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To the ones who love like war and fuck like salvation.

To every woman and man who ever bled, broke, and burned for each other—and still chose to stay.

This is for the lovers who cuss each other out at dawn... and moan each other’s names by midnight.

For the wild hearts who’d rather go down swinging together than live safe apart.

May you always find a way back to each other.

And may your legends never fucking die.

— Sin 😘
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INTERLUDE — SIN’S WHISPER
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Dark cologne and heat. Spices and sweat. Money and danger.

Some nights, Saphira lay in her massive bed at Légende House, sheets twisted around her legs, breath shallow, heart pounding, and imagined him leaning over her.

Big hands braced on either side of her face.

Gold chains swinging low enough to brush her nipples.

His voice dropping to that quiet rumble that always made her clench tight between her thighs.

“Look at me. Don’t run from this.”

She imagined his mouth brushing her ear, hot breath sending goosebumps racing down her arms.

“You gon’ let me fuck you ‘til your soul floats out your body?”

In the darkness, Saphira moaned, biting her pillow to keep quiet.

Because the thought of Sekani Legend wasn’t just sex.

It was a warning.

A promise.

A man like that didn’t touch you unless he planned to keep you.

Unless he planned to carve his name into every breath you took.

And the way he stared at her... like he was already fucking her in his mind...

She knew it was only a matter of time before his hands were sliding up her thighs, fingers hooking in lace, voice dark and sinful:

“Spread these legs. And don’t you fuckin’ close ‘em ‘til I say so.”

And Saphira...

She wanted it.

Every savage, reckless, possessive inch of it. 
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SINS & LEGENDS


CHAPTER ONE — LUST & CHANDELIERS
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VELVET SECRETS SMELLED like sandalwood and secrets. The bass from the speakers thumped slow and low, vibrating the walls, making the chandeliers shiver above lush red velvet curtains. Everything glowed under gold light, dripping opulence like melted honey.

In the shadows, bodies tangled, whispers slithered, and the air pulsed with sex and money. Champagne fizzed in crystal flutes. Ice clinked in hundred-dollar glasses of cognac. Diamonds sparkled under neon blues and purples.

Tonight, the DJ had “Lovin’ Boy” by Tamar Braxton rolling low over the speakers—a sultry pulse that made the whole club breathe slow and deep.

Sekani Legend’s hips slammed forward, fingers digging into a woman’s thighs as she moaned beneath him atop a plush velvet chaise in his private suite. Gilded mirrors reflected flickering candlelight and glimpses of dark mahogany skin flexing with power.

“Ohhhh fuck, Legend... right there...” she gasped, nails scraping across his broad shoulders.

Sekani kept his rhythm, hard and precise. But his eyes were half-closed. He wasn’t even there.

His mind drifted instead to liquor invoices, payroll, plans to expand his Velvet Secrets empire. Maybe buying another old mansion to flip into a private lounge. Or gutting the ballroom at Légende House—his massive family estate outside New Orleans—to turn it into a hidden casino.

The woman whimpered under him, thinking she was pulling him deeper into the moment. She wasn’t.

He glanced down, watching himself disappear inside her, and felt... nothing. Just friction. No spark. No fucking fire.

“You good?” he asked flatly.

“Mmm... Daddy... I’m tryna cum...”

Sekani bit back a sigh. He pulled out, wiped his brow with a linen napkin from the bar cart, and reached for his black silk shirt. “I got shit to handle.”

The woman pouted, naked and breathless, lips swollen. “Just one more round?”

Sekani didn’t answer. He stepped back, adjusting his custom Amiri pants, diamond rings glinting under the chandelier light, and cracked the door open to the hallway.

And that’s when he saw her.

A woman stepped into Velvet Secrets like the air bent around her. Caramel skin glowed under the chandeliers, smooth and luminous as silk. She wore a black velvet dress that hugged every curve—thick hips, soft waist, full breasts straining velvet like it could barely contain her.

But Saphira Devereaux didn’t walk in alone.

Renée Boudreaux was already at the bar, cackling at something the bartender said, gold hoops swinging as she tossed back a shot of Rémy Martin.

Colette Marchand drifted beside her, running a slim hand over crystal glassware like she could feel energy in the room. She paused to light a stick of sage, ignoring the bouncer glaring at her.

Amélie Toussaint was halfway onto the dance floor, caramel body rolling slow to the bass, eyes narrowed as she scanned the crowd for any man acting slick.

Lissette Fontenot perched on a velvet chaise checking her phone, slyly watching everything unfold like she was filing secrets away for later.

