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Sexually repressed women. GO GET THAT DICK BITCH


Sex ain’t bad. Being sexually repressed is.

—MONAYE PARIS
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BEFORE YOU READ

Welcome!

As you all know I am Monaye Paris.

A sex feen willingly sharing some of my fantasies and experiences with you all.

Now before we dig in this is not and I repeat NOT a lovely dovey book — this got some fuckin’ in it. It is not for the women….or men who like lovey shit. This is for the sexually freed, sexually repressed, sexually open folk who love a good freak’n goin’ on.

This book just like many of my others is a fast paced, non character development type of book just a bunch of delusional, nasty, big dick men I want to present to thee audience.

So don’t go writing no reviews say’n it wasn’t enough back story ‘cus ain’t supposed to be no back story yous just supposed to charge up that toy and get to work while you read my work.

Anywhoo. I hope you enjoy this freak-nasty shit I have whipped up for you all.

Love, MP

PS: If you want to be one of the 30 readers who will be mentioned in my upcoming series make sure to DM the number below with your nastiest fantasies and or experiences. No worries your name will NOT be mentioned. You could easily have a code name for me to refer to you as. But I’d love to hear some and I’m sure the ladies around the world would too. You could even hit me with some questions or askings of advice regarding…..sex. How to spice it up, how to fix thangs, or even some simple small shit like positions to try I’ll be sure to get back to you in my upcoming book. (TITLE REVEAL COMING SOON)

In the mean time text this number (256-666-6956)

I’m waiting ladies. Don’t wait too long I wanna hear from ya’.


One More Thang

Remember this is my second warning this is a novella and the plot here is sex.

The plot here is sex.

Nasty ass sex.

A fantasy for my women, a tease.

A sex novella. A short novella.

HERES THE LINK TO THE SOUNDTRACK — LISTEN WHILE YOU READ IT UNFOLD.

https://music.apple.com/us/playlist/never-been-fucked-soundtrack/pl.u-pMylgalt5vpJKLm

If you cannot access this the link is also located at the in at About Author.


One

Pissed Off And Horny
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Tyra

Igrew up in a household where sin was any and everything you did outside of church.

Church was every Sunday and don’t worry daddy kept me busy with everything concerning the Churches youth. He didn’t play that stuff— A strict, quiet, old school Black man who believed purity was the only currency a girl should ever hold.

Which meant no boys, no friends ‘cause he was afraid they’d corrupt me into doing something he himself had forbid. Mama wasn’t extreme, but she followed his lead, so I learned early that it was just best to keep my legs closed and my head down.

So, that I did.

By the time I’d officially moved out at twenty four with a decent job, my own little one bed room apartment on the sixth floor of the Jungles; a semi safe spot on the north side, the freedom felt so big I didn’t even know how to use it. Soon enough I’d blinked and turned thirty, realizing I’d never been fucked, kissed, or eaten. Not once.

I’d just recently gotten acquainted with toys and twitter.

But lately? Twitter had me feening for a mans touch.

Everything I saw had a way of making my pussy throb.

The mailman.

My co-workers.

The old man at the gas station who always smiled at me.

It’s pathetic. I know, dammit.

Today was one of them days where everything hit at once. Work had drained me, my manger worked my damn nerves, and then to top it all off it was rush hour when I’d finally gotten off. By the time I got home all I wanted to do was get in home mode.

I did a minor night routine—Then I tried to chill but it didn’t last long before I had filthy thoughts.

I turned on some porn, grabbed my rose toy—and the thing died the second I turned it on.

I stared at it like it betrayed me personally. “Bro, you gotta be kidding me.”

Just as I was about to go completely off a knock on my front door cut it short.

I already knew who it was. Andre.

Andre was my neighbor. Well….homeboy—he’d been bothering me since I came to this building six years ago, always knocking asking to borrow something stupid that I knew for a fact his grown behind had. Things like sugar, foil, Tupperware, charger, ice—any excuse he could find to bother me. He was the only person I conversed with mainly because he lived right across from me.

I opened the door with an instant attitude. “What Andre?”

He blinked slow, eyes scanning my face like he could see right through me.

“Damn,” he said, stepping back a bit. “You good? You look pissed off.”

