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Prologue

Lavender ‘Lav’ Jones

June, 09

I promised myself things would never be this hectic. That it would be nothin’ but fuckin’, I didn’t do relationships especially with a man who’s been my friend since college.

But here we were.

Zane and I had been fucking for years—touching, tasting, experimenting. No strings attached. Just two best-friends who knew how to please each-other when needed.

But tonight—tonight he pleased me, but the pleasure was BEYOND just a fuckin’ feeling. He had me on high.

Tonight he made love to my body. And I didn’t know the way to handle it.

His sweaty body stretched over mine, pressing me into the mattress. The room smelled of sweat, sex , and his Dior cologne.

His rough hands roamed my curves, one slid down and gripped my thigh, spreading me wider, while the was wrapped around my throat, holding me still as he rocked into me.

I was so wet, so fucking wet for him, I could hear it—the slippery sounds of him thrusting inside me, slow and deep, like he had all the time in the world. Like this wasn’t just some late-night fuck between two best friends who should know better.

His voice was thick, rough, dangerous. “Lav, look at me.”

I tried. I really did. But his strokes were too good, dragging against every spot that made me weak, my body so oiled and open for him that I couldn’t do anything but fall apart beneath him.

I gripped his wrist, nails digging into his skin as I moaned. “Zane…”

“Look at me.” His grip on my throat tightened, just enough to make my breath stutter. Just enough to make my pussy clench around him.

My eyes fluttered open, and what I saw made my stomach twist.

This wasn’t the Zane I was used to. This wasn’t my best friend, the man who laughed with me, protected me, showed up when I needed him.

This was someone else. Someone who wasn’t just taking my body, but something deeper.

And I let him.

His hips rolled into me, each thrust slow and purposeful, like he wanted me to feel every inch of him. Like he was trying to prove something.

Like he was trying to tell me something.

I gasped as he pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in, stretching me in the best way, making my body shudder. “Zane… why are you—”

“Ssh be quiet mama.” His lips ghosted over mine, his breath hot, his voice like gravel.

I did. Fuck, I did.

This wasn’t just sex anymore.

I shouldn’t have let it happen, but it was too late now.

Zane’s hand left my throat and traveled lower, sliding between us, finding the wet, swollen place where I needed him most. His fingers rubbed slow, teasing circles, making my back arch, my thighs shake.

I was already close, my body coiling tight, but he didn’t speed up. He kept his strokes steady, watching me, waiting for me to break.

And I did.

I came with a cry, my body gripping him so hard I felt him curse against my mouth.

But he didn’t stop.

He caught my lips in a slow, deep kiss as he thrust harder, chasing his own release, his body shuddering as he spilled inside me.

We lay there, tangled, breathless.

I should’ve pushed him away. Should’ve reminded him of what this was.

But tonight, we both knew the truth.

This wasn’t just another late-night fuck.

This was something else. Something dangerous. Something real.

And I didn’t know what the hell we were supposed to do now.


I

Lav & Zane
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Ain’t My Nigga Ion Care—I’m Lyin’

Lavender

Lav was good at pretending.

She acted like her phone wasn’t dry. Like she didn’t check it every few hours just to see if he’d cracked first. Like she wasn’t listening to certain songs and thinking about him.

Two weeks.

Fourteen days of silence.

She told herself it was for the best. That she didn’t do relationships, didn’t have time for feelings. Zane wasn’t supposed to be different. But something about the way he touched her, the way he looked at her like he already knew what she was thinking—it was too much.

So she did what she always did.

Pulled back.

Kept her distance.

Blocked out the late-night memories of him between her thighs, the low growl in his voice when he was deep inside her, the way he laughed like she was actually funny.

She focused on work instead, long shifts at the salon, hours spent braiding and twisting, drowning in gossip from clients who had no clue she was fighting her own battles.

“He still ain’t hit you up?” Tasha, her co-worker, leaned against the counter, smacking gum and giving her a knowing look.

Lav didn’t even glance up from the lace wig she was styling. “Ain’t thinkin’ about that man.”

Tasha snorted. “Yeah, aight.”

Lav ignored her.

It wasn’t a lie. If she said it enough, it had to be true, right?

She focused on finishing the install, fingers working on autopilot, but her mind kept drifting. Thinking about him.

Was he missing her too? Or was he out with some new chick, already moving on like she never existed?

The thought annoyed her.

She wasn’t jealous. She just… didn’t like the idea of him forgetting what they had.

Not that it mattered.

Not that she cared.

At least, that’s what she told herself as she collected her money, locked up the salon, and headed home for another night of pretending she was good.
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Ain’t My Bitch Ion Care—I’m Lyin’

Zane

Zane knew what she was doing.

Lav thought ignoring him would make him forget. That she could fall back and he’d do the same.

She had him fucked up.

He wasn’t the type to chase. He didn’t beg, didn’t blow up phones, didn’t play himself over no woman—but she was different.

And she knew it.

Two weeks had passed, but his mind stayed on her. He hadn’t touched another woman. Not because he couldn’t—he just didn’t want to.

Lav was a bad habit, the kind that lingered under your skin, made you crave what you swore you didn’t need.

And she had the nerve to act like he didn’t exist.

He saw her today, passing by the shop on his way to the store. She was outside, looking fine as hell in some gray leggings and a cropped hoodie, her hair tied up in a messy bun. She was laughing at something her co-worker said, like she wasn’t out here dodging him.

Zane had slowed down, watching her from across the street, hands stuffed in his pockets. Waiting.

But she never looked his way.

Didn’t even glance around like she could feel him near.

That shit irritated him.

He wasn’t used to being ignored. Especially not by her.

So he made up his mind right then and there.

This game she was playing?

It was over.
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Take You Down—

Omniscient

The club was packed, the bass rattling the walls, neon lights flickering against the sweaty bodies grinding on the dance floor. Lav knew she looked good tonight—waist snatched, ass sitting right, her mocha skin glowing under the club lights. She had on a skintight black mini dress, straps barely holding up her curves, paired with fresh white-and-blue Jordans. Her long, honey-blonde hair flowed down her back, edges laid to perfection.

And she wasn’t here alone.

She walked in with Rico, a dude she’d been entertaining for the past week. He was tall, dark, and built just right, chains glistening under the flashing lights, his fitted cap tilted low over his sharp eyes. He was saying something in her ear, his arm lazily draped around her waist, but Lav wasn’t listening.

Because he was here.

Zane.

She felt him before she even saw him, like the heat of a flame licking at her skin. And when her eyes finally landed on him across the room, her whole body tensed.

Damn.

He sat in the VIP section, legs spread wide like he owned the damn club. Black jersey hanging off his broad shoulders, a thick Cuban link around his neck, fresh black-and-gold Jordans on his feet. He wasn’t alone, either. A chick was curled up next to him, laughing a little too hard at whatever he was saying. She was pretty—too pretty—long red nails dragging over his chest, her body leaning into his like she belonged there.

Lav’s stomach twisted, but she didn’t let it show. Instead, she forced a smirk, leaning closer into Rico’s touch, letting him whisper some bullshit in her ear as she stole another look at Zane.

