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CHAPTER 1




The red neon glow of Destiny’s Adult Emporium bled across the cracked sidewalk on MLK Drive, turning the humid Atlanta night into something almost cinematic. The West End was alive the way it always was on Friday evenings—trap beats thumping from passing cars with windows down, the sizzle of grease from the chicken spot next door mixing with the sweet, lingering haze of loud drifting from the corner crew posted up under the streetlight. Destiny Good stood behind the scratched-up glass counter, one hip cocked, chewing her gum slow and deliberate like she had all the time in the world.

She was mocha perfection wrapped in goth edge: black lace choker tight against her throat, silver hoop through her septum, another in her bottom lip, a tiny diamond stud winking in her left nostril. Her box braids cascaded down her back, tipped in deep burgundy, swinging every time she moved. Tattoos climbed her arms like dark ivy—thorny roses, a phoenix spreading wings across her right thigh, a dagger-pierced heart on the inside of her wrist. Her cropped tank read “Good Vibes Only” in dripping blood-red letters, stretched tight across full breasts that rose and fell with every slow breath. Below that, ripped black jeans hugged hips that curved dangerously and framed an ass so round and bubbly it looked engineered for sin. At twenty-eight she owned this spot outright—no investors, no silent partners—just pure hustle turned into empire.

The shop smelled like vanilla candles, synthetic cherry lube, and the faint leather tang of new harnesses still hanging in their plastic. Shelves groaned under the weight of every fantasy imaginable: thick veiny dildos in every shade from caramel to jet black, glass plugs catching the fluorescent light like jewels, rows of flavored lubes lined up like liquor bottles, nipple clamps dangling from hooks, leather whips coiled like sleeping snakes. A small TV mounted high played a muted compilation of moans and skin slapping skin—background noise more than anything.

Destiny was finishing up with her sixth customer of the evening, a petite blonde fresh out of Spelman by the look of her Kappa sweatshirt and the nervous way she kept tucking hair behind her ear. The girl had just spent forty-seven dollars on a curved purple silicone vibe with a suction base and ten vibration patterns Destiny had personally recommended. She counted out the change—three singles, a couple quarters—and slid the coins across the counter with a flick of long black acrylics painted with tiny white skulls.

“Thanks,” the blonde murmured, cheeks flushed pink. She hesitated, biting her lip, then leaned in just enough to let her perfume—something sweet and floral—float over the counter. “You ever… demo the stuff? Like, with somebody? ’Cause you’re really pretty and I—”

Destiny popped her gum, cutting the sentence clean. She offered a small, polite smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Appreciate the compliment, baby girl, but I’m good. Been playing that field heavy lately and it always ends up messier than I like. Enjoy your new toy, though. Treat yourself right.”

The blonde’s shoulders dipped, but she nodded, grabbed her black paper bag, and slipped out the door. The bell jingled behind her, letting in a quick gust of warm night air before the AC sucked it back out.

Destiny exhaled through her nose and leaned her palms flat on the cool glass countertop. That made six. Six women today alone who’d shot their shot—some subtle, some bold as hell. She wasn’t mad; she knew what she looked like, knew the kind of pull her body had. But damn if the attention didn’t start feeling heavy after a while.

She’d been deep in women the last few months and the sex had been fire—soft lips, knowing fingers, tongues that took their time, bodies that moved like they were reading each other’s minds. Tasha from Decatur had damn near made her black out once, face buried between her thighs for what felt like hours, sucking and flicking until Destiny’s legs shook and her curses turned to whimpers. Another girl, Nia, had strapped up and fucked her slow and deep against the shower wall, water cascading over them while Destiny clawed at tile and came so hard her vision blurred. The orgasms were real, the passion was thick, the afterglow sweet.

But then came the texts at three in the morning. The surprise visits to the shop with coffee and “just because” flowers. The “where are we going with this” conversations that made Destiny’s skin crawl. She didn’t do romance. She didn’t do labels. She did release—hard, fast, filthy, no strings. Bust a nut and keep it moving. That was the deal. The women started wanting more, and Destiny started wanting out.

Which was why she’d tried switching back to dick last week with Jamal.

Big, fine, East Side nigga with a fade so clean it looked painted on and a grill that flashed whenever he grinned. They’d linked at Compound after too many Henny shots and too much bass. He’d talked mad game in her ear—how he was gonna have her screaming his name, how he was gonna stretch her out proper. Destiny, pussy already throbbing from the liquor and the vibe, had booked a room at the Marriott Marquis. Nothing crazy, just crisp sheets and blackout curtains.

But the nigga fumbled.

She’d stripped slow for him, letting the dress slide off her shoulders, revealing every curve, every tattoo, every piercing glinting under the lamp. Jamal’s eyes had gone wide; he’d grabbed her ass like it was his birthright, groaning about how fat it was, how perfect. She’d climbed on top, grinding down slow, feeling him slide in deep—thick enough to make her hiss—but his stroke game was tragic. All jackhammer, no rhythm, no angle, just desperate thrusting like he was trying to dig to China.

Not even five minutes in he locked up, eyes squeezing shut. “Fuck, baby, I’m sorry. You too tight. Too wet. I couldn’t hold it.”

Destiny had frozen mid-ride, staring down at him, frustration already coiling in her belly. “It’s cool,” she’d lied, voice flat. Gave him a second chance after a blunt and a shower. Round two. Same result. He bust quick again, apologizing like a broken record while she lay there, legs still spread, clit still pulsing, staring at the popcorn ceiling and wondering why the universe kept sending her disappointments.

She’d walked him to the door in nothing but the hotel robe, told him nicely not to call her again, then shut it in his face. Back on the bed she’d spread her own legs, fingers circling her clit until she finally got the release he couldn’t give her. Toys didn’t talk back. Toys didn’t get clingy. Toys didn’t disappoint.

The memory still stung.

Destiny shook it off and started wiping down the counter with a rag that smelled faintly of bleach and strawberry lube. The shop was quiet now—just the low hum of the AC, the occasional car rolling past outside, the soft buzz of a demo vibrator someone had left running on the shelf. She reached up and clicked it off, the sudden silence almost intimate.