Mireille Landry was upstairs on the VIP balcony, leaning over the railing in a silky white jumpsuit, clocking who was spending money—and who wasn’t.

Sabine Duval twirled near a mirror, adjusting her hair, red lips pursed as she whispered savage gossip to Chantal Moreau, who kept sipping champagne and laughing so loud people turned to stare.

Elodie Broussard lounged nearby, looking bored but dangerous, her gaze slicing through anyone who stepped too close.

Fleur Arceneaux stayed close to Saphira’s side, soft-eyed, sweet smile hiding something sharper.

Together, they moved through Velvet Secrets like silk over skin—each woman a different flavor of dangerous.

But it was Saphira’s eyes that stopped Sekani dead.

Green. Pretty as sin. Almond-shaped, rimmed with dark lashes, sparkling under neon lights. They swept across the club with a calm power, like she was cataloging every secret, every soul.

Sekani’s chest went tight. His breath hitched. His dick, still glistening from the woman behind him, twitched so hard he swore it jumped.

In his head, he heard the echo of old stories told at Légende House:

“Beware the woman whose eyes shine like gems. She’s either your salvation... or your destruction.”

Fuck.

Who the hell is that?

The woman behind him whined, reaching for his arm. “Baby, come back—”

“Shhh,” Sekani snapped, eyes glued to the woman outside.

Saphira paused near the marble-topped bar. She swept her hair over one shoulder, revealing a delicate tattoo inked along her collarbone: a lotus blossom surrounded by flowing script.

She looked soft... and dangerous. Like sunlight sliding over a blade.

Then she lifted her gaze—and locked eyes with him.

Sekani felt it in his bones. A spark. No... more like a damn summoning. Like she was pulling him forward with invisible hands.

Heat exploded through his chest, cascading lower until his dick throbbed so hard it hurt.

And suddenly, the woman beneath him was just... gone.

He didn’t hear her voice anymore. Didn’t remember her name. Didn’t care.

All he could think was:

Fuck... you came in here like you wasn’t about to change my whole life.

Saphira tilted her chin slightly, lips curving into a small, knowing smile. Her green eyes flickered like she recognized him from somewhere... like she’d been expecting him.

Sekani swallowed hard. He tried to step back, close the door, pull himself together—but his feet refused to move.

The woman behind him was tugging at his wrist. “Legend... come finish what you started—”

“Get dressed,” Sekani growled without looking at her. “I’m done.”

He shut the door softly, heart hammering so hard he felt dizzy.

Outside, the music shifted. A slower beat, smoother bassline. The DJ slid into “Under the Influence” by Chris Brown, the lyrics curling through the smoky air. Sekani realized his DJ had seen Saphira too—and changed the track like the entire club was bowing to her presence.

Sekani exhaled, shaking his head.

Fuck this. He was not doing this right now.

He zipped his pants, grabbed his diamond-encrusted Audemars Piguet off the dresser, and tried to steady his breath.

But the problem was...

Sekani Legend was a man who prided himself on control. On keeping business and pleasure separate.

And one look from a caramel-skinned woman with green eyes had just shattered every single rule he’d ever made.

He clenched his jaw.

Shit... who the fuck are you, ma?

Sekani opened the door a crack again, just enough to peek out. He couldn’t help it. He needed to see if she was real—or if his brain was finally breaking under stress.

Out on the floor, Saphira moved through the crowd like silk over skin. Every man she passed turned to stare. A few tried to spit game, leaning in too close, breath hot and slick with champagne.

Saphira brushed them off with a soft laugh, barely glancing their way. She didn’t need to push anyone off her. Her vibe alone kept motherfuckers in check.

Sekani clenched his fists.

Why the fuck does that bother me?

He didn’t even know her name, but his blood started boiling watching random dudes breathe near her.

Then Saphira stopped at the bar. She leaned forward, her ass pressing against the high stool, hips cocked slightly. Sekani’s mouth went dry.

She spoke to the bartender, flashing those green eyes and a sly half-smile.

Sekani’s pulse hammered. The bartender laughed too loud, grinning like a fool.

Sekani slammed the door shut, pressing his back against it.

“Legend?”

The woman behind him, still naked, slid her arms around his waist. Her fake nails traced his chest, catching the light.

“Baby, what’s wrong? Who was that girl?”

Sekani stepped out of her grip so fast she stumbled. He picked up her Balmain dress from the floor and tossed it at her.

“Get dressed,” he said, voice low. “Now.”

She blinked, wounded. “Why you actin’ like this all of a sudden? We was good just a second ago.”

