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CHAPTER 1




The Detroit sky wasn’t just dark; it was a bruised, heavy purple, hanging over the city like a velvet curtain that had seen too many fights. I sat in my matte black Range Rover, the engine vibrating through the custom leather seats, providing the only heartbeat I cared to acknowledge tonight. Outside, the neon "OPEN" sign of the BP on 7 Mile flickered with a rhythmic, dying buzz—snap, hiss, snap, hiss—casting jagged shadows across my dashboard.

I stared at the blinking cursor on my laptop, which sat precariously on the passenger seat. I was Kimone "K-Money" Maxwell, the woman who made the New York Times Bestseller list by romanticizing the very streets that tried to swallow me whole. But tonight? The words were stuck in my throat like dry pills.

"Get it together, Kimmy," I whispered, my voice a low, husky alto that barely filled the cabin.

I caught my reflection in the rearview mirror and paused. I looked like a woman who was in total control, even if my soul felt like a cluttered basement. My caramel skin was smooth as silk, glowing under the artificial station lights. My braids, thick and waist-length, were adorned with gold cuffs that caught the light every time I moved my head. I adjusted the small diamond stud in my nostril, then smoothed the front of my white bodysuit. It was tight—dangerously tight—hugging every curve of my "plump and sexy" frame. I knew I was a baddie. I knew the power I held when I walked into a room. But at my core, I was a girl who preferred the company of a fountain pen and a glass of expensive Merlot over the loud, fake-deep conversations of the Detroit social scene.

I sighed, reached for my purse, and stepped out into the night.

The air was thick with the scent of exhaust, cheap weed, and the approaching rain. My heels clicked against the cracked asphalt, a sharp, solitary sound that announced my presence. I felt eyes on me immediately. The usual suspects were loitering near the air pump—young boys with too much time and not enough sense—but one look from me, cold and sharp as a winter morning, kept their comments behind their teeth. I didn’t take shit. I didn’t do small talk. I moved with a purpose that said don’t even think about it.

I shoved the nozzle into the tank and headed for the store. I needed a snack—something salty, something sweet, and enough caffeine to get me through the three thousand words I still owed my editor.

The bell chimed with a tinny ring as I pushed through the door. The interior was a sanctuary of fluorescent hum and the smell of stale coffee. I headed straight for the back, my eyes scanning the shelves with the clinical precision of a researcher. I grabbed a bag of spicy chips and a bottle of sparkling water.

I was reaching for a protein bar when the atmosphere in the room shifted. You know that feeling when the oxygen suddenly leaves the room? When the hair on your arms stands up because the energy just changed?

"You look like you’re searching for something that ain't on these shelves, Queen."

The voice was a deep, tectonic rumble. It was the kind of voice that didn't just reach your ears; it settled in your bones. I froze. Usually, I’d keep moving, but there was a weight to those words that acted like an anchor.

I turned slowly, my "don’t-fuck-with-me" mask firmly in place, ready to cut whoever it was down to size.

But then I saw him.

He was leaning against the coffee island, a paper cup in hands that looked like they could crush stone or weave silk. He was tall—towering, really—at least 6’4”, with skin so dark and rich it made the midnight sky look pale. His white thermal shirt was stretched across a chest that was broad enough to hide behind, and his jawline was carved out of pure obsidian.

But it was the eyes. My God, the eyes.

Against that dark, flawless skin, his eyes were a shocking, crystalline blue. Not a soft sky blue, but the deep, dangerous blue of the center of a flame. They were looking at me with an intensity that felt like a physical touch, roaming over my braids, my tatted arms, and the curves I usually used as a weapon.

"And you look like you’ve spent too much time rehearsing lines in the mirror," I snapped, though my heart was suddenly doing a frantic double-time against my ribs. "I’m not searching for anything but the exit."

He didn't flinch. In fact, he smiled. It was a slow, lazy tilt of the lips that revealed a row of perfect white teeth. It transformed his face from intimidating to devastating.

"Name’s Ray-Ray," he said, ignoring my attitude completely. "And I wasn't rehearsing. I just calls 'em like I sees 'em. And right now? I see a woman who’s tired of carrying the world on her own shoulders."

I bristled. He was reading me—really reading me—and I hated it. I was the observer. I was the writer. I was the one who pulled the strings.

"Well, Ray-Ray," I said, stepping toward the counter, my hip grazing a display of candy bars just to keep my balance. "Your eyes are pretty, but your aim is off. I’m doing just fine on my own."

"Independent," he mused, following me to the register. He moved with the grace of a panther, silent and predatory. "I respect that. But even the baddest queen needs a king to hold the umbrella when it starts to pour. And look outside, Kimone. It’s about to pour."

I stopped dead. "How do you know my name?"

He leaned over the counter as I set my items down. The scent of him hit me then—sandalwood, fresh rain, and something purely masculine that made my stomach flip. He reached out, his hand hovering just inches from mine. I could see the ink on his knuckles, the word LOYALTY scarred into the skin.

