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Cherry Grove 




He was surprised when she asked about him renting a place. Flynn wanted Kimber, so friends-with-benefits wasn’t an option. They figured it out, and it was a win-win until he got off work early one night. Kimber will feel what it’s like to be with a man who takes her desires to heart. 
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Flynn





Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 


They’re having a cookout on the beach,” Julie said on her way around the desk. “I’ll cover your dinner break.” 

I smiled, “You’re off tonight. Go have fun.” 

“Tammy said it was okay,” Julie went in the drawer for her name badge. “I’ll stay here until you get back.” 

I laughed. “You’re not taking no for an answer. Okay. I’ll grab food and eat fast.” 

“Don’t. Take your time,” Julie said and answered the ringing phone.

Guess the conversation was over. I used the side exit. Autumn was ending and Winter would bring cooler weather but still mild considering. People were relaxing near the bonfire with food and drinks. A woman squealed. I chuckled because my co-workers were a good time.

Tammy waved and pointed to the makeshift tables. I politely spoke in passing. My stomach was growling while piling food on plates. The bonfire and music would go on until after midnight, but there was a quiet place off the Garden Path with a bench surrounded by palm trees and brush. The cool alcove would let enough moonlight in. 

Music and laughter drifted on the breeze. The sounds faded closer to the alcove. Someone was talking. 

“There’s nothing to understand. I’m not doing this, not again. You keep saying one thing and doing another.” 

Kimber was talking. I waited to hear the other person’s voice. That didn’t happen, so there was no telling how it would go. I stepped into view. Kimber was on the phone. She quickly ended her call. I kept my plates balanced, but she held my attention. “Sorry for interrupting.” 

“You’re not. Please sit,” she looked up at me, and her tawny mane fell in tangles around her shoulders. Kimber had huge brown eyes and lush curves. She was stunning but didn’t seem to know it. 

I sat on the bench but gave her space, “Thanks. I like relaxing here sometimes.” 

“Same here. It’s a cool spot.” 

“Yeah. Did you eat yet?”

Kimber sighed, “No. I was caught in something stupid.” 

There was no reason to comment. “Okay, you can eat with me, but I only have one fork. We’ll have to rock-paper-scissors for it. I’m okay eating with my hands too.” 

Kimber’s laughter was cute. “Flynn, you’re too much. I’ll grab whatever you didn’t get and another fork.” 

“Sounds good to me,” I gave her a quick list. 

“Got it. I know you’re working, so no wine coolers for you. Do you want a soda?” 

“Yeah. Any kind will do.” 

“I’ll be back,” Kimber teased me. “Don’t go anywhere.” She hurried to leave but her intoxicating scent lingered. Kimber was the kind of woman who would relax at home when my favorite sports team was playing and then have wild sex afterward. She was outgoing and had friends. Maybe Kimber was taken. I’ll back off, but damn if I didn’t still want her. 

Minutes passed. Kimber came with plates, sodas, and napkins tucked under her arm. I helped and then waited for her to get situated. Kimber was quiet. I didn’t want things to go in the wrong direction, so I asked a question. “How did you carry more than me?” 

“I used to be a waitress. I can carry twice this if I need to,” Kimber relaxed on the bench, “Why didn’t you eat?” 

“I was waiting for you. I’ll get it all sorted.” 

She started teasing again. “Go ahead. Take control.” 

“I will anytime you want.” 

“Flynn, are you flirting with me?” her teasing was cute. 

“No, I’m being honest,” I bit into my hamburger and then had a forkful of pasta salad. 

“Oh, I’m getting started before you polish everything off without me.” Kimber bit a hot dog and picked up her fork.

We ate in silence for a while. Kimber relaxed more, “Thanks for staying.” 

“I wouldn’t leave unless you wanted me to.” 

“You’re always so, hmm, what’s the word?” 

I chuckled, “Don’t say nice. I know the saying. I don’t want to be the guy who finishes last.” 

“You better if it’s the two of us,” her sassy response came with a naughty little wink. 