Sekani didn’t answer. His eyes were locked on the door.

He pushed past her, yanked the door open, and stepped into the club.

Velvet Secrets was alive tonight. Purple lights glowed over crystal chandeliers. The bass dropped heavy, thumping through the floors. Bottles popped. People danced, drank, whispered secrets against each other’s necks.

But all Sekani could see was her.

Saphira turned, like she felt him coming. Their eyes locked again. This time, she tilted her head slightly, as if she was studying him... testing him.

Sekani took a deep breath and strode across the marble floor. People moved out of his way without him saying a word. That’s how it was when you were Sekani Legend.

But for the first time in a long time, he felt off balance.

He stopped a few feet away. Saphira leaned an elbow on the bar, holding a glass of vintage champagne, lips shiny and soft.

“Hi,” she said, eyes glimmering like emeralds. “You keep starin’ at me like you got somethin’ to say.”

Sekani swallowed hard. Up close, she smelled like vanilla and pure heat. His brain stuttered.

“I... uh...” Sekani cleared his throat. “You new here?”

Saphira lifted one perfect eyebrow. “Depends who’s asking.”

Sekani fought a grin. Shit. She had attitude. He liked that more than he wanted to admit.

“Name’s Legend,” he said finally. “I own the place.”

“Oh,” Saphira murmured, sipping her drink. “So this is your little kingdom?”

Sekani leaned closer, unable to help himself. “That depends. You lookin’ to cause trouble in it?”

Saphira smiled, slow and wicked. “Baby... I’m trouble wherever I go.”

Sekani exhaled sharply.

Fuck me... she’s dangerous.

She tilted her head again, studying him. “And you look like the type who likes a challenge.”

Sekani’s jaw tensed. He wanted to say something slick back. He wanted to drag her into the back room and taste her right there. Instead, he forced himself to keep it cool.

“You here alone?” he asked, voice even.

Saphira shrugged one elegant shoulder. “Aren’t we all?”

Sekani blinked. The answer hit deeper than it should have.

Saphira set her glass down, green eyes glittering like precious stones under the chandeliers. “I’m just here for a drink. Maybe a vibe. Not lookin’ for nothin’ serious.”

Sekani nodded slowly. His voice dropped low. “Me either.”

But that was a lie. Because his body—and something deeper inside him—was screaming that he’d just met the one woman who was about to fuck up his whole life.

Saphira flashed a small, dangerous smile. “Well... I guess we’ll see.”

And before he could say another word, she turned and walked away. Her ass swayed in that black velvet dress like a fucking threat.

Sekani stared after her, fists clenched at his sides. He barely noticed the naked woman storming out of the back room behind him, cursing under her breath.

All he could see was caramel skin and pretty green eyes—and all he could think was:

Shit. It’s game over already.
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SINS & LEGENDS


CHAPTER TWO — VELVET MASKS
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VELVET SECRETS WAS thick with heat and R&B, purple lights pulsing over chandeliers, spilling diamonds across the crowd, Summer Walker’s “Playing Games” sliding low through the speakers, that soft, begging voice making half the room feel exposed.

Saphira Devereaux leaned against the bar, green eyes flicking across the floor, her girls surrounding her in a tight circle—Renée Boudreaux loud as hell, Amélie Toussaint sipping tequila, Colette Marchand burning sage in her purse, Lissette Fontenot peeping every man in the room like she was FBI, and Sabine Duval fixing her hair for the fiftieth time.

Renée snapped her fingers, “Bitch, why you so quiet? You look like you plotting a murder or some dick.”

Saphira rolled her eyes, lips glistening under neon light, “Neither. Yet.”

Renée grabbed her arm, “Oh my God, it’s that nigga, ain’t it? The tall chocolate one that keep starin’ at you like he tryna memorize your pussy lips.”

Saphira sucked her teeth, “Girl, hush.”

But her eyes slipped sideways. And sure enough—Sekani Legend was across the room, posted near the VIP, big as fuck in his Amiri outfit, diamonds blinking around his wrist, looking like trouble and money and secrets. His crew was with him—Étienne Baptiste telling some wild ass story, Lucien Roche laughing too hard, Danton Savoy quiet but watching everything, and Blaise Marceau sipping dark liquor like he might snap a bitch’s neck at any moment.

Sekani wasn’t laughing though. His eyes were locked dead on Saphira like she was the only woman in the room.

Colette waved her sage stick around Saphira’s head, “Girl, you gon’ fuck around and pull a spirit in here with that man. He looking at you like y’all already married in three different dimensions.”

Sabine leaned closer, whispering, “I’d let him ruin my credit.”

