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	Heads-up

	This Interracial/ Multicultural military Older Woman/Younger Man Contemporary Romance 

	Contains Adult… Themes

	Warnings to follow.
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		On Pg. Mild Sexual Situations 

		 On PG. Written Scottish/Irish Accent 

		On PG. Unexpected Pregnancy

		ON PG Drinking

		ON Pg. Slang

		On Page Colloquial Speech/Slang

		Lots of Profanity



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	This Book is Rated R

	Reader Discretions is Advised 18+. 

	And don’t forget to check the information in the back of the book, about other genres, as well as pertinent information about the author.

	 

	 

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!
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Chapter One

	Downtown

	Manhattan…
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	It’s  been…
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Description automatically generated] five months since the mugging and still I was paranoid. It was so bad, that Kenneth had finally decided to leave after six years in our relationship, because he said that he couldn’t deal with my paranoia, and I refused to let anyone in. 

	He then commenced to shout that I seriously needed to seek some counseling, because if I didn’t it would eat me up inside. I exhaled as I looked out the window, because even though he was a dick about it, everything he said was true. 

	Too bad he showed his true colors by leaving though. But the crazy part was I wasn’t even really that broken up about it. It was almost like a relief. I rose from the sofa, picked up the pamphlet from the table, seized my purse and left my apartment. 

	I’d had the bright idea of moving to New York City after graduate school, and with the financial bracket that I was in because of my Northwestern graduate degree in applied math and algorithms, I’d placed at NYU easily. I was in my 15th year of teaching, and at 45 I was pretty much set. I loved what I do, and although I am as old as I am, I can sometimes be just as naive as the next young woman; which is exactly what I was when I decided to take the 6 train at 2am coming from an Irish pub with Mya. 

	Unfortunately, it was one of those moments when stupidity sets in, and alcohol makes you believe you’re invincible. I thank God every day, that they just wanted my purse, and didn’t actually rape me. Yet, just walking outside sometimes was a miracle, because the minute I stepped out the door, I would begin to hyperventilate, have a panic attack, and have to go back inside. I was also on my third month of counseling, but I still dealt with the paranoia. I carried mace, a whistle, and a knife, but my counselor stated; if I couldn’t actually defend myself with the knife, the point would be moot. 

	Most often, they are taken and used against the victim, so either stick with the mace and whistle alone, or take a class in self-defense. I breathed out as I walked onto the A-train, then realized that it was crowded. I immediately told my brain to calm down, because it was broad daylight, and a train full of people. 

	A man offered me his seat; I looked at him suspiciously, then shook my head no. He shrugged, then sat back down.

	 


Fulton Street

	Station…
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	I  exited…
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	the train on Fulton, then commenced to wait the nearly 15 mins for the J. As far as NYC is concerned, waiting 15 mins for a train was annoying. Not to mention, I hated Brooklyn, which is where I would be going to find this guy. 

	As I exited on Myrtle Avenue, looked at the map for a second time, made a face, then realized that I would have to walk like a mile or get the 38b bus to take me down DeKalb, which is where it was.

	As I got off the bus 10-minutes later, I looked around, pulled a stank face, then saw the 20 something’s hanging outside the door in boxing gear. I took a deep breath, then walked across the street. 

	“Adónde vas mamita? Puedo ir contigo?” Where you going mami, can I go with you? One of the youngsters called, I rolled my eyes, then groaned as I reached for the door.

	“Don’t be like that mamita, you fine as fuck for an older mami.” The other one called, I turned to glare at him, then went through the door.

	 


Hummm…
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	As I walked in…
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Description automatically generated] I was short of breath. It was nothing like I pictured. There were men all over the place, at the punching bags, lifting weights, but what caught my attention were the two men in the ring. I could barely tell what they looked like, but they were pretty much beating the shit out of each other! I turned for the door then, thinking that maybe I’d made a mistake, when I heard a voice. 

	“Can I help you with something?” Someone asked, when I turned exhaling noisily. It was one of the men from the ring, and as he removed the red head gear, took out the mouth gear, my mouth dropped as I just stood there stupefied. 

	Well Got Dayum! 

	My brain moaned as he removed the sweaty shirt, climbed through the ropes, then walked to me. I swear to you my hands ached to run along his pecks as he stood before me, my eyes reaching his chest. I looked up at his face, and his blue eyes seemed to have a hint of laughter in them. I cleared my throat, held up the pamphlet, then glanced away from him. 
I was way too hot and bothered over him, and he was way too young for me.