She glanced at the clock mounted above the register: 6:22 p.m. Still had time before she usually locked up. Fridays stayed busy late—niggas coming through after payday, couples looking to spice shit up, lonely folks buying company in silicone form. She wasn’t in a rush to close.

The bell above the door jingled.

Destiny looked up.

And everything slowed.

In walked a man who looked like he belonged on billboards, not in a sex shop on MLK. Tall—six-three easy—dark skin glowing warm under the fluorescents, fresh line-up so sharp it could cut glass, full beard trimmed tight, waves spinning on top. Shoulders wide enough to block the doorway, arms straining the sleeves of a crisp white tee like they were about to rip free. Chest broad, waist narrow, thighs thick under dark jeans that fit just right. Gold chain glinted at his collarbone, subtle but expensive. And the cologne—woody, smoky, rich—hit her before he even reached the counter.

He moved with quiet confidence, not swagger, just presence. Like the room rearranged itself around him.

Destiny’s gum stopped mid-chew. She straightened instinctively, smoothing her tank top, suddenly hyper-aware of how her nipples pressed against the thin fabric, how her jeans hugged every inch of her ass.

He scanned the shelves slowly—whips, clamps, pumps, dildos in neat rows, the wall of DVDs nobody really bought anymore but still sold steady to the old heads. His eyes flicked over it all without judgment, just mild curiosity, then landed on her.

Destiny felt the weight of that gaze like a physical touch.

He stepped up to the counter and pressed the little buzzer on the display case out of habit, even though the glass was already unlocked.

“How may I help you, fine sir?” she asked, voice coming out huskier than she intended. She leaned forward on her elbows, cleavage on subtle display, eyeing him right back.

His lips curved—just a hint of a smile, slow and knowing. “Y’all got the big ultra-thin condoms? Kimono brand if you carry ’em.”

Destiny’s inner voice immediately chimed in: Of course this nigga packing. Look at him. She turned, reached up to the top shelf, felt her ass lift and round out as she stretched. She moved a couple boxes aside and pulled down the red pack.

“Whole box or just a couple?” she asked over her shoulder.

“How many come in the box?”

“Twenty-four.”

He nodded once. “Gimme the box.”

She set it on the counter. “These the Magnum ultra-thins or the regular Kimono big boys?”

He chuckled low, the sound vibrating through her. “They the big ones?”

Destiny laughed—real, throaty, unfiltered. “You asking or telling?”

Another small grin. “They ain’t for me. My little sister hit me with the emergency text. Said she needed ’em ASAP and I was the closest. I don’t usually step in spots like this.” He glanced around again, taking it all in—the leather, the lace, the silicone, the explicit covers on the DVD cases. “Kinda weird being in here, but…” His eyes came back to hers, steady and warm. “In a way I’m glad I did.”

Destiny propped her chin in her hand, elbow on the counter, studying him. “And why’s that, sir whose name I still don’t know?”

He leaned in just a fraction, close enough she caught another wave of that cologne. “Because you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life.”

The words landed soft but heavy, poetic in a way that bypassed all her usual defenses. No corny line, no thirst. Just truth wrapped in velvet.

Destiny felt heat bloom low in her belly. She placed a hand over her heart, playful but genuine, lashes fluttering. “Well damn. Thank you, sir.”

“Tyreke Lincoln,” he said, extending a hand.

She shook it—his palm warm, grip firm without crushing, thumb brushing the back of her knuckles just once. “Destiny Good.”

“Mmm. Destiny Good.” He repeated it slow, tasting the syllables. “I wonder if you could make my destiny good. Been catching nothing but Ls lately.”

She held his gaze, something electric snapping between them. “That depends, Tyreke.”

“Depends on what?”

She’d never done this—never shot her shot so openly with a customer—but something about him felt safe and dangerous at the same time. Different. “Depends on whether you’re gonna take me out tonight. Dinner. I clean up nice, and I promise it’ll be worth your while.”

Tyreke bent forward, forearms braced on the counter so their faces were level, breath mingling. “I like how that sounds. What time you get off?”

She smiled, slow and wicked. “I can close whenever I want. I own the joint.”

His brows lifted, impressed. “Boss moves. Aight then… how about eight?”

Destiny felt the thrill race down her spine. “Eight works. Gimme your phone.”

They exchanged numbers right there over the counter, fingers brushing as she handed his cell back. She gave him the address to her spot later—didn’t need to rush that part yet.

“So what’s the dress code?” she asked, tilting her head.

Tyreke’s eyes darkened, playful heat flickering in them. “Something fancy…” He paused, letting the silence stretch. “With nothing underneath.”

Destiny’s laugh was low and dirty. “Easy, playboy. Keep talking like that and you might not make it out my shop in one piece.” She swept a hand around the displays. “You like what you see in here?”

He glanced at the toys, the lingerie racks, the pumps and plugs and lubes. “It’s cool. But why settle for plastic and batteries when the real thing’s standing right in front of you?”

His hand drifted casually to the front of his jeans—just a light adjustment, but enough to draw her eyes down. She peeped the outline. Thick. Promising.

Destiny leaned closer, voice dropping to a whisper. “You packing like that for real, or is that just the jeans talking? ’Cause I like my men big. And stiff.”

Tyreke didn’t flinch. “Play your cards right tonight, Destiny Good, and you gon’ find out. Wordplay intended.”

She reached across the counter, fisted the front of his tee, and tugged him in until their noses almost touched. “I like a slick talker,” she murmured, lips hovering over his. “But you better be able to back all that shit up.”

He didn’t kiss her. Didn’t rush it. Just rubbed the tip of his nose against hers—soft, teasing, controlled. The restraint made her clit throb harder than any sloppy tongue-down ever had.

“I most definitely can,” he said quietly.

He straightened, pulled out his wallet, counted out twenty-three dollars—crisp twenty and three ones. Destiny rang it up, slipped the red box into a plain black bag, and handed it over.

“Thanks for coming through, Tyreke Lincoln.”

“Nah,” he said, taking the bag, eyes never leaving hers. “Thank you, Destiny. For making a weird errand the best part of my day.”

She laughed again, softer this time. “Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.” He backed toward the door, gave her one last long look—like he was memorizing every inch of her—then pushed through.

The bell jingled.

