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CHAPTER 1




"You keep playing with that rock like it’s a toy, and these boys in the A are gonna snatch your soul right out your chest, Terrence. This ain’t that soft-ass Hollywood league anymore. Out here, they play for keeps, and they play with a chip on their shoulder the size of Stone Mountain."

Terrence "The Titan" King didn't even look at his agent. He didn't have to. He was too busy watching the orange leather sphere spin on the tip of his middle finger, a blur of motion that mirrored the chaos of his own life. He was reclined in the back of his custom-stretched Escalade, the "starlight" LED ceiling casting a dim, rhythmic glow over his dark, obsidian-smooth skin.

"Marcus, you worry too much," Terrence’s voice was a deep, honeyed baritone that sounded like smooth bourbon poured over heated stones. "They didn't pay me a hundred-twenty million to come back to Atlanta and be 'soft.' I’m the prodigal son. I’m the hometown hero. Those boys on the court? They aren't my competition. They’re my subjects."

"You were the king of the gossip blogs in L.A., that’s for sure," Marcus snapped, his silhouette sharp against the tinted window. "But Atlanta don't care about your highlights on TMZ. They care about the W. And right now, your reputation is leaning more toward 'Nightclub Legend' than 'NBA MVP.' You got a target on your back, T. Every hungry rookie from the G-League wants to be the one to dunk on the man who dated a Kardashian-adjacent starlet."

Terrence finally let the ball drop, catching it in one massive, calloused hand. He gripped it hard enough to make the leather groan. He stood up—or rather, he uncoiled. At six-foot-ten, Terrence was a marvel of biological engineering. He was sculpted, his muscles defined like a sketch in an anatomy book, his skin a rich, midnight-hued mahogany that seemed to absorb the light around him. His head was shaved clean, shining under the interior lights, and his jawline was a lethal edge of bone and intent.

"L.A. was a rehearsal, Marcus. A messy, loud, expensive rehearsal," Terrence muttered, his tone dropping an octave, losing the playfulness. "Atlanta is the show. This is my dirt. My city."

But as he stepped out of the vehicle and felt the thick, velvet embrace of the Georgia humidity, the bravado felt like a heavy coat. The truth was, his time in California had been a blur of flashing lights and catastrophic decisions. He’d arrived a boy from a small Florida town, wide-eyed and hungry, and he’d left a man with a reputation for being more effective in the penthouse than on the hardwood.

He remembered his twenty-first birthday like a fever dream he couldn't sweat out. A mansion in the Hollywood Hills, the air smelling of expensive tequila and desperation. He’d been "dating" a movie star ten years his senior—a woman who viewed him as a physical trophy, a dark-skinned accessory to her designer life.

The night had ended in a three-way blur that the tabloids still whispered about. Her "best friend," a French actress with a voice like smoke and a gap in her teeth that felt like a trap, had joined them. It was a night of excess that had broken him. He’d spent hours lost in a sea of mahogany limbs, designer linens, and the kind of hollow pleasure that leaves you feeling empty by dawn. He’d woken up late, smelling of sin and gin, only to go out and shoot the worst game of his life.

The "Hickey Game," the media had called it. A bright purple mark on his dark neck had been the star of every sports highlight for a month. He’d barfed in a trash can on the sidelines, the image of his failure captured in 4K for the world to see.

"I'm done with the distractions," Terrence whispered to the humid night air. He could smell the city—the scent of rain on hot asphalt, the faint, distant aroma of lemon-pepper wings drifting from a street corner, and the soulful, gritty heartbeat of a place that didn't give a damn about his L.A. credits.

***

Two months into the season, and the "Titan" was actually living up to the name. He was focused. He was dominant. He was staying away from the Gold Room and Magic City, keeping his head down and his shooting percentage up.

He was at the Hawks’ practice facility in Brookhaven, the rhythmic thump-thump of the ball and the squeak of sneakers on polished hardwood acting as his meditation. After the team workout, while the other players headed for the showers or their waiting Lamborghinis, Terrence hung around. He liked the quiet of the gym after the cameras left.

"King! Yo, King! Show 'em the bounce!"

A small group of kids from a local community center were huddled in the lower bleachers, eyes wide and teeth bright against their faces. Terrence couldn't help but smile—a genuine, heart-melting grin that transformed his face from a mask of intensity to one of pure warmth.

He took three long strides, launched himself from the paint, and seemed to hang in the air for an eternity. He slammed the ball home with a thunderous crack that echoed through the rafters, the rim vibrating in his wake.

"That’s for y'all," he shouted, wiping sweat from his brow with his jersey.

He started walking the line, signing jerseys, crumpled pieces of paper, and even a few foreheads. But then, he noticed him.

A young man, maybe nineteen or twenty, sitting three rows back. He wasn't screaming. He wasn't waving a Sharpie. He was wearing an older Terrence King jersey—the one from his rookie year—and he was clutching a worn-out, vintage leather basketball like it was a holy relic. He had a notebook open on his lap, filled with neat, cramped handwriting.

"You look like you're scouting me, man," Terrence called out, leaning against the railing. "You taking notes for the opposition?"

The boy blinked, his eyes large and incredibly focused. He didn't look away, but he didn't smile either. "Your footwork on the low post," the boy said, his voice quiet but steady. "You’re leaning too far left on the pivot. Every time you go for the fadeaway, you expose the ball to a strip from the weak side. If the defender is smart, they’ll snatch it before you even get your shoulders square."

Terrence froze. He narrowed his eyes, his ego flaring for a second before his professional curiosity took over. "Is that right? And who told you that? You a coach?"

"Physics," the boy said simply. "And I watched your game against the Celtics. You did it four times in the fourth quarter. It’s a tell."

Terrence chuckled—a deep, resonant sound that came from his chest. "Physics, huh? What's your name, kid?"

"Matthew," the boy whispered, hugging the ball tighter.

"Well, Matthew, you might be onto something. Give me that rock."

Matthew handed over the old basketball. Terrence signed it with a flourish, adding: 'To the Coach—Stay Sharp. Watch the pivot.' When he handed it back, he saw a woman standing near the exit, waving at Matthew.

She was tall, and even from fifty feet away, Terrence could tell she was built with a different kind of architecture. She wasn't the rail-thin starlets of L.A. She had presence. She had weight. She had... something that made Terrence’s heart skip a beat he didn't know he was missing.

