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After dropping off a submitted bid for the sale of a doctor's home, tall and brawny Cole Dennison walked down the corridor of River Ridge Hospital. A place he hated to be after spending weeks here not long ago. Still, Cole had a job to do. He forced himself to block the bad memories that niggled to overwhelm. Nonetheless, he'd do it for Dana. She'd want him to move on with his life. When he turned in the corridor, Cole noticed a woman walking out of a room while crying. She looked pale and unsteady. 

As he got closer, she bent over with arms wrapped around her middle while her sobbing worsened. She looked ready to pass out.

"Excuse me," he said, catching her before she fell. "Let me help you to the waiting room? How about I get you some water or coffee?"

She looked up with bloodshot eyes while wiping at tears. "I... ahhh, coffee would be nice. Thank you."

"Take hold of my arm, and I'll help you over to the chairs first. It's just around the corner."

She bobbed her head. 

They reached the small waiting room near the elevators not far from where they stood. Wood-framed chairs had blue and silver fabric with geometric shapes. Although generic in furnishings, the atmosphere had somewhat of a soothing feel to it. A Keurig coffeemaker sat on a wood table against the wall with stale donuts sitting on the table left from the morning. Above it was a piece of artwork with more geometric designs. On the opposite wall hung a TV turned to a cooking channel.

"These chairs aren't the most comfortable, but they do in a pinch. I'll be back in just a minute with the coffee. Here," Cole said, handing Brooke a box of tissue from off a nearby table.

She snuffled. "Thank you."

"You bet. How do you like your coffee?"

"Cream, no sugar."

"You got it." Cole quickly fixed the coffee. "Here you go."

She snuffled. "Once again, thank you."

He grinned while sitting next to her. "No problem. You looked as if you had received some rough news. I've been there, so, believe me, I understand. If you would like to talk, I'm a good listener." Damn, this woman is a knockout, even as upset as she is. I might need to change my idea about not liking shorter hair, let alone black instead of blonde. 

She sat back in her chair and managed a slight smile after sipping her coffee. "It's my mother. I just lost my father a few months ago, so I'm a bit shaken when I think of losing her as well."

"Hopefully, she'll have a speedy recovery. I know there's no easy way to get through grief; it's rough stuff. After our folks died in a car accident nearly three years ago, it's just been the two of us. Then, I recently lost my sister. Dana had just celebrated her twenty-eighth birthday a week before she passed away."

"Losing our parents is bad enough, but a sibling must be very difficult. I can't imagine how deep your pain is."

Cole took a deep breath with a sad expression while leaning back in his chair. "Dana suffered from Leukemia, but it went into remission for a while. When it came back, it took her quickly. At least, my folks didn't live to see her suffer."

"I'm so sorry you've lost your family," Brooke said, squeezing his hand. 

"Thanks. Sad to say, but it was a blessing for Dana in the end, really. At least now, she's no longer in pain. So, it's just me on my own. If you don't mind my asking, what happened with your mother?" 

"A sudden stroke last week while we were out for dinner. One moment we were laughing and cutting up, and then Mom went limp and fell onto the floor." She wiped away tears with a tissue. "I'm growing weary of hearing, 'wait and see.' Although I understand why. Still, it isn't easy. Mom knows me but is unable to speak past garbling. Nor can she move, so I know she's frightened—it shows in her eyes. I'm finding it so difficult to watch her struggling? Oh, that was insensitive. What Mom is going through is far worse than my woes. It's just that suddenly life went from simple to horrific."

"There's no getting around it. Illness is scary stuff. By the way, what's your name?"

"Brooke Benton. And yours?"

"Cole Dennison."

"Well, Cole Dennison," she said, offering a handshake, "Odd, but I feel as if we've known each other for a long time. It's nice to meet you. Albeit, under sad circumstances."

He shook her hand but held onto it. "Brooke Benton, I feel the same way. Although I didn't mean to intrude—I felt your pain. Oh, sorry," he said with a slight smile while letting go of her hand. "I suspect you might need this at some point."

She chuckled. "Well, it is attached to my person."

"If you need to call your husband or someone, I'll clear out."

"No one. No husband. Nobody waiting—save my friend Myah. But she's on a buying trip for her design agency, Chic Designs."

He smiled. "No brothers or sisters?"

"I was an only child. One might call me an 'oops' baby."

He chuckled. "Okay, Brooke, you best explain yourself."

