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CHAPTER ONE: Reawakened Desires

 

Sam could feel her stomach tightening as she watched the screen in front of the both of them, the video playing in slow motion. Tyrell has recorded them and she had no idea. She looked at Mike who was still watching and rewinding the tape, unsure of what to say.

 

Eventually, he paused the video and turned to look at her? “How long has this been going on?” he asked, his voice coming out a little choked. “How long were you planning on keeping this from me?”

 

“Look, I can explain.” Sam started, swallowing slightly. “I can explain, I wasn’t trying to hide it. I just knew that I had to do this for you and Tyrell gave me this proposal that if I slept with him he would wipe your debt clean.”

 

“That’s not how shit like this work Sam.” Mike said, raising his voice slightly. “You don’t make deals with the devil, you only end up burned. Tyrell just wanted to hit and quit, I doubt that he had any intentions of letting me go.”

 

“Well what choice did I have? You’re the one who got involved with a drug dealer yet you’re giving me problems trying to fix the issue you made?”

 

“Oh, that’s what you’re using to make yourself feel better? You did this for me? I don’t buy it. I think you’re just horny for some BBC again.”

 

“Excuse me?!” Sam shouted, getting to her feet. “Where do you get off talking to me like that?”

 

Mike bit his lip, regretting his words. He was annoyed, yes but that wasn’t a reason to throw shade at her lifestyle. After all, wasn’t he involved in it as well? He didn’t know how to feel though, the thought of her sleeping with someone else was one thing but did that person have to be his boss? And he knew Tyrell well enough to know that even if she did what he said, the likelihood of him being free was very low.

 

Mike sighed and sat down on the bed, burying his hands in his hands. “I appreciate what you were trying to do and I’m sorry for putting us in this situation. I’m just worried about you getting involved with Tyrell, that’s all.”

 

Sam took a seat besides her husband. “I understand what you mean but maybe we can hope for the best? You always say that Tyrell is a man of his words.”

 

“He is but I also know that he likes to screw people over and apparently he has a thing for screwing my wife now. This just doesn’t feel like a solution, if anything it feels like we’re only digging ourselves deeper.”

 

“So what do we do?” Sam asked.

 

“I think you need to tell him that it’s over, Sam.” His tone was softer now, like he was pleasing with her. “If this was really for me then you’re done now. So we can move on.”

 

“Is it really that easy?” Sam asked, reaching for her phone where Tyrell’s contact information was stored.

 

“I don’t know, but there’s only one way to find out.” 

 

Sam sighed and looked at her phone. She wanted to listen to her husband, she really did but what would that mean for her and what she wanted? Yes, she did this for him but she couldn’t deny how good it felt to be with Tyrell. He dominated her, pounded her over and over until she felt like she couldn’t take it anymore. He was a bad guy no doubt but why did he have to fuck so good?

 

“I guess I have no choice.” She says, opening her phone up and heading to her messages to draft a text to send to Tyrell.

 

Just at that moment, her phone made a buzzing noise, interrupting the silence of the room. Sam felt her heart drop as she saw the message, it was from Tyrell.

 

“Tomorrow night. My place. We aren’t done yet.”

Her hand tightened around the phone. The words were simple enough but she could hear his voice behind them, commanding and authoritative. She knew what he was capable of and she knew exactly what he wanted. Could she resist?

“Who is it?” Mike’s voice cut through her thoughts but she quickly put the phone away, hoping her guilt didn’t show on her face. 

“No one,” she replied, avoiding his gaze.

Mike sighed, his expression weary. “Sam, if you want to keep our marriage together, you need to stop this. Whatever thrill you’re getting out of this, I can’t do it. I’m asking you. End it with him…for good.”

She nodded, forcing a smile to put him at ease. “I will. I promise.”

But as she lay in bed that night, staring up at the ceiling, she couldn’t help but think about Tyrell’s message. ‘We’re not done yet’. 

She thought back to when last they hooked up and the way he had made her feel. She hadn’t felt anything like that in a very long time and as she drifted off to sleep, only one thought was on her mind. 

Tyrell wasn’t done with her and she wasn’t done with him either.

The next day, Sam pretended to oversleep and waited for her husband to leave the house before she got up to start getting ready to go meet Tyrell. She waited in silence, listening for the faint sound of the garage door closing. As soon as she heard Mike’s car pull out of the driveway, she quickly grabbed her coat and purse, slipping out the door and into her car before she could talk herself out of it. She knew she should be staying home and honoring her promise to Mike but all she could think about was being under Tyrell again. 

A couple of minutes later, she was in front of Tyrell’s building, guarded by hidden security with the sharpest eyes. One of them nodded and escorts her in, barely speaking as they led her up to Tyrell’s apartment. The suite was just as lavish as she remembere, sleek leather, floor-to-ceiling windows and artwork that must have cost more than her entire house.

They leave her alone in a waiting area, offering nothing more than a curt nod to her. She glances around the room and it was then she realized that she had no control over this situation or any power over it either. 

Minutes later, she heard footsteps and turned just as Tyrell entered. He looked as composed as ever, in his tailored suit. 

“Sam,” he greeted her, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Right on time.”

She straightened, immediately getting to the point. “You sent that video to Mike without my consent,” she said, keeping her voice as steady as she could. “Why would you do that?”

Tyrell’s smirk widened,. “Why do you care?” he asked, his voice smooth and unbothered, as if her question barely registered to him.

“Because it’s... it’s not okay,” she stammered, finding her confidence slipping under his gaze. “I thought this was supposed to be between us, I was doing that to help my husband out but then sending it to him, that wasn’t part of the deal.”







