't hold me after. Don't whisper nasty shit in my ear or grab my hips like it owns me."

The girls erupted in laughter, drawing glances from nearby lifters. Jada fanned herself dramatically. "Girl, you need to hire one of them YouTube dudes. 'Catch a Cheater'—they be settin' up honey traps and recordin' everything. Bust his ass if he steppin' out."

Shyan paused mid-rep, the bar heavy on her shoulders. The idea twisted in her mind like a knife. Part of her wanted proof, wanted to confront him with evidence that would shatter the lies. But another part—the deeper, aching part—feared what she'd find. Marcus had been her rock: the one who encouraged her freelance editing gigs, who cooked soul food on Sundays even though he burned the collards half the time. Losing that... it would gut her.

"I don't know, Jada. That feels sneaky. But damn, if he ain't desirin' me no more, what's a sista supposed to do?"

"Find you a side piece that can lay it down proper," Tesha quipped, winking. "Ain't no shame in the game if he ain't playin' his part."

They kept at it, the conversation flowing like the sweat down their backs. Shyan pushed harder, channeling her frustration into the weights. Lift after lift, her muscles screamed, but it was a good pain—the kind that reminded her she was alive, powerful, desirable. Even if her husband seemed to have forgotten.

That's when the gym doors swung open with a whoosh, and in walked Tyrone Ferguson. The man was a force: six-foot-four of solid muscle, dark chocolate skin gleaming under the fluorescent lights, built like a linebacker with arms that bulged from his tank top, tats snaking down like stories etched in ink—tribal patterns, a lion's head, dates that probably meant something deep. He owned The Riverside Grill, Marcus's boss, and carried himself like he owned the whole damn city. Heads turned; whispers rippled. Tyrone scanned the room, his eyes locking on Shyan almost immediately, a slow grin spreading across his full lips.

"Damn, Shyan Murphy in the flesh," he boomed, striding over with that confident swagger, like the floor parted just for him.

He pulled her into a hug before she could protest, his massive arms enveloping her, the scent of his cologne—something rich and spicy—filling her nostrils. She felt the hard planes of his chest against her, and for a split second, her body betrayed her, tingling in places it shouldn't.

"Tyrone? What you doin' here?" Shyan pulled back, smiling despite herself. It had been months since she'd seen him, usually at work functions or when she'd drop by the hotel to surprise Marcus.

He looked down at her, his dark eyes lingering a beat too long on her curves hugged by those leggings. "Girl, it's good to see you. You don't come visit us no more. What's up with that?"

Shyan shrugged, feeling a flush creep up her neck. "I've been busy, Tyrone. Editorial stuff—deadlines don't wait for nobody."

He chuckled, a deep rumble that vibrated through the air. "Hey, I know how it goes. Your husband workin' well, too. He's the best food manager I ever had, no joke. That white boy know his stuff."

Shyan's smile faltered just a touch at the mention of Marcus, but she recovered. "I'm so happy to hear that. He's been puttin' in them hours."

Tyrone's gaze shifted to her friends, who were openly staring, Tesha with a raised eyebrow, Jada biting her lip like she was holding back a comment. Shyan quickly introduced them: "This is Tesha, Jada, and the crew. Girls, this Tyrone—owns the spot where Marcus works."

Pleasantries flew—handshakes, compliments on his build, Tyrone charming them with that magnetic presence that made you feel like the only person in the room. He joked about the gym being his new spot, how he needed to stay sharp to keep up with "fine sistas like y'all." The girls ate it up, giggling and teasing. Shyan felt a spark of something—jealousy? No, more like awareness. Tyrone was fine, no denying it. But she was married. Loyal. Or trying to be.

After the chit-chat, Tyrone nodded toward the squat rack. "What muscle group y'all hittin' today?"

"Legs, of course," Shyan said, flexing her thigh playfully. "Gotta keep these tree trunks strong."

Tyrone's eyes dropped to her legs, appreciation flashing. "Aight, let's workout together then."

He stripped off his hoodie, revealing more of those tats and a physique that screamed discipline—broad shoulders, ripped abs peeking through the tank. The girls exchanged glances, and they all jumped in, the energy shifting to something electric.

The workout was intense, hours blurring in a haze of reps and laughter. Tyrone spotted Shyan on squats, his hands hovering near her hips, close enough to feel his heat but not touching—yet the air crackled.

"Push it, girl. You got this. Ass to grass," he encouraged, his voice low and commanding. She felt his stare on her form, the way her leggings stretched over her curves.

Jada whispered to Tesha, "That man eye-fuckin' her hard," and they both snickered.