Lissette smirked, “Bitch, you don’t even have credit. You got vibes.”

The girls burst out laughing, but Saphira didn’t. Her heart was beating too fast. She forced her face cool, took a slow sip of champagne, but every nerve under her skin felt like it was buzzing.

Meanwhile, over by the VIP section, Sekani Legend was catching hell.

Étienne slapped his arm, “Yo. YO. Why you starin’ at caramel skin like you tryna taste her sweat?!”

Sekani shot him a glare, “Chill the fuck out.”

Lucien leaned in, grinning, “Man, that bitch fine. She look like she’d whisper spells in your ear while you nuttin’. I approve.”

Sekani shook his head, “Y’all childish.”

Blaise took a deep pull off his drink, voice low, “She the one that was here last week? Same eyes?”

Sekani nodded.

Lucien whooped, “Nigga, you been stuck for a week? Damn.”

Sekani clenched his jaw, “I’m good.”

Étienne laughed, “Nigga, YOU AIN’T GOOD. You got that look in your eyes. You look like a lion tryna decide if he gon’ eat the gazelle or marry it.”

Across the club, Saphira’s phone buzzed.

Her ex’s name flashed on the screen. She stared at it, lips pressing together, then hit decline.

Renée snatched her phone, “Bitch, why you still got his number saved?!”

“I gotta keep records,” Saphira muttered. “For court.”

Amélie gave her a hug from the side, “Fuck him, Sin. You gon’ get your peace.”

Saphira’s eyes got glassy, but she blinked fast, “Yeah. I’m tryna believe that.”

Colette touched her arm, “You gotta be careful. That man got dark energy. Spirits keep sayin’ he might snap.”

Renée waved a hand, “Girl, fuck the spirits. Let’s talk about Mr. Legend. That man look like he’ll eat your ass with one diamond earring on.”

Saphira smirked despite herself, “He do look like trouble.”

Sekani’s eyes tracked every move she made—the way her hair swung when she turned, the tattoo peeking on her collarbone, how she checked her phone, lips pressed together like she was holding back a scream.

He wanted to know every thought in her head.

Étienne slapped him again, “Stop lookin’. She gon’ see you.”

Sekani didn’t look away, “I hope she do.”

Lucien let out a low whistle, “Awwww shit. Nigga in loooooove.”

Sekani growled, “I’m not in love.”

Lucien snorted, “Keep tellin’ yourself that, Legend. You gon’ be on bended knee talkin’ bout ‘Please baby, lemme suck your toes.’”

Sekani shoved him.

At the bar, Renée gasped, “Yo. He comin’ over here.”

Saphira whipped around, heart hammering.

Sekani had taken a step forward... then paused. His phone buzzed in his pocket. His wife’s name lit up the screen. He stared at it like it was a ticking bomb.

Lucien clapped him on the shoulder, “Answer that shit or leave her.”

Sekani hesitated.

Saphira caught his eye, just for a second. A flash of green and caramel, soft and dangerous. Sekani opened his mouth like he might speak... and then he turned back to his crew, jaw tight.

Saphira’s shoulders dropped. She swallowed the ache in her throat and forced a laugh at something Renée said. But her eyes flicked sideways again, green and bright, shining under velvet lights.

Sekani stared back, silent.

Neither of them moved.

And across Velvet Secrets, the bass kept thumping while the whole damn club seemed to hold its breath.

Then Sekani blinked, like he finally broke out of a trance, rubbing a hand over his beard, jaw tight as fuck, breath still short.

Étienne nudged him, “Nigga, what the fuck was that?”

Sekani didn’t answer. He was still staring at where Saphira stood, even though she’d turned away, laughing with Renée like nothing just happened, like she hadn’t just snatched his soul out his chest.

Lucien leaned closer, voice low, “Legend, bruh, I seen you fuck a bitch on a balcony while talkin’ on the phone to your mama, and even then you ain’t look like this. What the fuck she got that’s got you all twisted?”

Sekani dropped his eyes, “I don’t know. Yet.”

Across the room, Saphira felt the heat of Sekani’s eyes burning into her back. She tried to sip her champagne like nothing was wrong, but her pulse was crashing so hard she could barely breathe.

Renée waved a hand in front of her face, “Hellooooo bitch, Earth to Sin. You want me to go get him for you? I’ll drag his fine ass over here by the ear.”

Saphira snapped back, “NO. Let him come if he gon’ come. I ain’t chasing no man. Not after the shit I’m leaving.”

Amélie chimed in, soft but deadly, “Facts. You done chased enough. Let a man show you if he built for you.”

