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About the Author

I'm not going to list a slew of Trigger Warnings but if you enjoy rough sex, biting, an occasional cuffing, and a hand for a necklace, then I've found my fellow people.

If not, please step away and continue on with your day!

––––––––
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TO MY FELLOW SMUTTERS, Happy Reading

I dedicate this book to all the women out there who have given up on passion and finding their someone!

May your mind find stimulation,

May your heart ignite with passion,

And

May your pussy constrict with desire!

To the men, I hope you find the one that makes it all worth it!

May your dicks stay hard

And

Your stamina stay strong!
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​Note: Italics are for inner thoughts and past memories.
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"Wow, she's beautiful," my nephew, Kith, says aloud but to himself. "That hair..." he continues, then stops as he locks in on someone behind me.

We are gathered around a high-top table at a club downtown. The bar has a wide open concept with a square bar in the center and windows as three of the walls. The back hallway leads to the bathrooms and the EXIT door that leads to the parking lot. The patio out front allows for prime people watching as patrons tumble up and down the streets, entering and exiting bars along the strip. Food trucks line one side of the street while cops patrol; all business no play.

The guys dragged me out after being a recluse for the past year. My son, Scion, is getting married and tonight is a boys night out celebration. I refuse to allow the hermit in me to miss out on his pivotal moments. 

"Damn!" Kith takes a sip of his drink, eyes fixated on the beauty he's spotted. 

I slowly turn around expecting to see some scantily clad, tarted up, wanna be barbie-doll of a female but am met with a curly-haired brunette, petite but curvy, caramel skinned young lady with round lips and familiar eyes. She is standing near the bar, looking at her phone next to a chocolate brown girl her age. I study the face of the one my nephew is fixated on. Her features are too familiar. I know those features. I used to stare at those features every weekend... 20 years ago. 

The young lady looks up at me and I give her a slight smile. She smiles back and diverts her eyes, slightly draws her head back then pinches her eyebrows together. I turn to look at my nephew and see why. He has a huge smile on his face and is as still as a statue. I reach over and tap him, chuckling.

"Relax. You like a clown from a horror film ready to hunt her down in the parking lot." He looks at me and relaxes his smile, dropping his shoulders.

"Shit, I might just." He looks at me then sips his drink again. He begins to move, "I'm gonna-"

I reach my hand out and grab his shoulder, "Too soon, killer."

"But what if-"

"Too soon. Trust me." I give him a knowing look like your uncle has done this before. And if that young lady is the daughter of who I think she is, being aggressive will only have him running with his tail between his legs. As if he heard my thoughts through my eyes, he gives me a nod and steps back behind the table. 

Myself, Scion, and Kith are waiting for the rest of the boys to get here. Scion and Kith start talking shit to each other about things of the past. I listen and laugh, looking out the front window waiting for the rest of the guys to get here. I watch the front door like a hawk, nervously waiting for a chance to get a glimpse of the young lady's mother. Hoping that maybe, she'll join her daughter for a night out.

My younger brother, Kinsley, walks up and greets us after he spots us from the front door. The waitress sets down 3 shots and I give her my card to run a tab. I hand the shot that was meant for me to Kinsley and we salute my son's engagement. 

"Sorry, it took a while. Had something to take care of before I left." Kinsley chokes out after he  slams his shot back. 

"You mean-" Kith begins

"Mind your business youngin'," Kinsley warns, shutting Kith up. "What the hell are you staring at?" Kinsley looks in the direction Kith is staring. He squints, "Isn't that...?"

"Her mom is just as fine. Must be in the DNA," Kith blurts out.

I turn so quickly, I damn near break my neck. Sure enough, she's there, standing next to her copy and paste, except Hecate has pointed peeks for her upper lip, pin straight black hair, and faded tan skin. Her hourglass figure, enhanced by a tight long skirt and crop-top with just enough bare skin between the two, has filled out in the most flattering way. She's grown into her mature, grown woman body with a natural sex appeal that only age would allow. 

I swallow at the thought of drinking her in. My dick lets me know he's still alive. 

Hecate always had that type of sensuality that demands attention although she never asked for it. Women flock to her with the unknown need to be guided by her. Her intellect and logical outlook on life was beyond her years back then. 

She is of average stature, 5'2" or so, but stands taller than most men. Even with her head down, her stance warns you that her head is held high. 

Men have always seemed to be nothing but a bother to her. I'll admit, it was a little intimidating all those years ago. WAS... I'd watch her dismiss every man that stepped her way with a word or two and a look to convince them never to step anywhere near her again. 

I loved watching her. Smirking at her every time a guy looked like her dismissiveness was going to make him cry or when they'd stomp away getting ready to talk shit, but they always seemed to swallow their words before they could speak them. When she would look my way, I'd offer a wink of acknowledgement, that won me a devious smile before she looked away. Always enticing and beckoning me to give it a try. Always daring me to take the initiative. 

But by the time I worked up the nerve, she was 'dating' her daughter's father. I knew who he was but wasn't really a fan. I know that he wanted more but she had no intention of a relationship. She's always been driven and goal oriented. She looked at him like he was a tool and treated him as such. I couldn't stand that he had her, although he didn't really HAVE her, but then she got pregnant. Never asked for details about the two of them but I knew she wasn't happy when I asked her about it and she replied with 'Shit happens' as a response, then quickly changed the subject.

"Damn, Dad. Are you good?" Scion asks after noticing I'm staring too hard, knowing me well enough to know that most women that come my way, I don't even look twice at. That most women can't catch my attention with bait and a bribe. 

It's been well over a year since I swore off women. Temporarily of course, after my fiance and I separated; which in hindsight, was a godsend. But looking at Hecate now has me seriously considering swearing them back in... well, swearing her back in.

Scion nudges me and I feel him lean forward to look past me to see what has my undivided attention. "Wait, is that?" He stops, registering who she is. The woman we'd randomly run into around town when he was younger. 