Between sets, they talked—real talk. Tyrone shared stories from the restaurant, how he'd built it from a food truck in South Memphis to a downtown staple. Shyan opened up a bit about her editing work, freelancing for urban lit authors, crafting stories of hood love and drama that mirrored her own life sometimes too closely. Humor laced their banter: Tyrone mimicking Marcus's "proper" way of ordering supplies, Shyan roasting him for his flashy Range Rover parked outside like he was compensating. Flirtation simmered underneath—his compliments on her strength, her playful jabs at his ego.

But drama lurked in Shyan's thoughts. As she leg-pressed heavy plates, grunting with effort, her mind wandered to Marcus. Was he really cheating? That cologne scent haunted her, a ghost of betrayal. Emotional turmoil churned: love for her husband clashing with this raw need, this hunger that Tyrone's presence amplified. He was everything Marcus wasn't—bold, unapologetic, radiating that hood charisma that made her pulse race.

By the end, they were all drenched, high-fiving and catching breaths. "That was fire," Tyrone said, wiping his face with a towel. "Y'all some beasts."

The group walked out to the parking lot, the night air cooler now, stars peeking through the city haze. Shyan bid her friends goodbye, hugs and promises to link up soon. Jada leaned in close, whispering hot in her ear: "Bag him, girl. Bag him. That's a real man right there." Shyan swatted her away, laughing, but the words lingered as Jada and the others piled into their cars and peeled out.

Tyrone walked with her, and lo and behold, their rides were parked side by side—her Audi next to his gleaming black Range Rover. They both chuckled at the coincidence. "Great minds park alike," Shyan quipped.

Tyrone leaned against his door, arms crossed, muscles flexing. He'd always wanted her—ever since Marcus brought her to a staff party two years back. That white boy had no clue how to handle a woman like Shyan, he thought. Fine as wine, with that fire in her eyes. Overhearing Marcus on the phone yesterday, brushing off her invite to the gym, had been the push he needed. Fuck it, he'd thought. Time to make a move.

"Hey, I'm havin' a little gathering tomorrow evenin' at my place," he said casually, though his eyes burned with intent. "Good food, music, wine. You can bring your friends if you want."

Shyan's ears perked up, a thrill shooting through her. "Hmm, sounds like fun. What's the dress code?"

Tyrone laughed, stepping closer. "Although I'll prefer you nude, it's best if you just dress normal. Jeans will work."

Her eyes widened, a playful shock. She patted his arm—hard as steel. "I'm married, Tyrone. Stop playin'."

He opened his Rover door, but didn't get in. "I ain't playin', girl. You fine as hell, and that body of yours deserve a real nigga to put in the work."

The words hit her like a wave, lust radiating from him, thick and undeniable. It's been too long since someone looked at her like that—like she was a meal to devour. Her clit throbbed faintly in her leggings, a traitor to her vows. She smiled, testing the waters. "You think you can handle me, Tyrone?"

He cleared his throat, voice dropping low. "Erm, excuse my language, but I'll fuck the shit outta you."

Shyan's breath caught, heat pooling between her thighs. She tossed her duffel in her backseat, trying to play it cool. "Alright, you talk big. But I'm married to Marcus, and he's doin' just fine."

Tyrone laughed, shaking his head. "Not from what I'm hearin'. Your friends told me you need help in the bedroom department. Told me your man ain't givin' you the proper fuckin' you deserve. And I'm tellin' you, I can deliver."

She blushed hard, cursing Tesha and Jada's loose lips. Humiliation mixed with arousal, a cocktail that made her dizzy. "Alright, fuck it. But my husband cannot know about this. Get a hotel room ready. I'm gonna go home and get ready. Call me when you're set. I'll just tell Marcus I'm havin' a girls' night out."

Tyrone's smile was victorious, eyes gleaming. He punched his number into her phone. "I'll text you the address. See you in a bit."

They drove off separately, the night charged with promise. Shyan's heart pounded, guilt warring with excitement. What the hell was she doing? But as the city lights blurred past, she couldn't deny the fire igniting inside her. Tonight was gonna be lit.

Back home in their cozy Midtown apartment, Shyan showered quickly, the hot water cascading over her curves like a lover's touch she craved. She lathered up with her favorite vanilla body wash, fingers tracing the lines of her body—thighs thick from squats, ass firm and round, breasts heavy and sensitive. Memories flooded: Marcus's hands on her once, eager and loving. Now? Distant. She stepped out, toweling off, and slipped into a simple black dress that hugged her figure without screaming "affair." Makeup light, hair in loose waves. Her phone buzzed—Tyrone's text with the address: a swanky hotel downtown, room 512.

"Marcus, baby, I'm headin' out with the girls," she called, peeking into the living room where he lounged on the couch, scrolling his phone. He looked up, tired eyes softening.