Colette was still waving her sage, muttering, “Spirit say he gon’ come to you when you least expect it.”

Saphira exhaled hard, shaking her head, “Fuck the spirits. I just want peace.”

Lissette leaned close, “Girl, be real. You want peace, but you also want that man to fold you like laundry.”

Sabine cackled, “And then leave you all stretched out singing Summer Walker lyrics in the shower.”

The girls fell out laughing, but Saphira was quiet, swirling her drink, eyes distant.

Meanwhile, Sekani ran a palm over his mouth, still locked on Saphira, telling himself to turn the fuck away, telling himself this was dangerous, messy, the absolute worst idea.

And yet every part of him screamed, Go to her.

Sekani clenched his teeth, “Fuck it,” and started forward.

But then his phone buzzed again, harder this time, and he saw his wife’s name flashing across the screen.

His whole face fell.

Lucien grabbed him, “Bro. Don’t do it if your heart ain’t in it. You got too much to lose if you halfway about this shit.”

Sekani’s fingers hovered over the phone screen, jaw working, chest heaving like he’d been running sprints.

He looked back at Saphira one more time. She was still laughing with her girls, but her eyes weren’t smiling, not really.

Sekani muttered under his breath, “I swear to God, I’m comin’ for you... just give me a minute to get free.”

And even as he turned away, he knew it was already too late.

Across Velvet Secrets, the lights flashed, the bass pounded, and the air between them thrummed like a live wire ready to explode.

But neither of them moved.

Saphira forced a laugh at something Renée whispered, but her brain was spinning a thousand different ways.

Because while Sekani Legend might’ve been staring at her like he wanted to devour her whole... she didn’t have time for this shit.

Not right now.

Not with the mess her life was in.

Her divorce hearing was in two weeks. The papers were sitting on the kitchen counter at home. Her soon-to-be ex kept blowing up her phone, alternating between begging her back and threatening to ruin her financially.

Renée elbowed her. “Bitch. Why you lookin’ like you tryna solve calculus in your head? That man over there is fine as fuck.”

Saphira sucked her teeth. “I got bigger problems than some fine-ass nigga.”

Colette leaned in, whispering, “Spirit say you been hurt enough. Spirit say... new man comin’.”

Saphira scowled. “Spirit better help me pay my lawyer bills.”

Renée fanned herself. “He gon’ pay ‘em, girl. With that big dick energy.”

Saphira rolled her eyes. “Renée, shut up.”

Meanwhile, Sekani stood with his crew in the VIP, arms folded, trying—and failing—to look uninterested.

Étienne stared him down. “Bro. You gon’ keep standin’ here lookin’ crazy? Or you gon’ go talk to her?”

Sekani kept his jaw tight. “I don’t know her.”

Lucien cackled. “Nigga, that’s the point of talkin’.”

Sekani shook his head, glancing down at his phone. His wife’s name was sitting there like poison.

He didn’t answer it.

Lucien’s grin dropped a little. “Yo... you talkin’ to Marie at all?”

Sekani exhaled hard. “She tryna stall signin’ the papers. Now her family all in my business. They actin’ like I’m disrespecting ancestors or somethin’.”

Étienne leaned closer. “Man, African divorces ain’t simple. Her people gon’ make this messy. You gotta watch your shit. You got businesses tied up in that marriage.”

Sekani scrubbed a hand over his beard. “I know. Fuck.”

Across the room, Saphira’s phone buzzed again. She glanced at it, her heart sinking.

Her ex, Ramone, again.

RAMONE: Where you at? I know you out. You stay lookin’ for attention. Keep playin’ with me.

She swallowed hard, hit BLOCK CONTACT, and stuffed her phone into her purse.

Amélie saw her face. “He still tryna control you?”

Saphira whispered, “He ain’t gon’ do shit.” But she couldn’t hide the tremor in her voice.

Renée wrapped an arm around her shoulders. “Fuck that nigga. You free now.”

Colette murmured, “Spirit say he watchin’ you. Spirit say he plottin’.”

Saphira’s eyes went cold. “Let him. He gon’ learn.”

Back in the VIP, Sekani’s mind was spinning.

His father’s voice echoed in his skull. Marriage is forever. Don’t embarrass your family. A man holds it down.

But every time he looked at Saphira, something cracked open in his chest.

He’d spent his whole life following the rules. Honor. Legacy. Respect. His marriage to Marie had been arranged by their families—not fully arranged like old-school villages, but the families wanted it. Expected it.

And it was killing him inside.