And he was already watching her.

His dark eyes dragged up her body slow and deliberate, like he was memorizing every inch of her. He didn’t smile. Didn’t nod. Didn’t react. Just held her in his gaze for a moment too long before turning back to the chick beside him.

Lav sucked her teeth and looked away. Two could play that game.

The night dragged on, filled with cheap liquor and mindless conversation. Rico was cool, but he wasn’t Zane. His touch didn’t set her skin on fire, his voice didn’t send chills down her spine. He wasn’t the one she was thinking about when she crossed her legs and felt the heat pooling between her thighs.

She and Zane didn’t speak. Not once.

But they kept looking.

Stealing glances. Holding stares. Ignoring the people they came with.

It was toxic. It was childish. It was them.

By the time Lav left the club, she was on edge. The night air was thick, but she barely felt it as she told Rico she was tired, brushing off his attempts to come inside. She didn’t want him. Never did.

She wanted the man she’d been ignoring for two weeks.

And as soon as she stepped up to her apartment door, she knew she wasn’t alone.

Zane was there.

Leaning against her doorframe, arms crossed over his chest, jaw clenched, eyes dark as sin.

The sight of him sent a rush of heat straight between her thighs, but she played it cool, rolling her eyes as she walked up.

“What the fuck you doin’ here, Zane?” she muttered, digging in her bag for her keys.

Zane scoffed. “Oh, so now you talkin’? Thought you ain’t have no words for me.”

Lav exhaled sharply. “Man, I ain’t got time for this.”

She pushed past him, but before she could slide the key into the lock, he grabbed her wrist.

Her breath hitched. His grip was firm, fingers pressing into her skin, but not enough to hurt. Just enough to let her know he wasn’t playing.

“Oh, you got time,” he said, voice low. “You had time to be hugged up on that nigga in the club, right?”

Lav snatched her hand back, lips curling. “Boy, please. You was laid up with that bitch too, so what the fuck we even talkin’ about?”

Zane’s jaw ticked, his patience wearing thin. “Don’t do that shit.”

“Do what?”

“Act like this ain’t what it is.”

Silence stretched between them. Tension so thick she could taste it.

Then, before she could think, before she could breathe, Zane was on her.

His hand wrapped around her throat, backing her up against the door, his grip just tight enough to make her gasp. His body was heat, his scent was temptation—musk, cologne, and something uniquely him.

“You piss me off,” he muttered, voice a rough growl against her lips.

Lav swallowed, heart slamming against her ribs. “Good.”

A wicked smirk flickered across his face before he kissed her.

Hard.

His lips crashed into hers, tongue claiming her mouth like he owned it. Lav moaned against him, fingers digging into his jersey, pulling him closer.

She shouldn’t have wanted this. Should’ve fought it. But she was tired of pretending.

She needed him.

Zane lifted her off her feet like she weighed nothing, kicking the door open and carrying her inside. The second they were in, he slammed it shut with his foot and pinned her against it.

His hands were everywhere—gripping her thighs, squeezing her ass, sliding up her dress.

Lav tilted her head back, gasping as his lips trailed down her neck, teeth grazing her skin.

“I hate you,” she whispered, nails scraping down his arms.

Zane chuckled darkly. “Keep on lyin’.”

She didn’t.

Not when he was ripping her panties off like they offended him. Not when he was sliding his fingers between her thighs, feeling how wet she was for him.

“Damn,” he muttered, voice thick with need. “Been ignoring me but still drippin’ for me?”

Lav bit her lip, refusing to give him the satisfaction of an answer. But the way her body reacted said it all.

Zane smirked, gripping her chin, forcing her to look at him.

“Say it,” he demanded.

Lav exhaled sharply. “I want you.”

That was all he needed.

Zane spun her around, pressing her against the door, hands gripping her waist as he yanked her dress up.

And when he slid inside her, slow and deep, she damn near lost her mind.

The air was thick with heat, moans and curses mixing with the sound of skin on skin.

Zane wasn’t gentle.

He wasn’t soft.

He was punishing.

And Lav took it all.

Hands pressed against the door, back arching, toes curling, body shaking.

Her head fell forward, lips parting as Zane grunted behind her, gripping her hips harder, pulling her back onto him.

“Look at you,” he murmured, breath hot against her ear. “Still tryna act like I ain’t the only nigga that can have you like this.”

She didn’t respond. She couldn’t.

She just felt.

And when she finally came apart, trembling against him, Zane wasn’t far behind, his body going tense as he groaned her name like a prayer.

For a moment, neither of them moved.

Just heavy breathing, sweat-slicked skin, and the undeniable fact that this wasn’t the end.
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Good Shit Neva Last

The room was thick with heat, their bodies still tangled as they caught their breath. Lav was the first to move, sliding off of him and adjusting her dress, trying to ignore the way her legs still shook.

Zane leaned against the door, watching her with dark, hooded eyes. He was still breathing hard, but there was something else in his gaze now—something unreadable.

“Damn,” he muttered, raking a hand through his short curls. “Every time.”

Lav smirked, but she didn’t look at him. Instead, she walked to the kitchen, grabbing a bottle of water and twisting off the cap. She took a long sip, ignoring the weight of his stare.

“You good?” Zane’s voice was lower now, almost hesitant.

Lav turned to him, raising an eyebrow. “I’m fine. Why wouldn’t I be?”

He studied her for a moment before shaking his head. “Never mind.”

Silence stretched between them. The tension was different now—heavier, more uncertain. Lav didn’t like it.

“You leaving or what?” she asked, crossing her arms.

Zane’s jaw ticked. “That what you want? For me to leave?”

She shrugged, playing it cool. “I mean, you got what you came for, right?”

His expression darkened. “You act like that’s all this is.”

Lav scoffed, rolling her eyes. “Ain’t it?”

Zane stepped closer, his presence suffocating. “You really think that?”

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

Because the truth was, she didn’t know what this was. She just knew that whenever he was around, her body betrayed her. Her heart betrayed her.

Zane exhaled sharply, rubbing a hand down his face. “You play too many games, Lav.”

She huffed out a bitter laugh. “Oh, I play games? That’s rich, coming from you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means,” she said, voice sharper now, “you only show up when it’s convenient for you. When you want to get your little fix. Then you go back to whatever chick you got lined up next.”

Zane’s nostrils flared. “Man, don’t do that.”

“Do what?” she shot back. “Tell the truth?”

Zane took another step, now toe-to-toe with her. “You think I don’t care about you?”

Lav’s stomach twisted, but she kept her face blank. “I think you care just enough to keep me around, but not enough to stay.”

His eyes darkened, and for a second, she thought he might deny it. Might tell her she was wrong.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he let out a low curse and turned away, pacing the room like he was trying to hold himself together.

“I can’t do this shit,” he muttered.

Lav’s heart clenched, but she forced herself to laugh. “Then don’t. Nobody asked you to.”

Zane’s head snapped up, his glare cutting through her. “That’s how you want it?”