Plates and sodas were between us. It didn’t stop what I said next, “I’ll go the distance. Don’t worry.” 

“Oh, I’m not. I believe every single word. Guess you figured out I was avoiding you,” Kimber rushed to keep going, “It’s not because we didn’t share a moment.” 

“Are you talking about my crush on you?” 

Kimber blushed and then released a delicate sigh, “Sometimes, I can’t tell if you’re being serious or not.” 

“I never joke when it comes to you.” 

“Okay, thanks for saying that, and we have chemistry for sure, but I was talking about the day you saw me in the storage room.” 

“You were feeling sad. I didn’t want you to be alone.” 

“I appreciate it. I was in a bitchy mood and so much was going wrong,” Kimber stopped talking. It looked like she was preparing, so I waited for her to say it. 

“I’m in a complicated situation, but I’m fixing it.” Kimber looked vulnerable. That was a change from her joking and playing around. I liked both sides of her. Kimber sighed, “Flynn, please say something.” 

“You can talk about it whenever you feel ready.” 

We kept the conversation going and finished eating. I drained my soda can and started gathering our trash. Kimber rushed to help, “I’ll take care of everything. You can go back to work.” 

“It’s not a problem. The trash bin is on the way.” 

“I’m walking with you. Julie is at the desk.” 

“It’s cool if you wanna spend more time with me.”

“Good,” she sighed. “Because that’s my other reason.” 

I chuckled, “Okay. Come on.” 

We reached for the plates at the same time. Our faces were inches apart. Kimber wanted to be kissed. We were alone, so I could’ve went for it, but she had to be sure. I stacked our plates and backed off. Kimber grabbed our sodas, “Do you need help?” 

“No. I got it. Are you ready?” 

“Yeah. I’m right behind you,” Kimber turned away. She was disappointed and trying to hide it. 

“Kimber, come here.” 

Curiosity sparked in her eyes, but she was defiant. A second passed and then Kimber came to me. I gently touched her chin. “I didn’t reject you.” 

“But you didn’t kiss me.” 

“You said something needs taken care of.” 

“Yes,” her breathless sigh was cute. I was tempted to drop everything and kiss her until she went weak. 

Kimber sensed it because she moved closer, knowing our trash would keep one arm occupied. 

“I don’t have a boyfriend if that’s what you’re thinking.” 

“You don’t seem the type to hook up with someone else’s boyfriend.” 

Her eyes flashed in anger, “I’m not.” 

“Stop. I wasn’t accusing you of doing it.” 

“Okay, you’re right. I wouldn’t do something like that.” Kimber looked at me, “I’m living with my ex right now.” She waited for a reaction from me. I didn’t have one. Kimber pouted a little. “Flynn, say something.” 

“It’s tough when things end, and you can’t make a clean break. We should get ready to go.” 

She studied my face for a second, “Are we cool?”

“Yeah. I’m relieved. I figured you weren’t into me.” 

Kimber sighed, “I’ve been throwing mixed signals your way, but it wasn’t on purpose. I wanted to be on my own before we got into anything.” 

“Understandable. I’m not mad at you.” 

“Okay, thanks. Are you dating someone?”

“I have my fun, but I’m single.” 

She didn’t talk more because we left the alcove. The world crashed in with music and waves hitting the shore. Kimber moved closer on our walk to the hotel. Julie was waiting at the desk, “Flynn, do you need anything?”

“No, I’m good to go. Thanks for covering my break.” 

“I was happy to do it. See you later.”

“Have a good one. Be safe.” 

Kimber glanced in my direction. There was a naughty spark in her eyes. I playfully winked to show her living arrangement didn’t change anything. She was blushing but turned to talk with Julie. The girls left to hang out. 

I took calls, reserved rooms, and answered questions. October was the best time to visit since the rates were lower and the beach wasn’t crowded. Guests came and went. The women from room three twelve walked into the lobby. Beautiful women stayed often. I can’t say I never hooked up with a woman at the hotel before, but it wasn’t the night for it. Time with Kimber was enough. We could date when she felt up to it, but I wasn’t the rebound guy. 
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