Lucien muttered under his breath, “I heard Marie’s brother been talkin’ crazy.”

Sekani’s jaw clenched. “He better shut the fuck up.”

Étienne nudged him. “So what you gon’ do if she keep stallin’ the papers?”

Sekani stared into his glass of Henny. “I don’t know.”

Meanwhile, across the room, Saphira was staring at nothing, running numbers in her head. Lawyer fees. House hunting. Her ex threatening to cut her off financially.

Renée leaned in. “Sin. Look at me. That man over there look like he’d handle all your problems in one good stroke.”

Saphira barked out a bitter laugh. “Dick don’t pay lawyers, Renée.”

Renée wiggled her eyebrows. “But it’ll help you sleep at night.”

Saphira sighed, glancing one more time toward the VIP section.

Sekani was staring dead at her again.

She shook her head and looked away.

She didn’t have time for a man. Not while her life was falling apart.

Sekani watched her turn away, feeling something in his chest twist like a knife.

Étienne slapped him on the back. “You better fix your face before your wife’s people see you. They gon’ think you already moved on.”

Lucien dropped his voice. “Or maybe you did.”

Sekani growled low in his throat. “I don’t know her.”

But that wasn’t true.

Somewhere deep down... he already felt like he did.
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CHAPTER THREE — DIVORCE PAPERS & DEMONS
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Velvet Secrets was packed wall-to-wall, heat swirling under neon lights as Tank’s voice rolled over the speakers, singing “Can’t Let It Show.” The chandeliers pulsed like heartbeat monitors over a sea of diamonds, designer heels, and whispered secrets.

SAPHIRA DEVEREAUX leaned back against the bar, green eyes sharp as glass under purple lights. Her girls were huddled around her—Renée ranting, Sabine looking dramatic as ever, Colette burning sage under her breath, Amélie scanning the room like a security guard.

Renée waved her phone in Saphira’s face. “Bitch, why you still got this man’s number saved?!”

Saphira side-eyed her. “Because my lawyer told me to keep receipts.”

“Fuck receipts,” Renée snapped. “You gon’ end up catching a charge if you keep answering his calls. He keep poppin’ up like herpes.”

Sabine leaned in, lips pursed. “You shoulda let me put his name in the freezer. Or light a black candle for his dick to shrivel.”

Colette flicked her sage stick. “Spirit say his ancestors tired of him embarrassing the bloodline.”

Amélie took a sip of tequila. “Y’all playin’, but ex-husbands get crazy when they feel they losin’ control.”

Saphira sighed. “He texted me again this morning talmbout how he wants to ‘work it out.’ Meanwhile, he got a baby on the way with a bitch who DM’d me receipts.”

Renée’s eyes bugged. “And he STILL talkin’ ‘bout work it out? Oh nah. Niggas is wild.”

Colette touched Saphira’s arm, her voice soft. “You gon’ be free soon. Spirit say you almost there.”

Saphira stared out at the club, eyes shining like wet jewels. “I’m just tired. Tired of fighting him. Tired of feeling like I’m looking over my shoulder. I signed my divorce papers on Tuesday. I’m ready to move the fuck on.”

Her girls shouted in victory, hugging her from all sides. Sabine screamed, “We havin’ a fuckin’ divorce party, bitch!”

Across the club, SEKANI LEGEND stood on the VIP balcony, diamonds flashing on his wrist as he stared down at the crowd.

Étienne leaned close, “Yo. Why you look like you two seconds from jumpin’ over this railing?”

Sekani didn’t answer, eyes locked on Saphira’s caramel skin and velvet dress moving through the crowd. He’d been watching her for weeks—never speaking, just watching.

Lucien grinned, “That the same girl from last week? You gon’ keep playin’ or go talk to her?”

Sekani cut him a look. “Shut up.”

Étienne took a swig of Hennessy. “Nigga, you lookin’ at her like you tryna memorize how her name taste in your mouth.”

Sekani clenched his jaw. “I got bigger shit to handle.”

Lucien tilted his head. “Bigger than that ass?”

Sekani didn’t laugh. His phone buzzed in his pocket. He glanced at the screen and sucked his teeth.

Marie.

He let it ring. Then a text popped up:


MARIE: Call me. Now. Or I’m pulling up at your mama’s house.



Étienne peeked over his shoulder. “She still on that bullshit?”



Sekani stared at the message, eyes cold. “She won’t sign the papers.”



Lucien blinked. “After everything?”



Sekani’s voice dropped. “She got my people in her ear. Telling her divorce is shameful. Telling her if I leave, it’s gon’ curse the whole bloodline.”