"I’ve seen your face on the back of a few books, and I’ve seen you driving that Rover through this neighborhood more than once," he whispered, his voice dropping to a gravelly register that made the piercings in my nipples tingle. "I don't forget a face like yours. Especially when it’s attached to a mind that writes like it’s been through the fire."

I felt a flush creep up my neck. I wasn't used to this. In my world, I was the one in control. But standing here, in a dusty gas station in the middle of Detroit, this man with the blue eyes and the "hood" aura was stripping me bare without even touching me.

"I got her, Mike," Ray-Ray said to the clerk, who was watching us with wide eyes. Ray-Ray tossed a hundred-dollar bill on the counter, his gaze never leaving mine.

"I told you, I don't need—"

"I know what you need and what you don't," he interrupted softly. He stepped closer, invading my personal bubble. He was so close I could feel the heat radiating off his body. It felt like a heater on a sub-zero night. "You don't need me to pay for your snacks. But I want to. There’s a difference."

He reached down and picked up my bag, handing it to me. As our fingers brushed, a literal spark of static electricity jumped between us. I gasped, and his blue eyes flared.

"See that?" he murmured, his face inches from mine. "That’s the universe telling you to stop running, Kimmy. The solitary road is a long one. Why walk it alone tonight?"

I looked at him—really looked at him—and for the first time in ten years, the writer in me was silent. There were no words. There was only the heat, the blue of his eyes, and the sudden, terrifying realization that my life was about to be rewritten.

***

The rain didn’t just fall; it reclaimed the city. Big, heavy drops began to hammer against the pavement, turning the gritty Detroit streets into a blurred mosaic of reflected neon and oil-slicked asphalt.

I stood there by the register, the bag of chips crinkling in my hand, feeling like the air had been sucked out of the room. Ray-Ray didn’t move. He stood his ground, a towering silhouette of dark muscle and blue-eyed mystery, watching the way my chest rose and fell beneath my bodysuit. He was reading my heart rate through the pulse in my neck, and we both knew it.

"You’re staring, Kimone," he said, his voice a low, melodic growl that vibrated in the small space.

"I’m observing," I corrected, finding my voice. I pulled my shoulders back, leaning into that 'baddie' energy that had kept me safe for thirty years. "There’s a difference. Writers observe. We look for the cracks in the armor. We look for the lie."

Ray-Ray let out a short, dry laugh and stepped closer. The scent of him—something like cedarwood mixed with the cold electricity of the storm—swirled around me. "And what lie you see when you look at me? You think I’m just another brother in the D trying to spit game at a pretty face in a gas station?"

I looked him dead in those impossible blue eyes. "I think you’re a man who’s used to getting what he wants without having to ask. And I think you’re dangerous. Not because of the ink on your knuckles, but because you think you know me."

"I don't think, baby. I know," he whispered. He leaned down, his lips ghosting near the shell of my ear, making the gold cuffs in my braids clink softly. "I know you’re lonely in that big-ass tower you live in. I know you write about love and war because you’re too scared to fight for the real thing. And I know that right now, your heart is beating like a trapped bird against your ribs."

I shivered, a violent, delicious tremor that started at my pierced navel and radiated outward. I pushed past him, my hip bumping his thigh—an accidental-on-purpose contact that felt like touching a live wire.

"I’m leaving," I said, headed for the door.

"The rain is coming down in buckets, Kimmy. You can’t see two feet in front of that Rover," he called out.

I didn't stop. I pushed out into the deluge. The cold water hit my caramel skin, instantly soaking my white bodysuit until it was a second skin, transparent and clinging to every curve. I fumbled with my keys, my breath coming in short, ragged hitches.

Suddenly, a heavy, warm weight settled over my shoulders.

I looked up. Ray-Ray was there, his white thermal shirt already drenched, clinging to the massive slabs of muscle on his chest. He was holding his jacket over my head like a canopy, shielding me from the worst of the storm.

"I told you," he said, his eyes burning blue in the dark. "A queen shouldn't have to walk through the mud alone."

"I didn't ask for your help," I snapped, though I didn't pull away.

"You didn't have to."

He walked me to the driver’s side, his body acting as a windbreak against the Detroit gale. When we reached the door, he didn't open it. He pinned me against the matte black finish of the Rover, one hand resting on the roof, the other cupping the side of my face. The rain was streaming down his dark skin, dripping off his chin, but he didn't blink.

"You got a lot of fire in you, Kimone," he murmured. "But fire needs oxygen to breathe. You’re suffocating yourself in that ivory tower. Let me in."

My breath hitched. "You don't even know where I live."

He leaned in, his nose brushing against mine. "I told you. I’ve been watching. I know exactly where you lay your head. The question is... are you gonna let me see where you keep your heart?"