That made me even more angry. “I’m fine.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You sure ‘cause—”

I rolled my eyes cutting him off. “What do you want, Andre?”

“Tupperware,” he said “You had the good kind last time….y’know the one that keeps the food warm?”

I sighed, loudly. “Hol’ on.”

I slammed the cabinet, slammed a random container in his hand, and before he could even say a thank you, I snapped.

“You ever buy your own motherfuckin’ shit?”

His eyes dropped down to my face again—not angry, but amused.

He smirked. “Damn, potty mouth. Who pissed in your coffee?”

I immediately regretted my cursing. My shoulders dropped.

“Sorry. I just…it’s a long day, alright.”

He nodded once, slow. “Wanna talk about it. I got some Hennessy in the crib?”

I’d never drank. Wasn’t really my thing but the way I’d heard people talk about it made it seem as if it truly took your troubles away for the moment.

I accepted. Next thing I knew, he was on my couch—big body stretched out, grey sweats, and a white wife beater hugging his muscular build. As I sat there I realized I never really took the time to look at him, I mean really look. That was obvious because tonight? I looked looked—maybe it was the liquor, which by the way was strong as hell—but something had me eyeing him in a way I never even thought to before. His print was out and loud, and the tattoos running up his arm and across his collarbone made my brain skip beats.

I found myself staring. HARD.

He caught me. “You straight?”

I choked up. “U-uh yeah, you?”

He smiled. “I’m fine.”

I didn’t respond. I was already in a deep enough hole from being caught staring so instead of talking I just continued to drink. Though, nobody told me that with liquor comes truth.

I started rambling about every little thing that was bothering me—work, life, about how lonely I felt, even about my strict ass upbringing. He listened, really listened.

I watched as he leaned back positioning his arm above his head, eyes steady on me.

“I’m so repressed….I mean I’m thirty, thirty Dre and I’ve never had sex.”

His head snapped. “Stop playing.”

I looked down taking a sip of Hennessy. I felt my stomach turn. “I’m not.”

“Tyra—,” he uttered, his laughter erupting.

I scoffed, shoving him. “It’s not funny!”

He put his hands up in surrender. “I’m sorry,”

I frowned as he continued. “That’s just hard to believe. I mean I would’ve thought somebody—”

I cut him off. “Shut up.”

I got up about to storm to the kitchen when his laughter stopped and he grabbed my arm bringing me back to the couch. “I apologize. It’s just you beautiful ass hell Ty….I thought a man would’ve been snagged yo’ ass by now.”

I felt my pussy gush right there. The way he said it was so damn sultry like he meant every word.

“T-thank you, Dre.”

He nodded, smiling that fine as smile. “But on the real though….if you ever wanna change that….you look me in my eyes and tell me.”

The way he said it gave me chills. It hit me dead between my legs. My whole body buzzed like he’d flipped a switch I never knew was there.

I squeezed my thighs together. I don’t even know if he noticed, but I felt it…I felt it everywhere.

But just as quickly as that heat shot through me….fear followed.

A big wave of it.

My chest tightened, and the words felt stuck in my throat.

I cleared it anyway. “I gotta…”

My voice cracked. “I gotta be up early for work.”

He studied me for a second — eyes warm, but something in the way his jaw flexed told me he’d peeped my panic and my arousal.

“Aight,” he said, standing slow, like he wanted me to call him back to me—like it was no rush in his departure.

He walked to the door, tank top shifting with every step — He opened the door and looked back, one hand rubbing the back of his neck.

“Get some rest.”

Then he was gone.

Door clicked shut.

And I sat there breathless.

I tried to watch TV, tried to clean, tried to do anything but replay the way his voice lowered when he asked me if I ever wanted to change it. But it looped in my head like a broken record.

“If you ever wanna change that…”

Over and over.

I barely slept. And the little bit of rest I got? It was full of flashes — Andre leaning in close, Andre’s print sitting heavy under them damn sweatpants.

When my alarm finally went off, it felt like I hadn’t even closed my eyes. Work dragged like hell. I was on autopilot all day — answering phones, typing emails, nodding at random coworkers — none of that registered. My mind stayed on him. Every damn second.

By the time I got home, I was exhausted, restless, and wound tight. I dropped my purse on the counter, kicked my shoes off, and headed straight to the shower.