She lifted her chin, daring him to challenge her. “It’s how it’s always been, Zane. You come and go as you please. I’m just making it easier for you.”

He stared at her for a long moment, something unreadable flashing across his face. Then, without another word, he grabbed his keys and headed for the door.

Lav’s throat tightened, but she didn’t stop him.

Didn’t call his name.

Didn’t beg him to stay.

The door slammed shut behind him, leaving her alone in the quiet.

And for the first time that night, she let herself feel it.

The ache in her chest.

The sting of what they could never be.

Because no matter how good they were beneath the sheets, they would always be toxic.

And toxic never lasted.


II

A Whole Year?
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Who The Fuck Is Lav Nigga?

Zane

The room was dimly lit, the soft glow from the city skyline casting long shadows across the walls. The air was thick with the scent of sex and expensive perfume, the sheets tangled from the mess he and Tiana had just made. She was still straddling him, her nails digging into his chest, her breath hot against his skin.

But Zane wasn’t here. Not really.

He was somewhere else.

With someone else.

His hands were gripping Tiana’s waist, but in his mind, it was a different curve he was holding. The woman riding him wasn’t the one he wanted—it wasn’t her mocha skin he was craving, not her lips he was tasting, not her name that should’ve been falling from his mouth.

But it did.

“Lav…”

The second it slipped, he knew he fucked up.

Tiana froze. The heat between them vanished, replaced by something sharp, something cold.

“The fuck you just say?” she asked, her voice deadly quiet.

Zane clenched his jaw, trying to play it off. “Nothin’. You trippin’.”

Tiana’s eyes narrowed. “Nah. I know what the fuck I heard.”

She climbed off him, snatching the sheets around her body as she stood beside the bed. Her breathing was ragged, her chest rising and falling like she was trying to contain her rage.

“Lav?” she repeated, tasting the name on her tongue like it was poison. “Who the hell is Lav?”

Zane exhaled, rubbing a hand down his face. “It’s nothin’, Tiana. Just a mistake.”

“Oh, a mistake?” She let out a bitter laugh. “Nigga, you just said another bitch’s name while I was on top of you. That ain’t no damn mistake.”

Zane didn’t respond. What could he say?

Tiana shook her head, her face twisted with disgust. “You know what? Fuck you.”

She grabbed her clothes off the floor, slipping into them with quick, angry movements. Zane watched, but he didn’t try to stop her. What was the point?

She wasn’t the one he wanted.

She never had been.

Tiana finished getting dressed, snatching up her purse before turning to face him one last time. “Whoever she is? Call her next time.”

Then she was gone.

The door slammed behind her, leaving him in the silence.

Zane let out a low curse, running a hand over his head. His whole body was tense, his mind restless. He leaned back against the headboard, staring at the ceiling like it had answers.

A year.

It had been almost a damn year since he last spoke to Lav. Since that night in her apartment when he walked out, thinking it was the best thing for both of them.

Thinking she’d come back.

She never did.

He had spent months pretending it didn’t matter. Surrounding himself with women, distractions, money, anything to keep from thinking about her. But nothing worked.

Nobody felt like her.

Nobody got under his skin like she did.

And it was starting to piss him off.

With a deep sigh, he reached over to his nightstand, grabbing his phone. His fingers hovered over her name in his contacts, the temptation gnawing at him.

Call her.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he did the next thing—the toxic thing.

He opened Instagram.

His stomach tightened as he typed her name into the search bar, and when her profile popped up, his thumb hesitated before tapping on it.

Her page loaded.

The first thing he saw was her.

Lavender.

Still fine as hell.

Still glowing.

Still her.

She was smiling in the latest photo, her honey-blonde hair falling in loose curls around her face, brown skin flawless under the sunlight. But it wasn’t just her that caught his attention.

It was the man beside her.

Some tall, dark-skinned nigga with his arm wrapped around her waist like he owned her.

Zane’s jaw locked. His grip on the phone tightened.

The caption?

Soft with him. 🤍

Zane stared at the words, something ugly clawing at his chest.

Soft?

That was what she was now? Soft? With another nigga?

He swiped through the pictures, his breathing slow and measured. There were more of them together—out at a restaurant, at some beach, her laughing while he kissed her cheek.

Zane could practically hear her laugh. Could see the way her eyes crinkled when she was really happy.

And that shit burned.

He exited the app, tossing his phone onto the bed before rubbing his hands over his face.

He shouldn’t care.

She had moved on.

So why the fuck couldn’t he?

Zane exhaled sharply, shaking his head.

Maybe it was time he found out if she was really as happy as she looked.

Or if she was just playing the same game he was.

Because if she thought this was over—

She was dead wrong.
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Who The Fuck Is Lav Nigga?—Extended

Zane

The air inside Zane’s apartment was thick with the scent of weed and the low hum of a trap beat playing from the speaker on the counter. Cards slapped against the wooden table in front of him, followed by the rough laughter of his boys, Dee and Willo, but his mind wasn’t really in the game.

It was on her.

Again.

Zane exhaled slowly, tapping his blunt against the ashtray before leaning back in his seat. His phone sat facedown beside him, but the urge to pick it up was damn near unbearable. Every few minutes, his fingers twitched toward it, like some part of him needed to check—needed to see if she posted anything new.

It had been three days since he last checked her Instagram, and he swore he was gonna leave that shit alone. Let her go. But now, sitting here, he could feel that familiar pull. That sick need to see what she was doing, who she was doing it with.

Because it wasn’t him.

And that shit still didn’t sit right.

“Yo, Z, you playin’ or what?” Dee’s voice broke through his thoughts.

Zane blinked, dragging himself back to reality. He glanced down at his cards, realizing he had been holding the same damn hand for five minutes.

“Yeah, nigga, damn,” he muttered, throwing down a card.

Willo chuckled, shaking his head as he took a long pull from the blunt. “You ain’t here, bro. What’s up?”

“Nothin’.”

Dee smirked, leaning back in his chair. “Nah, it’s somethin’. Nigga, you been in your head all night. You got that ‘bout-to-do-some-dumb-shit’ look.”

Zane just shook his head, reaching for his drink. “Y’all niggas talk too much.”

Dee and Willo shared a look before Dee smirked. “It’s about ol’ girl, huh? Lav?”

Zane’s jaw tightened. “Nah.”

“Lyin’ ass.”

Willo chuckled, shaking his head as he flicked ash onto the tray. “Nigga, we been friends too long. We know when you on some bullshit.”

Zane didn’t respond.

He just picked up his phone, ignoring the way Dee and Willo both started laughing.

“Here he go,” Willo muttered. “Ain’t even two minutes and he checkin’ her shit.”

Zane ignored them as he unlocked his phone.

Opened Instagram.

Typed her name in the search bar like he hadn’t done it a hundred times before.

Her page loaded.

And there she was.

Looking fine as ever, skin glowing, lips curved into that soft smile that used to be just for him.

But it wasn’t just her.

It was him again.

The nigga she was with.

The one who had his arm around her waist, who had his lips pressed against her cheek in a way that made Zane’s blood run hot.