The tension between us was a physical thing, a cord stretched so tight it was screaming to snap. I looked at his mouth—full, dark, and inviting. I thought about my quiet apartment, the cold sheets, and the empty silence of a "successful" life.

"My apartment," I whispered, the words barely audible over the thunder. "Renaissance Center. Suite 402. If you beat me there, maybe I’ll give you five minutes."

A predatory grin spread across his face. "Five minutes? Baby, I’m gonna need a lifetime."

***

The drive back was a blur of wipers and white-knuckle steering. My mind was a chaotic mess of "What the hell are you doing?" and "Finally." By the time I pulled into the underground parking, my hands were shaking.

I took the elevator up, the silence of the plush gold-leafed cabin feeling oppressive after the raw energy of the gas station. I let myself into my suite, kicking off my soaked heels. The apartment was a masterpiece of modern luxury—white marble, floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking the Detroit River, and shelves of my own books bound in leather. It was a tomb.

I went to the bathroom, stripping off the wet bodysuit. My tattoos—the sprawling roses on my thighs, the quotes in cursive across my ribs—seemed to glow against my damp skin. I put on a sheer, floor-length silk robe, the fabric whispering against my pierced nipples.

I was pouring a glass of wine when the chime of the door echoed through the foyer.

My heart stopped. Then it started again, faster than before. I walked to the door, my bare feet silent on the marble. I looked through the peephole.

He was there. He wasn't even wet. He must have moved like a ghost through the rain. He had changed into a fresh black t-shirt that hugged his biceps so tight the veins were popping.

I opened the door.

Ray-Ray didn't wait for an invitation. He stepped inside, his presence immediately shrinking the massive living room. He looked around at the luxury, the awards, the glass.

"Nice cage," he said, his blue eyes finding mine. "Expensive. Clean. But it’s still a cage."

"It’s my sanctuary," I said, leaning against the kitchen island. "And your five minutes started the second you stepped over that threshold."

He walked toward me, his movements slow and deliberate. He didn't stop until he was inches away. He reached out and took the wine glass from my hand, setting it on the counter without taking his eyes off me.

"You’re a liar, Kimone," he whispered. "You don't want a sanctuary. You want to be felt. You want someone to look at you and see the woman, not the brand. Not the 'Bestselling Author.' Just Kimmy from the block who made it out but forgot how to live."

"You don't know me," I hissed, though the lie felt heavy on my tongue.

"I know the way you’re looking at my mouth right now," he countered. He reached out, his large hand sliding under the silk of my robe, his palm hot against the curve of my waist. His thumb brushed over my navel piercing, and I let out a jagged breath. "I know that you’re tired of being the one in charge. For once... let a real man take the lead."

He leaned in, his lips hovering a hair’s breadth from mine. "Tell me to leave, Kimone. Tell me you don't want this. Say it right now and I’ll walk out that door and never look back."

I looked at him—the tall, dark, blue-eyed storm that had just crashed into my life. I saw the hunger in him, a reflection of the hunger I’d been hiding for years.

"Don't you dare leave," I whispered.

He didn't need to be told twice. He crashed his lips against mine, and the world—the books, the fame, the solitary road—all went up in flames.


CHAPTER 2




The air in my apartment had turned into a thick, electric soup. Every breath felt like inhaling pure pheromones. We were still tangled together by the door, the gold-leafed foyer a silent witness to the way my carefully constructed walls were being demolished brick by brick. Ray-Ray’s mouth was a fever, a relentless pressure that tasted of rain and raw ambition.

He pulled back just an inch, his blue eyes searching mine with a predatory curiosity. His hand, large and calloused, slid up the column of my neck, his thumb tracing the intricate black ink of the phoenix rising toward my jawline.

"These tattoos tell a story, Kimone," he rasped, his voice vibrating against my throat. "I want to read every single line. I want to see where the ink ends and the woman begins."

"You wanna explore, huh?" I teased, my voice dropping into a sultry whisper I didn't even recognize. I leaned in, nipping at the warm, dark skin of his neck, feeling the heavy thud of his pulse against my lips. "Be careful, Ray. Most men get lost in my pages and never find their way back out."

"Let 'em get lost," he growled, his grip on my neck tightening—not to hurt, but to claim. "I brought a compass. And right now, it’s pointing straight south."

He backed me up against the living room wall with a sudden, jarring velocity. My back hit the cold plaster, but I didn't feel the chill; I only felt him. He was a wall of muscle, pinning me down, his energy so infectious it felt like a fever dream. He looked down at me, those blue eyes turning dark as a midnight sea.

"I’m gonna fuck you so hard you’ll forget how to spell your own name, writer," he hissed. "I’m gonna put a permanent dent in that pretty little mind of yours."

The words hit me like a physical blow. My pussy began to dribble instantly, a hot, shameful ache blossoming between my thighs. I could feel my silk panties getting damp, the lace clinging to my folds as I looked up at him, my breath coming in shallow, ragged hitches.