"That your ride?" Terrence asked.

"My sister, Brianna," Matthew said, his face finally breaking into a shy smile. "She’s the boss."

Terrence waved back—a casual, superstar gesture—but his eyes lingered on the silhouette by the door. He couldn't see her face clearly, but he saw the curve of her hips and the way she held herself with a quiet, grounded authority.

"See you around, Coach," Terrence said, but as he walked back to the locker room, he wasn't thinking about his pivot. He was thinking about the "boss" waiting at the door.

***

A week later, the Hawks were coming off a brutal road trip through the Midwest. Terrence had been struggling with his rhythm, and Matthew’s words about his pivot had been haunting him. He’d actually started filming his footwork during practice, and the kid was right—he was leaning.

He was leaving the State Farm Arena late after a Sunday matinee game. The sun was beginning to set over the Atlanta skyline, painting the buildings in shades of peach and violet. As he steered his Escalade toward the exit, he saw a familiar figure sitting at a MARTA bus stop just outside the gates.

It was Matthew. He was alone, his signed basketball in a mesh bag at his feet, looking exhausted.

Terrence pulled over, the heavy, soulful bass of an old James Brown track thumping against the pavement from his speakers. He rolled down the window. "Yo, Matthew! Where's your ride, man? The 'boss' leave you hanging?"

Matthew looked up, startled. "Bus is late," he said, checking his watch. "Brianna had to stay late at the library for her finals. I told her I’d take the bus home so she didn't have to drive across town."

"Man, jump in," Terrence said, hitting the door locks. "I’m headed that way anyway. Don’t tell me a coach like you doesn't have a VIP pass for the Titan Express."

Matthew hesitated, then climbed into the passenger seat. He moved gingerly, as if afraid he might break something. He looked around the interior—the starlight ceiling, the scent of expensive oud and leather, the massive screens. "This is... wow. It’s like a spaceship."

"It’s just a car, kid. Where we headed?"

"West End," Matthew said. "Near the park."

As they navigated the winding streets, the atmosphere in the car was easy. Matthew started talking—really talking. He told Terrence about his school, his love for the technical side of sports, and how he wanted to be an analyst one day.

Suddenly, Matthew’s phone chirped. He answered it, and Terrence could hear a feminine voice on the other end. Even through the speaker, the voice was a melody—sharp, worried, and thick with that soulful ATL lilt.

"Matthew! Where are you? I’m at the bus stop and the driver said the last 40 passed twenty minutes ago! If you're walking in the dark, I’m gonna—"

"I'm fine, Bri! I'm with a friend. No... a real friend. He's driving me. We’ll be there in ten. I know it’s my night to cook! I'll pick up something!"

Matthew hung up, looking terrified. "She’s gonna kill me. I was supposed to be home an hour ago to start the smothered pork chops. When Brianna gets hungry and worried at the same time, it’s a dangerous combination."

Terrence laughed, a genuine sound. "I know that feeling. Tell you what—my treat. We’re stopping at Busy Bee’s. No one can be mad when there’s fried chicken and peach cobbler involved."

"Busy Bee’s on a Sunday?" Matthew squeaked. "The line is gonna be around the block!"

"I’m Terrence King," Terrence reminded him with a playful wink. "I have a standing appointment with anything fried and delicious."

Twenty minutes later, after a "back-door" pickup that involved Terrence signing three napkins for the kitchen staff, they pulled into a modest, well-kept apartment complex in the West End.

And that’s when Terrence saw her.

Standing by the curb was the woman from the gym, but up close, she was a goddamned revelation.

Brianna was a "plump" woman in the way a masterpiece is substantial—she had curves that flowed like the Georgia hills, an incredible, gravity-defying backside that filled out her high-waisted, distressed jeans to perfection, and skin the color of the richest, purest dark chocolate. Her hair was a soft, shoulder-length blowout, dark and shimmering, framing a face that was hauntingly beautiful.

But it was the ink that caught his eye. Intricate, artistic tattoos crawled up her forearms—floral patterns and script that looked like poetry. When she saw the Escalade, her gorgeous lips thinned into a line of pure, unadulterated frustration.

"Matthew! Do you have any idea what time—" she started, marching toward the car.

Terrence stepped out, all six-foot-ten of him, his presence suddenly dwarfing the parking lot. The words died in her throat.

"Brianna, I assume?" Terrence said. He used his "game" voice—the one that usually made women melt.

Brianna didn't melt. She didn't gasp. She didn't ask for a selfie. She planted her hands on her ample hips, tilted her head back to meet his gaze, and looked him up and down with a clinical, unimpressed fire.

"And you must be the distraction," she said, her voice like velvet-covered steel.

Terrence felt a jolt of something he hadn't felt in years. Challenge.

"I'm the delivery service," Terrence countered, reaching back into the car for the bags of steaming food. "And unless you want this cobbler to get cold, I suggest we move this conversation inside."

Brianna looked at the bags, then at the massive, handsome, dark-skinned man standing in her light. She took in his bald head, the way his custom-fit T-shirt strained against his chest, and the sheer, magnetic heat radiating off him.

"You got a lot of nerve, Mr. King," she whispered, a tiny, drop-dead gorgeous smile finally tugging at the corners of her mouth. "But you’re lucky I’m hungry."

***

The stairwell of the apartment building was narrow, making Terrence feel like a giant in a dollhouse. He followed Brianna, his eyes—purely out of professional appreciation for aesthetics, he told himself—tracking the hypnotic sway of her hips. Every step she took in those high-waisted jeans was a testament to the term "body goals." She moved with a confidence that didn't ask for permission, her heels clicking a rhythmic beat against the linoleum.

"Don't trip over your own feet, superstar," Brianna called back over her shoulder, not even looking at him. "The ceiling height drops on the landing."

Terrence chuckled, ducking his head. "I’ve spent my whole life ducking, Brianna. I think I can handle a West End walk-up."

When she opened the door to the third-floor apartment, Terrence was greeted by the scent of lavender and old books. It wasn't the sprawling, cold marble of his Buckhead mansion. It was warm, cluttered with textbooks, and felt intensely lived in. A beat-up laptop sat on a small dining table surrounded by stacks of research papers.