Destiny watched through the glass as he crossed the sidewalk, climbed into a sleek blue Aston Martin DBX that gleamed under the streetlights like it belonged in a different zip code. The engine purred to life, low and expensive, and then he was gone, taillights fading into the Atlanta night.

She stood there a long moment, hand still pressed to the door, heart hammering, a slow grin spreading across her face.

“Goddamn,” she muttered to the empty shop. “And the nigga got taste in whips too.”

She flipped the lock, turned the sign to CLOSED even though it was barely past six-thirty, and leaned back against the door, arms folded, still feeling the ghost of his cologne on her skin.

For the first time in a while, Destiny Good felt something shift inside her chest—something dangerous, something hungry, something that might actually be worth chasing.

And she hadn’t even left the shop yet.


CHAPTER 2




The mirror in Destiny's bedroom reflected a version of herself she hadn't seen in a minute—polished, almost respectable, the kind of look that could slide into a boardroom or a black-tie affair without raising eyebrows. The red body-hugging dress clung to her perfectly, accentuating every curve: full breasts spilling just enough cleavage to tease without screaming, hips flaring out dramatically, and that bubbly ass popping like it was sculpted for worship. The fabric was sleek, a deep crimson that made her mocha skin glow under the soft lamp light, and the hem hit mid-thigh, showing off those thick, tatted legs that snaked with ink—roses climbing up her right thigh, a script quote in cursive on the left that read "Rise Above" in elegant loops. She'd ditched the goth edge for the night: no heavy black liner, just smoky eyes that smoldered, burgundy lips that promised sin, and her box braids pulled into a high ponytail that swung like a pendulum when she moved. No choker, no visible piercings except the subtle ones in her ears—gold hoops that caught the light. She looked formal, decent even, but with an undercurrent of fire that said she could flip the script at any moment.

Destiny smoothed the dress over her hips, feeling the absence of panties underneath—a nod to Tyreke's earlier quip back at the shop. Her heart thumped a little harder than usual, anticipation mixing with a rare flicker of nerves. This wasn't her typical hookup; there was something about this man that had her wanting to peel back layers, not just clothes. She grabbed her handbag—black clutch with a hidden compartment for her Blicky, because Atlanta didn't play, and a wad of cash just in case. Hood habits die hard; you never knew when a date could turn south.

A knock echoed through her apartment—firm, confident. Destiny took a deep breath, checked her reflection one last time, and sauntered to the door. She swung it open, and there he was: Tyreke Lincoln, looking like he'd stepped out of a GQ spread for urban kings. Black button-up shirt tailored to perfection over that broad chest, slacks that hugged his thighs without trying too hard, fresh kicks, and a watch that gleamed subtle wealth. His cologne hit her first—woody, masculine, wrapping around her like a promise.

His eyes widened, jaw going slack for a split second before he recovered with a slow grin. "Damn, is that you, Ms. Good?"

"In the flesh," she replied, voice low and playful. She gave him a full twirl, a slow 360 that let the dress flare just enough to showcase her assets—especially that bubbly, awesome-looking butt that jiggled subtly with the motion.

"Damn, you look great," he said, his voice dropping an octave, eyes tracing her figure like he was memorizing every inch. She caught the stir in his pants, the subtle shift as his cock woke up to the sight of her sultry form.

"Thanks, Tyreke. You're not bad-looking yourself," she shot back, stepping forward to adjust his tie—a silk number in deep blue that complemented his shirt.

Her fingers lingered on the knot, brushing his chest, feeling the heat radiating off him. She clutched her handbag tighter, locked the door behind her, and they headed down the hallway, the click of her stilettos echoing against the worn linoleum of her Old Fourth Ward building.

Outside, the Atlanta night hummed with life: distant sirens wailing like a soundtrack, bass from a nearby party thumping low, the warm breeze carrying hints of barbecue from a backyard grill somewhere. Tyreke's blue Aston Martin DBX waited at the curb, gleaming under the streetlights like a predator in repose. He opened the passenger door for her—gentleman shit that made her smirk—and she slid in, the leather seats molding to her curves like they were made for her.

He climbed in the driver's side, fired up the engine with a purr that vibrated through her body, and pulled off smoothly into traffic. The city lights blurred past—neon signs from trap houses turned lounges, murals on brick walls depicting ATL legends like OutKast and MLK, the skyline rising in the distance like jagged teeth against the dusk.

Destiny settled back, crossing her legs, the dress riding up just enough to reveal more of those alluring tatted thighs. She caught him glancing, his eyes hungry. "So, where you taking me, mystery man?"

"It's a surprise, beautiful. Just enjoy the ride," he said, his voice smooth as silk, but his gaze dipped again to her thighs, tracing the ink that disappeared under the hem.

"Eyes on the road, Tyreke. My legs ain't a drive-thru," she teased, catching him red-handed with an arched brow.

"Oh, my bad," he chuckled, tearing his eyes away and focusing ahead, but not before flashing that dimpled smile. "It's hard not to get distracted by you. You got me trippin' already."

Destiny blushed a bit, heat creeping up her neck—rare for her, but damn if his words didn't hit different. "Got any good music in this whip?"

"Sure thing," he said, reaching for the console. The system hummed to life, and Tems' voice filled the cabin—smooth, soulful, that Afrobeat vibe with lyrics about love and longing. "Free Mind" started playing, the beat dropping just right.

Destiny's face lit up. She loved Tems; the woman's music was like therapy wrapped in melody. Without thinking, she started singing along, her voice husky and on point, hitting the high notes with a sultry twist that turned the song into something personal.

Tyreke glanced over, amazed. "Damn, girl. You sound beautiful. Got pipes like that hidden under all that boss energy?"

She laughed mid-lyric, waving him off. "Just something I do for fun. Music keeps me sane in this crazy city."

He nodded, liking her more with every passing minute. There was no fronting, no games—just real vibes. Destiny felt it too; she'd never been this comfortable around a man so quick. Usually, it was all surface—flirt, fuck, forget. But with Tyreke, she could just be, no judgment, no expectations. The drive stretched on, Tems transitioning to "Higher," and they sang together, off-key laughs mixing with the harmony, the tension building like a slow burn.