"Well, after my folks didn't conceive until they were married for a few years. They figured children weren't in the cards for them." She shrugged, grinning. "So, here I am. Little Miss Oops."

"Well, I must say, I'm pleased that your folks didn't give up trying for what they thought was impossible." This time, Cole reached for Brooke's hand and gave it a tug. "If I'm not being too bold, how about dinner in the cafeteria? Unhappily, the hospital food tastes more like cardboard. But the change of scenery can be helpful."

She looked up at the clock. "Oh, it is nearly six. And considering I haven't eaten since seven this morning. I believe I'll take you up on the offer. The doctor said Mom would be sleeping a lot since they're trying to keep her calm. So, if you don't mind, I'll stop by the nurses' station and tell them where to call or page me if needed."

"Of course. Take your time."

Minutes later, they sat sharing a turkey sub while seated at a table in the back, away from the busy portion of the cafeteria. 

"So, tell me, Cole, where do you work?"

"I'm a broker in my own real estate office, River Ridge Realty. I came to deliver some paperwork to a doctor on staff. The people who work for me are tops, so they'll make sure all is closed up since I'm not going back to the office tonight. So, what do you do?" 

"Have you heard of Chocolate Decadence?"

He grinned. "I thought I knew everything about this town. I must admit, no, I have not. So, I am intrigued."

"Whatever can be made with chocolate, I'm your girl. My little store is about twenty minutes from here. I'm midway down Haven Blvd."

"It's the section of town labeled 'The Revitalization Project, right?"

"You got it. In all fairness to you being unaware, I only recently opened. My father wanted me to have the storefront, so he insisted on investing in it." She turned sad as tears surfaced. "We started it together, but he had a heart attack while it was in progress."

"I am so sorry. You have had a rough few months. Come here," Cole said while scooting his chair next to hers. Then, while holding Brooke in his arms, he rested his chin atop her head. "Go ahead and let it out, honey. I've got you."

"Brooke Benton, please come to the ICU. Brooke Benton...."

At the same time, her cell phone rang.
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MYAH'S WISDOM
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Chocolate Decadence had a décor of country chic with antique solid wood tables and chairs for customers to sit and enjoy a dessert and coffee or tea. As were antiques throughout the store for sale. Also, the different confections Brooke made and packaged for sale were displayed in various locations throughout the shop.

"Have you talked with the doctor today? How is Mom since I called late last night when I got home?" Myah asked while flipping her long blonde hair over a shoulder.

Brooke turned to her helper. "Nicki, since we have things in good shape and cleaned up, do you mind watching the front? I'd like to catch up with Myah over a cup of coffee."

"Of course not, Brooke," said the twenty-five-year-old gal with curly brown hair and a turned-up nose. "Go ahead, and if you want to leave early since it's nearly five. I'll just close up, then get things set up for tomorrow's baking before locking up for the night."

Brooke gave her a hug. "Thanks, Nicki, You're the greatest."

"Let's walk down the street to The Saguaro for Mexican food," said Myah. "Margaritaville is a good thing, my friend. Then you can tell me all about your mom and the mysterious stranger named Cole."

"Sounds like a plan." 

♥♥♥
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"Okay, Cole, give. We're the only ones left in the office. So, what's the deal with this chick you told me about from the hospital?" asked Jax Nezbeck—a tall man with chin-length sandy-colored hair. He plopped down in a chair in front of his best friend's desk.

A grinning Cole sat back in his chair with hands laced behind his head of black, short-cut hair. "Well, she's drop-dead gorgeous. But I'm not so sure she's open to much with her mother being so sick."

"Are you saying you haven't even called in a couple of days?"

"Hell, it isn't because I haven't wanted to call. Believe me. But Brooke got paged to her mom's room while we were in the cafeteria. Not only on her cell but the intercom too. I saw her back to the ICU doors, where they buzzed her in immediately. So, she gave me a nervous thanks and was off."

"Asshole, why haven't you followed up?"

"Dammit, I just said that I want to. But it was hard enough to deliver the docs to Dr. Gerhart. But running into her brought up the time spent here with Dana. It's still fresh in my mind how many weeks and hours I was there. You know what I mean?"

"Yeah. I can see your point, pal. It can't be easy. Hell, I miss her too. She was a keeper—the sister I never had, truth be told. It's a damn shame Dana couldn't have beaten it. Or at least remain in remission longer. How about we hit 'Happy Hour' at The Saguaro. I have nothing going on tonight. Do you?"

