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To the women who stride in stilettos with fire in their veins and loyalty in their hearts.

To the dreamers, the lovers, the fierce, and the flawed—this story is for every queen who’s been underestimated and every man bold enough to love her fully.

To the women who’ve been broken but refused to stay shattered.

To those who held it all together in silence and still found the courage to let love in again.

To the late-night overthinkers, the ones who dared to dream when doubt tried to steal their shine—your story matters.

Your softness is strength. Your journey deserves every page.

May you always find your power in vulnerability and your light even in the darkest nights.

This is a celebration of resilience, passion, and the unapologetic pursuit of love and self.

And to the readers—thank you for riding with me.

We’re just getting started.

— Shaye King
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They call me Chocolate Goddess—and honestly, it fits like a glove. I’m 5’6”, slim-thick with a body that makes Atlanta men lose their damn minds: small waist, flat stomach, titties like juicy melons, and an ass that bounces to its own rhythm. My skin? Dark, smooth, and rich like melted Hershey’s. And when the club lights hit just right? Baby, I don’t walk—I glide, shimmer, and seduce without saying a damn word.

Yes, I’m a stripper. But I prefer the term consultant. Sounds more professional for what I do. Most nights, I’m not even on stage. I’m posted in VIP, sipping top-shelf champagne while millionaires spill their souls across plush leather couches. Pastors. Politicians. High-powered lawyers. They don’t come for sex—they come for sanctuary. They want someone who listens, who sees them without judgment. And for that kind of peace? They drop $20K easy.

But just because I play their fantasy, don’t get it twisted. I’ve seen what men like that really want. Control. Escape. Power they don’t have at home. I give them just enough to feel in charge—but never enough to own me.

My best friend and I, Anice Simpleton, we’ve mastered this game. We live in twin high-rise condos overlooking downtown ATL. Our closets look like a Neiman Marcus warehouse, and our calendars stay booked. We don’t chase bags—they chase us.

We’ve been friends since undergrad—Spelman sisters who bonded during freshman orientation over bad cafeteria food and even worse dorm Wi-Fi. Anice was studying Business, and I was chasing Law. Back then, we were planning corporate careers, networking like we were already CEOs. But life had other plans. We still got the degrees, but instead of courtrooms and boardrooms, we found ourselves navigating the velvet-lined hustle of nightlife. And we owned every second of it.

My path into this world wasn’t just about fast money or flashing lights—it was survival. I grew up on the South Side of Chicago, raised by a single mother who worked two jobs and still managed to raise a queen. I watched her stretch paychecks and swallow pride, all while keeping her heels on and her chin high. When I got into Spelman on a scholarship, I swore I’d never struggle like that again. I hustled hard. Studied harder. But the real game changed when I realized my voice, my presence, my vibe—that was the real currency.

The truth is, even in all this glam, I’m craving something I don’t have a name for yet. Something real. Something that doesn’t come with dollar signs or bodyguards or lies whispered over champagne. I often wonder what life would have been like if I hadn’t built this version of myself. Would I have been able to survive in this world without creating the persona of Chocolate Goddess? Or was it the only thing that protected me from falling apart when the world expected me to stand strong? I’m not sure if I know who I am without this shield.

That morning, the sun kissed me awake through the tall Buckhead windows as I posed for a lingerie shoot. Red lace, cut high at the hips, hugging every curve like it was stitched by the gods. A glass of bubbly in one hand, a slow jam purring low in the background. I was feeling myself—confident, sexy, and untouchable. And yet… part of me wondered if I was just playing dress-up for a life that still didn’t fully see me.

I can see Anice light up, always glowing like she’s made of fire. I admire that about her. It’s easy for her to show up, to be seen. For me? I hide behind the lights, the gloss, the confidence that comes from knowing how to captivate a room. But the more I watch her, the more I realize I’ve been hiding even from her. From everyone. Maybe I’m scared that if I let go—if I show the real me—I’ll lose everything I’ve worked so hard for. What if they don’t see me? What if all I am is just another woman trying to survive by playing a part?

“You’re giving full-on Playboy Power Boss right now,” the photographer said, clicking nonstop.

“This? Baby, this light work,” I smirked, arching my back just enough to make the lace whisper secrets.

Then she walked in.

Anice—late as usual. She had on a silk off-white one-piece that made her cocoa skin glow, and those red bottoms clicked like a warning shot. Her hips didn’t just sway—they preached.

Where I was all smolder and ice, Anice burned bright like fire. Loud. Bold. She didn’t walk into a room; she owned it.

I admired her confidence—something I lacked in moments like this. She wore her skin like a badge, never hiding, never pretending. I wondered if I could ever feel that free. But the truth was, I wasn’t sure if I even wanted to give up my armor. Could I let go and still be the woman I needed to be?

“Damn girl,” I laughed. “You tryna upstage me?”

She kissed the air by my cheek. “Just reminding you I’m still the baddest bitch in the room.”

Before we even left for the party, I had to pause for a moment—catching myself in the mirror again.

“Ready for tonight?” she asked.

“Born ready.”




Later that night, we pulled up to a private dinner party downtown—one of those black luxury affairs with low lights, flowing champagne, and a guest list that smelled like new money. The vibe? Opulence with a hint of scandal. You could feel it in the air like static before a thunderstorm.