Dee peeked over his shoulder and whistled. “Damn, she look happy as hell.”

Zane locked his phone and put it facedown again. “Man, shut the fuck up.”

Dee laughed, passing the blunt to Willo. “Nah, for real. You gon’ act like that shit ain’t eatin’ you up?”

Zane exhaled through his nose. “Ain’t shit to eat me up.”

Willo snorted. “Yeah, aight. So what happened with that new chick? The one you been messin’ with?”

Zane was silent for a second before he shook his head. “That’s done.”

“Damn, already?” Dee smirked. “You fumbled her too?”

Zane shot him a look, making Dee hold his hands up in defense. “I’m just sayin’. You got a bad habit of lettin’ good ones slip.”

Zane didn’t respond to that. Because he already knew.

He knew he fucked up with Lav.

Knew he let her go when he shouldn’t have.

Knew he was out here tryna replace something that couldn’t be replaced.

And now she was out here glowing with a whole new nigga, living her best life while he was stuck in the past, unable to move the fuck on.

Dee leaned forward, resting his elbows on the table. “Look, man. I know you ain’t tryna hear this, but… you gotta let that shit go.”

Zane scoffed, shaking his head.

Willo nodded. “For real. You wastin’ time, stressin’ over a girl that ain’t even thinkin’ about you no more.”

That shit stung.

Because deep down, Zane knew it was true.

Lavender wasn’t waiting for him. She wasn’t sitting around, checking his page, wondering what the fuck he was doing.

She was happy.

With someone else.

And that shit made him sick.

Zane took another hit, letting the smoke sit in his lungs before he exhaled. “I hear y’all.”

Dee smirked. “No you don’t.”

Willo chuckled. “Yeah, you gon’ be right back on her page by midnight.”

Zane didn’t argue.

Because they weren’t wrong.

And that was the real problem.
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I’m happy #af…I think

Lavender

The restaurant was dimly lit, the flickering candle between them casting a soft glow against the wine glasses. Soft jazz played in the background, the kind of music that was supposed to set the mood, make the night feel perfect. And by all accounts, it should have been.

But Lavender wasn’t sure she felt it.

She smiled across the table at Malcolm, her boyfriend of almost eight months. He was the kind of man women should want—handsome, stable, well-dressed, with a confidence that wasn’t loud but still demanded attention.

And he adored her.

Everything about Malcolm screamed safe.

Predictable.

Steady.

And yet, something was missing.

“You’re quiet tonight,” Malcolm said, reaching across the table to take her hand. His thumb brushed over her skin, warm and gentle. “Everything okay?”

Lavender forced another smile. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

He studied her for a moment, brown eyes searching hers before nodding slowly. “Alright. You know you can talk to me, right?”

“I know,” she said softly.

And she did.

Malcolm was good to her. He was patient when she got distant, understanding when she didn’t have the words to explain what she was feeling.

But that was the problem.

She didn’t feel anything. Not the way she used to.

Not the way she did with him.

She shook the thought away as the waiter returned with their food, placing Malcolm’s steak and her pasta in front of them. She tried to focus on the moment, on Malcolm, on the life she had built without Zane.

She had moved on.

She was happy.

Wasn’t she?

Malcolm started talking about work, something about an upcoming project he was leading. Lavender listened, nodding in the right places, but her mind was elsewhere.

She hated this. Hated that after all this time, Zane still had a hold on her.

She hadn’t spoken to him in nearly a year. Hadn’t checked his page in months. But every now and then, out of nowhere, he’d creep into her mind, leaving her breathless and frustrated.

She wondered if he ever thought about her.

If he missed her.

If he ever regretted how things ended.

She felt Malcolm’s eyes on her again.

“You sure you’re okay?” he asked.

Lavender nodded, twirling pasta around her fork. “Yeah. Just tired.”

Malcolm reached for his wine glass, watching her over the rim as he took a sip. “Tired of what?”

Lavender hesitated.

Of pretending.

Of trying to force feelings that weren’t there.

Of acting like her heart wasn’t still tangled up in someone else.

She gave him a small smile. “Just a long day.”

Malcolm didn’t look convinced, but he let it go.

For now.

And Lavender tried not to wonder how long she could keep pretending before the truth caught up with her.

Later That Night

The ride home was quiet.

Malcolm had noticed the shift in her mood, but he didn’t push. He drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her thigh, rubbing slow, lazy circles. It was comforting. Familiar.

But it didn’t set her skin on fire.

It didn’t send that rush through her veins the way Zane used to.

Lavender exhaled softly, resting her head against the window. The city lights blurred as they sped past, her thoughts tangled in memories she had no business thinking about.

By the time they pulled up to her apartment, she felt drained. Emotionally. Mentally.

Physically.

Malcolm parked, turning the car off before looking at her. “You sure you’re okay?”

Lavender forced another smile. “Yeah.”

She leaned over, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. It was warm. Sweet.

But it wasn’t enough.

Malcolm smirked, hand sliding up her thigh. “Let’s take this inside then.”

Lavender hesitated, pulse skipping.

She knew what he wanted.

Knew what was supposed to happen next.

And she wanted to want it.

Wanted to feel something.

But as soon as Malcolm pressed his lips to her neck, as soon as his hands gripped her waist, the only thing she could think about was him.

The way Zane used to touch her. The roughness of his hands. The way he’d pin her against the wall like he needed her just as much as she needed him.

Malcolm wasn’t Zane.

And no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t make him be.

Lavender pulled back slightly, pressing a hand against Malcolm’s chest. “Not tonight.”

Malcolm paused, brow furrowing. “You sure?”

She nodded, looking away. “I’m just… I’m tired.”

There was a beat of silence before Malcolm exhaled, nodding. “Alright.”

He didn’t argue. Didn’t push.

Just kissed her forehead and walked her to the door.

And Lavender tried not to feel guilty.

She should have been asleep.

She should have let the night end, let her thoughts rest, let the past stay in the past.

But she couldn’t.

She lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, heart pounding.

Her phone sat on the nightstand, screen glowing in the darkness.

She reached for it before she could stop herself, unlocking it with shaky fingers.

She told herself she was just going to check her messages.

But her fingers had other plans.

Before she knew it, she was on Instagram, scrolling. Searching.

And when she found him, her breath hitched.

Zane.

It had been months since she last looked. Since she last let herself wonder what he was up to.

But there he was.

Fresh haircut. Thick Cuban links around his neck. A blunt between his fingers, lips slightly parted like he had just taken a hit.

And he wasn’t alone.

A girl was in the background, blurry but close enough that it made her stomach twist.

Lavender clenched her jaw, locking her phone and throwing it onto the bed beside her.

She had no right to be mad. No reason to feel anything at all.

She had a man.

She was happy.

But as she lay there, staring into the darkness, she realized the truth she had been running from all this time.

She might have moved on.

