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	LENNOX

	 

	

	 

	 

	Life changed after the events at the Gold Strand Hotel. 

	 

	Jamieson Carmichael wanted his old man to take sobriety seriously. His cousin Cash was struggling with keeping his word. Sami-Mahogany was falling in love with the city, but a message will put her in a bad space. Questions arise. Jamieson will meet with Ethan Smith. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Still Sexy Trouble

	 

	

	 

	 

	Jamieson Carmichael 

	 

	Mornings in bed were comfortable. Sami’s leg was thrown carelessly across my waist. She yawned and relaxed on my chest. I kissed her forehead and rubbed her ass, “You’re struggling. No sex for you this morning.”

	“I want you,” she yawned again, “I’ll be up soon.” 

	I chuckled, “I’ll go for a run and make breakfast.” 

	“Oh, thanks, you’re truly everything,” Sami turned over and cuddled with a pillow. I would’ve laughed but she would fuss about her valuable seconds of sleep. Sami will stop mid-rant to express her love and then get back to it. I was tempted to take a chance. We haven’t spent much time together in the past few weeks. She looked almost angelic sleeping. I held off and quietly left the bedroom. 

	A trip to the bathroom and quick warmup happened. Time was spent on the treadmill. The intensity picked up a mile in. Every muscle worked in rhythm. I was on my second uphill stretch when Sami came into view. My gaze locked on her. She seductively came closer with her hips swaying and untamed curls falling over her eyes. 

	My heart rate ramped up. Sami’s lush mouth was made for kisses and every naughty thing she wanted, but I kept running. Sami kept tempting me. I yanked the earbuds out and ended on low impact. 

	Sami held out a towel, “Hey, I’m wide awake now.” 

	“I see,” I swiped the towel across my face and chest but didn’t break stride. “Don’t keep teasing me.” 

	“I’m not,” she bit her lip. “Jamie, I want you.”  

	Sami started saying my nickname right after she heard my family use it. I didn’t mind, but my beautiful girlfriend was flirting. “Since when do you want a quickie?”  

	Sami put one hand on her hip, “We never have fast sex. It’s forty minutes. It’ll work. We can skip breakfast.”  

	“Still a quickie. You won’t get a frittata.” 

	“I’ll miss something delicious.” Sami sighed. “I’ll sacrifice it. I want you too much. Nothing comes first.” 

	“Are you sure? You have a minute to decide.”  

	“It’ll always be you,” Sami sighed and then softly pleaded with her delicate voice sounding so sweet. 

	The timer beeped. I hit the button. Sami took off running, leaving the room, and racing down the hall. 

	I laughed and gave chase. Sami had a head start, but I caught her near our bedroom. She was laughing when I scooped her up. Sami anchored her legs and squealed, “Okay, okay! I’m done teasing you!” 

	“You’re not, but you’re ready though.” 

	“Always for you,” her mouth brushed mine. 

	We shared kiss after kiss until her hands traveled lower. A hand job wouldn’t do much. I ravished her mouth with a wild kiss to show we would fuck in the hall if she kept teasing me.

	Sami met my gaze. Those pretty brown eyes were still so damn expressive. Sami kissed me like she’d never get another chance to. Our relationship was like a train moving twice the normal speed, but every waking moment was spent being the man she needed. 

	Sami released a delicate sigh, content to be spoiled. She liked foreplay. I didn’t disappoint. My hand was between her legs, giving her pleasure. I kissed Sami’s moans away and kept toying with her clit. Sami’s thighs started quivering. I backed off and carried her into our bedroom. 

	“Why did you stop?” Sami pouted, “I got up early.” 

	“Knowing it would come to this,” I said and lowered her gently. Sami was affectionate and liked anything involving romance. She relaxed on the feather-down pillows and offered her mouth for kisses. I gave in and then kissed her neck and twisted her silk nightie until she was exposed. My grip tightened on the silk. Sami started pouting. I kept slowly caressing her, proving there would be tenderness. Sami was a dark-skinned beauty with midnight curls and a lush pout. I was swept away when we first met, now, my heart was hers to do with as she pleased. 