I wore a black, skin-tight dress that was damn near illegal. No bra. Just dark skin, confidence, and six-inch red bottoms making music against the marble floors. My heart was steady, but my mind kept flashing back to that feeling from earlier—like I was standing on the edge of something I couldn’t name.

The moment we stepped in, the energy shifted. Heads turned. Conversations paused.

But my eyes? Locked on him.

He sat across the room, sipping dark liquor like it was crafted just for him. Tall. Built like a midnight dream. Low fade, brown eyes that could melt steel, and a tailored Armani two-piece that hugged every inch of him. A diamond Rolex sparkled on his wrist. His lips? Full. Thick. Dangerous.

“Who’s that?” I whispered to Anice.

“No clue,” she said, sizing him up. “But I call dibs.”

“You can have the friend,” I smiled.

As if on cue, he nudged the man beside him—a fine-ass brother with curly hair and a fade so clean it looked airbrushed. They both looked our way.

We made our way to the bar.

Ordered two drinks: an apple martini with a shot of Hennessy on the side.

The bartender smiled and said, “The gentlemen to your left got it covered.”

We turned.

Yep—it was the two we’d been eyeing all night.

The DJ dropped a dancehall track — “Shake it to the Max (Fe-mix)” by Ifeanyi Elswith —heavy bass, dirty and slow, the kind that made your hips betray your intentions. That beat didn’t ask for permission — it took you. It crawled down your spine and dared your waist not to move. The kind of rhythm that made a room forget everything but the body in front of them.

“Come on,” Anice grinned, grabbing my hand. “Let’s show these people how we do it in the A.”

We hit the floor like we owned it.

We hit the floor like it owed us money. My hips didn’t just roll — they commanded. The rhythm curled around my waist, pulling my body into a slow, deliberate grind. My ass clapped to the beat, every snap of movement teasing an invitation. My hair swung like a midnight whip, brushing my back in waves.

I didn’t have to turn around to know I had his full attention. I could feel his eyes — a slow, burning gaze that left goosebumps in its wake.

It was heat.

It was gravity.

It was the unspoken pull between two people who hadn’t touched yet but already knew it was inevitable.

A shadow loomed behind me. A deep voice, smooth like dark whiskey, slid against my ear.

“Excuse me… mind if I cut in?”

I turned, slow and deliberate, catching his scent first — sandalwood, spice, and the arrogance of a man who knew he could have whatever he wanted.

“Depends,” I smiled. “Can you handle this?”

His mouth curved into a smirk as his hand slid to my waist. “Try me.”

His touch was firm, fingers spread like he was claiming territory. We moved, bodies synced like we’d practiced this in another lifetime. His breath ghosted my ear as his chest pressed against my back, steady and sure. Every pivot, every sway, we fit.

And when his lips brushed the shell of my ear, his voice barely a whisper, I shivered despite the heat.

“I’m Isaiah.”

“I’m Tesha,” I replied, breathless. “Most people call me Chocolate Goddess.”

He chuckled, his grip tightening just enough to remind me who was leading. “Word travels fast.”

“Only when the name fits,” I said, looking over my shoulder, meeting his gaze.

We danced like no one else was in the room. But I wasn’t just dancing — I was surrendering, piece by piece, to a man I didn’t even know yet.

Between beats, Anice glanced over and mouthed, “You see that???”

I bit my lip and nodded. This wasn’t just a vibe—it was fireworks.

I should’ve just walked away. But something in my gut twisted.

This ain’t just a dance.

This is the start of something wild.

Later that night, I got a text.

Not from Isaiah. From one of my top VIP clients.

“I heard about your new friend. Be careful. Not everything that glitters is gold.”

Chills ran down my spine. Was he talking about Isaiah? How did he even know?

I stared at the message, heart pounding. Part of me wanted to ignore it. The other part knew better.

Minutes later, my phone buzzed — not from my VIP client, but from him. Isaiah.

Isaiah:

You carry that floor like you own it. Let me see if you do the same with a dinner table.

Tomorrow night. 8PM. Let’s make it real.

His words weren’t asking. They were a challenge — an invitation wrapped in confidence. I smiled to myself, knowing damn well I was going to say yes.




Most men wanted the fantasy. But him? He wanted access.

The next evening, we met at a sleek, high-end restaurant. The kind of place where the lighting is dim and the air thick with unspoken promises. The clink of silverware against fine China filled the air as we sat across from one another in a private booth.

I wore a champagne-colored satin dress that hugged every curve, with my curls cascading down my back. The hostess led me to the booth where Isaiah waited, already sipping something dark and smooth. My heels clicked slowly as I walked toward him—every step intentional.

He stood when I arrived, eyes scanning me slowly like he was memorizing every inch.

“Good evening, beautiful,” Isaiah said, his voice as deep as I remembered. He leaned in slightly, just enough to let me know this wasn’t just a dinner—it was a power play.

“Thanks for inviting me,” I replied, keeping my cool. But inside? I was already unraveling.

“I wanted to get to know you, beyond the spotlight,” he said, his gaze not leaving mine. “The woman behind the show.”

I raised an eyebrow, matching his intensity. “What makes you think I’ll let you in?”

He smiled—a slow, knowing smile. “Because, Tesha, I think you want to let me in.”

And just like that, I felt seen. Exposed. Unsettled in the best possible way.

No man had ever talked to me like that—not without trying to break me down first.

But Isaiah? He wasn’t trying to break me.

He was trying to understand me.

And that terrified me more than anything.
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