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Introduction
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After graduating from college, Tia spends the next three months jobless and on the hunt for her dream job, wanting a position somewhere in the background of the music industry. She gets an unexpected phone call letting her know that she finally landed her dream job while she was having a secret session with her best friend. With the exciting news she calls up two of her closest friends for a weekend getaway at the beach. Although she’s only planning on celebrating with her friends, she wouldn’t mind ending the weekend with a bang. 

When she arrives at the hotel, her attention gets drawn in on an older man standing at the counter in the lobby checking in. The sight of him making her breath halt from how gorgeous this man looks from afar. From his slicked back hair down to the suit he’s wearing, she could feel the sexual tension coming off of him enticing her focus to remain on him as she walks across the lobby towards the elevator. Little did she know that the same night at the bar he would end up attempting to make a move on her. But she has a little game in mind instead of just giving into her own desire. This man is completely different from her type of guy that she usually gives the time of day, but she can’t resist how intrigued she is by him. 

Will the obvious age gap between them keep her from ending her weekend on a high note? Or will she decide to give in to having a fling with a man with a different cultural background from her own?

“Names can be forgotten, but I promise

... you will never forget the way I touch you.”

...
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​Chapter One: That Look
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Tia’s P.O.V.

Sitting down on the metal bench next to the basketball court, I give Tristan a wave and a smile. He smiles back with that goofy smile of his as he dribbles the ball between his legs. I don’t know why I always do this to myself. Calling him my best friend and damn near breaking my neck to show up for him like his own personal cheerleader. Though they don’t say it, I know my friends suspect something is up between the two of us. Especially when I drop everything to come to a neighborhood basketball court to watch him play a game with his friends.

“Tia, have you heard back about that job yet?”, Val asks as she sits down beside me, putting her oversized cup between the two of us.

“Not yet. But I still have my fingers crossed that they’ll call soon. Working in the music industry is my dream. Even if it’s only behind the scenes.”

“Definitely. There’s no way they can pass up someone with your talent.”, she looks at the court and then back to me, “Did you bring your pom poms to cheer every time he makes a shot?”, sarcasm is laced throughout her tone.

“Yeah, they’re right here.” I stand up and adjust my skirt like I’m about to pull something out and instead give her the middle finger as soon as my hand leaves my waistband. “It ain’t that type of party.”

“Sure, it isn’t.”, she laughs and shakes her head at me as I sit back down. 

Looking back at the court, I see Tristan has his eyes locked on me. He bites his bottom lip before running down to the other side of the court with the rest of the guys. I know that look. The look that tells me I better freshen up the moment I get home because he’ll be coming over wanting to play house later.

“I saw that.”

“Saw what exactly?”, I question trying to play off the fact that his little indiscretion was probably witnessed by more than just me.

Sighing heavily, “Never mind. So, if you do get the job what will your hours be like? I’m only asking because I don’t want your job to interfere with you being my wing woman. I’m getting old and finding a man is getting harder and harder.”

“I don’t see why. A few of the guys on the court have been eyeing you the moment you walked over here. Besides you always have some random man calling you or you sneaking off to go do your thing with.”, I chuckle.

“Those guys are not my type and you know it.”, she huffs out. “And though I go do my “thing” doesn’t mean I’ve found someone worthy of being with me in some type of commitment. They just happen to have what I need to satisfy an irrational craving.”

And this is my reminder why I hang out with people like Tristan. Him and Val both come from money but she’s the rich bitch type that sees people that actually work hard for a living as being beneath her, it’s the only reason these guys on the court are not her type. Tristan on the other hand, loves interacting with people no matter their background. If you’re a good person, then he’s more than likely to build a strong friendship with you. It’s why we’re so close among other reasons. 

In fact, if it wasn’t for him, I never would’ve met Val. Which I’m reminded he’s the only reason she pursued a friendship with me at all since I’m not in their financial situation. I’ve tried to make her see things from my point of view but if a man isn’t rich, and in a suit, she won’t waste her time giving them a second look. She wants a lifestyle where she sits next to a pool drinking margaritas all day. 

Tristan is wearing basketball shorts and a jersey now, but when he is dressed up, she’s usually the one trying to get his attention. I don’t let my jealousy show when he does pay her flirty ways any attention since I know it’ll be brief before his focus switches back to me. Yes, he’s my best friend but what we do behind closed doors sometimes gets the better of me, and my emotions get a little out of hand before I calm myself down and remind myself that whatever it is I think is going on between us isn’t anything that he wants to be in a relationship with.

“How long are they going to run up and down the court like fools?”

Shaking my head at her question, “Probably an hour. Why?”

“Just wanted to know how long I have to sit here and watch you and Tristan flirt with each other like no one else knows about it. If you two aren’t sneaking around and not telling anyone about it then you probably should. Even I can see that sexual tension building up and if you both wait too long it’s going to dry up and possibly ruin your friendship.”

She takes a sip of her drink and turns her focus back to the men as do I just in time to see Tristan make another shot. He flexes his muscles and laughs at the guy that was guarding him. He begins to walk towards us after finishing up berating the guy that couldn’t block his shot. His focus is directly on me as if I’m the only person here, his gaze alone causing my breathing to intensify and my heart to pound a little harder in my chest.

“Hey Tia. I’m glad you came.”, he smiles

Reaching for the bottom of his jersey, he takes it off and my eyes are instantly taken in by the sweat running down his chest and abs. His body is absolutely amazing and the sweat looks like a delicious glaze on his brown skin that I’d be lying if I said I wouldn’t want to lick it off of him without caring about the people around us.

“Why, hello Tristan. I hope the fact that you’re over here instead of there”, Val points from us to the guys on the other side of the court taking a break, “that you’re done and we can leave and find somewhere with cool air. I mean, who plays basketball in this type of heatstroke weather?”

“Sorry Val. I didn’t see you there. It shouldn’t be too much longer. You know we need to stay in shape somehow so why not have fun doing it.” He narrows his eyes at her as if to say don’t bother me again with this nonsense.

Holding her hands up with a laugh, “Hey, Tia wanted me to tag along. No need to get hostile.”

“Yeah, yeah.”, he squats down in front of me and places his large hands on both of my thighs causing my legs to slightly clench together, “Can you hold my jersey for me while I finish playing.”, his tone is lowered as he smirks at me.

“Yes.”, I whisper.

He pats my thighs before getting up to
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