"Aight, have fun. Be safe." No questions, no spark. Just routine.

Guilt twisted her gut as she kissed his cheek, smelling that damn cologne again. Was he really cheating? Or was she projecting her own shit? She pushed it down, grabbing her keys. "Love you."

"Love you too."

The drive to the hotel was a blur of neon signs and honking horns, Memphis alive with its gritty pulse. Shyan's mind raced—emotional turmoil in full swing. She loved Marcus, truly. He'd been there through her mom's illness, her career dips. But this neglect? It hurt deep, like a wound festering. And Tyrone... he promised release, that raw fucking she missed. Humor flickered in her thoughts: What if he couldn't back up that big talk? She'd laugh about it later with the girls.

Pulling into the hotel lot, she parked, heart hammering. The lobby was upscale—marble floors, chandeliers twinkling. She rode the elevator up, nerves buzzing like her vibrator on high. Room 512. Knock.

Tyrone opened the door, shirtless, pants low on his hips, revealing the V of muscle leading down. "You came."

She stepped in, the door clicking shut. The room was dim, lit by lamps, a bottle of wine on the table. "Don't make me regret it."

He poured glasses, handing her one. "No regrets tonight. Just us."

They talked first—playful banter easing the tension. Tyrone joked about Marcus's promotion, how he'd earned it fair. Shyan laughed, but drama simmered: "You think he's cheatin'?"

Tyrone shrugged. "Don't know. But if he is, he stupid. Losin' you? Nah."


CHAPTER 2




The hotel room pulsed with anticipation, the dim glow of the bedside lamps casting golden shadows across the plush carpet and king-sized bed. Shyan's heart raced like a drumbeat in her chest, her caramel skin flushing under Tyrone's intense gaze. He had her backed against the edge of the bed now, his large hands roaming her body with a possessiveness that made her knees weak. The air was thick with their mingled scents—her vanilla body lotion clashing deliciously with his spicy cologne—and the faint hum of the city traffic below seemed worlds away. This was their bubble, their secret, and damn if it didn't feel intoxicating.

Tyrone's fingers hooked under the hem of her black dress, peeling it up slowly, inch by inch, revealing the lacy thong that barely contained her curves. He tossed the fabric aside like it offended him, his eyes drinking in her naked form. Shyan stood there, unapologetic in her thickness—full breasts heaving with each breath, nipples hardening under the cool air, her waist curving into wide hips that led to those legendary thighs, sculpted from endless gym sessions. The snake and rose tattoos on her inner thighs twisted elegantly, a symbol of her wild side, the one Marcus had tamed but never fully unleashed.

"Fuck, I love 'em thighs," Tyrone growled, his voice low and gravelly, laced with that Memphis drawl that sent shivers straight to her core.

He dropped to his knees before her, like a king worshipping his queen, his rough hands gripping her hips as he leaned in. Those tats called to him, and he planted light kisses along the inked skin, starting at the rose petals and tracing the snake's coils with his lips. Soft, teasing pecks that made Shyan tremble, her thick legs quivering under his touch. She could feel the heat of his breath against her, the stubble on his jaw grazing her sensitive flesh.

"This is so wrong and yet so right," she cooed above him, her voice breathy, laced with the turmoil churning inside her. Marcus's face flashed in her mind—his sweet smile, his gentle hands—but it faded as Tyrone's mouth ventured higher, his tongue darting out to taste the salt of her skin.

He didn't respond with words; actions spoke louder. Tyrone dove in, his face burying between her thighs, nose pressing against her mound as his tongue parted her folds. He tasted her arousal, sweet and tangy, like forbidden fruit he'd been craving for months.

"Mmm, damn, girl, you wet as fuck," he murmured against her, the vibration of his words making her gasp. His tongue lapped at her slowly at first, savoring every drop, circling her entrance before flicking upward.

Moans erupted from Shyan's trembling lips, raw and unfiltered, echoing off the hotel walls. "Rub my clit while you eat me," she moaned out, her hands tangling in his short locs, guiding him. She was done playing coy; this was what she'd been missing, that raw hunger.

Tyrone obliged without hesitation, his thick fingers finding her swollen clit, working it in slow, fervent circles while his tongue delved deeper into her wet, succulent pussy. He sucked on her lips, pulling them gently between his teeth before releasing, then flattened his tongue to lap broad strokes. Shyan went mad with lust, her hips bucking against his face, all that guilt for cheating on Marcus shoved to the back of her mind. Tyrone was giving her pussy the best tongue-lashing ever, better than any fantasy she'd conjured with her vibrator.

