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Before You Read

Before you start lets make some thangs clear lovely folks, this here is a NOVELLA.

Which means it is fast paced leaving little to no character development also this book is fictional, delusional, and unrealistic AS FUCK. Why? because I’m delusional and I know y’all are too so just enjoy this unrealistic ass fairy tale with me, cool? Cool.

Another thang this book is freaky as FUCK. So if you don’t like freaky shit DO NOT go further than this page.

‘Cause they be FUCKIN’ FUCKIN’ in this book.

Lastly, I hope you enjoy this read as much as I enjoyed writing it for y’all. Don’t forget to leave me little notes in the reviews I love responding! & seeing y’alls reactions to my art.

Welcome to FreakedOut.

Love, MP


WARNING TO READERZ

This book is not for the faint of heart. It’s about exploring freedom, pleasure, and everything in between—without shame, without judgment. If you’re here looking for a conventional love story or something that fits neatly into the box, this isn’t the book for you. But if you’re craving an adventure that’s raw, unapologetic, and full of the kind of freaky, mind-blowing moments that make you feel alive—then keep reading.

This book is about owning your desires, stepping into your power, and embracing the wild side of life. Nia’s journey isn’t about finding “the one” or healing from heartbreak. It’s about breaking free from the past and discovering new parts of herself—whether it’s in the arms of two men, the heat of Miami’s nightlife, or the thrill of being wanted and adored without restrictions. It’s messy, it’s passionate, and most importantly, it’s hers.

There are no rules here. No boundaries. Just two men who make her feel like she’s the only woman in the world—and the pleasure she discovers in the process. It’s about taking what you want and having no regrets. No strings. Just pure freedom.

If you’re ready for a story that will make you feel free, empowered, and yes, maybe a little dirty—this is your book.

You’ve been warned.


1

Fuck That Bum

ＮＩＡ

Two weeks. Fourteen whole fuckin’ days.

That’s how long I been laid up in my bed cryin’ over that no good ass nigga that didn’t love me correctly. Six years. I gave that bitch six years of my time. WASTED.

‘Cause what did I get in return? Some weak ass apology when I found him knee deep in some pussy ON MY COUCH. I should’ve known he was cheatin’ it was right in front of my face. When he’d lock his phone or like when he started wearing that stinky ass cologne just to ride to the ‘cona store.

I been in this bed in my bonnet, eating Hot Cheetos and watching Waiting to Exhale like I ain’t the baddest bitch ever. This nigga really had me second guessin’ myself. My phone buzzed on the nightstand and for a second, I thought it might be him. Dumb, I know. Hoe don’t judge me. I know you don’ did that shit befo’.

I picked it up and saw it was my sister, Tasha. Bitch was lucky. Ain’t have no nigga lyin’ to her instead she was wifed up, three kids, and had man who rubbed her feet before makin’ sure to pay the bills on the first. Always.

I ain’t even say hello. “I hate that nigga,” I mumbled, voice hoarse as hell.

Tasha sighed, “Damn bitch, you still cryin’? Nia, its been two weeks. Stand the fuck up! You young, fine, and yo ass phat. Get out that damn bed.”

I sniffled. “You really think my ass fat?”

I heard her chuckled on the other side of the phone.

“If it makes you feel better, yes.” I chuckled, switching my phone to on speaker before sitting it on my chest.

She cleared her throat. “Anyway, I called to talk to you ‘bout somethin’.”

“Wazzup?”

She paused. “So listen…I was s’posed to go to Miami with Corey and the girls for the weekend, but Corey don’ went and got called into work and I can’t get a refund on the tickets. So… basically what I’m askin’ is do you wanna go? I don’t want all the tickets to go to waste.”

I sat up in bed blinkin’. “Miami, bitch?”

“Yes, bitch Miami.”

It got quiet before she spoke again. “I think you should go. You need this. Go shake that ass, maybe get some new dick.” She cackled.

I looked over at my closet like it’d just spoke my name. I needed this, that nigga had broke me down for two weeks over what? I’ll tell you what, not shit.

“Alright, fuck it.” I whispered.

Three days later, I was makin’ my way through the ATL airport with forty inches of bone-straight bust down, a slight oversize Chanel tee, booty shorts, and some Chanel sandals. My nails were fresh I’d made sure to get ‘em done yesterday—long, square, white with glitter french tips. My beat was natural, lashes were fresh too.

I had my AirPods in and Beyonce’s “I’m that girl” was bumpin’. She reminded me I’m that bitch, and needed to act like it.

I rolled my Louis Vuitton carry-on through TSA. I mentally gave myself a pep talk.

You are single.

You are sexy.

FUCK THAT NIGGA.

GO FUCK ANOTHER NIGGA.

AND SHAKE THAT ASS.

They called for boarding and I made my way onto the plane, as it took off I sighed hoping this weekend would bring me to my senses some-how.
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Touch Down

ＮＩＡ

As soon as I stepped off that plane, the Miami heat hit me like BAM.

Thick, hot and disrespectful. My lace front didn’t move though—shoutout to Keisha back home, she did that. I mean the middle part was laid, edges…WHEW, I just felt like a bad bitch.