	“Oh, okay. Yea, I teach this class on Thursdays. I’m Max, and you are?” He smiled extending his hand; I looked at it for several moments, then reluctantly took it.

	“Tia.” I stated, and nothing more. 

	His brow knitted, when he nodded.

	“Well, if you have the time, you can fill out the paperwork now, then just show up to class on Thursday?” He said, I nodded, he pulled a face once more, then motioned me towards I assumed his office. 

	He pulled the chair out from the desk, went around it, gathered some papers, placed them on the clipboard, then handed it to me smiling. I noticed the dark lock, which fell across his forehead almost into his eyes. 

	Motherfucken hell! 

	This guy was way too hot to be training me! 

	What happened to the seasoned, ex boxers like you see in the old Rocky films! 

	Where was that guy? 

	I moaned to myself, then inhaled deeply.

	“You don’t talk much, do you?” He asked, I glanced up from the clipboard brow knitted, shook my head no, then looked back at the papers. I had no clue why he had me acting like a complete fricken moron, but I figured if I kept my mouth closed, it wouldn’t prove that I was! I handed him the clipboard, rose, then cleared my throat. 

	“Do I pay now, or on Thursday when I show up?” I asked, when he smiled.

	“So, you do have a voice?” He countered in that sexy ass baritone of his, and I swear I felt a tingle go down my spine, which immediately sent other images to my brain. I looked up at him wide-eyed, when he tilted his head to the side to observe me. 

	I couldn’t decipher the look he gave me, but it seemed as if his eyes darkened just a bit. 

	“No, you can just do it on Thursday when you show up.” He said, a slight smirk playing at his lips.

	“Okay, thanks.” I said, made a b-line out of his 

	 


office, then rushed through the front double doors.

	 


OMG!
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	“Wow…

	[image: Icon

Description automatically generated]

	who the hell was that?” Connor called laughing as he saw the woman rush through the front door.

	“Yea, what the hell did you do to her Max, to have her barreling out of here like that?” Miguel said laughing.

	“Nothing, she barely said anything to me. But look what class she signed up for.” Maxell commented as he passed the clipboard to Connor, and Connor passed it to Miguel.

	“Seriously, what the fuck. That is one smoking hot woman, what asshole would do something like that!” Miguel spat.

	“I have no clue, but every last one of us knows that there are some sick fucks out there?” Connor returned nodding to the Navy S.E.A.L.s tats.

	“Yea, but her reaction to me was quite strange?” Max laughed as he handed Nona the towels and realized that he hadn’t seen a woman that beautiful in a very long time. 
He glanced down at the clipboard and saw that she wrote 45 where age was indicated, glanced up, peered at the door, then made a face. 

	There was no way in hell that he would have ever imagined that she was that old from looks alone. He instantly realized that his attraction to her may be thwarted. 

	Would she ever really consider him mature at 33? 

	“Wow, I never would have imagined her that old?” Connor gaped as he looked at the clipboard over Max’s shoulder.

	“Me either, I would have bet my last dine that she was in her late 20s, to early 30s. This may pose a problem?” Maxell said pensively. 

	“Okay…really…why?” Miguel returned surprised.

	“Because when I ask her out, she won’t take me seriously.” Max countered with a devilish grin, Connor shoved him laughing, when Miguel just shook his head grinning.

	 


Pen

	Station
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	I  exhaled…
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Description automatically generated] as I trudged onto the train with the rest of the rush hour folks, then exhaled for a second time as I took a seat. I felt a bit better, but not much. If he’d been some haggard looking old leather faced instructor, I might have felt better. I also noticed the Navy S.E.A.L’s tattoo, seeing that my brother was a S.E.A.L too; and realized that it would pose a problem. 

	Granted, he could teach me all that I needed to know, but I had never in my life reacted to a man like I did him, and I’d barely even spoken to him. He was practically a baby compared to me! 12 years, from what I gathered. Because he couldn’t have been more than 32 or 33 if that.

	Hell, when I was 12 years old, he was just being born!

	I chuckled to myself, the man next to me gave me a leering grin, when I sent back my worse stank ass face. He turned and looked out the window of the train, and I told myself not to laugh. I inhaled deeply thinking about the cutie. 