"Set the food there," Brianna commanded, pointing to the table. "Matthew, go wash your hands. And don't think Busy Bee’s earns you a pass on the fact that you didn't text me back for three hours."

"I’m sorry, Bri," Matthew mumbled, scurrying toward the bathroom. "The phone died right after I talked to you."

Terrence began unpacking the bags—the heavy aroma of fried chicken, mac and cheese, and collard greens filled the room. "He was safe with me, Brianna. I promise."

Brianna turned to him, leaning against the kitchen counter. The light from the overhead fixture caught the alluring sheen of her chocolate skin. She was even more stunning in the dim light; her eyes were a deep, intelligent amber, and her smile, though currently guarded, was enough to make a man forget his career stats.

"Safe is relative," she said, crossing her arms. The movement drew attention to the tattoos on her forearms—a vine of ivy that seemed to wrap around her wrist. "You’re a high-profile target, Terrence. Bringing my brother into your orbit... that’s not a small thing. He doesn't understand the world you live in. He sees the highlights; he doesn't see the vultures."

Terrence paused, a piece of cornbread in his hand. He looked at her, really looked at her. She wasn't starstruck. She was protective. "I know all about the vultures, Brianna. Trust me. That’s why I like the kid. He’s the only person I’ve met in five years who talked to me about my pivot instead of my bank account."

Brianna’s expression softened, just a fraction. "He’s brilliant. But he’s sensitive. Basketball is his escape, but I can't have it becoming a fantasy that keeps him from reality."

"Hey, the food is getting cold," Matthew said, reappearing and breaking the tension.

The three of them sat down, and for the next forty minutes, Terrence King—the man who usually dined at Umi or Nobu—ate fried chicken on a mismatched chair in a West End apartment. It was the best meal he’d had since moving back to Georgia.

Brianna, it turned out, was finishing her Master’s in Social Work at Clark Atlanta. She was sharp, funny, and didn't give him an inch. When he tried to use a smooth line about the "gorgeous scenery" in the room, she just rolled her eyes and told him he had gravy on his chin.

"So," Brianna said, wiping her mouth with a napkin. "Mr. NBA. Are you actually going to listen to my brother about your left foot, or are you just here to look handsome and pay for chicken?"

Terrence grinned, leaning back. "I already started working on it. My shooting percentage was up four points this week. The kid is a genius."

Matthew beamed, and for a second, the room felt light. But then Terrence noticed the way Brianna’s eyes drifted toward the stack of bills sitting on the corner of the desk. He saw the "Past Due" stamp on the top one. It was a quick flash, but it hit him like a hard foul in the paint.

After dinner, Matthew retreated to his room to watch the late-night highlights on an old, flickering TV. Terrence stood by the door, ready to leave, but his feet felt heavy.

"Thanks for the food, Terrence," Brianna said, walking him to the door. "Truly. It saved me a lot of stress tonight."

"It was nothing," he said, his voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur. He stepped closer, entering her personal space. He could see the faint dusting of freckles across her nose and the way her shoulder-length hair caught the light. "I’d like to see you again, Brianna. And I don’t mean just dropping off Matthew."

Brianna looked up at him, her heart doing a slow, heavy thud against her ribs. He was magnificent—tall, dark, and smelling of success and something more primal. But she was a woman who lived in the real world.

"I don't date 'titans,' Terrence. I have a brother to look after, a degree to finish, and a life that doesn't fit into a VIP section."

"Who said anything about a VIP section?" Terrence reached out, his large hand gently brushing against her tattooed arm. His touch was electric, sending a shiver through her. "Maybe I just want to sit on your couch and tell you more about how much your brother knows about physics."

Brianna laughed, a rich, soulful sound. "You're a smooth talker. But I'm a fast walker. We'll see."

As Terrence walked down to his car, he felt a strange sense of purpose. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He sent a quick text to Marcus.

Terrence: "Find out the tuition balance for a Brianna and Matthew Stewart at CAU and the local vocational school. Don't ask questions. Just handle it anonymously. Tell them it's a 'Hometown Hero' scholarship."

He got into the Escalade, but he didn't start the engine right away. He looked up at the third-floor window. He saw the silhouette of a woman sitting down at a desk, her head in her hands, probably getting back to the books.

Atlanta was a big city, full of lights and noise. But in that moment, the only thing that mattered to the King was the queen in the West End.

***

The following Tuesday, Terrence was back at the arena. Practice had been grueling, but he felt sharper than ever. He kept thinking about Brianna’s laugh and the way she hadn't been impressed by his car or his fame.

He was in the locker room when Marcus walked in, looking confused.

"T, I did what you asked. The tuition is cleared. But you gotta be careful, man. If this leaks, people are gonna think you're trying to buy something."

"I'm not buying anything, Marcus. I'm investing," Terrence said, pulling on his jersey. "In people who actually see me."

Just then, his phone buzzed. It was a text from an unknown number.

Unknown: "I don't know who 'The Anonymous Donor' is, but Matthew is crying, and I’m shaking. If this was you... I’m going to kill you. And then I’m going to kiss you. But mostly kill you."

Terrence felt a grin spread across his face that was wider than the baseline.

Terrence: "I have no idea what you're talking about, Brianna. But I’ve always been a fan of a good thriller. Does the killing happen before or after I take you to that hole-in-the-wall jazz spot in East Atlanta on Thursday?"

There was a long pause. Three dots appeared, then disappeared.

Brianna: "Thursday. 8:00 PM. Don't bring the spaceship. Bring something that fits in a normal parking spot."

Terrence looked at Marcus. "Hey, Marcus. Does the team still have that old Chevy Tahoe for the interns?"

"Yeah, why?"

"Because I have a date. and I need to look like a regular human being."

***

Thursday night in Atlanta was a different kind of vibe. The humidity had broken, leaving a cool, crisp breeze that carried the scent of night-blooming jasmine. Terrence pulled up to Brianna’s apartment in the nondescript black Tahoe, wearing a simple black hoodie and jeans. He looked less like a superstar and more like a guy who might work at a high-end gym.

When Brianna walked out, Terrence felt his jaw literally drop.

She was wearing a deep emerald-green wrap dress that hugged every one of her magnificent curves. Her skin glowed, her hair was slicked back into a chic bun, and she wore gold hoop earrings that brushed against her neck. She looked like a queen of the Nile who had been reborn in the South.