Minutes later, they turned into a driveway winding up to a high-rise in Midtown, pulling into a valet spot at a lavish rooftop restaurant called Skyline Lounge. The place screamed exclusivity: glass elevators shooting up the side of the building, twinkling lights strung like stars across the entrance, valets in crisp uniforms hustling. Tyreke handed over the keys with a nod, and they stepped inside, the hostess—a tall sista with a sleek bob—lighting up when she saw him.

"Mr. Lincoln! Good to see you again. Table for two?"

"You know it, Shay. The usual spot if it's open," he replied, smooth as ever.

She led them up in the elevator, the city dropping away below, and out onto the rooftop terrace. The vibe was pure luxury: white tablecloths fluttering in the breeze, candlelight flickering on crystal glasses, jazz saxophone weaving through the air from a live band in the corner. High clientele dotted the tables—suits talking deals, couples whispering sweet nothings, a few celebs incognito. Their table was prime: by the edge, overlooking the Atlanta skyline, the lights of the Fox Theatre and Centennial Park sparkling like diamonds on black velvet.

They sat, menus in hand, the waitress—a young woman with weaves—bringing over a bottle of red wine without even asking. "The Cab Sauv you like, Mr. Lincoln?"

Tyreke nodded, and she poured Destiny a glass first. Destiny swirled it, took a whiff—the aroma rich, fruity with hints of oak—then sipped. Strong and pure, just how she loved her wine, warming her from the inside out.

The waitress poured Tyreke's, and he did the ritual: swirl, sniff, sip. "Ah, the good stuff," he said, eyes meeting Destiny's over the rim.

"What'll y'all be having tonight?" the waitress asked, pen poised.

Destiny glanced at Tyreke, smirking. "I'm eating whatever you're eating."

He grinned, ordering for them: grilled lobster tails with garlic butter, truffle mac and cheese, asparagus spears drizzled in balsamic, and a side of cornbread because "we keeping it Southern up in here."

When the waitress left, Destiny leaned in, chin in hand. "So, tell me about yourself. Besides loving buying condoms for your sister?"

"Hey, don't be a tease," he shot back with a laugh, eyes sparkling. "Aight, real talk. I'm an administrative manager at the Regency Hotel downtown. Basically, I run the show—operations, staff, making sure VIPs get that five-star treatment. Pays the bills, lets me drive whips like that DBX out there."

Destiny nodded, impressed. "Sounds boss. How'd you get into that?"

He leaned back, sipping his wine, the candlelight dancing across his features—strong jaw, full lips, those deep brown eyes that held stories. "Rough start, honestly. Grew up in Bankhead, you know how it is—projects, single mom hustling two jobs, pops locked up for bullshit. Streets were calling, but football saved my ass. High school star, quarterback with dreams of going pro. Scouts were watching, full ride to UGA on the table."

"What happened?" she asked, genuinely hooked, her foot accidentally brushing his under the table—or was it accidental?

"Knee injury senior year. Tore my ACL in the championship game. Surgery, rehab, but it never came back the same. Dreams deferred, you feel me? But I pivoted—went to college anyway on academic scholarships, majored in business admin. Worked my way up from front desk to manager. Life's good now, but that injury? Taught me resilience. Can't let one setback define you."

Destiny felt a pang—his story mirrored hers in ways. "Damn, that's real. I feel that. My turn? Aight. Owning the adult store? That was a glow-up from hell. Grew up in the Bluff, gang-affiliated heavy as a teen—running with the wrong crew, slinging a lil' this and that to survive. Mama was out there, addicted, so I had to fend for myself. But my pops—estranged as hell—showed up one day, saw the path I was on, and yanked me out. Sent me to live with him in Buckhead, enrolled me in community college. Turned my life around."

Tyreke's eyes softened, respect shining through. "That's major. What'd you study?"

"Business, with a side of wellness. Became a yoga instructor after graduation—teaching classes at studios around the city. Loved it, the peace, the flow. But the pay? Trash. Wasn't rewarding enough to keep grinding for pennies. So I saved up, took a loan, and opened Destiny's Adult Emporium. Figured, why not turn my love for... liberation into a business? Now I'm making bank, expanding inventory, even got a side hustle."

"Side hustle? Spill."

She grinned, pulling out her phone and scooting her chair closer to show him. Their shoulders brushed, electricity sparking. "YouTube channel—Destiny's Kitchen Vibes. Over 500k subs, growing every day. I cook soul food with a twist—jerk chicken tacos, vegan gumbo, all that. But let's be real, the views come for the recipes... and the presentation."

He took the phone, scrolling through videos. One thumbnail showed her in tight leggings, bent over stirring a pot, her fat ass showcased perfectly by the camera angle. Another had her chopping veggies, cleavage on display as she leaned in. "Damn, you out here killing it. Cakes on cakes—literal and figurative."

She laughed, snatching the phone back playfully. "Hey, sex sells, but the food's fire too. I sell merch—aprons with 'Good Vibes in the Kitchen' on 'em, spice blends. It's all tying together."

Tyreke subscribed right there, hitting the bell icon. "I'm locked in. You got layers, Destiny. Not just the sexy shop owner—entrepreneur, chef, survivor. That's attractive as hell."

The food arrived then—steaming plates of lobster dripping in butter, mac and cheese gooey with truffle essence, asparagus crisp and tangy. They dug in, forks clinking, moans of appreciation escaping as flavors exploded.

"This lobster? Fire," Destiny said, sucking butter off her finger slowly, eyes locked on his.

Tyreke watched, transfixed. "Yeah? You handling that butter like a pro."

She smirked. "Practice makes perfect. What about you? Any hidden talents besides managing hotels and charming women in sex shops?"

He chuckled, wiping his mouth. "I write poetry on the low. Nothing published, just for me. Helps process the hood trauma, you know?"

"Poetry? Spill a line."

He leaned in, voice dropping. "Aight: 'In the city's grip, where shadows dance, she rises like dawn, giving second chance.'"

Destiny's breath caught—poetic, deep, aimed at her. "That's smooth. You got me wet with words already."

The flirting ignited then, heat building like the Atlanta summer. "Wet, huh? Careful, Ms. Good. I might have to check that out later."