It's been 10 years since I've laid eyes on her or even heard anything about her. She damn near disappeared from the clubs, bars, social media, except for the random posts here and there, and especially after her and her daughters' father finally called it quits. I have a very strong inkling that she is the one who ended things. 

Hecate has always had a short fuse and quick temper, with very little patience. There were a few times I was able to snatch her up and drag her across the dance floor before she was able to connect a punch. I took them without thinking. She argued with me the first time I intervened, but every time after that, I'd catch her looking around for me with that look in her eyes and more times than not, I was able to get to her first. The times where she was faster than me... I'll just say not to be deceived by her stature.

Just like the Goddess in which she was named after, she has many heads. Brains, beauty, and lethal to a fault; verbally and physically. And both my heads are more than attracted to all of hers.

Now, there she stands, concentrating on typing something on her phone. Seemingly oblivious to anything around her although I know she's aware of her surroundings. She uses her peripheral vision as a second sight, never seeming to pay attention but notices everything. 

But I don't think she has any idea who has locked their eyes on her right now.
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"Mama," My baby girl nudges me because I'm on my phone and it's supposed to be a work free relaxing night. She graduated a semester early from college and we are out to celebrate but I swore I would send this email before midnight struck. August, my personal assistant, will have my ass if he doesn't receive it on time. The last thing I need is his temperamental ass storming through the door and having a hissy fit.

"Yes, baby girl," I acknowledge her without looking at her.

"Firstly, off your phone before I steal it..." That statement receives her a slide glance in which she laughs at me. "Secondly, that guy over there hasn't stopped looking at you since you walked in."

I pay him no mind and respond to her, "That's great." And continue with my email. I just have to find the right document to attach and then I can focus on the fun part of this night. 

Besides, men have NOT been able to do anything for me for the past 8 years, maybe even before that. I've had a few flings out of pure boredom since her father and I split but it's been almost 4 years since I swore them off, condemning myself into celibacy. I'd rather read my Dark Romance novels and RomComs than deal with the prospect of a man. It's inevitable; the disappointment that is sure to come from a human male. 

I tune into the energy of someone glaring at me. They are raking my body and demanding my attention. It's a familiar energy of a man from my past, but I can't seem to place who it is. He has to be from a man whom I know but haven't been around in a long while as to where I no longer recognize his energy. I'm intrigued but not enough to be side tracked from my current task. I know if I divert my attention now, I'll forget about the email.  

"Mama..." Ajita nudges me again. Harder this time, "He looks like he stepped out of a dark romance novel." 

Now this intrigues me ... 

There's only one man from my past that could possibly be described as such. That particular man was always a hair's width away from being in my grasp or I his. We were always drawn to each other but never able to act upon it. 

You know, that one person who can heat you up with a simple look or brush of the skin. Their mere proximity has your nerves vibrating; in every way you may fantasize. That singular person who only needs their eyes to set you ablaze. A single smirk from across a room or a flirty wink not caring who is watching. They give it to you like a promissory note for you to file away as an IOU. And you do. You do your damndest to file away every single interaction because without words being said, you aren't quite sure if you're imagining it out of desire or out of lack of fulfillment in your current relationship. At least that's what I did.

I knew the attraction existed somewhere in the universe. In a place I had yet to discover.

"Mama! Now they are all looking this way," she says in an urgent whisper. I can feel my daughter grow slightly uncomfortable under the male gaze.

ALL?

The miniscule excitement of possibly seeing him again dissipates faster than it entered my mind and the mama bear in me has been summoned. Ajita slightly positions herself behind me, trying to hide from the persons whom we have captured attention from. I'm adapted to dealing with unruly and demanding men. I actually get quite the kick out of rousing them. Angry and upset men always make my heart flutter with accomplishment.

I close my eyes for a second and take a deep breath ready for war. Because what we are not going to do is make my baby feel uncomfortable or feel like she's only a piece of meat. I try to calm my inner self and temper my anger. 

I've always been exceptionally great at giving a man, or group of men a glare full of warning that keeps them at bay. Every once and a while, some overly cocky and self-assured male mustered up the courage to forge through my insulting eyes and make way towards me only to be on the receiving end of my words, which cut faster and deeper than swords. Those men were usually the ones that saw someone that needed to be tamed and wrangled in. Jokes on them because they were always the ones that were getting choked by my proverbial noose tightening around their neck.

I exhale and without moving my head I look up with my eyes. 

"FUCK!" My internal thought slips past my lips.

Those eyes... Light brown with a glint of red and full of words unsaid. Tall, strong, and as handsome as ever. Age granted him every favor. He looks like life gave him a go but damn does he wears it well. His tattoos no longer stop where his shirt meets his neck but climb up his throat and under his chin. My name would be a sexy addition to his collection. 

I swallow the lust that is building in my throat and it slowly travels to a place that has been suspended in darkness and put under lock and key. But I think I just lost the key and the lock opened without warning or consent. 

"What's wrong mama?" When I don't answer her, "Ah... Since he's still staring and alive, I'm assuming you know him..."

I close out my phone and slide it into my skirt pocket while slowly lifting my head to meet and match his smile. I can feel my chest do something it hasn't managed to do in nearly 10 years. A thrill courses through my veins as his glare burrows deeper into me. Slowly I nod my head back and forth while reminding myself to breathe. My cheeks won't stretch any further, I'm smiling so large.

I read the lips of a  young man mirroring Zeal's face (I think it may be his nephew) standing at his table when he says in shock, "You know her?" and Zeal's brother, Kinsley, answers, "That he does," with a huge smile breaking across his face. 

My vagina wakes out of a slumber to remind me she still has a heartbeat.

Zeal sets his drink down and heads towards me. I was always able to feel his energy before he got to me. It has always engulfed me with possession, strength, comfort, thrill, lust, and a specific type of calm that I was never allotted to bask in. 