Her eyes rolled back in her head as she flung it back, arching off the bed. "Fuck, nigga, you eating that pussy real good!"

He thrust his head up for a second, lips glistening with her juices, eyes locked on hers with that predatory gleam. "You deserve the best, Shyan." Then he dove back in, tonguing her pussy with renewed vigor, his fingers pinching and rubbing her clit in rhythm. Her cream painted his lips, slick and creamy, and he drank it down like fine wine.

Shyan's strong thighs clamped around his head, holding him in place as the pressure built, coiling tight in her belly. "Oh shit, I'm cumming!" she cried, her body convulsing. She climaxed all over his fucking tongue, waves of pleasure crashing through her.

"Yes, give it to me, girl. Cum all over Daddy's fucking tongue," Tyrone urged her on, his voice muffled but commanding, his fingers working the cum out of her as she now squirted, jets of her essence splashing over his mouth, dripping down his chin.

"Shit, nigga, you driving me crazy," she breathed hard, her chest heaving, body still twitching from the aftershocks.

Tyrone pulled back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a satisfied smirk on his face. "Marcus don't eat you like this?" he asked, genuinely curious, wanting to hear her admit it.

"Fuck no, your tongue-work is top-tier," Shyan admitted, trying to gain back her composure, still panting from the bone-shattering orgasm. Her body felt like jelly, but the fire in her eyes said she was far from done.

Minutes later, after she properly caught her breath, she sat up on the bed, her gaze hungry. "Your turn. Strip for me, Tyrone."

He stood, chuckling, that deep rumble that made her pussy clench. He kicked off his shoes, unbuckled his belt, and let his pants drop, revealing boxer briefs strained to the limit. When he hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down, his cock sprang free—long, thick, obsidian-black, veined and throbbing, easily ten inches of pure power.

Shyan's eyes went wide, her mouth parting in genuine awe. "Fuck, Ty, how do you walk around with that thing?" she asked, genuinely concerned, as she reached out to stroke it, her fingers barely wrapping around the girth.

"It's hard, I tell ya. So I try my best not to get erections or else I'll totally embarrass myself," he revealed in laughter, his abs flexing as he watched her.

"This is the biggest fucking cock I've ever seen," Shyan said, admiring it like a work of art. She leaned forward, pressing her full lips to the head in a passionate French kiss, tongue swirling around the tip, tasting the pre-cum beading there.

"Fuck, I love the way you kiss my dick," Tyrone moaned out above her, looking down at the black queen below him, her caramel skin glowing, curves on full display.

"You do, Daddy?" she teased, kissing along the side of his shaft, holding the dick above her head as she dipped under to kiss and slurp on his balls. Her tongue bathed them, sucking one into her mouth gently, then the other, her hand stroking the length she couldn't yet conquer.

"Fuck yeah, that's it, Shyan. Keep this up, and I’ma fucking nut." His voice was strained, hips twitching as she worked him.

She stroked that monster of a cock as best as she could, running her tongue on the underside, tracing the vein from base to tip. Then she went back to the head, slurping on it like a popsicle, her saliva coating him, making him shine. "Mmm, you taste so good, Daddy. This big black dick is all mine tonight," she purred, her eyes locking with his as she bobbed her head, taking as much as she could.

"Take it, Shyan. Take my dick down your fucking throat," Tyrone commanded, his hand gently guiding her head, not forcing but encouraging.

Shyan tried to deepthroat him, relaxing her throat, pushing forward—but he was too fucking big. She gagged, eyes watering, saliva dripping from her lips as she pulled back, strings of spit connecting her mouth to his cock. "Shit, you're huge," she gasped, but dove back in, determined. She slurped noisily, gagging again as she forced more down, her cheeks hollowing with suction.

"Fuck, this dick is stretching my throat," she mumbled around him, slobbering all over, making it messy and wet.

"Damn, girl, you suckin' that dick like a pro. Look at you, gaggin' on this fucking cock. That's my nasty bitch," Tyrone groaned, his head falling back, fingers tightening in her hair. "Spit on it, baby. Make it sloppy."

Shyan pulled off with a pop, spitting on the head, watching it drip down before stroking him fast, her hand twisting. "You like that, huh? Like when I choke on this monster?" She took him back in, bobbing faster, gagging louder, tears streaming but her pussy dripping from the thrill. She hummed around him, vibrations sending shocks through his body.

"Fuck, yes! Suck that dick, Shyan. You're my little dick-suckin' queen. I’ma fuck your face if you keep teasin'." He thrust gently, testing her limits, loving how she took it, her throat bulging slightly.

She slurped and gagged for what felt like eternity, her jaw aching but the power she felt turning him on made it worth it. Saliva pooled on the floor, her chin messy, but she didn't care—this was raw, filthy, arousing as hell.