Miami wasn’t ready.

I rolled my Louis through the airport like I was on a mission—and I was. Operation: Turn up and forget that weak ass bum, is now in progress.

I slid into my uber, SZA’s ‘Low’ playin’ through my AirPods. I laid back in the seat, legs crossed, lip gloss poppin’. My phone started buzzin’. Tasha.

“You there?” she asked, all excited and nosey.

“Yeah, just landed,” I said, turning facing the palm trees and buildings the uber passed by. It was night so it wasn’t too visible.

She laughed. “You feel it yet?”

“Girl, Ion know I feel a li’ wild, y’know a li’ exotic, li’ rich.” I joked, sticking my tongue out as if she could see me.

“You so damn silly,” she giggled.

I smirked. “Sike nawl, this Miami shit is something so tea. It’s time for a lil liqa’.”

“Period. Text me when you make it to the hotel, hoe.”

I hung up and let Beyonce’s “Party” play as I leaned my head against the window. If you ain’t figured it out by now Beyonce is my go-to.

When we pulled up to the hotel on South Beach, my jaw dropped. This bitch was beautiful. Atleast nine floors high, all glass windows, palm trees lined up, and two doormen stood in front of it.

This shit was pretty as fuck. I stepped out, heels clickin’, hips switchin’. I could feel eyes on me from every man I passed.

I just smiled.

When I made it in, I got my room key and had the bag boy bring my bags up, as soon as I stepped inside I was in awe. Floor-to-ceiling windows lookin’ out over the ocean, white marbel floors, a big bed, and a bathroom with a nice ass tub. It smelled like fresh air & fruits. I kicked my heels off and twirled around like I was in one of them Disney princess movies.

First thing I did? Walked over to the full-length mirror. Stared at myself. Long. Hard. Like I ain’t seen me in a minute.

I looked good. No…I looked bad as fuck. Face beat, stomach flat (kinda), thighs out, ass P shaped. I’d been cryin’ over a man who wouldn’t even be loyal for me. But this woman in the mirror? She was a problem. A whole fucking THREAT.

I smiled slow, leaning in. “Have fun, bitch. Forget that nigga.”

I laughed, loud. Then I turned on my pink speaker and let Beyonce’s “Blow” blast while I unpacked. My outfits were loud, tight, short, and thotty—I was most def’ trying to get dick on this trip.

Mesh dresses, mini skirts, backless tops, everything from Fashion Nova to Chanel.

After packing I made my way to the shower, getting in.

ONE HOUR LATER..

I stepped out the shower with steam clingin’ to my skin. The mirror was fogged up, but I could still see my coochie vaguely, and baby she looked delicious. Drippin’ wet, smooth from the wax I got before I came, smellin’ like the the vanilla body wash I’d just washed my body with.

I dried off, glancing over at the pile of folded clothes on the bed. I ain’t come to Miami to play it safe. I came to turn heads, drop jaws, and maybe let one—or two—fine ass niggas disrespect me just right. So I reached for the sluttiest thing I packed. Black mesh Fashion Nova dress that hugged every damn curve like it was in love with my body. No bra, no panties. Just my pierced nipples peepin’ through and my coochie free as can be.

I stepped into my clear heels, touched up my gloss, laid my edges again just for the hell of it, and sprayed on some Baccarat. My waist-length bone-straight bust down was silky and flawless, swinging like mood music every time I moved. I looked like the kind of woman you lose your mind over. The kind you write raps ‘bout.

I grabbed my mini Chanel, slid my phone and lip gloss in it, and walked out the room with my head high.

Outside, Miami was live as fuck even at night. Palm trees glowed underneath the neon streetlights, the strip was packed with loud ass music and old niggas in rented sportz cars who were attempting to get the young girlies attention. I slid into the Uber I’d ordered, the driver was some older man with a thick ass mustache and a green sweater. Within ten minutes we were there.

This club was hella lit—purple lights, and the bass bumpin’ Kendrick Lamar “Not Like Us.” The line was wrapped around the building, but I was NOT waiting. Not tonight. Tonight was to make up for six years of bullshit. My heels clicked past the rope, and the bouncer—big, bald, and grinnin’ —stepped aside eyein’ me like candy.

Hey if it meant I ain’t have to stand innat long ass line I was fine.

Inside was hot, sweaty, and sexy. Music was blastin’, bodies grindin’, drinks flowin’. I slid up to the bar, ordered a tequila pineapple with a tajin rim, and posted up. My hips swayed to the beat, ass pokin’, eyes low and lips glossier than a first kiss. Every few seconds some dude tried to slide up, throw a weak ass line, offer me a drink, or just straight up stare at my chest like he forgot how to speak English.

But I wasn’t feelin’ none of ‘em. Not until the bottle showed up.

It was a gold Ace of Spades bottle, sittin’ in a bucket of ice like it was dipped in luxury. The bartender slid it in front of me with a little smirk.

“From them,” he said, noddin’ his head to the left.

I turned.

And damn.