His hands are around my waste in 4 strides, max. I reach my arms up around his neck forcing me on my tippy toes. He squeezes me tight into him and I return the feel. 

He still smells of his same cologne, but his musk has changed slightly, and that lingering scent of cigarette (that normally disgusts me). He still seems to be able to pull it off. His body feels wider and his heat is more consuming than it used to be. 

I shiver at the feel of one of his fingertips touching my bare skin. He exhales and his breath traces the length of my body. His thumbs press into me with presence and possession he once let go of... well, never took hold of. 

"Holy shit!" He pulls back reluctantly to get a better look at me. My hands loosen around his neck, trailing my fingers across the back of his neck and over his collar bone. "Where have you been?"

"Being a mother." I release him, resting my hands on his forearms and I look at Ajita.

"Hi, I'm said child," Ajita says aggressively, eyeing him the way I used to eye men whose attention were unwanted and unfamiliar.

"I'm aware." He gives her his smirk. Stepping to the side of me, keeping his right hand on my hip. She notices. He looks to me, "She can devour a man's will to survive in her presence like you do." I stifle a laugh.

"And you are?" She challenges, crossing her arms.

"Zeal." He reaches his hand out to shake hers. She accepts it and in his charming fashion, kisses her hand, making her melt a little. I roll my eyes and chuckle as she gets a giddy look on her face. 

"Oh. Okay." She slowly pulls her hand away.

I look up at the table where the rest of his crew is standing and watch as Kinsley leans over and tells the younger version of Zeal to stay put as he starts to round the table.

"Baby girl, go with Shina." (Shina is her bestie) I nod towards the booth filled with their group of friends. "Give me a minute. I'll be over with drinks in a sec," I assure her.

She looks Zeal up and down, "I'll allow it." And shoots me a look before leaving to join her friends. I'm still waiting for mine to get here. Two of which are going to shit bricks when they see who's here.

"I always thought she resembled you when she was younger." Zeal watches her walk away then turns his gaze back to me. 

"Rounder lips and curlier hair. She stole my whole face," I retort as Ajita looks back at me once she makes it to the booth. They all start buzzing around her. I assume, asking her questions while sending me waves and smiles. I shake my head and turn my attention back to Zeal.

"I don't blame her." And there's that smirk joined with a slight tightened grip with the hand that is still firmly placed on my hip.

"Ever still the ladies man." I smirk back at him. He looks me over. Then looks at the bartender that is walking up.

"Love, just get them whatever they'd like and put it on my tab." He nods his head in the direction of my daughter and the group. 

"You don't need to do that," I insist. He gives me the same look he used to when I insisted on paying for my drink when he was standing at the bar next to me. "And 'Love?' You stole that from me." 

He smirks clearly remembering the way he used to smile whenever I would call him or his friends Love and they would all blush and be putty in my hands. Honestly, not my intention. My grandmother used to call everyone Love and after she passed away, that is how I keep her with me. 

I turn and face the young woman behind the bar now turning a shade of red all thanks to Zeal. Her eyes go wide for a second recognizing who I am. I lean over the bar just enough to speak to her without him being able to hear me. She looks at Zeal and then over to the group standing across the bar around the table and nods at me before walking off. 

"What'd you just do?" He tightens his grip on my hip then loosens it.

"Mind my business." I look up at him while sipping my drink. He grits his teeth and takes a breath in before composing himself. His temper used to match mine. "Ever the boss, I see." His tone dropped. Maybe his temper still matches mine...

We both laugh and take each other in.
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"And I see you have yet to be managed," I challenge with a grin. Knowing damn well any man that tries to manage her will get eaten alive. 

She goes to respond but stops when the bartender sets down her drink. It looks different from the Malibu and sprite she used to drink. I question her with my eyes.

"Old Fashion with a splash of OJ. Malibu is entirely too sweet for me, now." She sips her drink, "You still like your Jack and Coke?"

"Yes, but a little less Coke?" She watches as the bartender sets down a drink in front of me. I release her hip and turn slightly towards the bar, leaning my side against it, facing her. She turns her back to the bar and leans against it, facing the front door. She waits for me to sip the drink. It's straight Jack with a single square ice cube. I raise a brow at her.

Hecate faces me for a second, "Figured you outgrew your sweet tooth too." She turns her attention back to the front door.

"So, what brings you back... out?" The guys watch me from the table waiting for me to signal that it's ok for them to join... I do not give them the signal. 

My brother knows what's up. He knows that of all the women, this is the one I've had eyes on for many years. The one who has always intrigued me. I don't really care about the exact reason for her being here, only that she is here.

"Ajita just graduated from college... a semester early, might I add." She smiles with so much pride as she looks over her shoulder at her daughter, who is in a dancing battle with one of her male friends. 

"Does she dance like her mother?" I smirk and sip my drink.

... 

I'm standing off to the side of the dancefloor as people go in and out of the dance circle. It's a good night tonight. Everyone is here; me and my crew, Hecate and her crew, another predominately male group with 3 women, some random on lookers, and a new group who I've never seen here before. At this point, all the regulars have been coming here for almost a year. This place is like a second home to us.

My date for tonight, a term I'm using loosely, clings to my arm as if I'm going to fly away. The affection doesn't bother me, but I'd just rather be attached to someone else. 

The music is loud and the bass vibrates the floor. Person after person continues to go into the circle then back out again. Basic moves with the sporadic dope move that has everyone covering their mouths and going 'ooooooo'. 

Hecate watches and claps here and there, seemingly bored. She's wearing a dark purple baseball cap with her name in white stitching, her long braid pulled to her left side, falling down the front of her. Her jeans are tight as skin and her sneakers match her hat.

She goes to turn around but a guy from the new group grabs her arm and I have to physically force myself to stay still. I watch with fire in my eyes. She doesn't yank away as she normally would. She looks at him and starts laughing like she's full of amusement. Now I'm annoyed. 