"You're late," she said, though her eyes were twinkling. "And you actually brought a normal car. I'm impressed."

"I aim to please," Terrence said, opening the door for her.

As they drove toward East Atlanta, the conversation was easy, but there was an underlying tension—a magnetic pull that neither could ignore. They ended up at a tiny, dimly lit jazz club where the air was thick with the sound of a saxophone and the smell of bourbon.

They sat in a corner booth, their knees occasionally touching under the table.

"Why did you do it, Terrence?" Brianna asked, her voice low. "The tuition. The scholarship. Why us?"

Terrence looked at his drink, then back at her. "Because for the last five years, everyone I’ve met has wanted to take something from me. My time, my money, my image. But you? You were ready to kick me out of your house for being late with chicken. And Matthew... he just wanted me to be better at my job."

He reached across the table, his hand covering hers. His dark skin against her chocolate skin was a beautiful contrast. "I'm not the guy the tabloids say I am, Bri. I’m just a kid from Florida who got lucky and then got lost. I’m trying to find my way home. And home feels a lot like a West End apartment right now."

Brianna felt her heart melt. She saw the vulnerability in his eyes—the shadow of the "Hickey Game" and the L.A. drama. She saw a man who was tired of being a brand.

"Well," she said, her fingers intertwining with his. "Atlanta is a good place to get found. But don't think this means you're off the hook for that pivot. Matthew told me you missed a rotation in the third quarter on Tuesday."

Terrence laughed, the sound mingling with the jazz. "I'm working on it, Bri. I'm working on everything."

As the music swelled, Terrence leaned in, and Brianna met him halfway. The kiss was slow, deep, and tasted of honey and promise. It was the start of a new season—one where the King finally found his Queen.


CHAPTER 2




The drive back from the jazz club was quiet, but it wasn't the heavy, awkward silence of two strangers. It was the hum of high-voltage electricity between two people who had finally crossed a line they’d been circling for weeks. Terrence kept his hand on Brianna’s thigh as he navigated the black Tahoe through the sleeping streets of the West End. Every time his thumb brushed against the fabric of her emerald dress, he felt her breath hitch.

When they slipped into the apartment, the only light came from the blue glow of the microwave clock and the distant streetlamps filtering through the blinds.

"Matthew’s out cold," Brianna whispered, nodding toward the closed hallway door. "He had a long day at the lab."

Terrence leaned against the kitchen island, his massive frame making the small space feel intimate. "Good. I love the kid, but I’ve been waiting to get you alone all night without a scouting report hanging over my head."

Brianna let out a soft, melodic giggle, kicking off her heels. She walked over to the fridge, her hips swaying in a way that made Terrence’s throat go dry. "You look like you need to cool down, superstar. I have a pint of Talenti Sea Salt Caramel in here that’s been calling my name. You want to help me kill it?"

"Only if I get the big spoon," Terrence teased, sliding onto one of the barstools.

For the next twenty minutes, the "Titan" of Atlanta and the Queen of the West End sat hunched over the kitchen island, passing a single pint of ice cream back and forth. They were a study in contrasts: his huge, dark hands against her delicate, tatted ones. They ran jokes like they’d known each other for a lifetime, laughing in hushed, jagged bursts to keep from waking Matthew.

"You really thought you could pull up in a Tahoe and I wouldn't notice those designer sneakers?" Brianna whispered, pointing a spoonful of caramel at him. "You’re about as 'undercover' as a neon sign, Terrence."

"Hey, I’m trying! I even wore the 'regular guy' hoodie," he countered, grinning.

But as the ice cream melted, the humor began to fade into something much heavier. Brianna set the spoon down, her amber eyes locking onto his. "That kiss at the bar... that wasn't part of the 'regular guy' routine, was it?"

Terrence reached out, his fingers tracing the intricate ink on her forearm. "Nothing about how I feel when I’m around you is a routine, Bri. I’ve been thinking about your lips since the second I saw you standing by that bus stop."

Brianna didn't hesitate. She stood up, stepping between his knees as he sat on the stool. She reached up, her hands cupping his strong, dark jawline, and pulled his face to hers. This wasn't the slow, testing kiss from the jazz bar. This was a claim. She kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding against his, tasting of caramel and pure, unadulterated hunger.

"Be quiet," she breathed against his lips, her voice a ragged command. "Follow me."

Brianna led him toward the bedroom, her hand firmly gripped in his. At the door, Terrence didn't wait. He swept her up into his massive arms, her weight feeling like a perfect gift against his chest. She unlocked the door and the moment it clicked shut behind them, the world outside ceased to exist.

He set her down by the edge of the bed, his hands immediately finding the zipper of that emerald dress. It pooled at her feet, revealing her incredible curves clad in nothing but a pair of tiny yellow lace panties. Terrence felt his heart hammer against his ribs. Her chocolate skin was flawless, glowing in the moonlight, her "plump" figure a masterpiece of soft swells and firm muscle.

"You are so damn beautiful," Terrence growled, his voice a low, primal rumble.

"Talk is cheap, King," she whispered, her hands working the buttons of his shirt, stripping it back to reveal his obsidian-dark, sculpted chest.

He laid her back onto the cool linens, his body hovering over hers. He began a slow, worshipful descent, his lips trailing fire along the column of her neck, making her head toss back. He moved lower, his mouth finding the heavy swell of her breasts. He took one dark, tensed nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it before sucking deeply.

"Oh... Terrence... yes," Brianna moaned, her fingers digging into the muscles of his shoulders.

He moved to the other, feasting on her, his hands kneading the soft flesh of her hips. He moved lower still, his lips ghosting over her navel, kissing the tattoos that adorned her stomach as if they were sacred symbols. As he moved toward the waistband of her yellow panties, the air became thick with the sweet, musky scent of her arousal.

He stripped the lace away, tossing it aside. He didn't hesitate. He parted her legs, revealing her glistening center. He leaned down, his tongue flicking out to find that sensitive, lovely button hidden within her folds.

He slurped on her clit, his tongue working in rhythmic, punishingly perfect circles. Brianna thrashed on the bed, her hips bucking upward as she let out a choked, breathless cry.