They were sittin’ back in the VIP booth like kings. Not regular niggas—dangerous ones. Both fine as hell, dressed in all black. One had gold grills, a diamond chain that looked heavy as hell, and arms covered in tattoos that told stories I wanted to hear while ridin’ him. The other had thick brows, low cut, a fresh beard, and that “I’d ruin yo life if you let me” look in his eyes.

I raised my glass toward them as a thank you, tryna act unbothered even though I was more than willin’ to give up the pussy. One of them—taller, darker, eyes like sex and secrets—stood up and walked toward me. Slow. Like a lion.

He slid in close. Too close. His scent hit me first— sweet cologne, and weed. His breath hit my neck, and his lips came right up to my ear.

“What’s your name?” he asked, voice deep, smooth, and cocky.

I shivered.

“Nia.”

He smiled, eyes never leaving mine. “Pretty name for a pretty woman.”

I rolled my eyes, tryin’ to stay cool even though my knees damn near gave out.

“And you are?” I asked, sippin’ slow.

“Pharaoh, that’s my homeboy Ramon.” he motioned his head to the other dude.

His chain glinted as he leaned against the bar, his body crowdin’ mine just enough to make me feel it without touchin’ me. That restraint? That shit made my coochie jump.

“We saw you when you walked in,” he said, voice low. “Thought you might like some company.”

I smirked. “Maybe I do. Maybe I don’t.”

He grinned. “Oh, you do.”

I should’ve walked away. Should’ve thanked him for the drink and kept it pushin’. But instead, I let his energy wrap around me like a silk robe.

“What you doin’ out here by yourself, Nia?”

“Gettin’ over a lame ass nigga,” I said, not sugarcoatin’ shit.

“Mm.” He nodded slow. “His lost.” his tongue ran over his bottle lip.

His hand brushed against mine. My breath hitched. This man wasn’t flirtin’—he was standing on all types of business. And I liked it.

Too much.

Ramon slid up behind him, standin’ just as tall, lookin’ just as fine. They both stared at me like I was the only woman in the room.

And in that moment?

I felt like I was.
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Talk To Us Mama

ＮＩＡ

The club was a blur of bodies and bass. Pharaoh had me on the dance floor, hand on my waist, and Ramon stood behind me, eyes locked on my ass like it did somethin’ disrespectful. I was sandwiched between two fine ass demons, smellin’ like Dior Sauvage and sin, and baby… I was floatin’.

We danced like we knew what was comin’. Their hands never went too far but stayed close enough to make my heart race and my thighs clench. Pharaoh whispered in my ear while Ramon brushed his fingers across my lower back. I was buzzed, warm, lips parted from laughin’, eyes glazed from a lil too much Don Julio.

Next thing I knew, we was slidin’ out the back of the club into a black Escalade. Driver opened the door for us. The ride was quiet but heavy. Pharaoh’s hand rested on my thigh while Ramon lit a blunt, his gold ring flashin’ every time the flame kissed the tip. I stared out at Miami’s city lights, heart beatin’ fast, coochie thumpin’, and my brain sayin’ girl you really doin’ this.

Their penthouse was some boss-level shit—glass walls, marble floors, gold details on everything. Champagne chillin’ in the bucket. City lights pourin’ in like a movie backdrop. That view alone could make a girl take her panties off.

Ramon handed me the blunt. “Relax, mama.”

I took a slow drag. Smooth. I exhaled and closed my eyes for a sec, I was Nia with two fine ass niggas lookin’ at me like dinner and dessert.

Pharaoh stepped behind me, lips brushing my neck. “Still good?”

I nodded, breath catchin’. “I’m good.”

He kissed my shoulder, hands slippin’ around my waist, and just like that, I melted. Ramon came close, eyes dark, lips lifted in a little smirk. I was floatin’ on liquor and lust, my heartbeat loud in my ears.

Pharaoh turned me to face him, kissin’ me so damn slow. It was sloppy and somethin’ bout it made my pussy BEYOND soaked. He pulled back, suckin’ my bottom lip while his hands traveled. Ramon moved behind me, pressin’ close, his chest hard against my back. They took their time undressin’ me, peelin’ my dress off like they was unwrappin’ treasure.

Next thing I knew, I was naked between ‘em, skin hot, mind blank. Pharaoh dropped to his knees, partin’ my thighs like it was his right. Ramon tilted my chin and kissed me while Pharaoh’s tongue slid between my legs. I gasped, hips jerkin’, one hand grabbin’ Ramon’s arm for balance.

“Shit,” I whispered, legs already feelin’ weak.

Pharaoh licked me like he was starvin’. He then slid his tongue deep into my pussy, had me moanin’ into Ramon’s mouth. He sucked my clit and talked to me at the same time.

“You gon’ cum for us, beautiful?”

Ramon bent down behind me, slid me back a lil, and before I could even process it, I was laid out on the velvet couch with Pharaoh at my mouth and Ramon between my thighs. His tongue was thick, strong, movin’ like he practiced. I damn near screamed.

“Damn, Ramon… shit…”

Pharaoh leaned down, his voice like honey. “C’mon, baby… talk to us. We talkin’ to you.”