He lets go of her arm and backs into the circle. She must feel my glare because she looks up at me and winks with a shit eating grin on her face. She's saying, 'watch this'. And I will!

The guy steps out into the middle of the floor, beckoning her to do the same. She only steps out one step and puts her hand out inviting him to start, which in itself is disrespectful to have a guy go before a woman. He gives her a dirty look and this is where he fucked up. He doesn't know that she gets a thrill pissing men off, especially those who challenge her. He points at her then slices his finger across his throat. She chuckles and crosses her arms, looking back up at me then back to him. 

He starts with some basic hip-hop moves then begins to breakdance. She watches and shakes her head, rolling her eyes. He continues then stops abruptly, pointing to a female to the side of him. She joins him and does the same shit he does and ends with a split. I agree with Hecate... BORING. 

The girl then begins to do some really good robotic moves and slowly drops down to another split, which actually looks pretty hard to do. Not bad, I think to myself. Hecate nods in recognition. The guy walks over and grabs the girl under her arms to pull her back to her feet. Their crew cheers and a few spectators clap but the regulars know better. In fact, a few bets are being placed and Hecate waits for her song to come on.

And without needing prompting, the DJ plays the one song that gets her hype. Hecate stretches her neck, takes a deep breath, and literally wipes the smile off her face. Now I'm excited! The girl gripping me says something that gets lost in the crowd cause I'm sure as hell not paying attention.

Hecate repeats the 3 hardest moves the pair of dancers did before her then shakes her head as if she is a disappointed teacher. Robotic moves come easy to her as if she was born doing them. Robotically she makes her way towards the group and grips her chest, pretending to be heart broken. While holding her heart, she starts to vibrate in place. Her body shaking erratically. She acts as if she is going to fall backwards. Catching herself on the floor, she kicks her legs up over her head, does a reverse backflip and lands in a split. 

Now people are cheering. Hecate tells them to hush with her arms. She leans forward on her forearms, pulling her body above her. She swings her legs into a few different positions then drops back into another split. 

Hecate looks at them waiting for a response as she slowly stands. The girl on the new team drops into a split then flips frontward into another split and continues this until she makes it across the circle. 

The DJ plays the Finish Him sound beat from Mortal Combat and Hecate starts laughing. The other girl stands with a look of accomplishment. Hecate walks to the middle of the dance floor, crosses her arms, and lifts her right leg high into the air, creating another split, while standing. Arms still crossed, she turns in a circle on the left foot then drops to the floor staying in the split without uncrossing her arms.

Everyone loses their shit and the other team sneaks out the back door without a word.

...

"I know that smile. Stop imagining me doing splits." I try my hardest not to laugh but I can't hold it in. At least she starts laughing with me.

"Whatever happened to that dark purple hat with your name embroidered in white?" There was something about that color that looked so good on her and every time she wore it, it was with a different shirt and sneaker combo.

"With the rest of my collection. But that one was my favorite." 

"It looked the best on you." She gives me a slight smile then turns her attention back to the door.

"So... Why are you out tonight?" she asks.

"Scion got engaged. This is our boys' celebration." I match the pride she has for her daughter. 

"So you're not a grandpa yet?" she asks, stifling a laugh.

"No. Not yet." I watch her as she sips her drink. "Not married yet?"

This time she laughs, loudly. "Ah, no! ... But last I heard, you were engaged." She tilts her head at me and looks at my left hand. Then looks around me as if she were looking for someone specific, "And a woman has yet to intervene so I'll just assume that's a done deal." I sigh at her and sip my drink, gritting my teeth. "No worries, I don't care for the details." 

"Being in love can fuck you up. You know?" My stomach turns as my ex's face pops in then out of my mind.

"Wanna know a secret?" She looks at me and I nod, putting my face a little closer to hers. "I've never been in love." I pull back and look at her confused. "But being in love..." She pauses to think, "Should, mostly, evolve you into a better, stronger, healthier version of yourself while simultaneously doing the same for the other person." She looks away saddened. "Seems to me you were IN something but it wasn't love."

"Would you have allowed yourself to be in love with me?" My eyes go wide, shocked by my own question. 

She snaps her head to look up at me with the same surprised look on her face. Her eyes wide and full of an emotion I have never seen in them before. She just stares at me. 

The flicker of yellow in those hazel eyes brings up a desire in me only she used to be able to bring to the surface. A desire I haven't been able to access in almost 10 years. A desire I've never been able to act on.

The bartender sets another drink down, forcing Hecate's attention away from me. I'm irritated by the disruption but thankful at the same time. She picks up the drink and sips it, seeming to be deep in thought. She pulls her phone from her pocket and checks something I can't see because she has a privacy screen.

"Are you waiting for someone?" I'm already annoyed by the thought.

"Yes. Actually." She looks up at me with mischievousness in her eyes then looks back to the door.

She's playing with my temper and she knows it. The screen in her hand lights up and her smile grows wide. Hecate throws her head back, gulping the drink then shakes the sting from her head. She lets out a random noise forcing me to smile at her. 

She looks back up to me with a different look in her eyes, "I would have allowed you many things, Zeal. With love only being the tip of the iceberg." 

She pushes off the bar and I watch her curves while she walks away from me and towards the door, leaving me stunned, speechless, and with my jaw to the floor. 
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I would have bathed in his love as long as he would have allowed it or until I couldn't handle it. I feel like his love would have been without condition, well to an extent, but to be loved with reverence, would have destroyed the person I was building myself to be.

He was already protective of me so I've always known that my safety would have never been a question. But to trust... To allow him into me, my mind, and emotions, that would have been terrifying. Especially back then but I think I would have allowed it.

Giving my body to him wouldn't have been easy for me either. Although the body is usually much easier to give than anything else.

I'm sure he would have destroyed me with grace.

"AHHHHH!" I'm pulled into a strong hug by Paisan, one of my favorite people. We met in our early 20's and have been friends ever since. Her husband comes barreling in behind her and grabs me up. He's simply known as Husband, since I don't have one and they've been married forever, now he's mine by default. 