Finally, Tyrone couldn't take it anymore. He lifted her up from the floor like she weighed nothing, his muscles bulging. "Jump up on me," he ordered, voice husky.

Shyan did, wrapping her thick legs around his waist, arms around his neck as he slipped his big obsidian dick up her tight pussy. The stretch was immediate, burning deliciously as he filled her inch by inch.

"Oh my God!" she cried out loud on the top of her lungs, taking the biggest dick ever for the first time in her life.

"Take it, take this fucking dick," Tyrone kept telling her as he began pounding up into her pussy, holding on tightly onto her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he hammered up into her. Each thrust lifted her slightly, her breasts bouncing against his chest.

Shyan was moaning so fucking loud, the sounds echoing, her nails raking his back. She was creaming all over his dick, painting his obsidian shaft in creamy white, the slickness making obscene squelching noises. He took her lips then, kissing her deep, tongues battling as she moaned into his mouth. He fucked her hard, knowing this is how you fuck a bitch like Shyan—relentless, dominant, making her feel every inch.

"Fuck me, Daddy! Pound this pussy!" she screamed between kisses, her body slamming against his with each upward thrust. "You're so deep, shit!"

He fucked her standing up like that for what felt like hours, sweat pouring down their bodies, the room filled with the slap of skin on skin. Her thighs squeezed him, holding on as orgasms ripped through her, one after another. "I'm cumming again! Don't stop!"

Finally, his arms burning but unwilling to quit, he placed her down on the couch on her back, spreading her legs wide. He dove right back in to eating her creamy pussy, tongue lapping up her cum, sucking her clit hard. Shyan went wild, holding onto his head, grinding her creaming pussy all over his lips.

"Eat it, baby! Taste how wet you make me!"

Soon he pulled up for air, his face slick, and carried his cock to her mouth. "Taste your fucking pussy," he commanded.

Shyan didn't hesitate; she took that cock in her mouth, covered with her cream, and began sucking, savoring the mix of their flavors. "Mmm, I taste good on you," she moaned around him.

"Yes, clean it real good, babe. I'm gonna fuck you missionary. I want you to look me in the eye while I beat that pussy up," Tyrone told her as he reached for her clit, rubbing it in fervent circles. She sucked him off real good, moaning over his cock, the vibrations pushing him closer.

Then Tyrone went back between her legs and eased his cock back into her pussy, the farting sounds of her cunt erupting as he stretched her out with his big dick. He resumed thrusting, slow at first then building.

"Fuck, look at those fucking pussy-lips gripping my dick. You don't want me to stop fucking you, huh?" Tyrone teased. "That little white boy husband of yours can never give this pussy the fucking it deserves."

He slapped Shyan's bouncing breasts, mauling and holding onto them as he resumed fucking her hard. Her voice now hoarse from all the moaning, but she moaned even louder as Tyrone fucked her deep, his balls banging up against her ass with every thrust.

"Fuck, I can feel your dick in my fucking stomach," Shyan cooed, her eyes locked on his, just like he wanted.

"As you should, baby girl, as you should," he said, holding onto her neck, gripping it lightly at first, then tighter, fucking her harder.

"Yes, fucking choke me while you fuck the shit outta this pussy," she dared him, and he did, pounding her pussy hard, his grip firm but safe, making her see stars.

Her orgasm built fast, powerful, and it hit like a tsunami, forcing his dick out of her pussy as she squirted all over, tapping her cunt and rubbing her clit furiously, juices splashing the hotel's couch and onto his twitching dick, covering her thighs.

"Put that dick back in me and fuck," she told him, eyes glazed over from lust as she rubbed her clit hard.

Tyrone resumed fucking her, slamming back in. Twelve seconds later, she told him, "Pull that dick out." He did, and the second he did, she resumed squirting, covering his dick and couch in her juices.

"God, you're fucking the cum out of me. It's been a while since I've cum this good," Shyan admitted, rubbing on her clit as she ordered Tyrone to put his dick back in her. He did and resumed pounding away at her cunt, the rhythm brutal and beautiful.

Minutes later, he hollered out above her, that he was about to cum. "Fuck, I'm about to nut," he moaned, his thrusts erratic.

"Cum in me, Tyrone. Nut deep inside me," she urged him, her pussy clenching around him.

"Fuck, here it comes," he said, and Shyan felt it—his cock pulsing inside her as she began to feel his creamy essence, filling her up oh so good. Rope after rope of hot cum painted her walls, mixing with her own juices, leaking out as he thrust a few more times, milking himself dry.