But her heart never did.
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I ain’t happy asf #Iknow

Lavender

Lavender stepped into the club, the pulsing bass of the music thumping through the soles of her heels, setting her heart to a rapid rhythm. The lights were dim, flashing neon colors that cast shadows over everything—over the dancers on the stage, the men in suits, and the women in skimpy dresses trying to make their way through the crowded room. It smelled of sweat, perfume, and cheap liquor.

She barely noticed any of it as she walked toward the bar, her friends already lost in the sea of bodies on the dance floor. They’d dragged her out tonight, against her will, but Lavender wasn’t in the mood for any of this. She had been drowning in her own thoughts for weeks, trying to escape the memories that haunted her. And she had thought the music would help—the loud thumping beats, the lights that could blind you if you stared too long. Anything to forget.

But the moment she stepped inside, she saw him.

Zane.

He stood near the bar, leaning against the counter, talking to someone she didn’t recognize. His dark eyes locked with hers across the room, and everything else seemed to fade into the background. She could feel the pull of his gaze—intense, heavy, like he had never left, like nothing had changed.

Her breath caught in her throat, and for a moment, she thought about turning and walking out. But her feet were rooted to the floor. She was stuck, frozen in place, staring at the man who had once meant everything to her.

Zane was no longer the boy she had fallen for. The years had changed him, had hardened him in ways she couldn’t quite understand. But still, that magnetic pull between them remained, undeniable.

“Lavender?” A voice broke her out of her trance, and she turned to see one of her girls, Ruby, pulling her into the crowd.

Lavender tried to smile, but it didn’t feel right. She was still caught in the moment, still watching Zane, who was now moving toward her with that same confidence that had once made her fall so easily. She could hear his footsteps as he closed the distance, his presence consuming the space around her.

“You good?” Ruby asked, looking at Lavender with concern.

“Yeah,” Lavender lied, her eyes darting to Zane. She could feel the heat of his stare on her skin, even from a distance. Her heart started to race. “I just need a minute.”

She quickly excused herself, making her way toward the bathroom, her steps fast but controlled. She needed to think, to clear her head. But the moment she stepped inside the bathroom, she wasn’t alone. Zane was there, leaning casually against the sink, as though he had been waiting for her.

The door clicked shut behind her, and suddenly the noise from the club seemed miles away. It was just the two of them now, the air thick with tension. Lavender’s pulse quickened as she stared at him, unsure of what to say, how to act.

“I miss you, mama,” Zane said, his voice low and full of something she couldn’t quite place. Maybe it was regret. Maybe it was longing. But whatever it was, it made her stomach flip.

Lavender stood frozen, her breath shallow. She had tried to bury the feelings she had for him, tried to move on, but standing here now, hearing those words, it all came rushing back. The memories of them—of their time together—flashed before her eyes.

“I missed you too,” she whispered, before she could stop herself.

The words hung between them, heavy and unspoken. Zane’s expression softened for just a moment, before he took a step toward her. She didn’t move, couldn’t. His hand reached out, resting on her waist, pulling her closer as if he couldn’t help himself. And just like that, it was as if nothing had changed.

He lifted her, sitting her on the edge of the sink, his touch firm, but gentle. His lips found hers before she could protest, his kiss familiar, deep. The hunger in it was raw, unrestrained, like he had been waiting for this moment for a long time. Lavender’s body responded before her mind could catch up, her hands reaching for his shirt, fingers tugging at the fabric, pulling him closer.

Everything she had tried to bury inside herself—the longing, the hurt, the love—came rushing back to the surface. She wanted this, wanted him, but at the same time, she knew she couldn’t. She had to stop it, before it went too far.

But Zane didn’t seem to hear her thoughts. His hands slid up her back, his lips trailing down her neck, soft and insistent. His touch ignited something inside her, and for a moment, it felt like they were the only two people in the world.

It was too much.

“No,” she gasped, her breath shaky as she pushed him away. “I can’t do this, Zane.”

He froze, his eyes searching hers, like he didn’t understand. But he didn’t pull away completely. His forehead rested against hers, and his hands stayed at her sides, firm but gentle. There was a look in his eyes that made her heart ache.

“I can’t,” she repeated, her voice trembling. She slid off the sink, putting distance between them. Her body felt like it was on fire, but her mind was screaming at her to stop. “This isn’t right.”

Zane stood there, his chest rising and falling with each breath. He didn’t speak for a long moment, just stared at her like he was trying to figure out what had changed, what had happened to the woman he used to know. The woman who would have never pushed him away.

“I get it,” he said, his voice rough, his eyes still locked on hers.

She didn’t know how to respond to that. She couldn’t think straight, not with him standing so close, looking at her like she was the only thing in the world that mattered. She had to get away, had to clear her head.

With one last lingering look, Zane turned and walked out of the bathroom, leaving her standing there, breathless and conflicted.

Lavender’s knees wobbled as she walked to the sink, staring at her reflection. The woman staring back at her looked like someone she barely recognized. The guilt, the desire, the longing—they all tangled together, making her dizzy. She didn’t know who she was anymore. Didn’t know if she was strong enough to let go of Zane, or if she was fooling herself by thinking she ever could.

The club felt different now, like everything was out of focus. She didn’t feel the music or the lights anymore. She felt empty. Cold.

She walked out of the bathroom, trying to find her friends, trying to regain some sense of normalcy. But as she scanned the crowd, her eyes kept drifting back to the spot where Zane had been. He was gone now, lost in the crowd.

Lavender pushed through the sea of people, trying to focus on the noise around her. But it was too much. The lights, the music, the people—they all blurred together.

She didn’t want to be here.

Before she could even think about it, she found herself standing outside in the cool night air. Her phone buzzed in her pocket, and she pulled it out to see a text from Malcolm, asking when she would be home.

It took a moment before she could bring herself to respond.

“I’m on my way,” she typed, pressing the keys with trembling fingers.

The drive home was a blur. The streets seemed darker than usual, the silence in the car deafening. Lavender’s thoughts were consumed by Zane, by what they had shared in the bathroom, by the way his lips had felt against hers. But she also knew it wasn’t enough to undo everything that had happened between them.

When she got home, she stood in front of the door for a moment, staring at the dimly lit hallway inside. Her thoughts were still a mess, her body still on edge from the encounter.

She needed peace. She needed to forget.

But she couldn’t.

Lavender stepped inside, her heart heavy with the weight of everything she couldn’t escape. And as she closed the door behind her, she knew the night wasn’t over—not for her.

Lavender barely noticed the drive back home. The city lights blurred by the tears threatening to spill, the hum of the engine soothing her in a way she didn’t fully understand. All she could think about was Zane. His touch, his words, his kiss—everything that had felt so right and yet so wrong at the same time. It had been too much, and yet not enough.

She pulled into the driveway, the headlights flashing across the yard before she turned off the engine. She sat in the car for a moment, gathering her thoughts. The air was thick with the weight of what had just happened. She had pushed Zane away. But was that the right choice? Was it what she really wanted?

But then, there was Malcolm.

She had always known he was there for her. He was kind, supportive, everything she needed, but in this moment, he felt like a stranger. Something about tonight, about the memories of Zane, had shifted something in her. She wasn’t sure what it was, but she felt different.