"HEEEY!" Oppo, my sister from another, comes in right behind them, pushing Husband out of the way.

Y'ara, Shina's mother, is next to greet me. "Thanks for sending the limo. I did NOT feel like driving after working all day. And that means mama can drink tooooooonight!."

"Yes, we all sure can!" I nudge Husband. He's always the DD when we go out, whether to dinner or for some random party or a bar. We always swear only one drink but that never happens. 8 bottles of wine and too many chicken wings later, we are cheering him on as the bestest man in the world! Then we swear he can drink next time. We are terrible liars. "I booked two suites for the night at the hotel on the next block, so..."

"Ah, Tae..." Paisan grabs my arm, "is th-"

Oppo cuts her off, "Zeal..." They are both staring at him as he smiles our way.

"Hooolyyy Shhhhiiiiit!" Paisen hustles past me with Oppo on her heels. 

"He is fine," Y'ara mumbles under her breath then looks to me, "Who the fuck is that?"

"I'd also like to know, considering my wife is fucking him with her eyes." Husband says in a joking manner.

"She is not. We knew him back in the club days. And no, she never fuck him. None of our crew did." I swallow the lust that has crept up my throat at the thought of fucking Zeal.

"Shit... Let me have a go," Y'ara says, then looks from him to me, "Maybe not... 'cause the way he keeps looking at you tells me why no one attempted to."

"I know who he is now. Paisan's told me about him... and you or lack thereof." Husband nods at Zeal as he walks towards us. They shake hands.

I introduce Y'ara to Zeal. Then we are slowly surrounded by the rest of Zeal's crew. I greet each of them with Zeal's hand firmly set on my lower back. If it were any other man trying to stake claim so easily, or even touching me like he is now, I would have laid them out without a second thought. But I feel calm and comfort right now as opposed to disgust and irritation. After all introductions are made we make it to the bar where Ajita and her crew of friends are now waiting for us.

I go right to where I was previously standing and so does Zeal, staking claim to my proximity. With the crowd slowly growing around us, he and I are slowly pushed closer together. His front to my back or side, depending on who I'm talking to but his body never detaching from mine. 

"You're standing awfully close to my mama!" Ajita crosses her arms and glares at him. 

Zeal throws his hands up and looks behind him to offer her to see that he has nowhere to go. I hand her a drink, which changes her whole mood, "Thanks!" she says giddy and takes a sip.

"Unc, aren't you going to introduce me?" Kith made his way through the crowd to stand next to Ajita.

"Kith, this is Hecate's daughter, Ajita. Ajita, this is Kith, my nephew." Zeal moves his hand to motion back and forth between the two.

Kith reaches his hand out to take Ajita's and surprisingly she lets him. He pulls her hand to his mouth and kisses her hand.

"I already know that's your uncle's move but I'll take it." Ajita makes Kith blush a little.

"Told you it works every time!" Zeal says to Kith with a nod.

"Wanna dance?" Kith nervously asks Ajita, swallowing his fear.

"Careful. If she dances anything like her mother, you'll be crying and crawling away embarrassed in minutes." Zeal warns.

Ajita looks at him with questions in her eyes. 

"Ajita has never watched me dance, dance..." I say.

"Mama, you dance?!" I can see the wheels turning, "It makes sense now, that you knew how to train me to do all those trick splits and how to bend and move my body so I wouldn't hurt myself."

"She made a lot of people cry," Zeal states and I nudge him with my elbow. 

"She still does." Ajita winks at him in the most obnoxious way, causing him and I to start laughing. She turns on her heels and walks off telling Kith to hurry up before she changes her mind. The rest of her crew follow, including the younger guys from Zeal's group. Leaving us older people at the bar.

"You do realize he's done for, right?" I say to Zeal while watching them disappear in the crowd.

"I know the feeling all too well. Like uncle, like nephew." I force myself not to look up at him, especially after the love question.

That took me for a loop that I wasn't prepared for. Never did I ever think something like that would come from him. He always had a different girl on his arm. I stopped counting after the 5th one disappeared from his side. I knew he was attracted to me but never in that manner. 'Wanna fuck?' wouldn't have surprised me as much as that did. 

Women are the only reason I never allowed myself anything past the thought. And I didn't look like any of the females he dated. Not even close. 

I'm not insecure by any means. I LOVE MYSELF! It can be hard for me to see how others view me though. Trauma can skew what love or positive attraction looks like. I know my value and always have but to know how someone else values me is much harder. And over the years it's gotten harder for me to decipher because I slowly keep digressing back into myself, not wanting to deal with the pain and frustration of disappointment. 

Although I was never in love with my daughter's father, I did love him. And then the guy I was dating for a few years fucked my perception of reality up so badly that I swore off relationships. Using men for what I wanted and moving along without the need for attachment.

It's taken many years and a lot of healing to reach the point I'm at now. I'm happy, content even. I live a relaxing and fulfilling lifestyle. Needing and wanting only the people who have never faltered in loving me through all my phases. The ones that I know would help me dispose of unnecessary baggage, if needed. 

Could Zeal have been one of those people?

I can feel myself beginning to spiral further into thought when, "You okay?" Zeal whispers in my ear. 

I look at him and swallow the rest of my thoughts and the emotions that accompany them. "Yeah, I'm good."

"Good 'cause... incoming." Zeal grabs my hips, slowly turning me, and placing me firmly in between his legs. My ass pressed up against him and he says, "Look up."
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I separate my feet just enough for her to have room to stand. Her body flush with mine is an incredible feeling, one in which I know she can feel. No shame here! But right now, we have incoming mutual friends that I have yet to tell that Hecate is here. The one who is leading the charge towards us used to have the biggest thing for her, well except for me of course! 

He sees a woman pressed up against me as he makes his way through the crowd and is looking at me with so many questions his mind can't contain them like he's going to explode on impact. I smile at him chuckling, already knowing what his immediate reaction is going to be. 