Hot water hit my neck and all I saw was him again — that smirk, that thick print sitting heavy, and UN-apologetically in those sweats. I closed my eyes, and images of his hands — big and tattooed — flashed behind my eyelids.

When I sat on the edge of my bed after, hair wrapped in a towel, legs still damp, I couldn’t sit still. My thighs pressed together, my teeth dug into my bottom lip.

His smile.

That voice.

Hell. That dick.

I hurriedly got dressed and without even fully thinking, my legs moved before my brain caught up. I stood up, walked to my door, and my hand shook just a little as I grabbed the knob.

Next I was in the hallway.

Barefoot.

Heart pounding.

Walking toward his apartment like something invisible was pushing me forward.

I raised my fist…

And knocked.

He opened the door so fast I forgot how to breathe.

There he stood shirtless — his skin smooth even with the ink, chest carved like God himself took his time making him. The hallways light hit him just right, highlighting the cut in his stomach leading down to where I tried not to stare.

But in the end failed miserably.

Behind him, soft D’Angelo was playing — Untitled (How Does It Feel) — a sinful song….one that sounded so damn beautiful to be so nasty.

He leaned against the door frame, brow arched. “Ty. Wassup, love?”

My throat closed. ‘I-I know we were just…drinking n’ everything but I—”

He titled his head like he was studying my soul. “You good?”

“I wanted to know if you meant….if you meant what you said the other night.”

His eyes dragged down my body, slow as hell. When his gaze came back up, a small chuckle slid out of him — not mocking, just curious.

“I did.”

My fingers fidgeted with the hem of my oversize t-shirt. “So…”

He crossed his arms, muscles shifting. The bass of the song thumped softly through the walls in a weird way matching my heartbeat.

“So?” he repeated, stepping closer. “You came over here to ask me if I meant what I said?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah.”

He smirked at my honesty.

“Or….did you come ‘cause you wanted to test out what I said?”

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

He nodded slowly like that was just the answer he’d expected. “What I thought.”

I started to ramble. “I just….I didn’t wanna assume—”

He cut me off gently. “Ty, you think too much. I said what I said ‘cus I meant what I said.”

I stared at the floor, then at his tattoos, then at his chest, then at that damn faint V-line peeking from his sweats.

“You… just said some stuff that stuck with me.”

“What’d I say?”

“That if I ever wanted to change it… I should look you in your eyes and tell you.”

His jaw clenched; In restraint.

“And you came over here to do that?”

My voice dipped to a whisper. “Maybe.”

He stepped even closer, shadows from his apartment light tracing the lines of his muscles. “Look at me then.”

I looked.

His eyes locked on mine like he wasn’t gonna blink until I did.

The air between us thickened.

D’Angelo’s voice slid out the door behind him, smooth as silk How does it feel…

My breath hitched.

“You nervous?” he asked softly.

“Yes.”

“You scared?”

“No…just nervous.”

He exhaled slowly, his breath ghosting my forehead.

“Ty… I promise you ain’t never gotta be nervous with me.”

The way he said it made something inside me unclench.

His fingers lifted, grazed the underside of my chin, slow and intentional.

“Say it then,” he whispered. “I want your permission before we do this. I need to hear you say it.”

I licked my lips, heart slamming against my ribs.

“Okay.”

“Okay what, Ty?”

“Okay…I want you to fuck me.”

His eyes closed for half a second like he was centering himself, he waited a second then opened them.

He stepped aside and nodded his head toward the inside. “Come on.”


Two

Sex With Me—
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Tyra

Walking into his apartment felt nothing like I’d expected. Most men would’ve had clothes everywhere, maybe dirty dishes—But Andre? he was the complete opposite.

He was organized and spotless. A faint scent of cologne and pine lingered through the air.

It was masculine and warm.

D’Angelo’s voice faded into another song the second he closed the door — Beyonce’s Speechless soon faded in. My stomach dropped along with the beat.

“You want somethin’ to drink?” he asked, already heading toward his bar set-up in the kitchen — glasses neatly lined up along with the bottles.

“Sure, whatever you’re having.”

I watched as he poured two glasses of what read whiskey, so strong I could smell it before he fully came close.

I took a sip. He watched me from the rim of his own glass like he was trying to read the thoughts in my head—Though, I’m sure he could based off the look on my face.