I couldn’t even answer.

My moans was sayin’ everything for me.

“Tell us you like this shit baby,” Pharaoh whispered, kissing my ear.

Ramon had me archin’ off the couch, two fingers slid in slow, tongue rollin’ in circles. Pharaoh pinched my nipples, kissed me deep, then whispered against my lips, “Tell us.”

I shook my head, chest heavin’. “FUCK…I LOVEEE IT.” I dragged.

He grinned. “Good girl.”

When Ramon stood up, he pulled me forward, laid me on the edge of the couch, and Pharaoh sat back, his dick thick and pretty, waitin’. My lips parted just lookin’ at it.

“You want it?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Come get it.”

I leaned down, tongue slidin’ along the base, then took him in my mouth while Ramon slid in me from behind—slow, deep strokes that had me whimperin’. I was full, overwhelmed, and losin’ my damn mind.

Pharaoh moaned, hand in my hair. “Fuck. You look so pretty swallowing this dick.”

Ramon grunted, his pace pickin’ up. “Gimmie that shit, keep fuckin’ me back.” I did as told, throwing my ass back onto him.

I could barely breathe. Barely think. All I knew was hands grippin’, mouths kissin’, voices talkin’ dirty and soft at the same time.

“Yeah, mama, just like that… eat that dick up”

“She can’t even talk now, bro,” Pharaoh said, grinnin’.

“She don’t need to,” Ramon replied. “Her body sayin’ everything.”

They took turns. Slow strokes. Then deep, filthy ones. One in my mouth, the other deep inside me. Then switch. I came so hard I damn near blacked out. My body trembled, slick and sweaty, and all I could do was moan, moan, moan.

When it was over, I was layin’ across Pharaoh’s chest, breathin’ heavy, Ramon layin’ beside me smokin’.

“You good?” Pharaoh asked, runnin’ his fingers through my hair.

I nodded, lips swollen, eyes closed.
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Nasty

ＮＩＡ

I woke up sore as fuck. Legs feelin’ like jelly, body buzzin’. And yet… I was grinnin’ like a damn fool. Like a woman who just got every fantasy she ain’t even know she had, fulfilled—twice. I glanced around not seeing them in bed with me, but I heard movement in the kitchen. I sat up slow, wrapped in a silk sheet, my whole body hummin’ like it’d been rewired.

They wore me out. And I loved every second of it.

I slid off the bed, wincin’ a little, then caught my reflection in the mirror across the room. Hair wild, lips swollen, love bites on my thighs. I looked… ruined. But in the best way. Free. Sexy. Powerful. My skin was glowin’. Period.

I pulled on one of Pharaoh’s tees and walked out to the kitchen. The smell of bacon hit me first—then eggs, French toast, and that rich-ass coffee smell. Ramon stood at the stove, shirtless, tattoos stretchin’ across his back like a map to danger, gold chain swingin’. Pharaoh was at the counter, cuttin’ fruit, still lookin’ sleepy but fine as hell.

“Oh damn, y’all cookin’ for me?” I teased, leanin’ against the doorway.

Pharaoh looked up and smirked. “’Course. You earned it.”

Ramon chuckled. “Definitely did that.”

I rolled my eyes, blushin’, tryna act normal, but baby… I couldn’t stop thinkin’ ’bout the way Ramon had me screamin’ into the sheets while Pharaoh whispered nasty shit in my ear. I sat at the counter, actin’ casual, but every bite I took, my body flashed back to gettin’ pinned down and stretched out. I damn near moaned over the syrup.

After breakfast, they told me to go get dressed. “We got somethin’ planned,” Pharaoh said with that grin. I threw on one of their shirts, and some shorts of theirs. Face bare, SZA playin’ in my headphones while I got ready.

When we stepped outside, my breath caught. A whole yacht. Big as hell, sittin’ pretty on the water like it knew it was about to witness some messy shit. I squealed. “Y’all serious?!”

“Deadass,” Ramon said, helpin’ me aboard.

It was hot, sun blazin’ down, ocean gleamin’ like a damn postcard. We popped champagne, danced to Futures ‘Luv bad bitches’, and laughed like we ain’t have no worries. I laid out on the deck, ass up a lil on purpose, knowin’ they was watchin’. And they was.

Pharaoh came up behind me while I leaned on the rail, wind in my hair, waves crashin’ below us. He kissed the back of my neck and whispered, “You ever been fucked under the sun?”

Before I could answer, he slid my bottoms to the side. My breath hitched

“Pharaoh…” I gasped.

“Ssh, let me please you.”

His hands gripped my hips, and I lost all sense of time. Then Ramon came up front, smirked, and joined in. They passed me back and forth like I was theirs. Like they ain’t care who saw. I was moanin’ under the open sky, titties bouncin’ while the ocean clapped under us.

Later, they pulled me into the water. The ocean was warm, their hands slick as they kissed and grabbed me, pushin’ me against the side of the yacht while I wrapped my legs around Ramon’s waist. He slid in slow, my head fallin’ back with a cry.