"Talk is cheap, Ray," I snapped, my eyes flashing. "Take those pants off. I wanna see that dick. It better be big enough to handle a baddie like me."

He didn't hesitate. He stepped back just enough to reach for the button of his denim. The sound of the zipper sliding down was like a starting pistol. He shoved his pants and boxers down in one fluid motion, and his cock sprang free with an almost violent force.

It was a masterpiece. Thick, dark, and heavy, with thick veins mapping out its length like a roadmap to sin. It stood proud and angry, pulsing with a life of its own.

"Fuck... is that shit even real?" I marveled, my jaw nearly hitting the marble floor.

I reached out, my fingers trembling as I gripped the base. He was searing hot, the skin smooth but the muscle underneath felt like forged iron. I began to stroke him, my thumb grazing the flared, velvet head.

"As real as it’ll ever be," Ray-Ray hissed, his breath hitching as I squeezed him. "Now get down on your knees and suck on it. I wanna feel that pierced tongue working my dick. I want to hear you choke on the truth."

I didn't need to be told twice. I shimmied out of my robe and pants, standing there in just my sheer black bra and matching lace panties before hunkering down on the plush carpet. I looked up at him from between his knees, the ultimate power move turned into a moment of pure submission.

I took him in my hand, twirling my tongue around the head, the cold metal of my piercing clicking against his skin. Ray-Ray let out a low, guttural moan that shook his entire frame. I slid my mouth over him, the heat of his shaft filling me, stretching me.

"Yes... swallow that fucking cock, c’mon," he urged, his hands coming down to lace into my braids, gripping the back of my head. "Don’t you choke on me now, writer. Take every fucking inch."

He began to fuck my mouth, his hips moving in a rhythmic, relentless pace. The gurgling sound of my throat trying to accommodate his massive length was music to his ears. I was drooling, the moisture slicking his shaft and dripping onto his balls as I worked him.

"Yes, get it all sloppy and wet... damn, look at all that spit," he complimented, his voice thick with lust. "The writer sucks good dick. Who knew you had this much filth in you?"

He pushed my head down with both hands, trying to get balls-deep, an impossible task given his length, but the sheer effort had me gagging, my eyes watering as I looked up at him. He pulled out, the wet pop echoing in the quiet room, and tapped the heavy head of his dick against my lips and forehead, marking me.

I went underneath, slurping and nibbling on his heavy balls, my hands moving to grip his muscular, tattooed ass. He was solid as a rock.

"Dayum, girl... you driving a nigga crazy," Ray-Ray declared, his head tossing back in a paroxysm of moans. "If this continue, I’m gonna nut right now."

I looked up, my lips glistening. "You better not fucking nut yet. I’m just getting started." I ran my tongue slowly along the underside of his shaft, tracing the heavy vein.

"Don’t worry about me, Kimone," he revealed, his eyes finding mine, dark and swirling. "I’m multi-orgasmic. I got rounds for days."

"We’ll see about that," I challenged.

I took him back into my mouth, my cheeks bulging as he resumed the pace. While he fucked my throat, I slipped my own fingers under the edge of my panties. I found my clit—swollen, throbbing, and drenched. I began to work myself, my fingers sliding through my own juices, the sensation of his dick in my mouth and my fingers on my clit creating a feedback loop of pure ecstasy.

Minutes later, I felt him stiffen. He groaned, a deep, primal sound, and I felt the hot, thick surge of him hitting the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop, my own body peaking simultaneously as I rubbed my clit into a frenzy, soaking the flimsy lace of my panties.

He pulled me up, his chest heaving. "Let me taste those fucking fingers."

I pulled my hand out of my panties and held my fingers to his lips. He took a deep sniff, his eyes closing in bliss. "Fuck, that pussy smells good. Like honey and trouble." He began to lick and suck on my fingers, cleaning off my own nectar with a slow, deliberate tongue. "You got a unique flavor, Kimone. I could live on this."

"Dayum, you weren't lying," I panted, looking down at his lap. "You’re still hard."

"I told you, girl. I don't play. Now get those panties and that bra off. Lay on the couch and spread those sexy legs for me. I’m about to eat."

I stripped quickly, the cool air hitting my sensitized skin. I lay back on the velvet sofa, my tatted thighs spread wide, exposing the pink petals of my pussy. The light caught my piercings—the bar through my hood and the ring through my labia—making them glint.

"Wow," Ray-Ray breathed, kneeling between my legs. "Butterfly-shaped pussy... that’s a first. And pierced too. Fuck, even that clit looks delicious. I love me a big clit."

I felt a rare pang of vulnerability. "Really? I’ve always been a little self-conscious about that."

"Don’t be, girl. It’s beautiful. It’s like a little rosebud waiting to bloom, and I’m about to show you exactly how much I love it." He leaned in, his breath hot against my inner thighs. "But first, let me greet the lady with a kiss."