	Maybe I should just cancel the registration?

	I could just not go out at night, and be fine?

	But the minute my brain said it, I absently shook my head denying it. No, I needed to face my fears; it was the only way that I would ever be normal again. 

	But I wasn’t sure if I could get passed this guy’s looks! 

	Maybe I could find some old scraggly boxer way beyond his prime to teach me? Or maybe I should learn Kung-Fu instead, become the female version of Bruce Lee like Zang Zi Ye, and a mofo would think twice before they ever tried that shit again? I sighed, rose, then exited the train at my stop. I decided to stop by the deli to get dinner. 

	I had another three months before I was due to return to teaching, which was why I wanted to be okay, or as okay as I could be. I walked up three flights of stairs, because once more, my janky ass super Mr. Givens was late in fixing the elevator. I lived in an amazing two-bedroom three story condo; the only drawback was that it was an older building, so things went haywire all the time. I glanced up as Mrs. 

	Evans suddenly appeared in the hallway with her trash headed for the trash chute.

	“Well hey Adeline.” I called, she turned, when her entire face lit up.

	“Tia! And how are you then, dear?” She called, and I smiled because I loved that accent of hers. Adeline reminded me of an older version of Thandie Newton, so you could just see that she had been one hot number in her youth. And British too, I bet the men just ate her up.

	“I’m well, joined a self-defense class today, so let’s see how that goes.” I returned, when she laughed.

	“Well I’m glad sweetheart; we mustn’t allow life to do us in. We must persevere at all times.” She stated, when I nodded as I lifted the groceries.

	“So, I’ll stop by sometime this week for tea?” I called, and the smile spread across her entire face then. Adeline was nearing her 70s, and sometimes was a bit lonely, even if she would never admit it.

	“But of course dear, I have this lovely, spiced orange that you will absolutely love.” She cheered, when I smiled.

	“I’m sure I will.” I said as I waved, then headed towards my apartment. 

	As I walked through the door, I placed the keys in the bowl, kicked off my shoes, then headed for the kitchen. It was weird that Kenneth wasn’t there anymore, but I shrugged as I thought whatever. 

	His funky ass had even taken tabster, our cat with him. But I would forever be grateful that he decided to move his shit out while I was at one of my sessions. When I came home, it was all gone, with this scathing little note telling me to get help. 

	I appreciated the removal of his shit; however, I wanted to punch him in his face because of the note. I did enjoy the peace and quiet as well. 

	Kenneth was an International Political Journalist, so every day when I came home, it would be to three fricken computer screens and the flat screen positioned on some political analysis’ correspondence from somewhere in the world. 

	And if I suggested that he turned one off, he would then go into this tangent about him helping to make the world safer, and I wanted to just scream and yell I don’t give a fuck! 

	I just wanted quiet! 

	I met Kenneth at a fundraiser Aarushi; my bestie and colleague practically forced me to go to. It was for the enrichment of Inner-City Youth, and he was there to cover a piece on the mayor, and his contributions. It wasn’t love at first sight, it was more like we meshed, were comfortable together; so, it worked. 

	However, it was a bit lacking in the bedroom area, and for six years I’d just said to myself, that we had more in common, to just throw it away. That there was more to a relationship than just sex and the physical. He was intelligent, if sometimes pretentious, but I was given mind-gasams daily, so it made up for the sex! 

	Or the lack thereof. 

	It never dawned on me that he might be cheating on me, until one day Mya brought it up. It just didn’t sound like Kenneth, so I never put any stock in it, and at 45 I was reluctant to start over again; so, I was comfortable in what we had. 

	Was it love? 

	By no means, but it was the kind of relationship that most people my age often covet, because there is no drama to it. It’s a natural comfortability, which eases both parties, saves you from that meat farm called dating, and reminds you that each night after a grueling day in the “real world” there is someone to come home to. I never wanted to feel that isolation that so many women my age feel, especially divorced women, after the children have left the nest. 

	At 45, I still hadn’t had a child, and it was one of my greatest wants. But I figured if I hadn’t had one by now, it just wasn’t going to happen. Not to mention I believed that not only had my clock ran out, but nature was most likely against it; because at 45 I was beginning to have less and less of a menstrual cycle. My gynecologist stated that she believed it was all in my head, because she couldn’t find anything physically wrong with me. 