“You like the way my dick feel in you?” he growled in my ear.

I nodded, eyes rollin’.

Pharaoh was behind me, kissin’ my neck, hands on my nipples. “Don’t hold back. We wanna hear you.”

That water sex? Life-changing. Period.

By the time the sun dipped low, I was limp. No energy. Nothing left but the taste of champagne on my tongue. They laid me out on a towel on the deck, kissed all over me until I passed out.

When I woke up back at the penthouse, the lights were low, the city glow spillin’ through the windows, and both of them were passed out—Pharaoh at the foot of the bed, one hand on his chest, mouth parted, and Ramon snorin’ soft on the couch.

I sat up, heart racin’. Not from fear. From realizin’ I ain’t never lived like this before.

I slipped outta bed, grabbin’ Pharaoh’s hoodie and my phone. I tiptoed into the bathroom and shut the door behind me before facin’ the screen.

Ring… Ring…

Tasha picked up, bonnet barely on, baby on her hip.

“Girl,” I whispered, sittin’ on the edge of the tub. “I feel like a hoe.

She laughed loud as hell, “Why?”

I explained EVERYTHING TO HER.

“Enjoy it. Hell if I could fuck two niggas no strings attached, I would. Hell, I’m married and I fantasize about that sht.”

I covered my mouth laughin’. “Bitch, it’s… wild. I can’t even explain it. It feel wrong but so right.”

“Then enjoy it, sis. You deserve to live. Let go.”

I bit my lip. She was right. I hung up a few minutes later, heart feelin’ lighter than it had in weeks. I stepped back into the room and paused.

Both of ’em lookin’ peaceful. I smiled.
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Freak In The Mornin’

ＮＩＡ

I don’t even know what day it is no more.

My body? Sore but floatin’. My mind? Blown. My soul? Screamin’ for mercy and another round, all at the same time. These two? Dangerous. Pharaoh and Ramon—tatted demons with pretty-ass faces and devil dick.

It was back-to-back rounds from the minute I opened my eyes.

Pharaoh woke me up kissin’ between my thighs like I was breakfast. Tongue deep, grip tight, that beard rubbin’ my inner thighs like velvet and fire. I ain’t even get to moan properly before I was squirmin’, hands in his locs, breathless.

“You gon’ wake Ramon,” I panted, heart racin’.

He grinned up at me, slow licking over my clit. “Let him wake up to a show.”

I damn near folded when Ramon did walk in, scratchin’ his chest, then just smirked, “Damn, y’all ain’t let me brush my teeth?”

Pharaoh ain’t stop. Just glanced at him.

By the time both of ’em had me, I was speakin’ in tongues. Balcony sex, bed sex, floor sex—we didn’t discriminate. They had me stretched and twisted like I was made for that shit.

I showered to catch my breath. Got out, turned around, Pharaoh was right there with a towel. “Turn around,” he said. I did. He dried me off slow. Kissed my neck. Ramon came in and pressed his body against mine from behind. His hand went between my legs.

“Nah, we not done wit’ you yet, lil mama.”

Fast-forward, I was bent over the damn sink, mirror foggy, SZA’s Kill Bill playin’ from the speaker, my moans drownin’ out the beat.

I couldn’t even fake shy no more. I wanted it. All of it

That night, we hit the club. I threw on this lil tight-ass Fashion Nova dress, black with the slits on the side, no panties. Lace front laid, lashes long, body glossy. Chanel heels clickin’, that bad bitch energy activated. We rolled in a matte black G-Wagon—leather smellin’ like new.

The club was loud, lights flashin’, Skilla baby rapped boomin’ through the speakers. I was tipsy, dancin’, grippin’ the pole in VIP like it was mine. Pharaoh came behind me, lips on my ear, slid his hand up my thigh like we wasn’t in public.

“Let me borrow you right quick?” he asked low.

I nodded, bitin’ my lip.

He ain’t reply. Led me to the club bathroom—lavish, with marble counters and big ass mirrors. He locked the door. Laid me on the counter. Started eatin’ me like it was his last meal.

Ramon bust in not even five minutes later.

“Y’all disrespectful,” he growled—but the bulge in his jeans said he wasn’t mad for real.

He watched. Got harder. Then came and slid in from behind while Pharaoh still had his tongue on me. That shit did somethin’ crazy to me. I squirted. Hard. All over the damn counter. It ran down Pharaoh’s chin. Ramon just groaned and kept stroke after stroke until I was cryin’, legs shakin’.

Back at the penthouse, they threw my ass in the shower. Thought they was helpin’? Nope. Just another excuse to bend me over under the water.

“You ever been fucked till you cry?” Ramon whispered.

Apparently I had, ‘cause I was damn near slidin’ down the tile.

The next day, they took me shoppin’. Boutiques I couldn’t even pronounce. Chanel, Fendi, Balenciaga. Ramon held all my bags while Pharaoh picked out lace panties for me, talkin’ ‘bout, “These the ones I wanna bite off.”

They was spendin’ money like it wasn’t real, makin’ me feel like the prize. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror at one store—lace bustier, diamonds around my neck, heels tall—and I smirked.