Her phone buzzed again. Another message from Malcolm.

“Where you at, baby? I’m waiting for you.”

She sighed, rubbing her forehead, before texting back.

“On my way in now.”

When she opened the door, the familiar scent of Malcolm’s cologne filled the air, but it didn’t feel comforting the way it usually did. He was on the couch, sitting with a bottle of wine, already dressed for bed in his sweatpants and a loose T-shirt.

“Hey, beautiful,” he greeted her with a smile, his eyes lighting up when she walked in. He set the wine down and reached out to her.

“Hey,” she said, her voice flat. She tried to smile, but it felt forced. Her mind was still tangled in the events of the night—Zane’s kiss, the look in his eyes when she’d pushed him away. She couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Malcolm stood up and pulled her into a tight embrace, kissing her forehead. “I missed you tonight. You good?”

Lavender nodded, though her thoughts were far from it. “Yeah, I’m good.”

He pulled back slightly to look at her. “You sure? You seem off.”

“I’m just tired,” she lied, because the truth felt like too much to explain. How could she tell him what had happened? How could she explain the pull she still felt toward Zane?

Malcolm studied her for a moment, then gave a soft smile, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Well, how about we forget everything else for tonight? Let’s just be together.”

Lavender didn’t know what to say. She wanted to feel something, wanted to feel close to him, but the moment she met his eyes, it was like the memories of Zane came flooding back. The way Zane had held her, kissed her, how he made her feel alive—something she hadn’t felt in a long time. She didn’t want to hurt Malcolm, but it wasn’t the same. It wasn’t the way it had been with Zane.

Malcolm led her to the bedroom, where the soft lighting and cool sheets should have made her feel at ease. But as soon as they were alone, she couldn’t shake the sense of disconnect. He kissed her, his lips soft, but there was no heat, no spark. She tried to match his energy, but her mind kept drifting back to Zane.

Malcolm’s hands began to roam her body, gentle and slow, but every touch, every kiss, felt hollow. It felt like she was going through the motions. Her body responded on instinct, but her heart wasn’t in it. She could almost feel Zane’s presence lingering in the air, as if he was still with her, still burning in her veins.

Malcolm pulled her closer, kissing her deeper now, but Lavender couldn’t go any further. She couldn’t do it. She pushed him away gently, her chest tightening. She tried to breathe through the discomfort, but her mind was still filled with the memory of Zane’s touch.

“Malcolm… I can’t,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

He pulled back slightly, a confused expression on his face. “What? What do you mean, you can’t?”

“I don’t know,” she said, sitting up. Her hand ran through her hair, her heart racing. “I’m just… not there, you know?”

Malcolm sat up beside her, his expression softening. “Is something wrong? Did I do something? If it’s about tonight, you know you can talk to me, right?”

Lavender looked at him, feeling the weight of the guilt pressing down on her chest. “It’s not you, Malcolm. It’s me. I’m just… not in the right headspace. I can’t do this.”

He reached out to touch her arm, his hand warm and comforting. “Baby, you know I’d never hurt you. But whatever it is, we’ll get through it together.”

But it wasn’t something they could get through together. Not like this. She had never felt so disconnected from him before, so distant, and she knew deep down it wasn’t fair to him. She had to face the truth: the feelings she had for Zane were still there, lurking beneath the surface, and no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t let go of them.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, tears threatening to spill. “I’m just not ready.”

Malcolm pulled her into his arms, holding her tight. “It’s okay. You don’t have to explain everything right now. But you know you can talk to me whenever you’re ready.”

But Lavender wasn’t sure she ever would be ready. She wasn’t sure if she could ever stop thinking about Zane, about the fire he had ignited inside of her.

She lay in Malcolm’s arms, pretending to sleep, but the truth was, she couldn’t stop thinking about Zane. His touch. His kiss. The pull he had on her. And the guilt that weighed heavy on her chest.

How could she move on when a part of her still belonged to him?

She closed her eyes, willing the thoughts of Zane to leave her mind, but it was no use.

Tonight, it wasn’t Malcolm’s love she craved.

It was Zane’s.


III

Come Back To Me Or Sum
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If You want something let it go, if it comes back to you its yours

Zane

Zane sat at the kitchen table, the cards in his hand moving like a blur. His mind wasn’t in the game, though. It hadn’t been for the past week. His thoughts were occupied with one thing—and one thing only—Lavender. The woman had a grip on him that he couldn’t shake, no matter how hard he tried. He’d spent the entire week trying to move on, but every time he closed his eyes, he saw her face. Her smile. The way she kissed him. The way she shut him out. It was messing with his head.

His homies, Dee and Willo, sat across from him, neither one bothering to call him out on his lack of focus. They’d known him long enough to recognize when he was in his head, and right now, that’s exactly where he was.

“Yo, Zane, you good?” Dee asked, raising an eyebrow. He was the quieter one of the group, but when he spoke, it was always direct, always sharp. His tone was calm but laced with concern, a contrast to Willo, who was bouncing in his seat, always hyped, always ready for some action.

Zane glanced down at his hand, but the cards seemed like they were moving in slow motion. He didn’t even know what he was holding anymore. “Yeah, man. I’m straight.”

“You’ve been sayin’ that for a week,” Willo said, leaning back in his chair and tossing a card down. “You ain’t been straight since last Sunday, and you know it.”

Zane gave a half-hearted chuckle and shuffled his cards in his hands, not really looking at them. “I just got a lot on my mind. I’m good.”

“Look, you gotta stop frontin’,” Dee said, sitting up in his chair and staring him down. “We know you, Zane. You ain’t been yourself. What’s really going on?”

Zane sighed, leaning back in his seat and rubbing his forehead. He didn’t want to talk about it. He didn’t want to admit that the reason he hadn’t been able to focus on anything for the last week was because of one damn woman. But there it was. Lavender had gotten under his skin in a way no one else had, and now that she was gone, he didn’t know how to move forward.

“I fucked up, man,” Zane muttered, his voice low. “I pushed her away. I shouldn’t have let her go. She asked me to leave, and I did. But I can’t get her outta my head. Every time I try, I keep seeing her face.”

Dee and Willo exchanged glances, both of them quiet for a moment. Dee was the first to speak, his voice steady but serious.

“Sometimes, man, you gotta know when to walk away,” Dee said. “She told you to get out, Zane. You can’t force someone to want you.”

Zane looked up at Dee, his jaw tightening. “I don’t want to walk away. I don’t think you understand. It’s not like that. It’s—she’s different.”

“Bro, trust me,” Dee said, holding his hands up in surrender. “I get it. I ain’t sayin’ she ain’t special or nothin’. But you gotta realize, if she told you to leave, that’s her decision. You can’t be chasin’ after her like some damn fool.”

Zane shook his head, frustration building inside him. “I don’t know how to just let it go. It ain’t like any other woman I’ve been with. It feels different with her.”