"Terrence, please... you're gonna make me..."

"I want you to," he muttered against her wetness, peeling the lips back to lick and suck even more passionately. He worked her for what felt like hours, his face drenched in her cream. He used his fingers to spread her arousal all over her pussy, making sure she was slick and ready before he finally pulled back, looking up at her with hooded, hungry eyes.

THE MAIN EVENT:

Terrence stood up just long enough to shed his jeans, his massive, dark cock springing free, thick and pulsing. He leaned over her, holding the base of himself as he hovered near her face.

"Suck it, Bri. Show me how much you want it."

She didn't need to be told twice. She reached up, her tatted fingers wrapping around his girth as she took the head into her mouth. She was a natural, her tongue swirling around the crown before she took him deep, her throat constricting as she gagged and slobbered all over him. She loved the taste of him—salty, clean, and masculine. Terrence let out a guttural groan, his hands finding her hair as he began to gently fuck her mouth, his hips thrusting in a slow, steady rhythm that drove them both to the edge.

"That's it, baby... take all of it," he hissed.

After a few minutes of her expert mouth-work, he pulled out, the head of his cock glistening. He flipped her over, guiding her onto all fours. He looked down at her incredible backside, the moonlight catching the dimples at the base of her spine. He positioned himself and, with one powerful surge, buried himself inside her from behind.

The headboard slammed against the wall with a thunderous thwack.

"Oh, God! Terrence!" Brianna screamed into the pillow, her eyes rolling back as he filled her completely.

He was relentless. He gripped her hips, his large hands leaving faint imprints on her chocolate skin as he hammered into her. Each thrust was deep, primal, and senseless. His balls banged up against her clit with every strike, sending jolts of electricity through her. He was fucking the cum out of her, his dark skin sliding against hers in a rhythmic, sweaty friction.

"You like that big dick, don't you?" he growled in her ear. "Tell me whose pussy this is."

"Yours... it’s yours, King!" she cried out.

He flipped her onto her back, never losing the connection. He pinned her wrists above her head, staring directly into her eyes as he drove home. He watched her face contort in beautiful agony as she hit her climax, her pussy walls squeezing his cock so hard he nearly lost it right then. She squirmed and shuddered, her entire body vibrating as she came all over him.

"I'm close, Bri... I'm right there," he gasped, his thrusts becoming short and frantic.

"Don't you stop," she pleaded, her voice a broken whisper. "Cum for me, Terrence."

"On your stomach," he managed to choke out.

He pulled out at the very last second, his hand gripping himself as he let out a jagged breath. He let out a low groan as he shot his hot, thick nut all over her tatted tummy. Brianna watched, mesmerized, as the white cream coated her dark skin.

She didn't wait for him to clean it up. She reached down, wiping the cum up with her fingers and bringing them to her lips, licking them clean with a devious, satisfied smirk. Then, she leaned forward, taking him back into her mouth one last time to suck him completely clean, her eyes never leaving his.

Terrence fell back onto the pillows, completely spent, the King finally finding his peace in the arms of his Queen.

***

The digital clock on the microwave read 6:14 AM.

Terrence was moving with the silent, predatory grace of a man who got paid millions to glide across hardwood, but in the cramped hallway of a West End apartment, he felt like a bull in a china shop. He was carrying his designer sneakers in one hand, his hoodie bunched under his arm, and his heart was hammering against his ribs harder than it did during a Game 7 buzzer-beater.

He had just left Brianna tangled in her sheets, smelling of cocoa butter and the echoes of their sweat. He wanted to stay—Lord knows he wanted to crawl back into that warmth—but he knew the rules of the "Brotherhood." If he was still in that bed when the sun fully hit those blinds, the dynamic would change.

He reached the kitchen, his bare feet silent on the linoleum. He was three steps from the front door when the light over the stove flickered on.

"You know, the pivot on the left foot is still a little slow, but your stealth rating is actually worse."

Terrence froze. He slowly turned his head to see Matthew sitting at the small kitchen island, a bowl of Fruit Loops in front of him and a worn-out coaching manual spread open. The kid didn't even look up; he just kept spooning cereal into his mouth with clinical precision.

"Matthew," Terrence whispered, his deep voice cracking slightly. "Man, what are you doing up? It’s Saturday."

"The grind don't stop, T," Matthew said, finally looking up. His eyes moved from Terrence’s bare, tatted chest down to the sneakers in his hand, and then back up to the hickey that was definitely forming on the side of Terrence’s dark neck. "You’re leaving? We haven't even gone over the film from the Knicks game."

Terrence felt a wave of guilt wash over him that was more intense than any technical foul he’d ever picked up. He looked at the front door, then at the kid who saw him as a god. He sighed, dropped his shoes, and pulled his hoodie over his head.

"I ain't leaving yet, Coach," Terrence said, pulling up a barstool. "But if your sister walks out here and sees me, I’m a dead man. You gotta be my lookout."

Matthew smirked—a look that was way too knowing for a fifteen-year-old. "Brianna sleeps like a rock after she’s been 'studying' late. You’re good for at least twenty minutes. Now, look at this..." Matthew slid the manual over. "The Knicks play a high-hedge screen. If you keep trying to power through the double-team, you’re gonna turn it over. You need to split the defenders."

Terrence leaned in, his massive frame hunched over the counter. For the next fifteen minutes, the "Titan" of Atlanta and the quiet genius of the West End were locked in a world of X’s and O’s. It was a bizarre, beautiful moment of normalcy. Terrence forgot he was a superstar; Matthew forgot he was a kid with a vocational degree and a struggling bank account.

"You really think I can split 'em?" Terrence asked, genuinely curious.

"I don't think. I know," Matthew said firmly. He paused, his expression turning serious. "Hey, Terrence?"

"Yeah, man?"

"You're not gonna... you're not gonna be like the other guys, right? The ones who come around and then disappear when the season ends?"

The question hit Terrence right in the solar plexus. The humor of the "near-catch" evaporated, replaced by the weight of the responsibility he now held. He looked at Matthew—the kid who wore his old jersey like armor.

"I’m a King, Matthew," Terrence said, his voice dropping into a solemn, soulful register. "And Kings don't abandon their court. I’m not going anywhere. Not from the Hawks, and definitely not from this kitchen."