He bent his head and pressed a firm, lingering kiss directly onto my clit. A jolt of pure electricity shot up my spine, making my toes curl into the velvet.

"Mmm... make love to my clit, baby," I cooed, my voice breaking. My thighs were trembling as I gripped his head, pushing him down deeper. "Yes... that’s it... tongue that fucking clit... shit!"

Ray-Ray was a master. He didn't just lick; he worshipped. He French-kissed my clit, his tongue swirling around the piercing, creating a friction that had me seeing stars. He slurped and sucked, his mouth a vacuum of pleasure.

"Yes, pull that fucking clit off... pull it!" I hissed, my hips arching off the couch.

He caught the hood in his teeth, gently pulling at the skin, the stretch feeling exquisite before he released it, letting it snap back. The sensation sent me over the edge. My back arched, my head thrashed against the cushions, and I came with a scream that echoed off the high ceilings.

I was creaming, the juices running down toward my butthole. Ray-Ray didn't let a drop go to waste. He lapped me up, his tongue traveling south to taste every inch of me, making me wetter than I’d been in years. He tongue-fucked my slit, shoving his face in, his nostrils flared as he inhaled my scent.

"This is real prime time pussy here," he breathed against my skin.

"Thanks," I panted, my body still buzzing from the aftershocks. "Now give me that big dick. I need to feel you inside."

He sat up, his cock throbbing. He began to tap the heavy head against my clit, rubbing it between my fat pussy lips in a slow, agonizing tease.

"Yes... keep spanking that clit with it," I urged. He began to rub the head in rapid, circular motions over my clit, and the friction was too much. I began to squirt, the juice hitting his abs and thighs like a geyser.

"Yes, baby, keep cumming just like that," Ray-Ray moaned.

He pulled me toward him, our tongues wrestling as he finally, slowly, began to ease his massive head into my tight, wet heat. It had been four years. Four years of celibacy, four years of focusing on my career, four years of being "The Writer." But as he pushed inside, stretching me to my absolute limit, I was just Kimone.

"Fuck," I laughed, a breathless, hysterical sound.

"What?" Ray-Ray asked, pausing as he buried himself balls-deep.

"I can feel your fucking dick in my stomach," I smiled, my eyes glazed with lust. "I’m gonna be so sore in the morning."

"Is that a good thing?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

"It depends on how you finish what you started."

"Gotcha."

He lifted me off the couch, my legs wrapping around his waist as he stood up. He held me by my ass, my tatted cheeks filling his hands, and began to pound upward. He was ramming me, his balls banging against my ass-crack with every thrust, the squishing sound of our bodies meeting filling the room.

"Put me on the floor," I begged, my head lolling back. "Pound the shit out of me."

He lowered me to the carpeted floor. I got on all fours, wiggling my tatted butt for him, spreading my cheeks with my hands to show him exactly where I wanted it. He knelt behind me and sank his dick into me from the back. He was a beast, his hands roaming over my thighs, my back, and the two piercings at the base of my spine.

He grabbed my braids, holding them like reins as he rammed me deep.

"Shit! You’re gonna kill me!" I hollered, my fingers clawing at the carpet.

"Don’t you run from this dick," he hissed. "Take every inch."

"Yes, Daddy," I whimpered.

After he finished, his seed painting my breasts, we lay together on the floor, the Detroit skyline shimmering through the glass. The silence now was comfortable, the heavy tension replaced by a warm, post-coital hum.

"Stay over?" I asked later, as we sat on the couch, wrapped in a blanket.

"In an heartbeat," he said.

I led him to my office, a room filled with the scent of old paper and new ideas. I showed him my latest manuscript—the one I’d been struggling with. I read him a few pages, my voice soft. He listened with an intensity that touched me deeper than the sex.

"That's beautiful, Kimone," he whispered, kissing my temple. "You got a gift. Don't ever let the world make you quiet."

He led me to the bedroom, and as I drifted off in the circle of his muscular arms, I realized that the solitary road hadn't just led me to a man; it had led me back to myself. For the first time in my life, I felt safe enough to stop writing the story and start living it.


CHAPTER 3




The morning didn’t arrive with a gentle knock; it barged in like a debt collector, sunlight stabbing through the floor-to-ceiling glass of my Renaissance Center suite. I stirred against the silk, feeling a heavy, muscular heat pressed against my spine. For a second, the old Kimone—the introvert who lived in her own head—tried to panic. But then I smelled him: Vanilla, expensive soap, and that raw, masculine musk that belonged only to Ray-Ray.

I shifted, and a sharp, delicious ache radiated from my core. My body felt used in the best way possible, a physical record of the war we’d waged on my living room floor. I looked over my shoulder, catching the sight of him sleeping. Even in rest, he looked like a king. Those blue eyes were hidden behind thick, dark lashes, and his chest—broad as a canyon—rose and fell with a steady, powerful rhythm.

I reached out, my tattooed fingers tracing the jagged line of a scar on his shoulder. "You still here, or was that just a guest appearance?" I whispered.