As I stood there I could feel myself spiraling — overthinking, over-talking. My mouth was moving faster than my mind.

“So, I hope this isn’t weird or anything. I—I don’t know. I mean you said I could come over but I feel like maybe I shouldn’t have came but then again I mean we’re both grown, right? A-and you said—”

He didn’t accept my rambling any longer.

His lips met mine mid-sentence, his lips were so soft yet the kiss felt so damn firm. It was as if he was shutting down every word I didn’t need to say. The kiss was deep, like he wanted to teach me what kissing was meant to feel like. His palm cupped my jaw, thumb brushing my cheek.

When he pulled back, he whispered, “You don’t gotta worry, Ty.”

My knees buckled a bit.

His arm slid around my waist, lifting me as if I weighed nothing. One second I was standing, the next I was sitting on his shoulders, thighs spread wide over him as he carried me toward the wall. My breath caught, panic mixing with arousal.

“I’m nervous,” I whispered.

“I know,” he murmured, kissing my inner thigh softly, slow, and reassuring. “I’ll start off slow.”

I felt my entire body buzz.

He looked at me from between my legs, eyes low and patient. “Before I start…I’m asking again. Are you sure you want this?”

My voice was barley air. “Yes.”

He nodded once — his hands then slid up the backs of my thighs, guiding them open with so much care that made my chest tighten.

“Relax for me, okay?” he told me, sliding my panties to the side.

His breath warmed my skin, and then his lips touched the softest part of me. I gasped so loud it echoed.

He chuckled low.

He tasted me slow at first — slow enough to make me shiver. His tongue moved like he was learning me, studying my reactions. My hips rocked on instinct and I grabbed his head without thinking, fingers curling tight.

“Mmm,” he groaned against me. “You taste so fuckin’ good.”

The sound shot through me.

He went deeper — his tongue swirled around my clit awakening this feeling in the pit of stomach I never knew I could feel. It felt so damn nice I couldn’t dare hold back the noises.

I whimpered. Loud.

“Andre—”

He smirked against me, then lifted one arm and wrapped it around my waist, tugging me closer.

I almost lost my breath.

When I tried to push his head a little — not to stop, just because my body didn’t know how to handle the intensity — he grabbed both my wrists. One big hand held them behind my back, pinning them together, the other arm holding me steady on his shoulders telling me I wasn’t going anywhere.

My head fell back, eyes squeezing shut, thighs trembling around him.

“Oh my goodness…”

He hummed against me — a deep vibration that sent my pussy juices dripping everywhere.

“Let me hear how much you like it.” he whispered before going deeper again.

“I-I like it,” I cried out.

I was panting, shaking, overwhelmed — the sounds in the room were obscene. So wet, so gushy. His tongue pushed into me while he then gripped both of my ass cheeks so tight surly leaving marks on them.

He didn’t rush. He ate me like he had patience, like the world didn’t exist outside the taste of me.

The pressure climbed so fast it scared me. Tears slipped down my cheeks before I even realized I was crying.

He noticed instantly. His voice low and rough:

“That’s it… let it out.”

My body tightened, legs shaking uncontrollably.

“I can’t—”

“Yes, you can,” he said, voice steady, tongue moving faster. “You gon’ give me what I want.”

“What—”

“I want you to cum all over my face,” he growled softly. “Give it to me, Ty.”

The moment he said it, something broke loose. My whole body seized, pleasure rushing out of me so hard I couldn’t breathe. I cried out, loud, shaking, gasping as he held me through it, his hands strong, steady, grounding me.

He didn’t stop until the waves faded and my thighs twitched weakly around his face.

“It’s okay,” he whispered, voice warm against my inner thigh as he kissed it gently. “I got you.”

I looked down meeting eyes with him — his face glistening with my juices.

He brung me down from his shoulders and placed me on the couch.

He kneeled to meet me, kissing my lips softly, allowing me to taste myself on him. My body melted into it.

I was quiet for a moment, soaking in the weight of what just happened.

How good it felt.

How real it was.

And then my mind drifted — to the videos I’d watched in the dark. All those positions I’d witnessed…all the types of sex you could have.

And now that I knew exactly what pleasure felt like — Exactly what it meant to unravel under someone else’s mouth.