Étienne said, “Bruh, your family mad traditional. But they also know Marie ain’t right. You stayin’ married to a demon don’t honor nobody’s ancestors.”



Sekani didn’t answer. His eyes shifted back to the bar.



Saphira laughed at something Renée said, tilting her head back, eyes sparkling under the chandeliers. A lotus tattoo glimmered on her collarbone. The sight hit Sekani so hard he had to grip the railing.



Lucien nudged him. “So what you waitin’ for, Legend? You free agent now.”



Sekani’s jaw twitched. “I ain’t free ‘til Marie sign them papers.”



Étienne said gently, “Nigga... you know that ain’t the real reason.”



Sekani glared at him.



Étienne smirked. “You scared. Scared ‘cause you know once you taste her, it’s over. You can’t keep her casual. She look like the type gon’ haunt your dick for the rest of your life.”



Sekani grumbled, “Fuck you.”



Lucien burst out laughing, “You love that shit though. You love the chase.”



Sekani stared back down at Saphira, chest tight. “It ain’t just the chase. It’s... different.”



He didn’t even know her voice yet. Didn’t know if she liked coffee sweet or bitter. If she had allergies. If she slept with music on.



But he knew the way his blood raced when he looked at her.



He knew he was fucked.




––––––––
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SAPHIRA’S GIRLS WERE still fussing.

Renée wagged a finger in her face. “I don’t give a fuck what you say, Sin. That man over there want you. You gon’ let a good dick pass you by just ‘cause your ex actin’ crazy?”

Saphira rolled her eyes. “I’m not tryna jump into another mess.”

Sabine leaned close. “Bitch... that man look like he’d fuck your soul out your body.”

Saphira nearly spit her drink. “Can y’all chill?!”

Amélie gave her a look. “Just... don’t close yourself off. You deserve something soft.”

Saphira lowered her eyes. “I don’t know how to do soft anymore.”

Colette’s sage wafted around them. “Spirit say you about to learn.”

Renée grinned. “And when you do? Tell us every nasty detail.”

––––––––
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ON THE BALCONY, SEKANI’S phone buzzed again.

Marie.

Lucien asked, “You gon’ answer her?”

Sekani stared at the screen. “I ain’t got the energy.”

Étienne said softly, “Then end it, Legend. Or she gon’ be the reason you never find peace.”

Sekani took one last look at Saphira.

“Tuesday,” he murmured. “She signed her papers Tuesday.”

Lucien blinked. “How you know that?”

Sekani clenched his teeth. “I heard her on the phone at the boutique downtown.”

Étienne’s eyebrows shot up. “You was FOLLOWIN’ her?!”

Sekani shot him a glare. “Mind ya fuckin’ business.”

Lucien snickered. “Nigga, you down BAD.”

Sekani ignored them, gripping the railing so hard his knuckles went white.

Down below, Saphira’s laugh rang out like a bell. And Sekani felt like he’d been set on fire.
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SINS & LEGENDS


CHAPTER FOUR — CHAINS & CONFESSIONS
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VELVET RAIN BEAT DOWN on Magazine Street as Saphira pushed through the boutique’s glass doors, her girls trailing behind her like a royal court.

Inside, soft jazz drifted from hidden speakers. Gold racks glowed under chandeliers. Price tags hung like secrets on racks of Balmain, LaQuan Smith, and Valentino.

Renée whistled. “Bitch, I feel poor already.”

Saphira rolled her eyes. “We just window shopping. I’m saving my coins for my freedom party.”

Amélie slid an arm around her waist. “I’m proud of you, Sin. Tuesday was big.”

Saphira’s lips pressed tight. “Tuesday changed everything.”

She exhaled, fingers skimming a silk blouse. But just as she started to relax, a high, sharp voice sliced through the boutique:

“Well, look who it is.”

Saphira stiffened.

Across the boutique, in six-inch red-bottoms and a tight Alexander Wang dress, stood Sasha—her ex-husband Ramone’s new girlfriend.

Sasha smirked. “You out here spending Ramone’s money, bitch? That’s cute.”

Renée’s eyes went wide. “Oh, hell no.”

Saphira squared her shoulders. “First off... this ain’t Ramone’s money. Second... he ain’t got no money you dumb bitch & he ain’t mine anymore. So keep my name out your dick suckers bitch.”

Sasha took a step closer. “Funny... you talk all that shit, but he still callin’ you every night, beggin’ you to come home.”

Saphira laughed. “He can keep callin’. My papers were signed Tuesday. I’m free. Enjoy your community dick, sis.”