One blue eye cracked open, sharp and predatory. A slow, wicked grin spread across his face, revealing those perfect white teeth. "Ghosting is for boys, Kimone. I’m a man. And once I plant my flag, I don't just leave the territory."

I laughed, a husky sound that vibrated in my chest. "Bold of you to assume I’m territory to be claimed. I’m the one with the pen, remember? I could write you out of the story by Chapter Four."

Ray-Ray lunged suddenly, pinning me under his massive frame, his dark skin a stunning contrast against the white sheets. He gripped my wrists, holding them above my head. "You can try, Writer. But your body is telling a whole different story right now. It’s screaming for an encore."

***

We didn't stay in bed. The morning turned into a high-stakes game of flirtation. I tried to make coffee, but Ray-Ray was a constant distraction, his hands wandering over my curves every time I reached for a mug.

"You’re a menace," I teased, swiping at his hand as I poured the cream. I was wearing one of his oversized black t-shirts, nothing else, and the way he looked at my bare legs made me feel like I was on fire. "I have a deadline, Ray. My editor is gonna have my head if I don't turn in these revisions."

"Tell your editor that you’re busy researching a new genre," he growled, pulling me back against his chest. He nipped at the shell of my ear, his teeth grazing my gold cuff. "It’s called Total Surrender."

"Is that right?" I turned in his arms, my nose ring clicking against his as I looked up into those icy blue depths. "And what makes you think I’m ready for that?"

"Because you’ve been running the show for too long, Kimmy. You’re tired of being the boss. You want someone to take the wheel. You want to see how far you can bend before you snap."

He picked me up, my legs instinctively wrapping around his waist. He walked me to the kitchen island and sat me on the cold marble. He stood between my thighs, his hands sliding up to grip my waist, his thumbs tracing the ink on my ribs.

"I want everything today," he whispered, his voice dropping into that gravelly, hood-rich register that made my pussy throb. "I want to explore the back door, Kimone. I want to see you take all of me in the one place you’ve never let a nigga touch."

I froze. That was the one boundary I’d never crossed. Not because I wasn't curious, but because I’d never felt safe enough. But looking at Ray-Ray, seeing the raw honesty in his eyes, I felt the last of my defenses crumble.

"You think you can handle it?" I challenged, my voice trembling.

"The question is... can you?"

***

He didn't rush. Ray-Ray was a master of the slow burn. He spent the next hour preparing me, his tongue a relentless weapon of pleasure. We moved to the rug—the same plush, white sanctuary from the night before. He laid me on my stomach, propping my hips up with a velvet pillow so I was arched, my tatted-up butt on full display.

"Look at you," he breathed, his voice thick with lust. "Like a damn masterpiece."

He reached for the silk-based lube, the bottle cool against my skin before he warmed the liquid in his palms. He began to massage my butthole, his fingers moving in slow, rhythmic circles. He was patient, his touch firm but gentle, stretching the tight, puckered skin until I was whimpering.

Then came his tongue.

The first time he licked my bunghole, I let out a jagged scream. It was an electric, forbidden sensation. He ate me out with a fervor that was borderline religious, his mouth a hot, wet vacuum that sent jolts of ecstasy straight to my brain. He was slurping and swirling his tongue, his nostrils flared as he inhaled my scent.

"Yes, Ray... oh god, yes!" I cried out, my fingers clawing at the carpet.

"You're so tight, baby. So perfect," he hissed.

He moved to position himself. I felt the heavy, blunt head of his massive dark cock pressing against that tight entrance. He was thick—impossibly thick—and for a second, I thought it wouldn't fit.

"Breathe for me, Kimone. Just breathe."

He pushed. Slowly. An inch of hot, heavy steel slid into my butthole. I gasped, my eyes rolling back as I felt my body being forced to expand. It was a deep, full pressure that reached all the way to my stomach.

"Fuck... Ray... it’s so big..."

"I got you. Take it slow, Writer. Take the whole story."

He eased the rest of his shaft inside, burying himself ball-deep in my bung. I stayed still, my breath coming in short hitches, feeling the way he occupied my entire existence. And then, he started to move.

The slow, sliding friction was intoxicating. Each thrust was a revelation. He began to pick up the pace, his hips ramming into my ass with a rhythmic, wet thwack.

"Yeah, take that dick! Take it all!" he growled, his hands reaching forward to grab my braids, pulling my head back so he could see the pleasure-pain on my face. "You like that big nigga dick in your ass, don't you? Tell me!"

"Yes! Fuck, yes! I love it, Ray! It’s so deep!"

I was losing my mind. The friction against my internal walls was doing something to my pussy, too. I felt the familiar heat rising, a geyser waiting to erupt. I began to squirt, the hot liquid spraying over the carpet as he pounded my ass. I squirted again and again, my body reacting to the dual invasion of his dick in my back and the memory of his tongue in my front.