She bit her lip, foot sliding up his calf under the table. "Promises, promises. But tell me, what's your type? Besides fine-ass women who own adult stores."

"Real ones. Women with fire, stories, curves that tell tales. Like you—tatted thighs that got me imagining tracing 'em with my tongue."

Destiny's core throbbed, the restaurant fading. "Bold. What if I said I'm imagining your hands on this ass, squeezing while I ride?"

His eyes darkened, fork pausing. "Shit, Destiny. You tryna make me bend you over this table right now?"

The air crackled, restraint thin as paper. They wanted to fuck—right there, amidst the high society, candles tipping over, moans drowning the jazz. But they held back, laughs covering the tension, hearts pounding.

Dessert came—chocolate lava cake, shared spoon-fed bites that turned erotic. "Open up," he said, feeding her a piece, thumb brushing her lip.

She sucked it clean. "Mmm. Sweet, but I bet you taste better."

Tyreke paid the check—generous tip— and they left, arms linked, the night air cooling heated skin. Back in the jeep, engine purring, they pulled off, both minds on one thing: fucking each other's brains out.

"You got me twisted, Destiny," he said, hand on her thigh, squeezing.

"Drive faster," she whispered, hand over his, guiding higher. The city blurred, anticipation thick as a fucking fog.


CHAPTER 3




The Aston Martin's engine hummed to a stop outside Destiny's apartment building, the sleek blue beast gleaming under the sodium glow of the streetlights. The Old Fourth Ward was quiet this time of night—well, as quiet as Atlanta ever got—with the distant thump of bass from a house party down the block and the occasional siren wailing like a ghost in the wind. Tyreke killed the ignition, but the heat between them was just igniting. He'd barely parked before his hand was on her thigh again, squeezing that soft, tatted flesh, his fingers inching higher under the red dress that had been teasing him all damn evening.

"Finally," Destiny breathed, her voice husky with need, eyes locked on his like she was starving. "Get your fine ass inside before I jump you right here in the car."

Tyreke chuckled, deep and low, that poet's voice turning filthy. "Shit, ma, don't tempt me. I'd fuck you on the hood if the neighbors weren't nosy as hell."

They tumbled out, hands already roaming—his on her ass, hers clutching his shirt—as they made it up the steps to her door. She fumbled with the keys, his body pressed against her back, lips brushing her ear. "Hurry up, Destiny. Been hard since you twirled in that dress."

The door clicked open, and they spilled inside, the world outside forgotten. Tyreke kicked it shut with his foot, his lips crashing onto hers in a heat-searing kiss that tasted like wine and want. His jacket hit the floor first, shrugged off in one smooth motion, then his tie loosened with a yank, shoes kicked away like they offended him. Destiny matched his frenzy, her stilettos flying off as she backed him toward the living room, fingers flying over the buttons of his shirt, revealing that chiseled chest inch by inch—dark skin smooth as chocolate, abs rippling like they were carved from stone.

"Goddamn, you built like a fuckin' god," she murmured against his mouth, her hands exploring, nails grazing his nipples, making him hiss.

"And you taste like passion bordering on the unforgettable," he growled back, his tongue tangling with hers, deep and demanding.

She wanted to feel that cock so bad—both with her hands and buried deep in her pussy. Speaking of which, she was already moist underneath that dress, truth be told, she'd been wet since the restaurant, her thighs slick with anticipation. By the looks of it, there'd soon be a flood if he kept kissing her like this.

Tyreke shimmed out of his pants, letting them pool at his ankles, stepping free in his boxers. Destiny's eyes dropped, widening at the outline—long as fuck and thick, straining against the fabric like it was begging for freedom. She reached down, palming him through the cotton, feeling the heat, the pulse.

"Mmm, you weren't lying. This the perfect size. Big, thick, just how I like 'em."

"Glad you like it, baby," Tyreke said, his voice rough, lips trailing down to her neck now—one of her sensitive spots that always got her going, especially when you bit the tender skin a bit. And as if reading her damn mind, he did, nipping just hard enough to send sparks straight to her clit, making it pulse with excitement.

"Fuck yeah," she cooed, her hand stroking and caressing his length through the boxers, feeling it throb in response. The friction was teasing them both, but she needed more. "Take this shit off and let me suck on this big fucking dick."

Tyreke pulled back just enough to slip out of his boxers, bunching them at the floor with the rest of his clothes. His cock sprang free—long, veiny, and thick, curving slightly upward like it was made for hitting spots. Destiny's breath caught, her mouth watering at the sight.

"Shit, nigga, you got the dick of a fucking porn star. I don't think that shit can even fit in my mouth," she chuckled in observation and total awe, this would be the biggest dick she'd ever played with, and she was excited as hell. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking slow, feeling it pulse within her grip, admiring the veins popping like rivers on a map.

"Suck on it, babe. Don't run from it," Tyreke hissed above her, looking down as she hunkered down on her knees, still in that body-hugging red dress that clung to her curves like a promise.

She took him in her mouth, sucking it now like a popsicle, getting all wet and sloppy with her saliva. Her tongue ran against its ridge, then at the underside, French-kissing the tip, twirling around the head like she was savoring every inch. Tyreke threw his head back in ecstasy, a low groan escaping as she continued to work that dick with her deft mouth—bobbing deep, cheeks hollowing, spit dripping down her chin.

"Fuck, Destiny... that's it, suck that dick like you own it," he encouraged, his hand tangling in her braids, guiding but not forcing—yet.

She hummed around him, the vibration making his knees buckle a bit. "Get those balls too, ma," he told her, and she did, sucking and slurping on his ball sack, her tongue running underneath his dick and all the way up back to his tip, urging him now to fuck her mouth.

"As you wish, babe," he said, and held her nostrils gently, fucking her mouth hard, her jaws bulging as he tapped each cheek, fucking her throat deep.

Her throat was making that gack-gack-gack sound, wet and nasty, driving Tyreke nuts as he released her nose for her to catch her breath and held onto her head, forcing her to swallow his entire length—which was impossible, but damn if she didn't try. She gagged and kept gagging the more he tried to throat-fuck her deep, tears pricking her eyes from the effort, but the good kind—the kind that said she was loving every second.