They collapsed together, bodies slick and spent, breathing ragged. Tyrone pulled out slowly, watching his cum drip from her pussy, a satisfied grin on his face. "Damn, girl, that was fire."

Shyan lay there, a post-orgasmic glow on her face, but reality crept back in. Guilt mixed with satisfaction, but the high lingered. Tyrone fetched a bottle of champagne from the mini-fridge, popping the cork with a flourish. He poured two glasses, handing her one as he settled beside her on the couch, naked and unashamed.

"To nights like this," he toasted, clinking glasses.

She sipped, the bubbles tickling her nose. "Tyrone... what we just did... it's complicated."

He nodded, his hand tracing lazy circles on her thigh. "I know. You got Marcus. But damn, Shyan, I've wanted you since the first time I saw you at the restaurant. That white boy lucky as hell, but he ain't appreciatin' you right."

She sighed, leaning into him. "He's a good man. Loves me, supports me. But lately... it's like the spark's gone. Work, stress, whatever. I feel invisible sometimes."

Tyrone pulled her closer, his arm around her shoulders. "You ain't invisible to me. You're a queen—strong, sexy, smart. That body, that mind... shit, I'd worship you every day if I could."

She laughed softly, a mix of humor and sadness. "You talk a big game, but you delivered. That was... intense. I ain't cum like that in years."

He chuckled. "Told you. But for real, Shyan, this don't have to be a one-time thing. We can keep it on the low. You deserve to feel good."

Emotional turmoil swirled in her chest—love for Marcus, lust for Tyrone, the drama of it all. "I don't know. I love my husband. But tonight... it felt right. Like I needed this."

They talked for hours, sharing stories. Tyrone opened up about building his business from the hood, the struggles, the wins. Shyan shared her dreams of starting her own editing firm, the frustrations with Marcus's distance. It was a heart-to-heart, raw and real, laced with flirtation—his hand on her knee, her fingers tracing his tats. Humor crept in too: joking about how Marcus would flip if he knew, or how Tyrone's dick probably had its own zip code.

As the champagne dwindled, Shyan glanced at the clock. "I gotta go. Marcus might be wonderin'."

Tyrone nodded, pulling her into a deep kiss. "Aight. But promise me—more another time?"

She smiled, dressing slowly. "Yeah. This ain't over."

She left the hotel, the cool night air hitting her face, her body sore but satisfied. Driving home, thoughts raced—guilt, excitement, the promise of more. Marcus was asleep when she slipped in, none the wiser.

Tyrone, meanwhile, gathered his things, handing the key back to the front desk agent with a nod. He drove to his apartment, the taste of her still on his lips. He had finally fucked her, and it felt so fucking good. And it certainly won't be his last. The night replayed in his mind, fueling fantasies of round two.

But for now, the city slept, secrets tucked away in the shadows.

***

The morning light filtered through the curtains of their Midtown apartment, casting a warm glow on the kitchen table where Shyan sipped her coffee. Marcus shuffled in, yawning, his hair tousled, wearing those old basketball shorts she loved on him. "Mornin', babe. How was girls' night?"

She forced a smile, the ache between her legs a secret reminder. "Fun. We talked, laughed. You know how it is."

He kissed her forehead, oblivious. "Good. I missed you."

Guilt gnawed at her, but so did the thrill. At work, her mind wandered to Tyrone—his touch, his words. Texts came later: "Thinkin' bout u." She replied, "Me too."


CHAPTER 3




The penthouse pulsed like a living thing, high above the Memphis skyline where the Mississippi River glittered under the moon like black silk shot through with silver. Tyrone’s place was no modest gathering spot—it was a statement. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city lights, neon accents bleeding purple and blue across polished concrete floors. The bass from a custom sound system throbbed through the walls, a slow, dirty trap beat that made hips sway whether people wanted them to or not. The air smelled of fried chicken, brown liquor, weed smoke, and expensive perfume—hood opulence in full bloom.

Shyan stepped through the double doors in a crimson dress that clung to every dangerous curve. The fabric stretched lovingly over her full breasts, dipped low enough to tease the swell of cleavage, then hugged her waist before flaring over hips that could stop traffic. Her thick thighs—those legendary thighs—peeked through a high slit with every step, the snake-and-rose tattoos curling like secrets against her caramel skin. Her hair fell in loose waves, lips painted the same dangerous red as the dress. She looked like sin wrapped in silk, and she knew it.

Tesha and Jada flanked her like bodyguards, already buzzing from pre-game shots in the car.

“Girl, you came to do damage tonight,” Jada said, eyes wide as she took in the crowd. “That dress is screaming ‘come get this work.’”

Tesha laughed, low and knowing. “She ain’t tryna get nobody’s attention but one person’s. And he’s already clocked her.”