I wanted to return it.

“Andre?” I whispered.

“Yeah?” He brushed a thumb across my swollen bottom lip.

“I… can you teach me something?”

He smirked slow, eyes dropping to my lips. “Teach you what, Ty?”

I swallowed my embarrassment.

“How to please you.”

His eyebrows lifted, just a little, eyes sharpening with curiosity and heat.

“Please me?”

I nodded, breath shaky. “Yeah.”

A deep, low chuckle rumbled out of him — not mocking, not dismissive — more like he felt it in his chest.

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

He nodded once, that slow, dominant gesture that made my insides twist.

“Aight then. Come here.”

He shifted back on the couch and I crawled off it, my knees sinking into his soft rug. The moment I looked up, the sight of him sitting back — shirtless, muscles relaxed, grey sweats low on his hips — sent a fresh wave of nastiness straight through me.

He reached out, cupped the back of my head gently.

“I’ma teach you, but you tell me if anything feel too much. Aight?”

“Okay.”

His voice dropped even deeper.

“Pull my sweats down.”

My hands trembled, but I did it. Slow, careful. He lifted his hips for me and the second he was exposed, my breath caught. He dick was huge, bigger than the ones I’d watched on videos and something about the curve in it made my mouth water.

My lips parted without thinking.

“That’s it,” he murmured, brushing my cheek with his knuckles. “Look at it. Don’t rush.”

I nodded, licking my lips with both hunger and nerve.

“Now hold it.”

I wrapped my fingers around him, surprised at how warm he felt.

He hissed through his teeth.

“Yeah… just like that.”

I leaned forward and licked the tip of his dick softly—unsure of if he’d like it

He groaned.

“Good. Do that again.”

I did — a little firmer this time — and he guided me, hand on the back of my head but not forcing anything.

“Aight, now open your mouth a little.”

I took him in slowly, lips stretched around his thickness.

“That’s it, Ty.” His voice grew rougher, deeper. “Yeah, you look so pretty.”

The praise sent a spark of confidence through me. He was talking me through it, slow and patient, letting me learn the rhythm.

I sucked him deeper, feeling him throb against my tongue.

“Good girl,” he groaned, head falling back. “Just like that… keep goin’, baby.”

I did.

Learning him.

Listening to his breathing and the way he whispered my name like he couldn’t help it.

And for the first time in my life, I felt powerful.

His voice turned deeper, heavier — the kind of tone that slides down your spine and settles right in your stomach. His hand tightened gently in my curls, gathering them into a loose fist as he guided my movements, never forcing, just leading.

“That’s it, Ty… slow,” he breathed, eyes half-closed, chest rising deep. “Mmm, look at you eating that dick up.”

Heat rushed through me. Hearing him say it like that — like I was doing something right, like he wanted it — made me want to try harder. I hollowed my cheeks the way I’d seen girls do on screen, and he let out a sound low in his throat that made my whole body react.

“Yeah… just like that,” he praised, voice tightening. “You doin’ so good.”

I bobbed my head a little deeper and he sucked in a breath, thumb brushing the corner of my mouth.

“Aye, aye… slow,” he murmured, hand tightening in my hair. “Don’t take too much yet. You doin’ perfect.”

His guidance was warm, controlled, masculine — not demanding, just intentional.

He eased his hips forward just a bit, not enough to overwhelm me, but enough that I felt the weight of him hit the back of my throat for half a second. My eyes watered instantly.

He pulled back, thumb wiping my cheek.

“There you go. Breathe.”

His voice softened — but the heat in it never faded.

My breath steadied, and I wrapped both hands around his base, stroking him while I let just the head fill my mouth again. His head dropped back, jaw flexing.

“Good girl…” he groaned, the words rolling out like a growl. “Ty, damn… keep goin’.”

I did.

Slow circles with my tongue, dragging it along the underside just like he told me.

His grip in my hair tightened slightly, pulling me closer.

“Open wider… there you go. That’s my girl.”

Something about the way he said my made the back of my neck tingle.

He tugged on my hair, guiding my rhythm until I matched the pace he wanted — steady, deep, messy in the prettiest way. His hips rolled forward a little, just enough pressure to feel dominant but never crossing the line. It was like he was testing the water, seeing how far I wanted to go.