His cock looked nasty as fuck now, just the way he liked it, dripping with spit as she came off him with a pop, stroking him with both hands while sucking on his cockhead, twisting her wrists like she was wringing out pleasure.

"Fuck, take that dress off. I wanna eat your pussy," he told her, voice strained, pulling her up.

Destiny stood, shimmying out of the red dress, letting it pool at her feet. Tyreke smiled now that he saw she had definitely stuck to the dress code—no panties, no bra, just her naked glory: mocha skin glowing, tattoos snaking over her curves, piercings glinting in her nipples and belly.

"Damn, you really went commando. Sexy as hell," he murmured, scooping her up bridal style, her legs wrapping around him instinctively.

"Where's your room?" he asked, already heading up the stairs, her weight nothing in his strong arms.

"The next door," she told him, nipping at his ear, and he carried her there, her turning the knob.

They entered, the room a soft haven of plush bedding and candlelight she'd left on—velvet pillows, posters of urban icons on the walls. He placed her down on the bed, spreading her legs wide as he now looked at her beautiful cunt—pink and glistening, folds swollen with need.

He went in immediately, holding her legs out wide with both hands as he wagged his mouth all over her pussy and clit, pulling at her lips with his teeth gently, making her shudder.

"Fuck, didn't know you were still starving after that heavy meal," she teased, loving how he lapped at her cunt like a man possessed.

He looked up at her between her legs, eyes dark with lust. "This is the real meal."

"Then dig in, nigga," she cooed, looking down between her spread thighs as he returned back to eating her cunt, taking it up a notch.

He pulled at her lips, planting kisses all over her pussy and clit, running his tongue along her thigh, and then the next one, and then back to her pussy, pulling at her clit, driving her wild.

"Shit, that's the spot," Destiny whimpered as he now thrust two fingers up into her, finger-banging her as he chewed on her clit, teasing the urethra with the tip of his tongue as she now begins to squirt.

"Yes, that's it, give it to me," Tyreke urged as she kept squirting for him, head thrashing, his face getting washed in her cum. He licked it from his lips and then lapped up her cunt, not wasting a drop.

It's been a while since a man made her squirt, and this guy managed to pull it off just with his fucking mouth and those deft fingers. Her body trembled, waves of pleasure crashing over her.

"Put your dick in my pussy," she told him, voice breathy. "I wanna feel you inside me."

He came up from between her legs and went to her lips, kissing her again, making her taste her pussy on his lips. As he kissed her, he held his cock by its base and slipped it into her pussy, loving her wetness and the warmth of her hole.

"Fuck," she moaned in his mouth, the stretch burning so good.

"You ok, Destiny?" he asked, concerned, knowing that most women couldn’t handle his size.

"I’m good, go slow first," she told him as he now nibbled on her neck, grinding in and out, building a slow and steady rhythm. Her pussy felt so good wrapped around his dick—tight, wet, gripping him like a vice.

***

Tyreke loved her cunt and decided to pick up the tempo, thrusting into her deep and hard now, making her scream like a banshee, head thrashing and nails digging into the sheets as his ass went up and down between her legs. His balls kept banging up against her ass with each hard thrust. He kissed at her bouncing breasts, then took a nipple in his mouth, clamping on it as he fucks her, and then went back for her lips as Destiny whispered for him to fuck her harder.

"Harder? You sure you can take it, baby?" he teased, but obliged, wrapping her legs around him tighter as he pounded her pussy like his life depended on it.

"Yes, fuck me harder, Tyreke! Pound this pussy!" she cried, her walls clenching around him, the slap of skin on skin filling the room like music.

Later, he switched into cowgirl as she now mounts him, her bubbly ass on full display. He spanked and mauled her lovely tatted up ass as she ground back and forth on his dick, rolling her hips like a dancer.

"Damn, look at that ass bounce," he groaned, smacking it again, the sound echoing.

She sat up a bit as Tyreke held onto her ass and began ramming that big dick of his fast and deep up her pussy, hitting her cervix just right.

His cock slipped out of her wet pussy, and when it did, Destiny tapped her pussy and clit furiously, beginning to squirt all over his twitching, hard dick, thighs, and abs.

"Fuck yeah, let that pussy rain, girl," he told her as he still held her by her ass, watching her rub her clit furiously as her juices continue to soak him below.

"Put that dick back in and fuck me," she told him as the last drop leaked out, her body shaking.

Tyreke just rammed it right back into her pussy, fucking her hard and good, his balls slapping up against her crack. In minutes, she pulled his dick out of her cunt and began squirting on him again, moaning heavily, can't believe a guy was making her cum like this—multiple times, waves crashing.

She took his cock back by his base and shoved it up back into her, urging him to fuck her, and he did. Minutes later, he took her on all fours, her lovely ass arched out to him as she spread her cheeks for him while he slammed into her hard from behind, holding her head back by her braids while he whispered dirty things to her.

"You like this dick stretching that tight pussy, huh? Taking every inch like a good girl," he growled, driving Destiny wild as she squirted again, her orgasm pushing his cock out her pussy, her juices coming out like a broken geyser.

"Fuck, yes! I'm cumming so hard for you!" she screamed, body convulsing.

Then he shoved it back in and fucked her through it, her toes curling, fists tearing at the sheets as her moans grew louder, their bodies slapping together, making a lovely erotic tune as he now tells her he’s gonna nut in her pussy.

"Fucking do it," she told him, looking back at him with “fuck me eyes.” "Nut in this pussy. Fill me up, baby!"

He steadied himself and began pumping all that fucking nut in her cunt, the warm creamy essence feeling so good to Destiny. She hadn't had a creampie in years, and this was the best one ever—and in fact, the best fuck a guy has ever given her. Oddly enough, she felt a strange connection to him, like she could see this not being a one-time thing as he was now on top her trembling body, panting like he’d just completed a marathon as his cock continued to twitch into her pussy.

They collapsed together, bodies slick with sweat, hearts pounding in sync. Tyreke rolled to the side, pulling her into his arms, her head on his chest, listening to the steady thump-thump. The room smelled like sex and satisfaction—musk, vanilla from her candles, their mingled scents.