Shyan felt it before she saw him.

Tyrone stood near the bar, black button-down open at the collar, sleeves rolled to reveal forearms roped with muscle and ink. He was laughing at something a server said, but the second Shyan entered the room, his head turned. Their eyes locked across thirty feet of bodies and bass. Heat rolled through her like whiskey on an empty stomach.

She broke first, looking away, cheeks warm.

Marcus was already there—her sweet, steady Marcus—standing near a group of restaurant staff, laughing politely at someone’s joke. He wore the navy blazer she’d picked out for him last Christmas, sleeves a little too long, tie slightly crooked. When he spotted her, his face lit up like a kid seeing Christmas morning.

“Baby!” He crossed the room, arms open. “You look… damn. You look incredible.”

She let him pull her into a hug, inhaling the familiar scent of his aftershave mixed with hotel kitchen spices. Guilt stabbed low in her belly, sharp and familiar.

“You clean up nice too,” she teased, straightening his tie. “Didn’t know you were coming.”

“Tyrone invited the whole team. Said it was a celebration for the new numbers.” Marcus grinned, proud. “He’s been talking me up to investors. Said I’m the reason the kitchen’s running smooth.”

Shyan’s smile stayed in place, but her stomach twisted. Across the room, Tyrone watched them, expression unreadable.

The party swallowed them. Tesha dragged Shyan onto the dance floor while Jada disappeared toward the bar with a promising-looking bartender. Bodies pressed close, hips rolling to the beat. Shyan moved instinctively, thick thighs shifting under crimson silk, ass swaying in slow, deliberate circles. She felt eyes on her—hungry, appreciative, possessive.

She felt his eyes most of all.

Tyrone moved through the crowd like water, greeting people, shaking hands, but never losing track of her. When the DJ dropped a slow, nasty R&B cut—something with heavy bass and lyrics too filthy for daylight—he finally closed the distance.

He didn’t ask. He just stepped behind her, hands settling lightly on her hips, pulling her back against the hard planes of his body. The contact was electric.

“Thought you weren’t coming,” he murmured against her ear, voice low enough that only she could hear.

Shyan arched just enough to press her ass back against him. “Thought you weren’t watching.”

“Liar.” His fingers flexed on her hips. “Been watching since you walked through the door. That dress should be illegal.”

She laughed, soft and breathless. “You invited me.”

“I invited you to the gathering. Didn’t know you’d come looking like dessert.”

Across the room, Marcus was talking to a line cook, oblivious, laughing at something on his phone.

Shyan’s heart kicked hard.

She turned in Tyrone’s arms, facing him now, bodies still swaying. “We can’t—”

“I know.” His eyes dropped to her mouth. “But I’m dying to taste you again. Right now. Right here.”

The music shifted, slower, dirtier. A remix of an old-school slow jam that made every couple in the room grind closer.

Shyan glanced toward the hallway that led to the private wing—guest rooms, a small office, the balcony. Dark. Quiet. Dangerous.

She met his gaze. “Five minutes.”

His smile was slow, predatory. “Three.”

They slipped away separately.

Shyan excused herself to the bathroom. Tyrone disappeared toward the bar, then doubled back through a side door. She found him waiting in the shadowed hallway, back against the wall, arms crossed, cock already half-hard in his slacks.

The second the door closed behind her, he was on her.

He backed her against the wall, one massive hand cradling the back of her head, the other sliding up her thigh through the slit in her dress. Their mouths crashed together—hungry, desperate, tongues tangling like they’d been starving for weeks instead of days.

“Fuck, I missed this mouth,” he growled against her lips.

Shyan bit his bottom lip, hard enough to sting. “Then stop talking.”

He spun her around, pressing her front to the cool wall. She arched instinctively, ass out, back curved in that way that always made him lose his mind. Tyrone groaned, low and guttural, hands shoving her dress up over her hips.

“Red lace,” he muttered, fingers tracing the edge of her thong. “You trying to kill me?”

“Maybe.” She pushed back against him, grinding slow. “Maybe I want you to suffer.”

He yanked the panties down in one rough motion, letting them pool at her ankles. His belt clinked, zipper rasped. The blunt head of his cock nudged between her thighs, sliding through her slick folds.

Shyan whimpered.

“Quiet, baby,” he warned, voice rough. “Your husband’s twenty feet away.”

The words should’ve stopped her. Instead, they made her wetter.

He pushed in slow—agonizingly slow—stretching her open inch by thick inch. Shyan’s nails scraped the wall, breath hitching as he filled her completely.

“Goddamn,” Tyrone hissed, hips flush against her ass. “This pussy was made for me.”

Then he started fucking her.

Hard. Fast. Relentless.