Matthew nodded once, satisfied. "Good. Because if you break her heart, I’ll tell the media about that 'Hickey Game' in L.A. again. I still have the clips saved."

Terrence let out a bark of laughter, leaning back. "Man, you’re cold-blooded! I see where Brianna gets it from."

Just then, the sound of a bedroom door creaking open echoed down the hall.

"Matthew? Why is it so loud out there? And who are you talking to at—"

Brianna stopped dead in the hallway. She was wearing a silk robe that barely contained her curves, her hair a beautiful, chaotic mess of curls. She looked from Matthew to Terrence, her eyes widening as she took in the scene of the two men huddled over a playbook.

"Terrence?" she whispered, her voice husky with sleep. "I thought you..."

"He was just helping me with my ball-handling, Bri," Matthew said, totally deadpan, as he stood up to rinse his bowl. "But I think he needs a shower. He smells like... well, he smells like your expensive candles."

Brianna’s face turned a shade of deep, alluring plum. She looked at Terrence, who was sporting a guilty, lopsided grin.

"Is that right?" Brianna said, her hands finding her hips. "Ball-handling?"

"The kid is a hard taskmaster," Terrence said, standing up and walking toward her. He didn't care that Matthew was right there. He leaned down and kissed her forehead, his large hand lingering on her waist. "But I think the 'head coach' is finally awake. I might need a private session."

"Get out," Brianna laughed, pushing him playfully toward the bathroom, but her eyes were shining with a warmth that told him exactly how glad she was that he hadn't snuck out.

The Matthew Factor had changed the game. Terrence wasn't just playing for a ring anymore—he was playing for the family he didn't know he needed. And in the gritty, soulful heart of Atlanta, the Titan was finally learning that the most important wins happen off the court.


CHAPTER 3




The gala for the "King’s Court Foundation" was the most anticipated event on the Atlanta social calendar. Held at the St. Regis in Buckhead, it was a sea of black ties, diamond-encrusted watches, and the kind of high-stakes networking that made the city run. But for Terrence King, standing in front of his bathroom mirror and adjusting his obsidian-on-obsidian Tom Ford suit, the only thing that mattered was the woman currently behind his bedroom door.

"Brianna, baby, the car is downstairs. We can't be late to our own party," Terrence called out, his voice echoing through the marble-clad suite.

"If you wanted me to be fast, you shouldn't have bought me a dress that requires a PhD in engineering to get into, Terrence!" her voice drifted back, sharp and sweet with that soulful ATL lilt.

Terrence grinned, checking his reflection. He looked every bit the Titan—bald head polished, dark skin shimmering under the recessed lighting, his massive frame draped in thousands of dollars of Italian wool. He was the image of success. But his blood was humming with a different kind of anticipation.

When the bedroom door finally opened, Terrence’s breath didn't just hitch—it vanished.

Brianna stood there, and for a moment, the room felt smaller. She was wearing a custom, skin-tight mahogany silk dress that matched her chocolate skin so perfectly it was hard to tell where the fabric ended and the goddess began. It was backless, plunging all the way down to the small of her back, showcasing the intricate floral tattoos that snaked across her shoulder blades. The dress clung to her plump curves like a second skin, highlighting the incredible, gravity-defying swell of her backside and the soft, alluring curve of her stomach.

"Lord have mercy," Terrence whispered, stepping toward her. "Bri... you look like a dream I don't ever want to wake up from."

Brianna smiled, that drop-dead gorgeous smile that lit up her entire face. She walked toward him, the silk swishing against her thighs. "You look pretty good yourself, superstar. But remember, we’re there for the kids, not for you to stare at my ass all night."

"I can do both," Terrence growled, his hands finding her waist. He pulled her flush against his suit, his dark fingers disappearing into the mahogany silk. "But I’m telling you right now, the minute we get back from this thing, this dress is getting shredded. I want to see every inch of this tatted skin under me."

Brianna reached up, her fingers grazing the back of his neck, her eyes dark with a matching hunger. "You talk a big game, King. Let’s see if you can keep that same energy in a room full of cameras."

***

The gala was a blur of flashing lights and handshakes. Terrence moved through the crowd like a politician, but his hand never left the small of Brianna’s back. He felt the eyes of Atlanta on them—the whispers of "Who is she?" and the envious glares from the socialites who had spent the season trying to catch his eye.

They were seated at the head table, flanked by the team owner and the Mayor. The lighting was dim, candles flickering in crystal holders, while a live jazz band played softly in the background.

"Mr. King, your contribution to the West End youth programs has been... transformative," the team owner said, leaning in.

Terrence nodded, his face a mask of professional poise. "It’s about the future, sir. Giving these kids the tools Matthew uses every day."

But under the heavy white linen of the tablecloth, a different conversation was happening.

Terrence’s hand slid from Brianna’s knee up the inside of her thigh. He felt the warmth radiating through her silk dress. He moved higher, his fingers finding the soft, damp heat of her inner thigh. Brianna froze, her fork halfway to her mouth. She took a sharp breath, her amber eyes darting to him.

"Is everything alright, Ms. Stewart?" the Mayor’s wife asked from across the table.

"Just... the seasoning," Brianna managed to choke out, her voice a pitch higher than usual. "It’s quite... spicy."

Terrence leaned closer to her, his shoulder brushing hers, while his fingers reached the lace edge of her panties. He hooked a finger inside, finding the slick, swollen center of her. She was already soaking wet.

"I told you I’d keep that energy," Terrence whispered into her ear, his breath hot against her neck.

He began to work his middle finger in slow, rhythmic circles against her clit. He felt her squirm in her seat, her hand gripping the edge of the table so hard her knuckles turned white. He didn't stop. He leaned into the conversation with the team owner, discussing trade rumors and stadium taxes, while his hand was buried deep in Brianna’s heat.

He slipped two fingers inside her, feeling her walls squeeze and pulse around him. He felt the cream of her arousal coating his hand, thick and sweet. He used his thumb to lap at her clit, flicking it with the same precision he used for a free throw.

"Oh... God," Brianna exhaled, the sound disguised by the applause for a speaker on stage.

She leaned her head back, her eyes fluttering closed. She was lost in the sensation—the filthiness of being touched like that while surrounded by the city’s elite. Terrence felt her begin to peak, her body vibrating against his hand. He sped up his fingers, his thumb punishing her lovely button until she let out a muffled, soulful moan into her champagne glass.