"Damn, Destiny... that was... shit, I don't even have words," he said, kissing her forehead, his hand tracing lazy circles on her back.

She chuckled, playful even in the afterglow. "Poet like you? Speechless? That's a first."

He laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest. "You got me there. But for real, you felt that too, right? That connection? Ain't just the dick talking."

She propped up on her elbow, looking into his eyes—those deep brown pools that held more than lust now. "Yeah, I felt it. From the moment you walked into my shop. Thought it was just horny vibes, but... nah. This feels different. Real."

Tyreke nodded, his fingers intertwining with hers. "Same. I ain't been with nobody like this in forever. Women come and go, but you? You got substance. That fire. And damn, the way you squirt? Sexy as hell, but it's more than that. You're a boss, building your empire, turning your life around. I respect that shit."

Destiny blushed, but played it off with a smirk. "Oh, now you tryna sweet-talk me after nutting in my pussy? Slick."

"Nah, for real," he said, pulling her closer. "I wanna be with you, Destiny. Not just fuck—build something. Dates, laughs, maybe even meet my crazy-ass family. You in?"

Her heart swelled, that strange connection blooming into something warm. "Yeah, Tyreke. I'm in. You're special too—poet, manager, survivor. And you eat pussy like a champ. We could make this work."

They talked for hours, wrapped in sheets, sharing dreams and laughs—playful banter mixed with deep affection, forging a bond that hooked deeper than the sex.

EPILOGUE

Six months had flown by in a whirlwind of laughter, late-night talks, and that undeniable spark that had ignited between Destiny Good and Tyreke Lincoln from the moment he stepped into her adult emporium. Atlanta's streets still hummed with the same raw energy—the trap beats blasting from souped-up rides, the scent of soul food wafting from corner spots, the neon glow of the city that never truly slept. But for Destiny, life had shifted into something sweeter, more grounded. Her shop was thriving, stocked with new arrivals that flew off the shelves, but it was her YouTube channel, Destiny's Kitchen Vibes, that had exploded like a viral trap anthem.

What started as solo cooking vids—her curvy frame on display in tight tanks and leggings, whipping up jerk salmon with a side of sass—had evolved into something magical when Tyreke jumped in. It was his idea, actually, one lazy Sunday morning while they lounged in her bed, sheets tangled around their naked bodies, her head on his chest as he scrolled through her comments.

"Look at this," he'd said, his deep voice rumbling like thunder. "Half these fools ain't here for the recipes. They want the vibes. We should do couple skits—shorts, funny shit. Me messing up your kitchen, you clowning my ass. Rack up them views."

Destiny had laughed, propping up on her elbow, her box braids cascading over her shoulder. "You? In my kitchen? Nigga, you burn water. But... yeah. Could be cute. And chaotic."

And chaotic it was. Their first short went live that afternoon: Tyreke attempting to chop onions while Destiny narrated like a sports commentator. "And here comes Lincoln with the knife—oh shit, he's crying already! Them onions got him emotional!" Tyreke's fake sobs had the comments flooding in: "Y'all too cute!" "Couple goals!" "Subbed for the laughs!" Views skyrocketed from thousands to hundreds of thousands overnight. They kept it going—pranks like Tyreke "surprising" her with a flour bomb during cake baking, only for her to retaliate with a whipped cream pie to the face. Or dance challenges mid-recipe, hips grinding to Tems or Megan Thee Stallion, their chemistry popping off the screen.

Before long, Destiny's subscriber count climbed past 800k, then 900k. The merch flew—aprons emblazoned with "Kitchen Vibes & Good Times," spice kits labeled "Destiny's Heat." Sponsors rolled in: kitchen gadgets, organic ingredients, even a cheeky collab with a lingerie brand tying back to her shop. But it was the couple dynamic that hooked folks. Viewers shipped them hard, dubbing them "DesTy" in the comments. "When's the wedding?" "Y'all make me believe in love again!"

Tyreke's life meshed seamlessly with hers. He still ran ops at the Regency Hotel, pulling strings for VIPs and keeping the machine oiled, but weekends were theirs. He'd show up at her shop with lunch—Waffle House hash browns smothered and covered, because "hood romance ain't complete without grease"—and they'd sneak quickies in the back room amid the dildos and lubes, laughing about how far they'd come from that first flirty encounter.

But today? Today was milestone day. Destiny refreshed her YouTube dashboard for the umpteenth time, her mocha skin flushed with excitement. Tyreke lounged on her velvet couch, feet up, watching her pace the living room in her cropped hoodie and boy shorts, that bubbly ass swaying with every step.

"Babe, you gon' wear a hole in the floor," he teased, his dimpled smile flashing. "It's coming. We dropped that last short—me trying to twerk while you cooked? Gold. Subs about to hit a milli."

She plopped down beside him, snuggling into his side, his arm draping over her shoulders like it belonged there. "I know, but damn. From 500k to this? Feels surreal. Remember when I was just a goth chick slinging toys?"

He kissed her temple. "Nah, you were always a queen. Just needed a king to hype you up." His hand slid down to squeeze her thigh, fingers tracing her phoenix tattoo. "Speaking of kings... my folks been asking about you. Mama wants to meet the woman who got me smiling like a fool."

Destiny's heart skipped. Meeting parents? That was next-level. She'd met his sister—the one who'd sent him on that condom run—but parents? "You sure? I ain't exactly the 'bring home to mama' type. Tattoos, piercings, own a sex shop..."

Tyreke chuckled, pulling her onto his lap. "Ma, you perfect. They gon' love you. Pops already calling you 'that fine chef girl' from the vids. Come to Sunday dinner tomorrow?"

She bit her lip, nerves mixing with warmth. "Aight. But if they clown my goth phase, I'm blaming you."

The notification pinged—YouTube alert. Destiny grabbed her phone, eyes widening. "Holy shit... 1,000,012 subs!"

Tyreke whooped, lifting her up and spinning her around, her laughter echoing off the exposed brick walls. "That's my baby! We celebrating tonight. What's the plan?"

She wrapped her legs around his waist, kissing him deep. "Park date. Piedmont. Walk, talk, ice cream. Simple shit, but with you? Perfect."

He grinned, hands cupping her ass. "Bet. But first... quick celebration here?" His eyes darkened, suggestive.