Each thrust drove her up onto her toes, breasts bouncing inside the dress, nipples scraping lace. The angle was filthy—deep, punishing, hitting that spot that made her see stars. The wet slap of skin on skin mixed with the muffled bass from the party, creating its own dirty rhythm.

“Take it,” he growled against her ear, one hand wrapping around her throat—not tight, just enough to remind her who was in control. “Take this big dick like the nasty girl you are.”

Shyan moaned, low and broken. “Harder. Fuck me like you hate me.”

He did.

His other hand slid between her legs, fingers finding her clit, rubbing fast, rough circles. The dual assault—cock pounding her pussy, fingers working her clit—sent her spiraling.

“Gonna cum,” she gasped, voice cracking. “Tyrone—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” he snarled. “Cum all over this dick. Let me feel that pussy squeeze me.”

She shattered.

The orgasm hit like a freight train—back arching, thighs trembling, pussy clenching so hard it forced a guttural groan from his throat. She came hard, juices coating his shaft, dripping down her thighs. Tyrone fucked her through it, relentless, chasing his own release.

“Fuck—Shyan—” His hips stuttered. “Where?”

“Inside,” she breathed, pushing back to meet him. “Fill me up.”

He buried himself deep and came with a choked curse, pulsing thick ropes into her, marking her from the inside. They stayed locked together for long seconds, breathing ragged, hearts hammering.

Finally, he pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak from her swollen pussy. He tucked himself away, then knelt, sliding her panties back up her legs, pressing a soft kiss to the inside of her thigh.

“Keep me in you all night,” he murmured.

Shyan shivered.

They straightened clothes, fixed hair, wiped mouths. When they stepped back into the party, they looked almost normal—flushed, maybe, eyes a little too bright.

Marcus found her first.

“You okay?” he asked, concern creasing his brow. “You were gone a while.”

Shyan smiled, soft and real. “Just needed a minute. The music was loud.”

He studied her face, then pulled her close. “Dance with me?”

She let him lead her to the floor.

Marcus wasn’t smooth—he stepped on her toes twice, laughed at himself, held her like she was precious. And in that moment, looking into his kind eyes, Shyan felt the weight of everything she’d done.

But she also felt something else.

Clarity.

Later, when the party began to thin, she found Tyrone on the balcony. City lights glittered below them, the river a dark ribbon cutting through the night.

He didn’t look surprised to see her.

“I’m going home with my husband tonight,” she said quietly.

Tyrone nodded once. “I know.”

She stepped closer, resting her head on his chest. His arms came around her automatically.

“I don’t regret it,” she whispered. “Not a single second. You woke something up in me. Made me remember what desire feels like. But I love him. And I want to try—really try—to fix what’s broken.”

Tyrone pressed a kiss to her hair. “If he ever stops appreciating you again…”

“I know where to find you.”

He laughed, soft and sad. “Always.”

They stood like that until the music faded, until the last guests trickled out.

When Shyan finally walked back inside, Marcus was waiting by the door, jacket over his arm.

“Ready?” he asked.

She slipped her hand into his. “Yeah.”

They drove home in comfortable silence, city lights streaking past. At a red light, Marcus reached over and squeezed her thigh—not sexual, just tender.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said. “About us. About how I’ve been… distant. Work’s been crazy, but that’s no excuse. I miss you, Shy. I miss us.”

She turned to him, eyes shining. “I miss us too.”

When they got home, he didn’t rush to the bedroom. He drew a bath instead—candles, her favorite bubble bath, soft music. He washed her hair, massaged her shoulders, kissed the back of her neck like it was the first time.

In bed, he made love to her slowly, reverently. No fireworks, no acrobatics—just two people rediscovering each other. And when she came—quiet, shuddering, clinging to him—she felt something settle into place.

***

The next morning, sunlight poured through the curtains. Marcus was already in the kitchen, making pancakes, humming off-key.

Shyan watched him from the doorway, heart full.

She didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. She didn’t know if the fire Tyrone had lit would ever fully go out.

But she knew this: she was choosing.

Choosing love that had history, that had roots, that had survived storms.

Choosing the man who burned dinner but always tried again.

Choosing the life they’d built, brick by imperfect brick.

And somewhere across town, Tyrone Ferguson poured himself a drink, smiled into the amber liquid, and raised a silent toast.

To the queen who got away.

To the fire that still burned.

To nights that would live in memory forever.

And to Memphis—the city that taught them both what it meant to want, to take, to let go.

The river kept flowing.

The music kept playing.

And somewhere, in the quiet spaces between heartbeats, two stories continued—one of rediscovery, one of release.

Both beautiful in their own way.

Both undeniably alive.
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