He pulled his hand back just as the lights came up for the main presentation. He reached for his napkin, wiping his fingers clean, the scent of her filling his senses. He leaned in one last time.

"That was just the appetizer, baby. The main course is back at the penthouse."

THE SACRED ANATOMY:

The ride back was a fever dream. They barely made it through the door of Terrence’s Buckhead penthouse before he had her pinned against the floor-to-ceiling glass windows, the lights of Atlanta shimmering behind her.

"I’ve been smelling you on my fingers for three hours, Brianna," Terrence growled, his voice a raw, hungry sound. "I’m about to lose my mind."

He didn't wait for her to answer. He dropped to his knees, his massive hands reaching up to gather the mahogany silk of her dress. He pushed it up past her hips, revealing her incredible backside and those tiny lace panties he’d been playing with all night. He ripped them aside with a single, violent tug.

"Terrence... please," she gasped, her hands clutching his bald head as he buried his face in her heat.

He didn't just lick her; he worshipped her. He used his tongue like a weapon, lapping at her clit with long, greedy strokes. He groaned into her pussy, the vibration making her knees buckle. He was clit-lapping her with a ferocity that made her scream, her voice echoing off the glass.

"You taste so freaking delicious, Bri," he muttered, his tongue flicking deep inside her before returning to that swollen button. "I want to drink every drop of you."

He moved her to the oversized leather couch, flipping her onto her back. He spread her legs wide, admiring the way the tattoos on her thighs framed her glistening center. He took his time, fingering her with three fingers while his mouth stayed glued to her clit. He was slurping on her, the wet sounds filling the quiet room.

Brianna was a mess of moans and dirty talk. "Eat it, Terrence... suck that clit, baby. Oh, you're so deep... fuck, I’m gonna come again!"

She climaxed hard, her legs shaking as she sprayed her arousal across his face. Terrence didn't flinch. He wiped the cream from his eyes and looked up at her, his dark skin glistening.

"Now," he said, his voice a low command. "Get on your knees. I need to feel that mouth."

Terrence sat back on the couch, his obsidian suit discarded on the floor, his massive, dark cock standing proud and pulsing. Brianna moved between his legs, her mahogany dress hanging off one shoulder. She looked up at him, her eyes fierce.

She took the head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the crown before she slid all the way down. She was slobbering and gagging, her throat taking every inch of his girth. She was working his cock like a professional, her hands gripping his thighs for leverage.

"Yeah, suck it, Bri," Terrence hissed, his hands finding her hair. "Take it all, you beautiful queen. Show me how much you love your King’s dick."

She looked up at him while she sucked, her eyes never leaving his, her cheeks hollowed as she created a vacuum that threatened to end the night right there. She was deep-throating him, the sounds of her pleasure driving him wild.

He pulled her up, his patience gone. He stood her up and bent her over the back of the couch. He looked at her tatted-up backside, the way her mahogany dress was bunched at her waist, and he didn't wait. He guided his big dick to her entrance and thrust home with a single, powerful surge.

"OH!" Brianna screamed, her head hitting the leather.

He began pussy fucking her with a primal rhythm, the couch—banging against the wall. He was deep, hitting her g-spot with every thrust. His balls were banging against her clit, the friction creating a heat that felt like a forest fire.

"You like this big dick, Bri? Tell me!"

"I love it! Fuck me, Terrence! Fuck your girl!"

He flipped her onto her back, her legs over his shoulders, and drove into her one last time. He watched her eyes roll to the back of her head as she climaxed for the third time, her walls gripping him like a vice.

"I'm coming, Bri! I’m gonna fill you up!"

"No... on my stomach! Do it on my tattoos, Terrence!"

He pulled out at the last second, a guttural roar escaping his throat as he shot his hot, thick nut all over her tatted-up tummy. He watched as the white cream covered the floral patterns on her skin, a beautiful, filthy contrast.

Brianna reached down, her fingers gathering the warm fluid. She looked at him, a devious, sexy smile on her face, and licked her fingers clean before leaning in to suck him off one last time, making sure not a drop of his essence was wasted.

They lay there in the quiet of the penthouse, the lights of Atlanta watching over them. It was emotional, it was heart-wrenching, it was sweet—but above all, it was the most passionate night the King had ever known.











EPILOGUE




Four years had passed since the night the "Titan" of Atlanta decided to trade his Hollywood spotlight for a West End porch swing. The city of Atlanta hadn’t just accepted Terrence King as their own; they had canonized him. But for Terrence, the MVP trophies and the championship ring glittering in a display case at the arena didn't mean a damn thing compared to the chaos currently unfolding in his kitchen.

"Terrence! If you don't get your six-foot-ten behind over here and help me with these groceries, I am going to tell the world that you still sleep with a nightlight!"

Brianna’s voice carried through the halls of their new home—a sprawling, soulful estate in Cascade that felt more like a sanctuary than a mansion. It was filled with African art, stacks of Brianna’s social work journals, and the constant, rhythmic thump-thump of a basketball in the backyard.

Terrence emerged from the media room, a lopsided, heart-melting grin on his face. He was dressed in a simple white tank top that showed off his dark, sculpted arms and a pair of gray sweatpants that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. He walked up behind Brianna, who was struggling with a massive bag of kale and what looked like twenty pounds of oxtail.

"First of all," Terrence growled playfully, wrapping his massive arms around her waist and pulling her "amazing backside" flush against his groin, "that nightlight is for security purposes. A King has to see the perimeter."

Brianna leaned back into him, her head resting against his chest. She was more beautiful than the day they met—her chocolate skin was glowing, her shoulder-length hair was in soft, effortless waves, and the tattoos on her arms told the story of their life together. "Uh-huh. Sure. Now help me. Matthew is coming over for dinner, and you know if the food isn't ready by six, he starts analyzing our 'operational inefficiencies.'"

Terrence chuckled, lifting the heavy grocery bags as if they were filled with feathers. "The kid is getting his Master’s in Sports Analytics at Georgia Tech, Bri. Let him analyze. As long as he keeps his hands off my vintage jerseys, we’re good."