She swatted his chest playfully. "Save it for later, horn dog. We got a park to conquer."

***

Piedmont Park buzzed with that classic ATL vibe—joggers in neon, families picnicking under oaks draped in Spanish moss, the skyline peeking through like a promise. The sun dipped low, painting the sky in oranges and pinks, a perfect backdrop for their stroll. Destiny linked her arm with Tyreke's, her red sundress fluttering in the breeze, showcasing those curves he couldn't get enough of. No goth edge today—just soft waves in her hair, minimal makeup, looking like the girl next door with a hood twist.

"Million subs, ma. How's it feel?" Tyreke asked, his hand in her back pocket, casual possessive.

"Like I won the lottery. But real talk? It's 'cause of us. Them skits? Goldmine." She bumped his hip. "Who knew your wack dance moves would go viral?"

He feigned offense. "Wack? Excuse me, I got rhythm. Remember that one where I tried the Renegade while you stirred gumbo? Comments said I looked like a robot on Henny."

She burst out laughing, head thrown back. "Facts! But cute robot. My cute robot."

They wandered to the lake, ducks quacking for crumbs, the water shimmering like diamonds. Tyreke pulled her to a bench, sitting her on his lap. "For real though, proud of you. From the projects to this? Boss moves."

Destiny's eyes softened, fingers tracing his beard. "Couldn't have done it without you. You believed in me when I was doubting. And them poems you slip into the vids? Swoon-worthy."

He recited one low, just for her: "'In her kitchen, she stirs more than pots—stirs my soul, makes my heart hot.'"

She fanned herself dramatically. "Stop, or I'll jump you right here. Park PD gon' arrest us for public indecency."

"Wouldn't be the first time we risked it," he winked, referencing a quickie in his hotel's supply closet last month.

They played like kids—chasing each other around trees, Tyreke lifting her for piggyback rides, her squealing as he pretended to drop her. "Don't you dare, Lincoln! I ain't tryna mess up this dress!"

"Aw, c'mon. You look good messy." He set her down, pulling her close for a kiss—slow, deep, the kind that made toes curl.

Ice cream came next from a vendor cart—strawberry for her, chocolate for him. They shared bites, her feeding him with giggles when it dripped on his chin. "Messy eater. Here, let me." She licked it off, turning innocent to flirty in seconds.

"Girl, you playin' with fire," he growled, eyes heating.

"Good. I like it hot." She winked, the romance building like a slow jam, love wrapping around them like the evening breeze.

As dusk fell, fireflies twinkling like stars, they headed back to her place, hands intertwined, hearts full.

***

Back at Destiny's apartment, the door barely clicked shut before the energy shifted—playful park vibes turning steamy. Tyreke backed her against the wall, lips claiming hers in a kiss that stole her breath.

"Been wanting this all day," he murmured, hands roaming her sundress, hiking it up to grip her thighs.

"Me too," she whispered, fingers unbuttoning his shirt, revealing that sculpted chest she loved. "Park was cute, but this? This is us."

He lifted her effortlessly, legs wrapping around him as he carried her to the bedroom, dress riding up to expose her lace panties. "Damn, you planned this," he teased, eyeing the red thong.

"Always prepared," she shot back, nipping his ear. He laid her on the bed, the mattress dipping under their weight, candles flickering from earlier casting a golden glow on her mocha skin.

Tyreke peeled off her dress slow, like unwrapping a gift, kissing every inch revealed—collarbone, breasts, the phoenix tattoo on her thigh. "Beautiful," he breathed, tongue flicking her nipple piercing, making her arch.

"Fuck, Tyreke... don't tease," she moaned, hands in his waves, guiding him lower.

He chuckled, breath hot against her skin. "Patience, baby. I wanna savor." But he obliged, hooking fingers in her thong, sliding it down, exposing her glistening pussy. "Already wet for me?"

"Been wet since the park," she admitted, spreading her legs invitingly.

He dove in, tongue flat against her clit, lapping slow then fast, fingers curling inside her. Destiny's moans filled the room, hips bucking. "Yes... right there... eat this pussy like it's yours."

"It is mine," he growled, sucking her clit, two fingers pumping deep, hitting her spot until she squirted, juices soaking his chin.

"Shit, yes! I'm cumming!" she cried, body shaking.

He climbed up, shedding his pants, cock springing free—long, thick, veiny perfection. Destiny stroked it, thumbing the tip. "Missed this big dick."

"It's all yours," he said, positioning at her entrance, sliding in slow, the stretch delicious. "Fuck, you tight."

They moved together, missionary deep and intimate, her nails raking his back as he thrust steady. "Harder, baby... fuck me like you own it."

He pounded deeper, balls slapping, whispering dirty sweet nothings: "This pussy so good... look at all that fucking cream coating my dick."

Switch to cowgirl—she rode him wild, ass bouncing, his hands spanking. "Look at you, taking every inch. Squirt on this dick again."

She did, pulling off to rub her clit, juices raining down. "Fuck yeah!"

Back in, doggy style—ass arched, him slamming from behind, pulling braids. "Whose pussy?"

"Yours! Nut in me, Tyreke!"

He did, filling her with hot cum, collapsing in bliss.

They cuddled after, talking futures—kids, travel, more vids. Love sealed, forever.

But wait, that was just the start. The next day, Sunday dinner at Tyreke's parents' house in Bankhead. The modest brick home smelled like collards and cornbread, Mama Lincoln—a plump woman with a warm smile—hugging Destiny tight. "Child, you the one got my boy glowing? Come in, sit!"

Pops, a grizzled vet with a booming laugh, clapped Tyreke's back. "Bout time you brought a real one home. Saw y'all's videos—funny as hell!"

Dinner was family style—fried chicken, mac 'n' cheese, yams. They loved her stories, her hustle. "From gang life to YouTube star? Respect," Mama said, tearing up. "You good for him."

Destiny blushed, feeling accepted. "Means a lot."

More months passed—subs hit 1.5 million, skits evolving to challenges, Q&As. They traveled—Jamaica beaches, where they fucked under stars; NYC for collabs.

Life was sweet, steamy, full of love. Destiny and Tyreke? Unbreakable.
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