	I went lower, gently kissing her thighs, and reveling in the sweet scent mingling with her essence. We didn’t have time for wild fucking. I kept it in mind during my first taste. Sami’s hands were tangled in my hair. She released a cute groan when I sucked her clit. My erection was throbbing, but I pleased her until her soft sighs turned into raspy moans. It took effort to back off. 

	Sami’s eyes swept over me, “You can take your time.”  

	I chuckled, “I can’t. You have to work.” 

	“I’m always early. I can be late this one time.” 

	“You’ll be upset. How do you want it love?”

	Sami took off her nightie and relaxed with her ass in the air. My view was sexy. I kept a hand on her pussy, ditched my runners, and yanked my jogging pants and boxer briefs down. My dick slapped her ass. She liked it. Sex was stress relief for me. Sami never had to plead for it. I kept the position, gripped her ass, and thrust in deep. Heat surged. Sami tightened and cried out. I tenderly kissed her shoulder. Comforting her came easy. Sami didn’t want it. She shrugged off my kisses and bounced. Damn if I didn’t like it. Things kicked up ten notches. 

	I groaned, “Love, no. It’s not happening.” 

	“Give in. Damn it,” Sami cursed more and her ass bounced with each thrust. She wanted what was hers. We went stroke for stroke with her trembling and twisting in my grasp. Sami whispered my name and climaxed in a heated rush, but I held out until the feeling spiked. My body seized. Sami was still pushing her ass back. I kept her anchored, “Cut it out. You’ll be late.” 

	“I don’t care,” Sami groaned. “Give it to me.”

	“Stop fussing. We’re getting in the shower. I’ll please you however you want tonight.”

	She relaxed a little, “I feel like you’re only saying that.”  

	“I’m not, I always put in work. You know it,” I helped Sami out and led her to the bathroom. 

	She sighed, “I should’ve twisted my hair.” 

	“It looks good however you wear it. You’re a sexy little thing,” I turned on the shower and hit the button for the tiles to heat. Sami didn’t like feeling cold, but her delicate skin couldn’t handle extreme changes in temperature. 

	She was pouting while impatiently tucking curls under the oversized plastic cap. I stepped into the glass shower, “Come on. Quality time is happening.” 

	“Oh, I’m done complaining,” Sami hurried to get in.

	We shared affectionate kisses under the hot streams of water. Sami sighed and reached for her shower gel and sponge, “Sex is the perfect way to start my morning. I’m feeling less stressed, but I’m working on not worrying.”  

	I started washing, “You can feel however you want. Dionne is safe.” 

	Sami sighed, “Right. I don’t even want to think about Mister Lionel or my friend Joy being in harm’s way. She’s six weeks away from her due date. I’m so excited!”

	“I can tell,” I laughed because suds flew every which way. I moved slightly so she could stand in front of me. Sami was quiet while rinsing off. 

	“What’s up? You’re thinking about something.” 

	I’m trying to be a better person,” Sami admitted, “Don’t laugh. I have a temper. I hold grudges. It’s not healthy.” 

	“Change whatever you want. Do it for you, no one else, but you’re perfect the way you are.” 

	“Thanks. I wanna say something,” she moved closer with her soft skin brushing mine. 

	My reaction to her was instant, “Go ahead. I’m listening.” 

	“Okay because you didn’t seem mad at the time,” Sami softly rambled. “Well, I can’t be sure, but if you were it didn’t show. Oh, I don’t know for real.” 

	 “Love, talk to me. What is it?” 

	“Okay. Are you mad at me for hugging Gareth? Or kissing him on the cheek? I reacted without thinking.” 

	I smiled, “No, Dionne might not know the details about everything at Whitt’s Homestead, but it’s good for her to see you and Gareth getting along.”  