Hecate looks up and Vexly stops, causing Rouse, Gam, and Frivol to knock into each other. His eyes go wide and once he regains his movement, they become rushed as he yells to the other guys, "Hecate is here!" Now all four of them are rushing towards her and there's nothing she can do about it. Somehow, Gam manages to bypass Vexly and makes it to us first. 

He pulls her in for a hug but my firmly gripped hands don't allow her chest to meet his. She doesn't indicate that she has an objection to this so I don't move them and I won't, as long she'll let me hold her. Gam gets yanked away by Vexly who also tries to scoop her up but relents when he notices my hands. He mouths 'Are you shitting me?' as he steps out of the way so Frivol then Rouse can greet her. They all give me the same look and all I can do is smile at them. 

We all know this woman and how much she hates being told what to do and how she swings on men who touch her and the way I'm gripping her would have warranted me a broken nose or a cracked rib back in the day. When she's done hugging them, she taps my right hand to release her and I do, reaching behind me to get my drink off the bar but not releasing my left hand from her as she catches up with them. I hear them conversing but I'm entirely too focused on the fact that she hasn't pulled her body away from mine. She actually took a step back, into me, forcing her back against my chest and stomach.

I can't help but graze my finger along her bare skin. Goosebumps appear and she shivers while continuing her conversation. She can't be cold, it's 80 degrees in here. I drag my fingertip along the hem of her skirt and she shivers again... I sip my drink as she quickly gives me a look then turns back around leaving sillage in its wake.

"I would have allowed you many things with love only being the tip of the iceberg." Keeps playing like a broken record in my mind. Each time the statement starts over, my courage builds, demanding me to pull her from this club and not only fuck her until she can't walk but have an actual conversation about exactly what she meant by that. I know but I don't. 

Hecate said she would have let me... I wonder if she will let me now?

Paisan and Oppo make their way into the mix to greet the guys. We all haven't been together in at least 15 years. Tonight feels right. 

...

We've all had multiple drinks and a few shots by the time eleven approaches when Hecate reaches for my left hand and drapes it over her shoulder, pulling herself into me. I don't protest but look down at her as she retreats as far into me as she can. She slides her fingers in between mine and although I'm happy to oblige, this feels off. I lock our hands together, stand straight, pulling her as close to me as space allows. When I look up, a man about 10 years younger, tall, stocky, and full of entitlement is forcing his way through the crowd. 

"Tell me," I whisper into her ear.

"An old tool. Got possessive, in a very bad way," she says, looking into my eyes.

She doesn't appear scared but I can tell she clearly does not want to deal with him. She's not a timid woman so the fact that she's using me as a shield is interesting to me. Hecate knows I wouldn't allow this douchebag, nor any other man, to harass her but she's never asked for help before.

Unknowingly, she grabs my thigh, as a natural reaction as he steps into her personal space. She looks down at her hand and registers it, looks at me and mouths sorry. Then she releases her hand and looks at him.

"Hecate, how nice to run into you," the kid says, full of hidden intention. All my guys sense it and are all now paying attention. 

"Not really. What do you want, Mezen?" Her girls begin to rally around her. Her friend's husband standing directly behind him.

"It's been a while. Figured I'd get a better greeting after... well after everything." He winks at her. Hecate grabs my free hand, feeling me slightly move behind her. She knows well enough how I react to disrespectful men who attempt to intimidate women.

"You mean after-" Paisan begins but Hecate releases my hand to wave her hand in the air causing Paisan to go silent.

"I'm not doing this with you. Either you can move on by and pass us, or I can have you escorted out." She looks from side to side, raises her hand high in the air and snaps, causing 4 security guards to step away from their posts and stand on the edge of the crowd. "Choose, now!" She leaves her hand in the air awaiting his response.

Mezen looks around and realizes he's a fish in a sea of many sharks, all ready to tear him to shreds. He swallows, "Who's this? Your new boy toy." He points to me, noticing every point I'm connected to and touching her. I pull her tightly to me, further pissing him off.

My brother grabs my arm and I look at him letting him know I'm alright. Then I look Mezen directly in the face. He has a decent face and I would enjoy breaking it but I can tell he's someone with an ego and a reputation to uphold. Hecate clearly already bruised both, so I'll simply add to it. I've clearly already won the war in which he thinks he's going to begin. 

"You don't toy with things of value. And I'm no boy. Name's Zeal." I reach my hand out to shake his and he looks at it with disgust. I smoothly place my offered hand on Hecate's lower stomach, tracing my pinky right above her panty line. This angers him further and makes Hecate shiver. "As my lady said, choose, now!"

He stops looking at my hand, clenches his fist in defeat, gives me a warning look that makes me laugh internally and smirk externally. He takes a step back and turns around looking for whoever he may have come here with. He spots someone off to the right side and heads that way, nudging people out of his way.

"Good choice," Hecate says, dropping her hand. Two of the bouncers keep an eye on Mezen as he makes his way through.

"Would you like to further explain what that was about?" I ask her.

"Would you like me to remove my body from yours?" she shoots back. I pull her tighter, "Didn't think so. Now drink your drink," she says pointedly.  
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The longer I stand here, against him, the more my body responds. Every movement. Every breath we each take. The feeling of him pressing into my back. His heat. His scent. It's all driving me absolutely insane with lust. 

...

I'm standing against the bar waiting on my drink. I can feel him before I see him. I ignore the urge to find his eyes watching me ever so diligently, as they always are. Never diverting his eyes. Most men look away when you catch them staring at you but not Zeal. When I meet his eyes, he usually gives me a smirk or a wink. Mostly, he just continues to stare.

Most females would get creeped out and feel awkward knowing a man is staring at them all the time. But I don't. For some strange reason, it's comforting to me. It intrigues me. Sometimes, I stare back. And when I do, he usually shifts his weight. 