The boutique went silent. Even the sales girl froze, clutching a pair of Jimmy Choos like they might be weapons.

Sasha’s eyes flashed. “Bitch, fuck you—”

Amélie stepped in front of Saphira. “Nah. Fuck YOU. Go try on another size too small. Your back fat stressin’ that zipper.”

Renée shouted, “Bitch, you built like an air fryer!”

Sasha glared, but she suddenly seemed less bold. “Whatever. I’m out.”

She flipped her hair and stalked toward the exit.

Just as she reached the door, she spat over her shoulder: “He gon’ always want me more than you, bitch!”

Saphira called after her, voice calm as ice. “Tell him to stop calling me, then. Tuesday, bitch. Remember that date.”

The door slammed shut.

Saphira’s girls erupted in high-fives and cackles. Renée whooped, “Bitch, I could DIE. That was legendary!”

Saphira rubbed her temples. “I’m so tired of this shit.”

A low voice cut in behind her.

“You handled that like a fuckin’ queen.”

Saphira whirled around—and nearly ran into Sekani Legend, standing just feet away in a fitted black tee and diamond chains that glowed under the boutique lights.

He smelled like spice and clean rain. His dark eyes locked on hers, intense as hell.

Saphira blinked. “You... um... thanks.”

He tilted his head, studying her. “Tuesday, huh?”

Saphira lifted her chin. “Yeah. Tuesday. I signed my divorce papers.”

Something dark flickered across Sekani’s face, but he covered it quick.

He leaned closer. “A woman who can shut shit down like that... deserves to celebrate. I’d like to be the one to help you do it.”

Saphira blinked again, heat crawling up her neck. “Uh... excuse me?”

Sekani slipped a sleek black business card into her hand. “I’m Sekani. Call me.”

She stared at the card like it might explode.

Sekani leaned in just a little closer, voice a low rumble. “Or... just text me the word ‘Tuesday.’ I’ll know what it means.”

Then he turned and strode away like he hadn’t just flipped her entire world upside down.

Renée clutched her chest. “BITCH. I AM SCREAMING.”

Amélie gasped. “Is it hot in here? Or is it him?”

Saphira stared after Sekani, speechless. Her heart thumped so hard she felt dizzy.

Renée fanned her face. “Sin. Please tell me you gon’ call that man.”

Saphira slid the card into her purse, cheeks blazing. “We’ll see.”

But her eyes sparkled as the girls dragged her deeper into the boutique, while outside, rain streaked down the windows like velvet tears.

Renée shrieked, “Bitch, we’ll see?! Girl, if you don’t call that man and let him rearrange your uterus—”

Amélie slapped Renée’s arm. “Shut up! Let Sin breathe!”

Renée kept going, waving her hands. “NO. This man look like he’d fuck you standing up, holding one leg in the air, talkin’ about ‘Don’t you run from me.’ Bitch, CALL HIM.”

Sabine chimed in, leaning close, whispering, “I bet his dick got diamonds embedded in it.”

Saphira barked out a laugh despite herself. “Y’all are disgusting.”

Renée stomped her foot. “Nah. I’m dead ass. He the type to talk through the whole stroke. ‘Take this shit. You wanted this. Look at me when I’m fuckin’ you.’”

Amélie leaned closer, low voice like a secret. “Girl, he’d probably have you seein’ ancestors mid-orgasm.”

Sabine fanned herself. “And writing Yelp reviews for his dick. ‘Ten outta ten, would recommend.’”

Renée howled, slapping Saphira’s arm. “Bitch, you better send that ‘Tuesday’ text! Don’t you leave us in suspense. My pussy living through yours right now!”

Saphira buried her face in her hands, laughing so hard her shoulders shook. “I hate y’all so much.”

Renée smirked, sipping her champagne. “Mmm. You love us. Now text him ‘Tuesday.’ And throw in ‘I’m not wearing no panties’ for good measure.”

Saphira rolled her eyes, cheeks still pink. “Y’all are demons.”

Sabine raised her glass. “Damn right we are. Now go secure that demon dick, sis.”

––––––––
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SEKANI LEANED AGAINST the boutique’s door frame, watching the whole scene like a man who’d stumbled into paradise—and torture all at once.

The rain poured behind him, drumming the pavement in heavy sheets.

Sekani felt his pulse jackhammering as he watched Saphira laugh, her caramel skin glowing under the boutique lights. Her friends were acting crazy as hell, and somehow it made her even sexier.

He couldn’t help smirking when Renée yelled something about Yelp reviews and diamond dicks.
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