Cole bounced a crushed-up paper ball off the rim of the trash can and shrugged. "Yeah. Let's go. It beats going home to a quiet house."

♥♥♥
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"So, that's about it, Myah. Just the same 'wait and see.' Mother is rarely to herself enough to register that I'm there. Even then, she's unable to communicate. I can see her frustration—it breaks my heart. And it is so difficult to see her there. Since they can't do more, and she's stable enough, they put her in room 3012. Even if you don't see her smile, she will be on the inside. Oh, I said you were my sister, so you can get in to see her."

"Smart thinking, my sister. How often are you at the hospital?"

"The nurses are good about letting me come and go as I can fit it into my day. Nicki is great, too, but I don't like to impose." Brooke shrugged and teared up. "You know, in case I'm needed to be with Mom more than visiting down the road."

"Brooke, It's good to see you," said a smiling Cole while walking toward the booth. "How is your mother?"

A surprised Brooke smiled. "Hi. It's nice to see you as well, Cole. I'm afraid there is no change."

"Hellooooo, another person here. Introduction, my good friend. I mean, truth to tell, your BEST friend," said a smiling Myah.

"Oh, I'm so sorry. Gentlemen, this is my best friend. Please meet Myah Riddler."

"Nice to meet you, Myah. Ladies, this is my best friend, Jax Nezbeck." 

"It's nice to meet you, Brooke Benton and Myah Riddler," Jax said with a huge grin, showing the dimple in his chin. 

Brooke and Cole couldn't seem to take their eyes off of each other as the world around them ceased to exist. 

"Helloooo again... earth to Brooke," said Myah while fanning her hand in front of her face.

"Oh," said an embarrassed Brooke. "Why don't you both join us? Unless, of course, you're meeting dates or something." Oh, for crimany sake. That was beyond a stupid comment.

Jax scooted into the booth beside Myah. "Hey, no dates until now. Tell me, Myah Riddler, where have you been all my life?"

She chuckled. "Waiting for you, my hunk of deliciousness." 

"Hey, you two," said Cole, snapping his fingers. "There are children in the room, after all."

The four shared a lighthearted chuckle as the server approached. "May I refresh your drinks, folks?" 

"A round of margaritas, Vance. Put them on my tab." 

"You've got it, Cole."

"Well, ladies, as you can see, Jax and I are like two lost pups—until luckily, you ladies rescued us from boredom. So, I say Happy Hour is a good thing."

"I agree," said Brooke. "However, much as I hate to put a damper on the evening, I usually spend time with Mom after dinner. Even though she may not be awake. So, I should—" 

"How about I take you to the hospital after we have some dinner," Cole said, covering her hand atop the table. "Then you can spend some time with her."

She looked at him misty-eyed. "That would be nice. Since this is my third drink and not the least bit responsible, I'm afraid it would have been a taxi."

"Well, I say we tag along, then I can see Mom as well since I just got home not long ago," said Myah. She looked at Jax. "That is if you don't object to my including you, Delish?"

"Honey, you lead, and I'll follow," he answered while putting his arm on the back of the booth behind Myah.

Myah grinned. "Oh, Delish, you just gave me free rein to lead you right into trouble."

"Well, that's settled," said Cole. "Shall we order now? Then we won't get to the hospital too late."

Jax lifted a couple of fingers in the air with a nod at their server to get his attention.

After their meal, while conversing and getting to know each other, Cole and Jax sat in the River Ridge Hospital waiting room. 

"Hot damn, Cole. What just happened tonight? Is it destiny that I've met my soul mate in Myah? It's as if we've known each other for years while we talked during dinner."

"Oh, hell, Jax, you have hot nuts all the time." Cole Chuckled. "Somehow, though, I have a feeling that you've met your match tonight. This could be most interesting to watch who gets one up on the other."

"Well, pal, with your drop-dead gorgeous gal and my beautiful little bombshell, interesting is an understatement."

Cole bent over to lean on his knees with clasped hands dangling. "You know, I barely know Brooke, but I have to tell you, buddy, since our first meeting, we seemed to have a connection. But it's as I said, I thought it may have been the emotion of the moment. You know what I mean?"

"Yeah. What are you feeling toward Brooke after tonight?" asked Jax from where he sat back with an ankle on the opposite knee.