"You still sore from last night?" Otto asks me. I fucked my knee up on the dancefloor and it's wrapped in an ace bandage under my skirt. My jeans wouldn't slide over it without you being able to notice the wrap.

"Yeah. It's bruised and swollen. Hence the skirt." Won't be breakdancing in a skirt so it's the perfect excuse to stand off on the sidelines tonight.

We grab our drinks and turn to leave.

"I'd appreciate it if you didn't speak to Zeal." His newest thing is standing in front of me.

Otto starts laughing and I just look at this chick like she's just lost her fucking mind.

"What?" I heard her, but what?

"I don't like the way he looks at you. So I'm telling you I don't want you talking to him anymore." She says so confidently like I'd actually do what she's telling me to do. Clearly she has no idea who I am. 

"Sounds like a you problem," Otto says and starts chuckling.

I also begin laughing at this chic like she's a comedian. "Girl, If you don't get the fuck out my face, I'll make sure by the end of the night, he never speaks to you again."

Her face turns red with anger. This spoiled little rich bitch is probably used to getting whatever she wants, whenever she wants. She found the right one tonight!

She opens her mouth to say something but shuts it as Zeal reaches his arm around her shoulders. "What are you ladies talking about?" He's smirking with mischievousness twinkling in his eyes. I can't help but smile at him. He's up to something and I want in!

"You want to tell him? Or would you like me too?" I challenge her.

"Tell me what?" Zeal can tell something is up but if I know him, he was watching the entire transaction and saw the look on my face. He knew what was coming next.

"Nothing to tell. I was asking her about where she got her skirt from." She says, which makes me shake my head and grin, while Otto lets out a chuckle.

Zeal takes a sip of his drink as he looks me over, "I take it no splits tonight."

"Sorry to disappoint..." I respond coyly. 

"Watching you do whatever it is you do, is never disappointing." He winks at me and I roll my eyes. The girl, clearly more annoyed now than she was when she made her way over here, pulls on him to get him away from us. "The skirt looks nice, though." He says over his shoulder, then turns around, with her still dragging him away.

Later in the night, me and Otto make our way through the dance floor. Just as I pass Zeal, I feel a cool fingertip lightly grace my back where my shirt is lifted, causing shivers throughout me. He's never touched me before. Not my bare skin at least and not so... flirtatious. I look back at him and the look in his eyes is different than it usually is.

Now it's full of lust and want. His thoughts oozing out through his glare. He's clearly had a few drinks but he's not drunk so that was definitely intentional. Otto pulls me through the sea of people, having no idea what just happened. 

Otto comes to a stop about ten feet away from where Zeal is standing. She nudges me, gaining my attention. I blink at her then look back to him.

Zeal watches. Sipping his drink every so often. He watches. Even as he's having conversations with people. He watches. Even as I look away then back to him. He watches. Devouring me with only his eyes. He watches. Bathing me with unsaid words. He watches. As I watch him.

...

"I need to use the bathroom," I tell Zeal. He goes to follow me, "I don't need a chaperone."

He shoots me a glare similar to the one he used to give me back in the day when I was about to swing on someone. I smile and start laughing. I tap him on his chest with my open hand and shake my head.

"Relax. I'm not going to go around beating people up." He doesn't find me amusing.

"Hecate," My name sounds so sexual in his warning tone. Another shiver straight to the vagina!

*ZING*

"Zeal." I walk away and watch him watch me through the crowd as I make my way to the EXIT door by the bathrooms. I blow him a kiss right before I disappear around the corner and smack right into Mezen's sister, Kexin.

"You're fucking kidding me, right?" Kexin backs away from me.

"Get the fuck out my way before I move you, again!" I remind her that the last time she got in my face, she ended up with a broken nose and two black eyes.

"You fucked my brother in more ways than one." She crosses her arms.

"That's great. Hope he enjoyed it as little as I did." I push past her and go to the bathroom, forgetting my original trajectory. 

She continues her rant as the door closes behind me, "I'll pay any one of you $100 and free entry for the next year if you go knock that bitch to the floor," I shout as I wave a $100 bill in the air above my head.

The three girls look at me through the mirror. They walk out mid make-up fix. I hear commotion. I slightly open the door and see Kexin on the floor holding her face. I step out enough to give a glance around and smile down at Kexin.

Sorry, not sorry! 

As the bouncers descend and I wave them off indicating that I have everything under control. They still, give me a look, shrug, then leave.

The girls come back into the restroom and I hand them the money and my card, telling them to call me Monday and I'll set them up with free entry. I wash my hands and splash water on the back of my neck to try and cool my temper. I take a deep breath, look at myself in the mirror and exhale. I turn from side to side, giving myself a once over before I leave the bathroom.

"Yes! Period. Get it mama!" one of the three girls says to me. I give her a genuine smile before I turn away.

I walk back out into the hallway to Mezen picking his sister up from the floor.

"You fucking broke her nose, again," he spews anger at me. It takes Kexin a second to gather herself now that she's upright again.

Kexin looks at the blood on her hand, "It was some bitch that's in the bathroom." Kexin points at the bathroom door.

"Move," he demands. "Or I'll move you!"

The fuck he will...

"Quit with the threats. You two can leave now." I point to the EXIT sign.

His anger switches, "Only if you come with me. I've missed your feistiness." Mezen smiles at me with a devious grin. 

Kexin elbows him hard in the ribs but he ignores her. He goes to take a step forward and I turn my body so I can bolt through the EXIT door if I need to. The last time I hit him, I sprained my wrist and fucked my fingers up for a month. He's solid muscle. Muscle I once enjoyed using for my pleasure but that ceased faster than it began. 

The thought of Mezen touching me again literally makes me shiver with disgust. I clench my fist to contain my anger and try to re-swallow the food I ate earlier.

"That'll be a no fo-" I feel a hand around my throat. Before anything else registers or before I can react, I'm being pulled flush against someone's body.