“You takin’ me so good… look at you,” he groaned, breath shaking. “You don’t even know how nasty you bein’ right now.”

His words dripped into me.

My eyes lifted, meeting his, and his whole body reacted.

“Mmm…” he exhaled, voice thick. “You look too good down there.”

He tightened his fist in my hair and gently guided me deeper once more — slow, controlled — letting me feel the full length of him filling my mouth. I gagged softly, and he immediately pulled back, kissing the top of my head.

“You okay?” he whispered.

I nodded, wiping my lips. “Y-yes.”

His thumb pressed against my chin, lifting my face so I had to look up at him.

“You sure?”

“Yeah.”

He smiled, that slow dangerous one he had.

“Aight then. Come back.”

I wrapped my lips around him again, wetter this time, more confident now that I knew how to breathe through it. He hissed sharply, hips jerking once before he caught himself.

“Shit… shit… yeah, eat that shit up,” he groaned, voice breaking. “You feel so damn good… keep suckin’ it, just like that.”

His body tensed, abs tightening, muscles in his thighs flexing as he rolled his hips forward in a slow, controlled glide. Not rough, not reckless — just enough motion to let me know he was losing control.

His praise rained down on me, each word making me want to take him deeper.

“That’s it…”

His fingers tightened, but never painfully — just enough to keep my hair steady, head angled right as he guided the pace.

My hands stroked the rest of him, mouth stretching around him I could feel the wetness start to build up around my face. The spit from my mouth had now became a mess on both his dick and on my face

He moaned again, hand shaking in my hair now.

“Oh my fuckin’—”

I felt powerful.

Wanted.

Desired.

And he let me know it with every sound, every breath, every whisper of praise that shook from his chest as he guided me — teaching me exactly how to please him.

I could feel him start to unravel before he even said a thing. His breathing changed, it’d gotten shakier. His thighs started to tighten as I slid my my wet mouth down his dick, and I could tell he was fighting to keep control.

“S-s-slow down,” he warned, voice cracking. “You gon’ make me— damn…”

I didn’t slow down.

Something told me not to. Something in me wanted to see how this would play out. I remembered the videos I’d previously watched, all those tricks started to appear in my mind. I tried to mimic them — twisting my hand at the base while my mouth worked the top, adding my tongue in little circles, dragging it under him where he throbbed the hardest.

His head snapped back instantly.

“Aye— shit… Ty…”

Hearing the shake in his voice made me hungrier. I added both hands, stroking and twisting in sync while I sucked his dick harder, letting my spit drip making everything messier.

He groaned deep — a sound that rumbled from his chest all the way down to his stomach.

“Baby… you gon’ make me—”

Before he could finish the sentence, I remembered another trick — flattening my tongue under him while I took him deeper and humming softly. The vibration made him jerk so hard he had to grip the couch for balance.

“FUCK…” he gasped, almost a growl. “Where—you learnin’ this—?”

I didn’t answer. My mouth did the talking.

He looked down at me — eyes blown wide, jaw clenched, a bead of sweat rolling down his temple. His grip tightened in my hair, not to choke me, not to force me — just to ground himself.

“Ty… baby… you sure— you sure you ain’t did this before?” he moaned, voice ragged.

I shook my head with him still in my mouth, tongue swirling around him, matching the motion I saw on countless videos.

That did it.

His whole body tensed — like a wire pulled too tight.

“Ty… aight… aight… I’m finna—” he choked, voice breaking, breath hitching.

I sucked harder, faster, my hands stroking in time as I hollowed my cheeks. He tried to pull back — instinct — but I wrapped my fingers around his hip and held him steady. Not forcing, just letting him know I wanted this.

When he hit the back of my throat, my eyes watered — but I stayed right there.

“Shit—shit—shit—” he cursed, voice shaking like he couldn’t stop the momentum.

His release hit me warm and sudden — thick pulses against my tongue — and I swallowed instinctively, letting him ride it out, sucking softly around him like I saw in those videos.

His entire body trembled through it, thighs twitching, hand tightening in my hair as he gasped my name over and over.

“Ty… goddamn… you— you gon’ kill me…”

I kept going until he flinched, oversensitive, and gently guided my head back. Not rough — just tender.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, heart pounding.