The house was filled with the sounds of a life well-lived. It was a far cry from the cold, lonely towers of L.A. Here, there was humor. there was soul. And most importantly, there was a peace that Terrence hadn't known was possible.

***

Dinner was a masterclass in ATL tonality and family roasting. Matthew sat across from them, looking sharper and more confident, though he still clutched his data tablet like a security blanket.

"So, T," Matthew said, gesturing with a piece of cornbread. "The stats for the upcoming season are projecting a 12% dip in your vertical. If you want to maintain your dominance in the paint, we need to adjust your caloric intake. Less of Brianna’s mac and cheese, more lean protein."

Terrence looked at Brianna, then back at Matthew. "Kid, I love you. Truly. But if you think I’m giving up Bri’s mac and cheese for a 12% vertical increase, you clearly don't understand the power of a roux."

"It's about the legacy, Terrence!" Matthew argued, though he was smiling.

"My legacy is sitting right here," Terrence said, his voice dropping into that deep, soulful register. He reached over and took Brianna’s hand, his dark fingers intertwining with hers. "I’ve got the rings. I’ve got the stats. But I didn't have a home until I met y'all. That’s the only data point that matters."

Brianna felt that familiar warmth spread through her chest. It was the heartfelt moment that kept her grounded. They had survived the paparazzi, the L.A. drama, and the stress of her final exams. They were a unit. A kingdom.

After Matthew left—promising to send a "new and improved" workout regimen by midnight—the house fell into a comfortable, heavy silence. The kind of silence that usually preceded a storm of passion.

"You know," Brianna whispered, standing on the balcony and looking out at the Atlanta skyline. "Matthew is right about one thing. You are getting a little... comfortable."

Terrence walked up behind her, his heat radiating off him. He slid his hands under her silk robe, his palms finding the smooth, tatted skin of her hips. "Is that right? You think I’m losing my edge, Bri?"

He turned her around, his amber eyes hooded and dark with intent. He picked her up, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist, and carried her toward their massive, dark-wood bed. He laid her down, the moonlight catching the swell of her breasts and the allure of her chocolate skin.

"I think," he murmured, his lips ghosting over her ear, "that I need to remind you exactly who the King of this bedroom is."

The clothes were gone in a blur of silk and cotton. Terrence worshipped her body with a renewed hunger, his mouth finding every curve, every tattoo, and every hidden spot that made her gasp. He spent an eternity lapping at her clit, his tongue working with a masterful rhythm that had her thrashing against the pillows.

"Terrence... oh, God... King... please," she moaned, her fingers digging into his scalp.

He moved up her body, his massive, dark cock pulsing against her thigh. He looked down at her, his face a mask of pure, unadulterated love and lust. He guided himself to her entrance, and with a slow, agonizingly perfect thrust, he buried himself deep inside her.

"You feel so good, Bri," he hissed, his breath ragged. "So tight. So perfect."

He began to fuck her with a slow, soulful intensity. It wasn't the frantic, "risky" sex of the gala; it was the deep, connected passion of two people who were one soul. He hit her g-spot with every deliberate stroke, his balls banging against her as the headboard rhythmically thudded against the wall.

"Talk to me, Bri," he growled. "Tell me what you want."

Brianna wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down for a kiss that tasted of forever. "I want you, Terrence. All of you. Forever."

As the friction built and the heat in the room became unbearable, Terrence increased the pace. He was pussy fucking her with a raw power that had her rolling her eyes back, her walls squeezing him, begging for the end.

"I'm close, baby... I'm so close," Terrence gasped.

Brianna gripped him tighter, her legs locking around his lower back. She looked him in the eyes, her expression shifting from lust to something deep, maternal, and fierce.

"Don't pull out, Terrence," she whispered, her voice a ragged, beautiful command. "I want you deep. I want your life inside me. I want to have your baby, King. Give me a little prince. Give me a family."

The words hit Terrence harder than any physical sensation. A surge of pure, primal joy exploded in his chest. He let out a guttural, triumphant roar as he thrust one last time, burying himself as deep as humanly possible. He climaxed with a violence that shook his entire frame, shooting his hot, thick nut deep inside her, filling her pussy with everything he was.

He stayed there, buried deep, his forehead resting against hers as they both panted, their bodies slick with sweat. Brianna reached up, her tatted fingers stroking his bald head, her eyes wet with happy tears.

"I love you, Terrence King," she whispered, her voice filled with the soul of Atlanta. "More than the game. More than the fame. Just you."

"And I love you, Brianna," he replied, his heart finally, truly at rest. "My Queen."

Under the velvet shroud of the Atlanta night, the Georgia stars didn't just watch; they bore witness to a surrender far more powerful than any victory on the hardwood. Within the sacred sanctuary of their room, the air was thick with the scent of spent passion and the sweet, musky aroma of a love that had finally found its anchor. Terrence remained buried deep within Brianna’s heat, his massive frame trembling with the aftershocks of a climax that had reached into the very marrow of his bones.

He felt the rhythmic pulse of her walls clutching him, a silent, visceral conversation between their bodies as they shared the same ragged breath. Brianna’s tatted arms were a warm, permanent vise around his neck, her chocolate skin shimmering like polished silk against the midnight mahogany of his own.

"You're home, Terrence," she whispered, her voice a soulful melody that vibrated against his chest, more resonant than the roar of a thousand fans. "Not just in this city, and not just in this house... you’re home in me."

He lifted his head, his dark eyes searching hers, finding a reflection of a future he had once thought impossible—a life where he wasn't a brand, but a man; wasn't a Titan, but a father and a husband. He leaned down, his lips ghosting over hers in a kiss that tasted of salt, honey, and the terrifyingly beautiful promise of the seed he had just planted deep within her fertile earth.

In that breathless quiet, as the city hummed a distant lullaby outside their window, the Titan didn't just find a win. He found his soul’s permanent residence. For in the soft, powerful curve of Brianna’s hips and the fierce devotion in her gaze, Terrence King had finally realized that the greatest championship wasn't won under stadium lights, but in the silent, shattering beauty of becoming one with the woman who owned his heart.

OEBPS/image_rsrcKC.jpg
~ A STEAMY AFRICAN AMERICAN ROMANCE






OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		CHAPTER 1


    		CHAPTER 2


    		CHAPTER 3


    		EPILOGUE


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42