His left hand possessively wraps around my waist. His heat engulfing me as he positions his fingers under my chin forcing me to look up at him. He presses his front to my back and the thing I needed a quick reprieve from is now hovering over me again, stealing all of my oxygen. 

Zeal has his hand around my neck! I inhale, holding my breath in for a beat, and lock my eyes with his as he slowly comes to stand in front of me. He playfully winks at me.

"Is there a problem?" Zeal asks Mezen. I trace my hand along his arm around my waist like that's where it was designed to be.

"Damn!" Kexin takes Zeal in and now Mezen is elbowing her. Mezen quiets, hostility building around him while he and his sister stand to the side and watch this show of requisition.

"I didn't think so." Zeal gives them both a look then uses his fingers to insist I look up at him again and I do. 

When we lock eyes, his grip quickly squeezes then releases. My body damn near explodes from the want. I stare at him as he stares at me. Caught in each other's trance and everything around us is no longer registering. He pulls my face to him and kisses me. It's quick. He waits, then he just as quickly returns his mouth to mine and I kiss him back. 

His lips are so soft but full of force. His tongue glides into my mouth with ease. It's hard for me to breathe past the yearning running through my body like a wildfire. My heart speeds up and every cell in my body hums from pleasure.

My hand slides up his arm to make way to the back of his neck and into his hair. I can't help but pull it ever so slightly. His dick pressed against me indicates that he is definitely enjoying this display. My pussy responds to the entirety of him. My skin is flushed and hormones ready to be unleashed. I feel like there's a volcano inside of me ready to erupt. 

I kiss him back as if I'll never get the chance again. I feel him do the same. He grows harder on my back and I press against him enjoying the thrill. My hands trace his arms with the slightest dig of my nails.

He pulls away slowly and all we can do is stare at each other for what feels like forever. I finally blink, processing what has just happened.

"You shouldn't have done that," I quietly say to him. 

He smiles wide, "I waited 20 years to do that." Neither of us moves. Zeal waits, staring into my eyes, until he kisses my cheek softly. Then he releases me and heads back to the bar. 

I watch as his back gets further away from me. Still feeling the zing throughout my body. I blink as he looks back and turns the corner. 

Although my body is humming, I feel a sense of calm. Ease washes over me. I'm not sure exactly what these feelings are but they are strong and forceful. His energy is beckoning me to follow him but I need to breathe. My head is spinning. 

I don't know what's happening...

"Yeah, you definitely have no fucking chance with her now!" Kexin chuckles holding her nose. "Let's go before something other than your heart and my nose gets broken." They walk back to the bar area to get their two cousins I recognized on my way over here and I walk out the back EXIT door.

The cool breeze feels fucking amazing, hitting me with a welcomed wall.
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I have to reposition my dick as soon as I turn away from her. Fucking Christ. What has gotten into me tonight? I don't mind a little PDA with my woman but that was far beyond that and Hecate is not mine... Not yet at least.

I make it back to the guys and order us a round of shots. Fuck, I need the whole damn bottle.

There will be no coming back from what I just did and I know deep down that I've opened a door with her that will not be shutting anytime soon. If she won't love me, she will something me. No matter the situation, I can't let her go this time.

I felt her frustration and anxiety slip away as soon as she looked me in the eyes. My hand around her throat staking claim to her. Me forcing my proximity on her all night and touching her body more than I can remember her daughter's father ever doing. I know she felt my dick pressed up against her and she has yet to attack me out of disgusts. 

Hecate has allowed me all of it and I'm feeling confident that she will continue to let me push through the boundaries I watched her set all those years ago. I always respected all those boundaries without her saying a word to me about them. And now that I'm thinking about it, she never told me to. She's never stopped me from being around her. Or staring at her. Or stopping her from fighting. Or stopping random men from bothering her. Hecate enjoyed everything as much as I did and now I know it as fact. 

I tested her tonight by kissing her quickly to see if she would recoil or push me away, but instead she traced my skin and dug her nails in. She kissed me back. She didn't pull away and even looked somber as I walked away, like a weight had been lifted off her shoulders. Like I answered questions she has always wanted to ask. 

It took everything in me not to drag her out the back door and continue what I started, out of sight of everyone else. Her lips were soft and full of need. Her mouth was so sweet, tasting of cinnamon. Hands small but strong as she pulled my hair, pulling with enough to force a reaction from me. I had to swallow a moan.

We both stood back and watched each other for years. Questioning if the energy we were feeling from each other was real. If it was mutual. Sticking to the sidelines waiting for one reason or another. Neither of us making a move or expressing what could be. 

There's no more guessing now and we both know it. I wonder if she's just as terrified as I am.

"Did you find her?" Scion asks.

"Yes," I say, reaching for the shots.

"Pop?" My son knows something is up. I'm sure it's written all over my face.

"Plan on me having a plus one," I say to Scion with genuine excitement. 

He smiles wide knowing I may have just gotten the one thing that's always escaped me. 

"Stop grinning. I clearly haven't asked her yet and I don't want the boys all over my ass about it." He smirks at my smirk then laughs and takes a shot with me giving me a silent 'You've got this pop!' toast.

"Brace yourself..." Kinsley warns tapping my elbow.

I look up and my ex is headed towards me like she's on a mission. The features I once thought beautiful, now look twisted and unappealing. I remember the woman I used to want to spend my life with but now I look at her like she is all ill intention, which I'm sure she is.

"Hello, Hexon," I greet her with an annoyed tone.

"I was just texted that you were kissing some random bitch at a bar." She holds her phone up.

"Bullshit!" I turn away from her. Knowing good and damn well that there is no way she got here that fast after I kissed Hecate. It's been like 8 minutes. She was already here looking for me. 

Shit, it would have been quite interesting if she had seen the two of us kissing. Maybe she would have gotten the hint. I never kissed Hexon like that. Never possessed her body like that. Never put my hand around her throat. Never felt so possessive
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