"I like her. She's a genuine person, so, yes, I'm looking forward to knowing Brooke. Maybe in part because of how we met. At least, we can identify with each other. We've both lost our parents. And with losing Dana, it just seems right. Like I was at the hospital delivering those papers on purpose."

"Good for you. I know that I plan on asking Myah out. I love her perky attitude. She—"

Myah held Brooke up while the women walked toward them down the corridor.

Cole jumped up, as did Jax, and hurried to the women.

"Hey, honey, what happened?"

Brooke looked at him through bloodshot eyes. "She... my mom is gone... She's just gone, Cole?"

Jax held Myah in an embrace while she cried. "Lorraine was like a mother to me. It was so hard to see her like that." She snuffled. "I can't believe it."

The men led them back to the chairs. 

"What happened?" asked Cole. 

"Myah held her hand on one side of the bed while I held the other while calling to her," said Brooke while staring into space. "Mom tried to squeeze my hand with tears in her eyes. And when Myah stepped forward, she smiled, then just... just faded away."

"Brook's right. It was as if she knew time was short by the way she smiled at us, you know? Then, just like that," Myah said, snapping her fingers. "Lorraine closed her eyes, and after a couple puffs of air, she was gone."
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SAYING GOODBYE TO YESTERDAY
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Cole and Jax stayed for the support of Brooke while Myah helped make arrangements. Not only did he refuse to leave her side, but he also supported her at the graveside service. When they got back to her home, he held her while they sat on an overstuffed couch. The house with eclectic furniture and antiques made for a cozy appeal.

"Hey, how about I pour some wine to help you relax after such an overwhelming day?"

"Yes. That would be nice." Brooke snuffled while dabbing at her nose with a crumpled tissue.

"Good. Where do you keep it?"

"The antique dry sink in the kitchen—top left. Wine glasses are in the cabinet above the sink."

"Okay, one glass of wine coming up."

"Please, help yourself as well."

"Thanks. But after a few sips, I'm one of those people who gets a headache from wine."

"I'm sorry. I don't have anything else past soda or iced tea."

"Not to worry. I'm good for now." After filling the glass, Cole brought it to her. "There you go," he said while reseating himself beside her.

She took a sip then set it on the oak coffee table. "I cried so much in the last month than I have since losing Dad. I'm sure Mom would be pleased with today since she wanted nothing past a simple graveside service and done. In all truthfulness, I don't think I could have forced myself to handle more." Brooke squeezed his hand. "As you know well, saying goodbye is never easy. I know it was difficult for you after having lost Dana, so from the bottom of my heart, thank you for being my anchor today."

"Hey, don't you worry. I know Dana is better off where she is now. Yeah, it hurts, but loss always will. I think it just shows how deeply we love. And now, your mom is with your dad. Besides, I've learned that grief has no timetable either. It just is. So, I'm glad in some small way I was able to help."

Brooke took another sip of wine. "Doctor Cole was right. This is relaxing me." She smiled while caressing the side of his face. "Why is it that I feel so drawn to you. It's as I said the first night we met about always knowing you."

He smiled warmly. "I know. I feel it too."

"If I do this," she said while meeting his lips for a tender kiss, "would I be acting too bold?"

He cradled her face. "Only if you consider this too bold in return, Brooke Benton." He gave her a tender and meaningful kiss.

She licked her lips while smiling, then nuzzled his neck. "I do like the taste of peppermint on your lips. And mixed with The One by Dolce and Gabbana on your skin is nice. Very nice."

Cole grinned. "Is it now? I'll be sure to keep a supply of peppermint and The One on hand."

"I do like that idea," said Brooke, smiling while reaching for her glass of wine.

"Tell me about Cole Dennison?" she said, bending her knees to snuggle into the corner of the couch. "How did you get into real estate?"

He sat back in the opposite corner to get comfy with a bent leg on the couch. "Well, Cole is a rather dull fella. I was a guy who wanted to be my own boss but didn't know what I'd do. So, I got out of school and decided that twelve years was enough. I started out by working at my dad's insurance agency. It served its purpose at the time. But I knew early on that it was not my life's ambition."

After taking a deep breath, he said, "Since I lived at home still, I put money aside. In the meantime, I got the real estate bug when the market was good. I dated a gal that made good money doing it and decided I could do the same thing if I worked hard enough at it. I saw myself having my own agency—not working for someone else all my life. I learned from the ground up by working for the realty office where she worked." 

He chuckled. "My career took off, but I will admit that Gina and I didn't see eye to eye on marriage at twenty-four. She dumped me." 