	“Okay, I was trying to figure out how to ask. I’ll say hello in passing from now on. It won’t happen again.” 

	I chuckled, “You’re mine. We don’t agree on everything, but we’ll work it out. Don’t hold off talking.” 

	Sami was quiet. I didn’t care about the plastic cap and kissed her forehead, “We fell in love. It happens.”

	Sami’s feelings came through loud and clear with sweet kisses. She was still a tease. Our shower was a good time. 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	


	 

	Keeping His Word

	 

	

	 

	 

	Jamieson 

	 

	Sami’s skin was incredibly soft, all the time. I kissed her bare shoulder, “How are you feeling love?” 

	“Good,” she sighed. “I need to get a move on.” 

	I backed off to give her space, threw on loungewear, and my favorite leather loafers. Sami was doing her routine when I left for the kitchen. Food prep didn’t take long. Cash was on his way. It worked out since we needed to talk. Batter went in the oven. I fixed the setting and finished cooking breakfast. Bacon was on the grilling station when Cash opened the door, “It smells good!” 

	“Stop yelling through the house.” 

	He laughed and came into view, “Where’s Sami?” 

	“Upstairs getting ready for work,” I grabbed oven mitts and pulled out the muffins, “These are hers.” 

	“Hush puppies. Why didn’t you fry them?” 

	“Bacon and eggs were added to the recipe.” 

	“Nice, she’ll like them,” Cash washed his hands, “I’ll crash in the guest room. I’m working later.” 

	I glanced at him, “You’ve been going nonstop lately.”

	“I’m staying busy,” Cash shrugged and started eating. He looked pissed off to the point of exhaustion. 

	Cash gave his word. He wouldn’t get involved in my old man’s shit. I knew firsthand how fucked up life gets trying to save Dad from himself and whoever wants to kick his ass. Cash didn’t need the stress. I spoke on it, “Thanks for checking on my old man.” 

	“I gave my word,” he munched on a piece a bacon, “A man is nothing without it.” 

	“True but it’s hurting you.” 

	Pain flashed in Cash’s eyes. He stopped eating, “You pay for his place. You’re still his emergency contact. You pay all his medical bills. You’re feeling it in a different way. Why don’t you get it?” 

	“I’m trying to get through it, same as you. I don’t want you ruining your life over his decisions.”  

	“I won’t.”

	“Going after Vince Ricci’s son is a bad idea.” 

	Cash met my gaze, “His family came for my uncle. His debt was paid.” 

	“He borrowed money again.” 

	Cash shook his head, “Uncle Drew should’ve been turned away. They broke our agreement, not me.”  

	“Would a meeting with Vince change anything?” 

	“Not unless he’s giving his blessing.”  

	I sighed, knowing there was no talking sense into him, “You have my temper.” 

	“So, you know what it is. Everybody keeps asking if I’m cool. I’m not, but I’m keeping my word.”    

	“You’ve honored it long enough.” 

	Cash stopped eating, “What are you saying?” 

	“This will keep bothering you. Don’t keep your word for my benefit. What do you need from me?” 

	“Nothing, you didn’t know about the agreement. Bam was there. I’ll talk to him first, but I’m taking another route if I don’t like where it’s heading.” 

	“Fair enough,” I replied, knowing Bam or one of the guys would reel Cash in before he crossed lines there was no coming back from. “It’s okay to care. I’m not taking it away from you. My old man being your uncle has nothing to do with what kind of dad he was to me.” 

	“He was piss-poor at both. Uncle Drew’s advice for women was don’t get them knocked up cause babies are damn expensive,” Cash mimicked his voice, “Trust me kid, your woman will punish you something crazy.” 

	I shook my head, “He gives advice but can’t take any.”  

	Cash chuckled, “Yeah. Mr. Bryce asked your Mom out. Uncle Drew lost his shit. He went on a crazy rant about the big-time doctor from down the street trying to take his family. Dad put an end to it. Uncle Drew left before our Moms got back from shopping.” 
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