	But I figured for the last 20 years of my sexual life, if I hadn’t conceived by now, maybe she was missing something! I’d imagined it a few times with Kenneth, but then I would just shake my head, and say if it was meant to be, then in the six years that we were together I would have conceived by now.

	I saw him about a month ago with someone new, but I just pretended that I didn’t see them. I noticed from my peripheral that he recognized me, opened his mouth to say something; but thought better of it. 

	And for that I was grateful. 

	I made pasta for dinner, took it to the sofa, then clicked the TV to Netflix. This was a night to just veg for a couple of hours watching mindless TV. 

	I thought as I clicked on the Interview with Seth Rogan and James Franco. Somewhere around 11pm, I felt so sleepy, that I headed off towards my bedroom.

	 


Downtown

	Manhattan…
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	I  woke…
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Description automatically generated] then frowned at the phone; when I realized that it was what woke me. 

	“Hey!” Aarushi cried into the phone, and I groaned; because I knew she would want me to go somewhere. I glanced at the clock for a second time then. It was 10am, when I realized it wasn’t as early as I first imagined.

	“Hey, what up?” I asked as I rose.

	“Mya and I are at Hobos indulging in mimosas.” She giggled, and I rolled my eyes.

	“At 10am? Why aren’t you guys in class?” I muttered as I rose fully, then walked into the bathroom, putting the phone on speaker.

	“Why you thought it was a good idea for me to listen to you pee, I’ll never know.” Aarushi stated, and I laughed.

	“Well shit, I had to pee. You woke me up!” I fussed, and she laughed. 

	“Fine, get your ass over here, no class today it’s Rosh Hashanah.” She cheered.

	“Oh. I totally forgot it was this month. Alright, it’s not like I’ve shite else to do.” I came back with, told them how long it would take me, then hung up heading for the shower. I’d been neglecting my friends, because my counselor stated that although I didn’t blame my friends directly, I blamed the fact that I’d been out drinking with them when it happened; something my repressed obsessive brain saw as irresponsible on my part. 

	So, I had ostracized myself from them subconsciously, and I was only just now letting them back in. Mya, Aarushi, Kimberly, and Victoria were amazing friends, and I didn’t want to lose them, no matter how hard this was for me. I was dressed an hour later, then left my apartment. 

	 


Spanish

	Harlem…
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	As I walked…
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	into the restaurant I laughed as they signaled me. As the Maître d' looked up, I pointed towards them, he nodded, then smiled. We did our usual kiss greeting, as I sat down, placed my bag under the table and signaled the server.

	“So, what are you two celebrating?” I asked as the server placed the menu in front of me.

	“Nothing…just chilling.” Mya stated, and I laughed.

	“So, I signed up for the class.” I said, when they huffed up.

	“That’s so good! I’m telling you, after you complete it, you’ll feel 10-times better. I know I did.” Aarushi vowed, and I nodded. Mya noticed the look on my face, then narrowed her eyes at me. 

	“What’s wrong, I know you Tia.” Mya asked, and I exhaled deeply.

	“Nothing…it’s just the instructor.” I mumbled, ordered breakfast, then handed the server the menu.

	“Why, is he like some old leather faced with bad breath?” Aarushi countered, and we laughed.

	“No! Just the opposite! And when I say hot, it’s the ass spanking kind!” I moaned, when they laughed.

	“Then I see no problem. It’s not like you’re with Kenny anymore!” Mya laughed, and Aarushi smacked her. I waved it off.

	“Its fine, I’m actually over him.” I said.

	“Then what’s the problem?” Mya sent back.

	“I felt like we had a moment seriously. But I acted like a complete mute moron, then ran out. Plus, he’s way too young for me!” I returned, and they laughed for a third time.

	“How old is too young?” Aarushi laughed, me not missing her play on words.

	“He can’t be any older than 32, 33.” I groaned.

	“Omg, I thought you were speaking of the reverse numbers gurl. 32 is not that young, and why not!” Mya stated, when I groaned as the server placed my breakfast on the table in front of me. 

	“Because…this needs to be professional. It took all my strength not to run my hands up his pecks, and the fricken Navy S.E.A.L tat was a complete turn on.” I mumbled, and they both laughed once more.

	“Well, I say why the hell not.” Mya countered, and we chuckled as we sipped our mimosas watching the shenanigans going on outside on the streets of New York City.
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