But that night? That night shit got spicy.

We was back at the penthouse, laid out, champagne poppin’, music playin’ in the background. I had on nothin’ but that lil lace thong Pharaoh picked, sittin’ in between ’em like a treat. Pharaoh started eatin’ me out again, takin’ his time, real slow, real deep, talkin’ me through it.

“That’s it, baby. Just like that. Let it go.”

Ramon was watchin’, jaw tight. He leaned back, arms crossed, starin’ at Pharaoh like he was doin’ too much.

“You gon’ leave some for me?” he said, eyes dark.

Pharaoh ain’t even pause. Just looked up and said, “She not complainin’.”

That tension? That jealous energy? Turned me on. Bad.

I started breathin’ hard, back archin’. Then it hit me—again. I squirted, damn near yellin’. Pharaoh pulled back, grinnin’, face soaked. Ramon stood up, pulled me off the couch, flipped me over, and slid in deep. Rough. Possessive.

“Ain’t gon’ let him outdo me, baby.”

I cried out. Couldn’t even hold it. Legs kickin’. Back bowin’.

They was both talkin’ shit while tag-teamin’ me.

“Love the way you paint that dick.”

“You takin’ this dick so good.”

“You a nasty girl, huh?”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. My body gave up. Another squirt. Then another. I was drenched, bed soaked, heart racin’.

I laid there, twitchin’, no thoughts, just vibes. Ramon kissed my shoulder, Pharaoh rubbed my back.

And I swear… I never felt so alive. Or so owned.

These two? They fucked the pain outta me. And I wasn’t tryna go home.

Not yet.
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Round After Round

ＮＩＡ

It was after round five—maybe six—I couldn’t even count no more. My body was limp, sheets twisted, edges sweated out, and both them fine-ass men layin’ on each side of me like lions that just conquered they prey.

I was half dozin’ off when Pharaoh did somethin’ I ain’t expect. He leaned over, pushed my hair off my forehead, and kissed it.

Not my lips. Not my neck. My forehead.

I blinked. Froze up for a second. I ain’t even know how to process it. Ain’t no man done that to me since—hell, ever. It wasn’t sexual. It was soft. Intimate.

I played it cool though, laughed it off, brushed his hand away like, “Boy, stop playin’.” But deep down? That lil kiss hit different. Made my chest tight and warm at the same time.

Ramon slid his arm around my waist and pulled me close from behind, his lips brushin’ my shoulder. “You good, mama?”

I nodded, eyes low. “Yeah… I’m good. Just ain’t felt this… wanted… in a minute.”

They ain’t say nothin’ slick. Didn’t downplay it or get weird. Pharaoh just looked at me, real slow and serious. “That’s ’cause you was fuckin’ with boys who ain’t know what to do with a real woman.

Ramon kissed the side of my neck.

My throat got tight. I ain’t cry, but the emotion was right there, sittin’ in my chest like a weight.

I curled up in between ’em, layin’ on Pharaoh’s chest while Ramon rubbed my back, soft circles with those big hands. Snooze by SZA played low from the Bluetooth speaker, and I let myself melt into that moment. Warm skin. Heavy arms. Peace.

Next morning, the sun peeked in through the blackout curtains. I was already up, sittin’ on the edge of the bed in one of Pharaoh’s oversized tees. No panties. Just thighs out and memories stuck between ’em.

I stared out the floor-to-ceilin’ windows. My flight was tomorrow. The pink Jeep was already parked at the airport. My phone buzzed with flight alerts. Reality was creepin’ back in. And I ain’t like it.

They woke up slow. Pharaoh kissed my shoulder, sleepy voice all raspy and deep. “Let’s get some food in you before we do anything else.”

They took me to this bougie lil brunch spot near the water. I had on a Chanel jumpsuit—tight as hell, back out, curves poppin’. My lace was still holdin’ on, edges tied up with a silk scarf. Ramon opened the car door for me, Pharaoh held my hand walkin’ inside. I was floatin’ through Miami.

But underneath all that fly shit, I was lowkey sad.

It was my last day.

I ain’t wanna leave.

Back in the penthouse, I was quiet. Sittin’ on the couch, legs tucked under me, scrollin’ through flights like I didn’t already know mine was booked.

Pharaoh walked over, leaned down, and kissed my lips this time—soft, deep, like he ain’t want it to end either. “You don’t gotta go just yet.”

Ramon came behind me, slid his hand down my thigh. “One more night. Let us show you how much you gon’ miss us.”

And babyyyy… they meant that

That night? Shit was crazy.

They had me tied up—wrists bound in silk, arms over my head, blindfold over my eyes. I was standin’ on the bed, legs spread wide, knees weak already just off anticipation.

“You trust us?” Pharaoh asked low.

I nodded, breathin’ heavy. “Yeah…”

“That’s all we need.”

They took turns… but not the way they did before. This time? It was like they were even more eager for me.

Pharaoh kissed every inch of me while Ramon rubbed my body and spoke to me.

“You look so pretty like this, baby.”