"Oh no," Brooke said, smiling. "You need to watch out for women and their ulterior motives."

Cole placed his arm on the top of the couch. "She got what she wanted—married to a fella who likes making babies. Not the least is with a couple other gals too. Keep it in the family, I suppose."

"Goodness." Brooke chuckled. "I'm afraid to ask if they're still married, let alone how many kids they have by now?"

"Yes. Not only are they still married. But it appears as if it works because Billy still screws around on Gina, Just openly now. They have four kids between them. Although in total, with all his women and their kids, I've lost count past seven. Gina looks years older than thirty by far."

"I don't understand people, be it a man or woman who feels the need to cheat. Just get the hell out of the marriage. They certainly aren't doing the children any favors."

"Agreed. Not my style. When I marry, it's for life. And hands down, I'll stay true to her." Cole looked intently into her eyes. "If it is with the right person, the last thing you want to do is hurt them in any way. You know what I mean?"

She looked at him just as seriously. "I feel the same way. I want to love my husband as much after fifty years together as when the marriage was new—just like my folks."

"I like that we are on the same page, Brooke Benton. My folks had a good life together. Sometimes, so much so they actually finished each other's sentences. It was nice to see their love while growing up. Other kids weren't so lucky. In so many ways, Dana and I were truly blessed."

"What kind of an accident took them from you? If you don't mind my asking."

"Not at all. Dad and Mom were coming home from a D-back's game. I was supposed to go with them, but Dana wasn't doing well, so I stayed home with her." He snuffled. "I was supposed to be in that car when the semi took them out, as did the semi driver die. Witnesses who called 911 said the other man was speeding—it looked as if he may have fallen asleep at the wheel. It gets to me sometimes that I wasn't with them since I was supposed to be."

She clasped his hand. "I'm so sorry. What a horrible thing to happen. But, Cole, don't you believe it was meant for you to stay with Dana? Had you gone to the game, who would have cared for your sister?"

"My common sense agrees. Still, it gets to me at times. Like, maybe I should have tried to stop them from going. You know?"

"I do understand what you mean."

Cole took a deep breath. "Well, on a happier topic, I built my agency once I got the fever. So, I studied for my broker's license, then years later, here I am. I have six people working for me. Including Jax."

"How long have you two known each other?"

"We met in the eighth grade and clicked right off the bat. Jax is good people. Now, enough about me. How about you?" 

"Well, I was born and raised in Flagstaff but moved to River Ridge in 2008 when my dad bought Newton's Hardware. I loved this town with the river nearby from my first visit here. I had a cute little house in Flagstaff reflective of me—comfy and eclectic—just as I've made this one. I miss the town, but admittedly, I got tired of cold weather and shoveling snow. I worked in a woman's boutique, so like you, it was not my life's ambition."

"How did you end up with Chocolate Decadence?"

"I've always loved cooking and baking but mostly baking. I love creating different yummies. So, when my dad retired and sold the hardware store, he insisted I open my own storefront. He wanted to live to see me doing what I loved, so he insisted on giving me part of my inheritance to open it—somehow, pre-ordained." 

She moistened her lips. "I mean, maybe Dad had a feeling he would not be here much longer. Sometimes I wonder if he was sicker than he let on to us. Then again, maybe Mom knew too, and they decided not to say anything for fear I'd worry about him. Which, of course, I would have. However, I'll never know for sure. Mom really missed him. So, at least, as you said, they're reunited now. And Mom would not have wanted to continue living while unable to speak or move. I genuinely believe she understood what I said but couldn't respond. I say that because Myah was like a daughter to my folks. So, when I said she was on a buying trip and would be home soon, I believe she wanted to see Myah one last time before leaving us."

"I think you're probably right," said Cole with a sympathetic and understanding expression.

Brooke got misty-eyed. "As I said, while designing the store and developing recipes, Dad passed away from a heart attack. So, my mother insisted I carry on, even though I fought it at first because I realized he wouldn't have wanted me to quit. Then Mom took his place and helped me. We were always close, but it was even better then, too. I guess you can say that it's a family business."

"Indeed, you should be. I'm sure your folks were proud of you. Since we've talked about our not marrying yet, have you had a close call?"