Willo leaned forward now, his expression serious, though his usual joking tone was gone. He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Zane, look. I’mma be real with you. You’re over here trippin’ about a woman who put you out, and you’re actin’ like you don’t know what to do. Man, if you really want her, then go after her.”

Zane stared at Willo, his eyes narrowing. “What you mean, ‘go after her?’”

“I mean, go get her,” Willo said, his voice firm. “If she means that much to you, don’t just sit here all week sulking. You already know what you gotta do. Show her you ain’t playin’ around. One last time, Zane. Go for it. Don’t just let her walk out of your life.”

Zane looked at his two homies, his mind a whirlwind of thoughts. Dee had a point—he could just walk away, forget about her, move on like it never happened. But something about Lavender—something about the way she looked at him, the way she kissed him—made it feel impossible to just walk away. She wasn’t like the others. There was a pull between them, something deeper. He wasn’t ready to let it go.

But Willo’s words echoed in his head, louder than Dee’s caution. “Go get her.”

Zane leaned back in his chair, staring at the ceiling. He didn’t know if it was the right move. Hell, he didn’t even know if she still wanted him. But if he didn’t try, he’d regret it forever.

“I don’t know, man,” Zane said quietly, rubbing his neck. “What if she doesn’t want me?”

“Bro,” Willo said, leaning in, “you ain’t gonna know unless you try. You sit here feelin’ sorry for yourself, and you ain’t gettin’ nowhere. You want her? Then go get her.”

Zane sighed, looking down at the cards on the table. He wasn’t one to back down from a challenge, and this—Lavender—was the biggest challenge he’d ever faced. But the more he thought about it, the more he realized that he wasn’t gonna let this go. He wasn’t gonna just sit around and let her walk out of his life without doing everything he could to fight for it.

“Alright,” Zane said, his voice firmer now. “I’ll go after her.”

Dee raised an eyebrow. “You sure about that?”

Zane nodded, locking eyes with Dee. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

Willo slapped him on the back, grinning. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about. Go get your girl, Zane.”

Zane stood up, his mind made up. He wasn’t gonna waste another day feeling like shit over Lavender. He was gonna make things right, one way or another. He wasn’t gonna let her slip away without a fight.

As he walked toward the door, he glanced back at Dee and Willo, who were both watching him with encouraging looks.

“I’ll handle this,” Zane said. “Thanks for the advice, y’all.”

“Just don’t fuck it up,” Willo called out with a smirk.

Zane chuckled. “I got this.”

He left the house with purpose, his mind already on Lavender. Tonight was gonna be different. Tonight, he was gonna do whatever it took to make her see that they were meant to be togetha.
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Go Get Your Man Sis

Lavender

Lavender sat on the edge of her bed, her phone pressed to her ear, a knot in her stomach that she couldn’t shake. The conversation had been painful, but necessary. She had to do it—break things off with Malcom. She felt terrible, knowing he truly cared for her, but it wasn’t the same anymore. What they shared had always been fragile, and now, it was clear to her that it was time to let go.

The words still echoed in her mind: I can’t do this anymore, Malcom. It’s not you, it’s me. They had stung her just as much as they stung him, but there was no turning back now.

Her thoughts drifted again to Zane. She hadn’t heard from him in a week, but the whole time, he’d been a constant in the back of her mind. She could still feel the heat of his touch, the intensity in his eyes. He had that way about him—the kind of way that made her want to lose herself in him completely.

But she couldn’t. She wouldn’t. Not after everything that happened between them.

She didn’t want to think about it, but her mind kept going back to the way things ended. To the way he left. Did he care? Did he want me? She asked herself those questions every day, and the more she thought about it, the more she realized that she had been lying to herself. She did care. More than she wanted to admit.

Her phone buzzed, snapping her out of her thoughts. It was a message from her best friend, Kiera, followed by another one from Simone. She opened them both.

Kiera: Girl, stop playing. You know you still want him. Go get that man.

Simone: Seriously, Lavender, stop being scary. Don’t let him slip away. Go after him.

She read the messages again, a soft smile forming on her lips. Her girls always had a way of calling her out, but they were right. She was scared—scared of what it would mean if she let herself fall for him again. Scared of getting hurt, scared of loving someone who wasn’t there for her the way she needed. But deep down, she knew she was being a coward. The truth was, Zane had always been more than just the man she had once known. He was her weakness, and she knew it.

As she read through the messages again, her phone rang, and Kiera’s name flashed on the screen. Lavender answered it quickly.

“Hello?”

“Girl, you still thinking about him?” Kiera’s voice was playful, but Lavender could hear the concern beneath it. “You know what you gotta do, right?”

Lavender rolled her eyes. “I know what you’re gonna say,” she said with a sigh. “But it’s not that simple.”

“Yes, it is,” Kiera replied, her voice firm. “You’re making it harder than it needs to be. Go get your man. Stop being all emotional and complicated about it. You love him, right?”

Lavender didn’t answer right away. She just sat there, her thoughts racing. She knew Kiera was right, but the fear of opening herself up again was still there. “I don’t know if it’s that simple.”

Kiera laughed softly. “Girl, it is. And you know it. You always think it’s complicated, but in the end, it’s just love. Don’t run from it.”

The words hit her hard, and a wave of emotion washed over her. She knew that Kiera wasn’t just talking about Zane—she was talking about everything. About love. About fear. About the things she ran from in her life. Lavender had spent so long keeping herself guarded, but now, it seemed like the walls she’d built were finally starting to crumble.

“Okay,” Lavender whispered. “I’ll do it. I’ll call him.”

Kiera laughed again, but there was relief in her voice. “That’s my girl. You’re gonna be fine. Go get your man.”

They said their goodbyes, and Lavender set the phone down, her heart pounding. She wasn’t sure what would happen if she let herself go to him, but one thing was clear—she couldn’t keep pretending that she didn’t want him in her life. She had to see where it would lead.

As she stood up from the bed, she moved toward the door to grab her jacket. The air was cool in the hallway, but there was a warmth building in her chest, a heat that spread through her veins. She was on her way to make a decision that could change everything.

Just as she reached for the door handle, there was a soft knock at her door. Lavender froze. Her breath hitched in her throat. Her hand lingered on the handle as her heartbeat quickened.

Was it him?

She opened the door slowly, unsure of what she would find on the other side. Her breath caught in her throat when she saw him—Zane. Standing right there, his broad shoulders blocking the frame, his eyes dark and intense, like he’d been waiting for this moment.

“Zane…” Her voice trembled as she spoke his name, though she hadn’t meant for it to sound so weak.

“Look,” Zane said, stepping forward. His voice was low, steady, and there was a sense of urgency in it. “I don’t care about you and Malcom. I’m not worried about what’s going on between you two. I don’t give a damn about your relationship.”

Lavender swallowed hard. Her pulse raced as she took a small step back, her body reacting to the heat that was radiating off him. But she didn’t move away from him. She couldn’t.

“I want you, Lavender. You. And I’ll do whatever it takes to show you that. I know we never been the type to date or whatever, but maybe that’s the problem. Maybe that’s why moving on didn’t work, because we were supposed to be that way with each other. We’re not meant to be with other people.”