He stared at me like he’d never seen a woman before.

“Baby… come here,” he murmured, voice soft now, pulling me up onto the couch with him.

He pressed a slow kiss to my forehead, thumb brushing my cheek.

“You did that,” he whispered, still breathless. “All of that.”

And the warmth in my chest felt damn near addictive.


Three

SO AMAZING—
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Tyra

When he kissed me again, it wasn’t like before. It was nastier now.

My fingers gripped his shoulders, nails dragging lightly across the curve of his muscles, and he groaned into my mouth — low, warm, and hungry.

He slid his hands down my sides, thumbs brushing my hips, and before I even realized it, he was easing out of the rest of his clothes. Grey sweats hit the floor. That tank top was already gone. And I was just as bare — stripped down, unhidden, nervous but not running.

He kissed my collarbone next — warm lips pressing slow, deliberate little circles that made my stomach twist. His voice dropped into that tone again, the one that made my thighs tremble.

“You tell me what you want,” he whispered against my skin, every word vibrating through me. “You tell me how you want it… what feels good… what don’t. I’m here to please you, Ty. You hear me?”

I nodded, breath shaky. “Y-yes.”

He kissed lower — sternum, then the top of my breast — and his voice grew even softer.

“Good. I need you to feel safe. I need you to trust me.”

And I did. More than I trusted myself at the moment.

He lifted me effortlessly, arms strong under my thighs as he carried me through the apartment. His bedroom was just as spotless as the outside of it. And right on cue, the speaker changed songs.

Tank’s “When We” started playing — the low bass, seductive vocals, and slow tempo matched the energy in the room.

My whole body reacted.

He laid me gently on his bed, hovering above me, kissing me slow at first, then deeper, sucking my bottom lip like he knew exactly what that did to a woman. My heart was pounding so loud it felt like my whole chest was vibrating.

Then… he positioned himself between my legs.

This was it.

The moment I’d been scared of my whole damn life.

His eyes met mine, steady and warm, and the world slowed down.

“You ready?” he asked, voice low, forehead pressed to mine.

“I think so.”

He kissed me again. “We go slow. You ain’t gotta be scared. Look at me, beautiful. I got you.”

His chest pressed against mine, breath catching as he guided himself inside me… inch by inch.

Painful and pleasure wrapped in fear.

My nails dug into his back. Tears slipped out — not from pain alone, but from the intensity of it all — and he kissed them away one by one.

“That’s it… relax… breathe,” he murmured, his thumb brushing my jaw. “You doin’ so good.”

The fullness was overwhelming. My body trembled against his, chest heaving, breaths broken.

“Look at me,” he whispered again, voice steady. “Right here. Eyes on me.”

I looked.

And everything softened.

Once my body adjusted — once that sharp edge of pain melted into something warm, something so damn good — my breath steadied. I felt him. Really felt him.

He started to move.

Slow strokes at first, deep and rhythmic. His hips rolled with intention — not just thrusting but guiding, teaching my body how to receive pleasure.

“Mhm,” he groaned low, forehead still pressed to mine. “Mhm… you like that?”

A sound slipped out of me — loud, raw, unfamiliar. A moan I’d never heard from myself before, something primal and honest. My whole body shivered.

My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him closer. He hissed at the motion, his fingers digging into my thigh.

“Aight, baby… okay… you want more, huh?”

I could barely breathe, barely think, but I nodded anyway, voice cracking.

“Y-yes… Andre… please…”

He kissed my mouth again — slow, then rough, then slow again — before picking up the pace, hips moving deeper. Sweat rolled down his spine, his breath hitching as he held onto me tighter.

“You feel that?” he whispered against my ear.

I cried out, nails raking down his back.

“Oh my God—”

“That’s it…” he breathed, thrusts steady and powerful. “Talk to me… don’t hold it in.”

I moaned louder, squirming beneath him, overwhelmed by pleasure I never knew existed. My body shook, my breath broke, and I clung to him like he was the only thing keeping me grounded.

He kissed me again lips dragging along my neck, sucking gently on the soft spot beneath my ear.

“Yeah… yeah…you takin’ this dick so well.”

My eyes rolled back, tears mixing with sweat as he murmured filth and praise in my ear — each word sending my pussy into spiral.

