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New York City, 1990s

The summer of 1995 had the streets of New York shimmering with oppressive heat. The kind of heat that clung to the body like a second skin, refusing to let go. In their small, cluttered Harlem apartment, Vanessa and Simone lay entangled in each other, the sheets kicked aside, their dark skin glistening in the dim light filtering through the curtains.

Vanessa was the first to stir. She gazed down at Simone, whose curls fanned out across the pillow like a halo. Simone’s lips were slightly parted, her breathing soft and steady. She was everything Vanessa had ever wanted—fierce, unapologetic, and devastatingly beautiful.

But this love, this intense, all-consuming love, was marred by the looming presence of Tyrone—Vanessa’s husband.

Vanessa had married Tyrone five years ago, back when she believed she could live a life that made sense to everyone else. He was charming, successful in his construction business, and had connections across the city. Their life had seemed perfect, at least on the surface. But Tyrone had a temper, one that had started to show itself in small ways—first through his words, and then with his fists. And then there was Simone, who had walked into Vanessa’s life two years ago like a storm. The friendship had turned into something else, something deeper. It wasn’t long before their attraction was undeniable, and the late-night rendezvous turned into stolen afternoons, the heat between them more intense than anything Vanessa had
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