"That's right! Leak for me, baby! Drown the floor!"

He was relentless, his thrusts becoming faster and harder, his balls banging against my clit with every ram. I was screaming, babbling nonsense, my "writer's brain" completely offline. There was only the feeling of being filled, stretched, and conquered.

When he finally climaxed, he let out a primal roar, his seed hitting the back of my throat earlier that morning, but now he was emptying his soul into my back. We collapsed together, a tangled mess of sweat, lube, and ink.

After we’d recovered, showered, and shared a meal that actually stayed in the pan, Ray-Ray took me out.

"We’re going to see the King of Pop," he said, handing me my leather jacket.

The Detroit theater was buzzing. People were everywhere, but Ray-Ray moved through the crowd like he owned the sidewalk, his hand never leaving the small of my back. We got our popcorn—extra butter, just how I liked it—and found our seats in the back row.

The Michael Jackson biopic was a masterpiece. From the first note of "I’ll Be There" to the moonwalk, we were locked in. We whispered through the movie, making fun of the actors’ wigs and singing along to the hits.

"He really was the GOAT," Ray-Ray whispered during the Thriller sequence, his hand sliding onto my thigh, his thumb dangerously close to my pussy.

"The best to ever do it," I agreed, leaning my head on his shoulder. "Kinda like you in the living room an hour ago."

He chuckled, a rich, vibrating sound. "Oh, you ain't seen nothing yet, Kimmy. That was just the prologue."

We stayed until the very last credit rolled, the theater nearly empty by the time we stood up. The music lingered in the air, and for the first time in years, I felt like I was part of the world instead of just an observer.

As we walked back to the Rover, the Detroit skyline glittering like diamonds against a black velvet sky, I looked at Ray-Ray.

"You’re a good man, Ray-Ray," I said softly.

He stopped, pulling me into his arms under the streetlights. "I’m a man who found something worth keeping, Kimone. And I’m gonna make sure every chapter from here on out is a bestseller."


CHAPTER 4




I sat at my mahogany desk, the city below me a sprawling, breathing beast that I had spent years trying to tame with my words. But today, the ink felt like blood.

I had been typing for six hours straight, the keys of my laptop clicking like a frantic heartbeat. I was pouring every ounce of the weekend—the heat of Ray-Ray’s skin, the electric shock of his blue eyes, the way he had dismantled my defenses with a single look—into a manuscript that felt less like fiction and more like a confession. I titled the file The Solitary Road Leads to You.

My fingers flew. I wrote about the way his dark hands looked against my caramel skin, the way my piercings sang whenever he touched them, and the terrifying weight of a man who looked at you and actually saw the girl behind the "Bestseller" plaques.

By noon, I hit Send.

The silence that followed was heavy. I leaned back, my silk robe slipping off one shoulder, revealing the fresh bite mark on my collarbone—a souvenir from a man who didn't know how to play small. I felt invincible. I felt like I had finally cracked the code to my own happiness.

But then, the door to the suite opened.

Ray-Ray didn't walk in with his usual swagger. He stepped into the room like a man walking into a funeral. He was dressed in all black—a designer tech-suit that clung to his massive frame, highlighting the lethal curve of his shoulders. His jaw was set so tight I could see the muscles jumping in his neck. The "baddie" in me, the one raised in the gutters before the royalties started rolling in, felt the air in the room turn toxic.

"We need to talk, Kimone," he said. His voice wasn't the smooth bourbon I’d grown addicted to. It was gravel and broken glass. It was the voice of the streets I’d spent a decade escaping.

I stood up slowly, my heart hammer-hooking against my ribs. "You look like you’re carrying the weight of a cemetery, Ray. Talk. I’m listening."

He didn't move. He stood in the center of my pristine white living room, looking like a shadow that refused to be cast out. "I ain't been entirely straight with you. You see the man who worships you, but the city... the city sees a ghost. A reaper. I’m the one they call when the money goes missing or the blood starts to flow. I’m a thug, Kimmy. I’m the king of the very life you romanticize in those books."

The world tilted. I felt a cold, visceral shiver race down my spine, vibrating against my spinal piercings. "A thug?" I whispered, the word tasting like ash. "You’re one of them? One of the vultures who leave mothers crying and blocks burning? You’re a criminal, Ray?"

"I was," he stepped toward me, his blue eyes burning with a desperate, frantic light. "But I’m out. I spent the morning making calls that could get me killed. I’ve liquidated the stash, handed over the keys to the warehouses, and cut ties with the crew. I’m done with that life because I can’t have you and the streets at the same time. I’m sprung on you, Kimone. I’m choosing you."

"You don't get to choose!" I screamed, the sound tearing out of my throat like a physical wound. I surged forward, the pain of a thousand past betrayals boiling over. "I’ve spent my life running from men like you! I wanted a good man! A decent man who doesn't have a body count or a target on his back! You lied to me with every kiss! You’re a monster wrapped in a dream!"