“Look how that pussy drippin’. You ready?”

Then they both went in.

Ramon was behind me while Pharaoh slid underneath me, they both slid into both of my holes. Slow at first, then hard, hittin’ that spot over and over till my legs buckled.

I tried to speak, tried to moan, but I was full—literally. The only sounds was slurps, groans, and the filthy, wet slap of skin on skin. They was talkin’ me through it, both of ’em at once.

“Yeah, take that shit.”

“She so fuckin’ nasty.”

“Where you feel us at?”

They flipped me, tied me face down now, ass up. Ramon rubbed his dick on my clit while Pharaoh licked up my thighs, then shoved in with no warnin’—deep, thick, powerful strokes that made me scream into the pillow.

“I—oh my God—FUCK!”

And then I squirted. AGAIN. So much it soaked the whole damn bed. They kept goin’. Over and over. I lost count of how many times I came. My body was twitchin’, convulsin’, brain fucked outta orbit.

“You ever been fucked so good you forget your own name?” Pharaoh growled.

I couldn’t even answer.

They was switchin’ places, teasin’ me, holdin’ my legs wide while takin’ turns inside me. My nipples were bein’ pinched, my toes curled, my voice gone. I had no fight left.

Hours passed. The room was drenched. Me? Weak. High off pleasure. I couldn’t even open my eyes. They untied me, laid me in between ’em like glass, like treasure.

I couldn’t stop smilin’.

“This is single,” I whispered, voice raw.

And I meant that shit.
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Touching Yo’ self to that video we made a month ago.

ＮＩＡ

It had only been two days since I came back home, and already I felt like I left a whole lifetime behind in Miami.

I was sittin’ on my bed in my lil two-bedroom apartment, lights off, candles lit, SZA low in the background, hoodie on with no panties underneath. The vibe was cozy, but my body? My body was still hummin’ from the sht them two did to me. Pharaoh and Ramon. Dangerous, nasty, disrespectful with they strokes—and I loved every fckin’ second.

My phone buzzed, and it was Tasha. I propped it up on speaker while I rubbed cocoa butter into my thighs.

“Bitch, you back to reality yet?” she asked, already laughin’.

I groaned, rollin’ onto my stomach. “Tasha, I ain’t been right since they double stuffed me like an Oreo on that damn yacht.”

She hollered, “STOP! Not Oreo, bitch!”

“I’m deadass. These regular-ass dudes here? Nah. I went to Target earlier and this lil fine nigga tried to shoot his shot. I looked at him and thought, ‘You don’t even got that energy.’ Like what am I supposed to do with that?”

Tasha was gaspin’ for air.

“Yes! Pharaoh got tattoos on his hands, girl. Hands. Who got hand tats? And that man gripped my throat like it was made for him.”

She sucked her teeth. “So what you gon’ do?”

“I don’t even know. I keep replayin’ it in my head. Like girl… what?”

“I’m jealous.”

“You married.”

“I know. Still jealous.”

We both laughed.

I got quiet for a second and stared at the ceiling. My body was still sore, still marked. There was this lil dark spot on my neck that lowkey looked like a bruise, and I ain’t even mad about it. They stamped me. Real slick.

“You miss ‘em?” Tasha asked soft.

I sighed. “Yeah.

“I ain’t gon’ lie,” she said, “you sound different. Lighter. You ain’t been this chill in a minute.”

“Because I been fucked.”

She went silent.

“You think you’ll see them again?”

I bit my lip. “I don’t know. Maybe.”

She let that sit.

“Well, if not,” she added, “at least you got a good-ass memory to replay.”

I smiled. “Better than good.”

We stayed quiet for a second, then I said, “Let me call you back.”

“Oop! Ok.”

I laughed.

She laughed. “Love you, ho.”

“Love you too.”

I hung up, then just laid there, still. Thinkin’.

I got up, walked to my bathroom, and caught my reflection in the mirror. I looked glowy. Like I been drinkin’ water, mindin’ business, and gettin’ dicked down. My lace was still intact too, thank God. I pulled off my hoodie, let my titties breathe, and walked back to bed.

I opened my lil drawer and pulled out the rose.

That damn rose.

I ain’t touched it in weeks. Pharaoh and Ramon made me forget all about it. But tonight? I needed somethin’.

I dimmed the lights a lil more, turned the SZA up just enough to vibe, then laid back on my pillows and spread my legs. I slid the rose down, just grazin’ my clit, and already my body was twitchin’. It was like I could hear Pharaoh in my ear, whisperin’, “Talk to us, mama.” Feel Ramon kissin’ my thighs, spreadin’ me wider.

I moaned, already wetter than I shoulda been.

The rose sucked on me just right. I arched my back, my eyes rolled. I played a video in my head—me on that yacht, one in my mouth, one in my pussy, both of them talkin’ me through it. “Look at you. Can’t even talk. That’s how good we got you?”

I gasped. My toes curled.

My body remembered. Every thrust. Every slap. Every drop of champagne they poured on my titties and licked off. My body responded to all of it like it was still there. I started grindin’ against the rose like it was they tongue.