He pulled himself out of me halfway, not fully. Just to get a look at my reaction.

I let a shaken breath out. “Mmm. N-no put it back in.” I pleaded.

The moment he slid back into me I heard him curse the world. “fuuuckkk…” long, drawn-out, full chest, like the pleasure hit him so hard he couldn’t hold his breath.

And that sound… that one word… flipped a switch inside him and me.

His hips snapped forward harder, deeper, and the hunger in his eyes sharpened. His breath grew rough, hot against my cheek. His hand tightened around my thigh, pulling it higher around his waist until he had a new angle.

“Ty…” he grunted, voice strained, jaw clenched. “For a minute it’s gon’ seem like I don’t respect you… just for a minute though, baby.”

Before I could respond, he kissed my forehead — soft, quick — the gentleness contradicting the growl in his voice.

Then he sped up.

Deep strokes turned into fast, punishing thrusts that sent electricity shooting through my entire body. My back arched, nails clawing into the sheets as I gasped out sounds I never even knew I could make.

He flipped me onto my back effortlessly, hands sliding under my thighs to fold them open. He pounded his thick, hard dick into me like he was angry with me. And it felt so dang good.

Then he switched — rolling me onto my side, lifting one leg up over his arm, hitting a spot that made me scream into the pillow.

“Yeah…yo’ pussy feel so good, baby” he groaned, hips snapping. “Mhm… you feel so good, baby.”

I cried out — high, broken — my hand desperately reaching for something to hold onto.

Before I could even adjust, he had me on my stomach, ass in the air. He slid back into me with one long stroke and I gasped so hard it hurt.

He leaned over my back, hand sliding up my spine, fingers curling around the side of my face. His palm held my cheek, tilting my head so he could whisper filthy praise into my ear.

“Look at you…” he growled, thrusts relentless. “Mmmhm… Don’t you run, Ty. Don’t you fuckin’ run.”

I tried — I swear I tried — to move away when it got too intense, when my legs started shaking uncontrollably. But the second I tried to crawl, he yanked me right back, flipping me and pinning my wrists behind me with one hand.

He held both my hands with ease, his other hand holding my hip steady as he pounded into me.

“Take that dick… take it,” he commanded, voice gravelly. “Don’t run from it now you been doin’ so good.”

I moaned so loud my throat burned. I couldn’t stop crying — from pleasure, from shock, from the overwhelming mix of everything happening at once.

He rubbed my sensitive spot with his thumb while still stroking deep, sending me spiraling. My body clenched uncontrollably, and I screamed his name as heat shot through my stomach. My legs shook violently, my vision blurred — and suddenly I felt it.

A rush.

Losing control entirely.

I squirted — hard — all over the floor, the sheets, my legs trembling so violently I almost collapsed.

“Thaaat’s it…” Andre moaned, voice cracking. “Let it go, baby… let it go…”

Just as he was about to finish, he pulled out fast hand stroking himself and groaned deep before releasing across my back. His breath hitched, his body shuddering above me, hips jerking as he came hard, dripping down the curve of my spine.

We collapsed together on the bed — a sweaty, tangled, breathless heap. My chest heaved. His arm draped over me, grounding me back into reality.

We laid like that for a minute or maybe five neither of us saying anything. Just breathing. Recovering.

Then he pulled away gently.

“Don’t move.”

I didn’t.

I watched him through half-lidded eyes as he walked to the bathroom. The sound of running water filled the silence.

He came back with a wet rag, kneeling beside me. The gentleness made me emotional. He wiped my back clean. Slow and careful like — not rushing, not letting me feel embarrassed.

“You good?” he murmured, checking my face.

“Yes…” I whispered, voice thin.

“Aight.”

He helped me sit up, his arm sturdy around my waist. My legs trembled so bad he lifted me into his arms again, carrying me to the bathroom. The warm bath waited — steam rising, bubbles soft, and the sounds of Jill Scott’s He Loves Me lingered through the walls.

He lowered me into the tub like I was something fragile and precious, his fingers lingering on my skin.

“You did good,” he whispered, brushing a curl from my forehead.

I looked up at him, cheeks flushed, still trembling slightly.

“T-thank you. You did too.”

His smile was slow, deep, almost proud.

“I know.”

THE END
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