I swung at him, a wild, desperate strike aimed at that handsome, lying face. But Ray-Ray didn't flinch. He caught my wrist in mid-air with a grip of forged iron. He yanked me forward, slamming my body against the wall. The impact knocked the breath out of me, leaving me gasping against the heat of his chest.

"I can be that man," he growled, his face inches from mine, his breath smelling of mint and raw dominance. "I’m the only man who can love the baddie and the writer. I’m the only one who knows how to handle the fire you keep hidden. Don't you dare write me out of your life, Kimone."

Before I could spit another insult, he crashed his lips against mine. It was a violent, soul-searing collision. It was a kiss that demanded surrender. I fought him for a second, my hands pushing at his chest, but the intoxicating scent of him—the vanilla perfume, the rain, the danger—filled my lungs. My knees buckled. My soul betrayed me. I kissed him back with a fervor that felt like a death wish.

***

He didn't say another word. He scooped me up, my legs locking around his thick waist as he carried me toward the bedroom. He kicked the door shut, and the world outside—the lies, the thugs, the city—ceased to exist.

He threw me onto the bed, the silk sheets feeling like ice against my feverish skin. He stripped off his clothes with a frantic, primal energy, his massive, dark cock springing free, thick and heavy with veins that throbbed like a heartbeat.

"I’m gonna show you exactly who I am," he panted, his eyes glowing like blue flames.

He flipped me over, pinning me to the mattress. He grabbed a bottle of warm oil, his hands slicking my tatted-up butt and thighs before he moved to the entrance of my butthole. He didn't rush this time; he wanted me to feel every bit of his possession. He ate my bunghole with a hunger that was borderline terrifying, his tongue swirling around my piercings, making me shriek into the pillows.

"Yes! Fuck, Ray!" I hollered, my fingers clawing at the headboard.

He rose up, positioning that massive dark shaft at my tight entrance. He pushed, slowly, relentlessly. I felt my body stretching, my walls screaming as he buried himself ball-deep in my ass. It was a deep, aching fullness that reached the very depths of my soul.

"You’re mine, Kimone! Every inch of you!" he hissed, his hands reaching down to grab my braids, pulling my head back so our eyes locked.

He began to ram me, his thrusts powerful enough to move the entire bed. The squishing sound of our bodies—the wet, carnal friction—was the only music in the room. I was losing my mind, my body reacting to the dual invasion. I began to squirt, a hot, heavy geyser that soaked the silk as he pounded me harder and harder.

"Take it! Take this fucking dick!" he growled.

He flipped me back, his face a mask of pure, unadulterated lust. He drove himself into my pussy, the head of his cock hitting my cervix with a force that had me seeing stars. He was a beast, a force of nature, and I was his willing victim. I wrapped my tatted thighs around his neck, pulling him deeper, wanting to be consumed by him.

We were a tangle of ink, sweat, and raw emotion. I was coming over and over, my screams echoing off the walls as he hit my clit with every downward stroke. My piercings were singing, my heart was racing, and for the first time in my life, I felt completely, utterly alive.

When he finally climaxed, he let out a guttural roar that shook the very foundations of the room. He emptied himself into me, a hot, thick surge of life that felt like a permanent mark.

An hour later, the room was quiet. The sun was beginning to set, casting long, golden shadows across the bed. Ray-Ray lay beside me, his arm draped over my waist, his thumb tracing the curve of my hip.

"I’m out, Kimmy," he whispered into the crook of my neck. "The life is behind me. I’m just a man now. Your man."

I looked at him—the thug who had become my muse, the liar who had become my truth. I realized then that a "good" man wasn't someone who had never seen the dark. A good man was someone who had seen the dark and chose to walk toward the light for you.

"You better be," I said, my voice soft but firm. I reached out, my fingers tracing the tattoos on his chest. "Because if you ever lie to me again, I won't just write you out of the book. I’ll burn the whole library down."

He laughed, a rich, soulful sound. "I wouldn't expect anything less from a baddie like you."

I leaned into the furnace of his body, the steady, thundering rhythm of his heart drumming against my own—a primal beat that drowned out the ghosts of my past. The solitary road hadn't just reached its end; it had dissolved into the very earth beneath us, leaving me exactly where I was always meant to be.

Home wasn't a high-rise or a fortress of glass anymore; it was the salt on his skin and the blue fire in his gaze.

My fingers traced the line of his jaw, lingering on the lips that had just tasted every secret I’d ever kept. The ink was dry on the page, the heavy silence of the "Writer" finally replaced by the breathless reality of the woman. For the first time, the words "Happily Ever After" didn't feel like a polished lie sold to the masses. They felt like a raw, bleeding promise—a beautiful, chaotic dawn.

The story wasn't over. The ink was just beginning to stain the sheets of a brand-new book, and this time, we were writing it in sweat, in truth, and in the kind of love that only survives the fire.
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