My legs started shakin’, and I knew I was close.

“Fuck,” I whispered, “Oh my—”

I exploded.

Squirting. Hard. Soakin’ my sheets. I let out this damn near silent scream and just laid there, breathless. Shook.

My rose fell to the side, and I was just stuck. Floating.

I started laughin’ a lil bit. Low and soft. ‘Cause damn… I really lived. I really let go.

And I don’t regret shit.

I wiped myself off with a towel, threw my rose on the charger, and tucked my sheets around me. I was still smilin’. Still reminiscin’.

I rolled onto my side, breathing heavy. “This… is single.”

THE END


WELCOME FREAKZ

Welcome to the Freaked Out Series

You’ve just read the first episode in the Freaked Out series—now let me introduce you to the world of unapologetic, unfiltered pleasure. This series is for women who are ready to embrace their wildest desires and break free from the constraints of society, guilt, and hesitation.

Freaked Out is all about indulging in freaky, unhinged, and downright steamy plots that bring you to the edge of pleasure and beyond. Each episode is a short, discrete experience filled with intense passion, raw attraction, and a whole lot of dirty fun. There’s no sugarcoating here—just pure, intense, and bold sex, because this series is made for women who crave more than what’s ordinary.

It’s not about fairytales or perfect relationships. It’s about women letting go, exploring their deepest fantasies, and living their freakiest truths. Whether it’s wild, spontaneous encounters or explosive passion that breaks all the rules, the Freaked Out series will take you on a ride like no other.

In this first episode, Nia steps into a world of freedom after ending a long relationship. She takes a trip to Miami and meets two men who turn her world upside down. What starts as a chance to have fun turns into a whirlwind of pleasure, lust, and unexpected intimacy. It’s the kind of experience that makes you forget about everything else and lose yourself in the moment. But that’s just the beginning.

Each story in the Freaked Out series is an exploration of what it means to be unapologetically free, to own your sexual freedom, and indulge in the kind of pleasure that makes you feel alive. No shame, no guilt—just pure, unfiltered, freaky fun.

So if you’re ready to explore more, buckle up. Each episode will push boundaries, explore new desires, and bring you closer to the kind of sexual liberation you’ve always craved.

This is just the beginning. And trust me, you won’t want to miss what’s coming next.
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About the Author

Monaye Paris is a bold voice in urban fiction, specializing in urban erotica and romance for readers who crave drama, passion, and unfiltered stories. With gritty plots, steamy twists, and unforgettable characters, MonayeP writes for “the freaks who love a good story.


Also by Monaye Paris

MonayeParis’s books hit different, taking readers straight into the heart of the hood, where love, lust, and life’s struggles collide. Her work is all about unapologetic urban romance and steamy erotica, wrapped up in the gritty, raw energy of city streets. From the late-night trap spots to the quiet moments in the back of apartments, MonayeParis brings stories that are as real as they come—where passion runs deep, and emotions run even deeper.

In the end, MonayeParis’s urban romance and erotica take you on a journey through a world where passion meets pain, lust intertwines with love, and the city’s streets are both the setting and the story. If you’re looking for something that’s raw, real, and full of heat, you’re in the right place.

If you love MonayeParis here are more of her works.
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Urban Chronicles: Sexual Healing

Dive into a raw collection of taboo urban erotica that takes you deep into the gritty streets where desire knows no limits. From secret love affairs to wild encounters, these steamy tales showcase the heat and hustle of city life. Get ready for seductive stories that’ll have you hooked and wanting more.
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The Weekend

Invasive. Possessive. Dominate. Kaine takes what he wants, and Ebony? She’s his no matter what she tells herself.

Bold. Attitude filled. Irresistible. Ebony ain’t one to be tamed, but Kaine’s grip has her hooked.

What happens when love and control mix in these pages?

Welcome to The Weekend.

Sincerely, Kaine

The Weekend Part Two

Ebony thought she was done with Kaine. Thought she could move on, raise their daughter, and leave the past behind her. But when he gets out after ten years in the pen, he comes looking for what’s his. Problem is, she ain’t his no more—at least, that’s what she tells herself.

With a new man in the picture and a new life, Ebony ain’t trying to fall back into his arms. But Kaine? He don’t take no for an answer. Love, lust, and a whole lotta drama. Some ties just don’t break, no matter how hard you try.

Urban Chronicles: Lavender Zane

Urban Chronicles: Lavender & Zane is a gripping urban novella that follows two lifelong friends, Lav and Zane, as they navigate the complexities of love, lust, and loyalty. Their bond has always been close, but after one heated night of passion, everything changes. What starts as a one-time fling ignites an undeniable chemistry between them, leading to feelings neither of them expected. As they struggle to come to terms with their emotions, they realize the connection they share is too deep to be replicated with anyone else. Despite the complications of their past, the tension between them builds, and they’re forced to confront what they truly mean to each other. Urban Chronicles: Lavender & Zane explores the evolution of friendship into love, the risks of crossing boundaries, and the raw, powerful emotions that can be awakened when two people finally give in to what they’ve always been hiding.
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