His words hit her like a wave crashing against the shore, and for the first time in a week, she allowed herself to really feel his presence. The way his words matched the intensity in his gaze made her heart beat faster, and she realized she had been waiting for this moment too.

She didn’t want to resist anymore. Her fingers trembled as she reached up to touch his chest, feeling the strength beneath his shirt. She saw the way his eyes softened as her fingers trailed down his chest and then rested on his waist.

“I never wanted anyone else,” Lavender said, her voice barely above a whisper. She looked up at him, her chest tightening. “I never wanted to let you go. I was just scared.”

Zane cupped her face gently, tilting her chin up so she could look into his eyes. “Don’t be scared, Lavender. I’m here. And I’m not going anywhere.”

In one smooth motion, he pulled her into his arms, and his lips met hers in a kiss that was slow and soft, like he was savoring every moment, every breath. The passion that surged between them was undeniable, but it wasn’t frantic. It was deep, slow, and full of unspoken promises.

They moved together, their bodies pressing against each other, the heat between them rising with each kiss. Zane gently guided her backward toward the bed, his hands never leaving her body as he kissed her deeply, tasting her, claiming her. She responded with equal intensity, her hands running up his chest, her fingers threading through his hair.

When they reached the bed, Zane lowered her down slowly, taking his time, letting every touch, every kiss linger. The way he kissed her—like she was the only woman in the world—made her heart swell. She had always feared that she’d never find this kind of connection, but now, it was right here in front of her.

He didn’t rush. He didn’t force anything. He just held her, kissed her, and showed her that love didn’t have to be complicated.

As they finally came together, the world outside seemed to fade away. There was only the two of them, tangled in each other’s arms, breathing, living, and loving without hesitation. It was slow. It was soft. And it was the most passionate thing Lavender had ever felt.

In that moment, everything made sense. And as their bodies moved together, she realized that they had always been meant to be like this—just the two of them, no complications, no barriers.

Only love.


Epilogue

Three Years Later

The warm Jamaican breeze caressed Lavender’s skin as she stood on the balcony of their luxury suite, overlooking the crystal-clear waters of the Caribbean Sea. The night was alive with the sound of distant waves crashing against the shore, the hum of the island’s nightlife, and the soft sway of palm trees. But none of it compared to the man standing behind her.

Zane’s hands slid down her waist, pulling her back against his chest as he nuzzled her neck, his lips grazing her skin in the way he knew drove her wild. The faint glow of the moonlight reflected off the sapphire waters, and the only light they needed tonight was the heat between them.

She looked down at the massive diamond on her finger, the engagement ring that had been slipped onto her hand a year ago. Three years. Three years of passion, growth, and undeniable love. And now, here they were—on their honeymoon, on a secluded balcony in Jamaica, with no one but each other. Life had come full circle, and Lavender was exactly where she was meant to be. With him.

“Let’s make tonight unforgettable,” Zane’s voice was low, rich with desire as he kissed her shoulder, his hand trailing up her side to cup her breast. She felt the heat of his touch, the electricity sparking between them. She arched her back slightly, pressing her body into his, feeling the hard length of him against her backside.

Lavender turned in his arms, her lips finding his in a kiss that was deep, slow, and filled with promise. Her hands roamed over his chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt, the powerful frame she had come to crave in ways she couldn’t quite explain. He had been hers for years, but tonight—tonight, he was all hers, body and soul.

He broke the kiss, his breathing shallow as he whispered against her lips. “You’ve been mine for a while now. I’m not letting go.”

Lavender smiled, her heart racing at his words. “And I’m not going anywhere.”

Zane pulled her closer, his hands slipping underneath her dress. The fabric was thin and delicate, and he wasted no time in lifting it over her head, tossing it aside. The cool night air hit her bare skin, but she didn’t care. She was burning from the inside out, aching for him in a way that only he could make her feel. She stepped back slightly, taking in the sight of him, his chest glistening under the moonlight, his dark eyes fixed on her with pure hunger.

He reached for her again, his hands sliding up her thighs as he kissed her, harder this time. His lips trailed down her neck, and she tilted her head back, allowing him access to her skin. Her hands moved to his waist, unbuckling his belt, sliding his pants down, feeling the heat of his body as their clothes disappeared, one piece at a time. They were beyond the point of modesty; it was just them, their bodies, and the undeniable desire that had always simmered between them.

Zane lifted her easily, his hands gripping her ass as he carried her over to the edge of the balcony. The height didn’t scare her—it only excited her more. She felt alive in his arms, as if nothing else in the world mattered except the way they connected. As he leaned over her, kissing her neck, she gasped, feeling the sensation of his hardness brushing against her core.

“Zane,” she breathed, a moan escaping her lips as he slid inside of her, slow and deliberate. She arched into him, her hands clutching the railing behind her for support as he moved with a rhythm that had her body trembling. The heat between them was undeniable, and she felt every inch of him.

The island air, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore, the feel of his body pressing into hers—it was intoxicating. This wasn’t just about sex; this was about connection. This was the culmination of everything they’d built together—raw, passionate, and unrelenting. No one else could make her feel the way Zane did.

He growled in her ear, his hands gripping her tighter as he thrust into her harder. “You feel so damn good,” he muttered, his lips brushing against her ear. “God, I’m never letting you go.”

Lavender’s nails dug into his back as she met his thrusts, her body responding to his in ways she couldn’t even explain. She was beyond lost—she was consumed by him. The way he touched her, the way he kissed her, the way he made her feel—it was everything she had ever wanted. He was everything she needed.

She couldn’t get enough of him. And from the way he was moving, from the way his lips whispered sweet promises in her ear, she knew he couldn’t get enough of her either.

Her body began to tense, the pleasure building inside of her, and Zane picked up the pace, sensing her rising need. His fingers dug into her skin, his grip becoming rougher as they moved together in perfect sync. It was like they had always known how to move with each other—how to give, how to take. They were in tune with each other’s desires, their bodies speaking a language neither of them could deny.

She gasped, her breath coming in short bursts, her body trembling as the orgasm built to an impossible intensity. And when it hit, it was like a tidal wave crashing over her—fast, overwhelming, and completely consuming. She cried out his name, her body shuddering as Zane’s movements became more erratic, pushing her closer to the edge.

“Fuck, baby,” Zane groaned, his thrusts becoming wild as he followed her over the edge, his body tensing as he came, the intensity of the moment leaving him breathless.

They collapsed together, their bodies tangled in the sheets as they breathed heavily, the sounds of their passion still lingering in the air. Lavender rested her head on his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath her ear.

“I love you, Zane,” she whispered, her fingers tracing the lines of his chest as she snuggled closer to him.

Zane kissed the top of her head, his hand running through her hair as he held her tightly. “I love you too, baby. Always have. Always will.”

They lay there for a while, wrapped in each other’s arms, the world outside fading into nothing. This was their moment, their honeymoon, their love. Nothing else mattered but the two of them.

And as the night stretched on, they knew that this was only the beginning of the rest of their lives together.
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