"Actually, I have not. I'd say I had three what you would classify as boyfriends but nothing serious. It's as you said, if it's the right person, you just know. So, they were not keepers." She grinned. "Don't get me wrong. They were nice enough, and we had a lot of fun. A couple ended up being more like good buddies toward the end. No sparks. The last one was," she shrugged, "too needy. And the longer we were together, the more he wanted from me, and the less I wanted to give. Clingy and demanding are not my thing."

"Hey, I agree. Sparks are the most important to make something good even better and lasting."

She smiled. "Absolutely. There must be sparks."

"I better clear out of here," he said, rising. "You must be exhausted. I don't want to wear out my welcome since I'd like to ask you out to dinner on Saturday. So, that said, I can't have you getting tired of me already."

She set her empty glass down and stood with him. "Well, Cole Dennison, you are right. This has been an exhausting day physically and mentally. But you could never wear out your welcome. And yes, I would love to go to dinner with you. I can get home and be ready on Saturday night at 7:00." She embraced him with a sparkling smile. "Don't forget to bring the sparks I felt from our first hello. The ones I can't and don't want to deny. Does that work for you?"

Cole embraced her with a kiss that had definite sparks. When it ended, their foreheads met. "Oh, yes, undeniable sparks. Let's make it 6:00. Does that work for you?"

"Kiss me again," she whispered. When that sultry kiss ended, she smiled while caressing Cole's face. "Scratch Saturday. How about tomorrow night, lasagna? Come here when you leave your office. Does that work for you?"

He grinned. "Let the sparks work their magic. I'll call you when I leave the office."

"That works."
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The next evening, Jax lay on Myah's traditional-style couch, where she snuggled between his legs in the family room with like décor. The room was decorated in shades of tan and chocolate furnishings, with a splash of yellow for accent. A slight touch of contemporary matched well with the traditional.

"How do you believe Brooke will handle her mother's passing with the way it happened?" asked Jax while rubbing her back.

Myah propped her chin on folded arms atop his chest. "Knowing her as I do—she is one strong cookie. Lorraine and Brooke were very close. More so after her dad died. But she wouldn't have wanted her mom to continue suffering. Nor would Lorraine have wanted it."

"Do you know if her mother had a living will?"

"As a matter of fact, she did, indeed. Lorraine always told us if she was ever strung up like a Thanksgiving turkey, we best pull the plug, or she would haunt us for the rest of our lives. That's why I know she'll be okay. To end someone's suffering is a blessing in my book."

"One hundred percent. Unplug me too and let me go."

Myah sat up a bit and grinned. "But I don't want to let you go. You make a wonderful pillow, Jax Nezbeck."

He rubbed his hands up her sides and caressed her breasts. "Well, I will admit, I very much like the lady on my personage." He tapped her nose with a finger. "Exceedingly well, in fact."

"Well, Mr. Delish, we are of like mind."

He cradled Myah's head for a kiss, which grew in its intensity. When it ended, he said, "Honey, you are delish as well. I could get lost in your sky-blue eyes and eat you up. Are you game for seeing what develops between us?"

"In spades. So, don't stop getting lost in my eyes. In turn, I can get lost in your beautiful hair that most women would kill for," Myah said, grinning while moistening her lips and combing her fingers through it. "Not to forget that sexy dimple that makes me tingle all over my body."

Jax slipped his hand inside her shorts to cup her bum. "I do know about said tingles. And you are a perfect fit in my hands. I could learn to like this aspect of you, too."

She reached down and cupped his groin through his Levi's. "And if we both lost the barriers between us, I'll see how you fit in the palm of my hand, Mr. Delish."

"Say no more," he said, shoving her shorts down to caress her heat, then slid his finger inside her. "Oh, damn, you are a lovely keeper." 

"So are you, Delish." Myah thrust against his hand while he explored. "Nice, but I need more," she said in a husky voice. She sat up to unzip his pants and shoved them down to release his fast-rising cock. Then Myah leaned over to flick her tongue over the end of it and chuckled. "Oh, hell yes, you're a keeper. Call me starved."

"Fuck, but you know how to turn me inside-out, Sexy One."

Myah grabbed his shirt and pulled it apart with buttons flying all over while she rocked her hips over his groin. 

"Holy fucking hell, I think I love you," he said with a sexy chuckle while shoving her tank top out of the way to suckle. "Tasty."

She bent to kiss his chest and then flicked her tongue over it before whispering, "Don't go anywhere." Myah leaned back against the arm of her sofa to quickly pull off her shorts and thong and yanked the tank top over her head. 

"Going nowhere," he said, shoving down his Levi's and boxers. 
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