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PROLOGUE

Jason fulfilled his promise of taking his soul mate to dinner and later returned home for their chosen dessert selection, each other. Afterward, Monique lay with her head on his chest comforted by the simple but alluring embrace. She held her hand out in front of her, seemingly admiring a make-believe ring. Jason broke her comfort, sat up and gazed into her eyes, somewhat caught between a thought and a hard place. Monique glared back, identified his expression as one of concern.

“What is it, Jason?”

“I want you to have something, but first I need to know if you’d accept it.”

“It, as in?”

“It’s best if I show you.”

Jason excused himself, walked to the closet and returned with a medium-sized box. He rambled through its contents, found and handed Monique a diamond solitaire, two-plus carats in size.

“What is this?” Monique asked barely able to contain her excitement.

“It’s yours if you’d accept it.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“It belonged to Sasha.”

Monique looked into his eyes. She saw such emotion in them that she took time to reflect on the knowledge of his relationship with Sasha.

“Jason,” Monique said carefully, “if my memory serves me correctly, you once told me that it was the memory of Sasha who helped you love me.”

“Something like that. As strange as it sounds, Sasha spoke to me some way, somehow. I received whispers from a troubled heart, my troubled heart, and her spirit showed me all that I needed. She lifted the pain that I was feeling and released me to love you.”

“With this in mind, I’d be honored to wear this symbol of your love. I don’t want you to ever forget what she meant to you. I’m indebted to her, we both are.”

At that moment, Jason realized that this and more amazing times were in store for him. He took the ring from her hand, placed it on her finger, and then politely kissed her on the lips. The simple act caused Monique to blush.

“Excuse me,” she said in an excited state. “I could definitely get used to this.”

For the next few moments, they coexisted in silence. Monique was curled comfortably in his embrace. They seemingly had blocked out the television that played in the background until the words “twenty-eight days for twenty-eight million” awakened their consciousness. They left their solitude and directed their attention to what the newscaster was saying. When the segment ended, they shook their heads in awe.

“I know that the person who bought that ticket is feeling sick,” Monique said.

“Probably not, Dear…it seems to me that if someone has twenty-eight days left to claim twenty-eight million dollars, then it stands to reason that this person either lost it or does not realize that he or she has the winning lottery ticket in their possession.”

“That makes sense. I can see myself doing that. Sometimes I can’t remember my words, much less remember to check a lotto ticket.”

“Say that again.”

“I’m saying that I often forget to check my ticket after a drawing.”

“No, you said, remember my words.”

“And?”

Jason didn’t respond. He basically stared through her as he attempted to recall why those words were so familiar to him. Out of the blue, his subconscious mind blurted, “Sasha.”

“What about her?” Monique asked.

“Who?” Jason responded after snapping back to reality.

“You called Sasha’s name.”

“Did I?” Jason asked rather dumbfounded. “It was Sasha who said those words to me that night I proposed to you.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It’s a long story. Remember my words,” Jason recited again as he sat on the side of the bed. “Remember my words. She must have been referring to her journals.”

It became clear to him, clearer than the brilliant VS-rated diamond Monique was wearing. His mind bounced to a bookmark located in one of her journals and he recalled thinking how strange that a lotto ticket would be used for such a purpose. Jason reached into the box of Sasha’s possessions and blindly began removing the journals in search of what was calling him. He placed each gingerly on the bed as if they were delicate glass.

On the fourth try, it felt right. It was right; a small block of paper was extending from the journal’s pages. Jason held the journal up to Monique’s eyes.

Without even looking, Jason said, “This is it.”

“Jason, truly I’m lost,” Monique confessed.

“That piece of paper,” Jason announced as his eyes focused on it, “is worth twenty-eight million dollars.”

“No way, things like that don’t happen to ordinary people like us.”

“Your statement is flawed. We are extraordinary people. Take it.”

Monique found what Jason was saying well beyond belief, yet, somehow his conviction to his statement, the sentiment it carried, made his words all too real. Her heart raced as she plucked the paper from the pages.

“The prize amount is?” Jason asked.

Monique flipped the ticket over, cut her eyes from Jason to it, back to Jason. Suddenly her mouth became dry. She swallowed before she spoke.

“Twenty-eight million,” she replied with a cracked voice.

Jason stood, smiled and walked into his home office. In a few seconds he was browsing through Virginia’s Lottery page. Monique was too nervous to walk. Even sitting down, her knees trembled as she anticipated the outcome.

“Angel,” Jason called, “Come in here, please.”

“Honey, I can’t, just tell me.”

Jason stood in the doorway. “Well, it appears that we have a newfound fortune.”

Monique’s mouth opened without a sound. She gazed at Jason in disbelief, seemingly discarding his words. Jason allowed Monique to gather her composure before he sat next to her. Immediately, her arms held him in a strong, silent embrace.

“This is,” Jason spoke calmly, “quite a turn of events considering my poor upbringing.”

“Remember, I knew you back then, things weren’t that bad for you.”

“You’re looking at it from the outside because things weren’t good at all. I remember one Christmas my mother wanted to get me something to wear and something to play with, but money was tight. So, she bought me a pair of pants and cut the pockets out.”

Monique’s face dove into confusion. She stared at him, followed the gaze with a smile and then a burst of laughter.

“That was silly,” Monique said.

“Silly enough to make you laugh.”

“Here I thought we were having a serious conversation, somehow, again you manage to add humor.”

“We needed something to break the tension.”

“It’s strange, seems to me that we would be overjoyed with the money, but we’re acting differently.”

“Believe me…inside there is a fireworks display grander than the Fourth of July celebration at the Washington Monument. I guess everything surrounding how we became wealthy is mind-boggling.”

“So,” she said smiling, “what are you going to do with your free time?”

“I’ve always wanted to learn how to play golf.”




ONE

Monique bathed in the hot sun topless. This piece of paradise was the last stop on their vacationing tour before returning to Virginia City. They had spent two weeks respectively in Aruba, Barbados, Saint Thomas, Bermuda and concluded their extended vacation in Puerto Rico. She and Jason lay on beach towels tanning their bodies that had beads of sweat rolling down their oiled skin. They in-dulged themselves on the bow of a rented yacht that ironically was named “Monique’s Pleasure,” anchored in the Caribbean Sea. It was a one hundred-ten-foot yacht that had every amenity imaginable. They had sailed to a secluded cove off the main Puerto Rican island for their own private sanctuary on the water.

“Honey, does it get any better than this?” Monique asked with her eyes closed.

“Nothing can be better than quality time with the one you love,” Jason responded.

Monique turned her eyes away from the sun, toward Jason and opened them slowly as if he were a Christmas present that she hardly believed she had received.

“I love you too…even before the riches, but I can’t complain about being spoiled beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Yes, early retirement never felt so good. Are you ready to get back to the real world?”

“Semi.”



“Yes, life as we knew it will be different when we get back.”

“Waking at home at our leisure will be a wonderful thing.”

Jason opened his eyes, turned his head toward her and discovered Monique in a heavenly gaze.

“Why such a passionate look?” Jason asked.

“I don’t know. I think it’s the magic of the moment combined with how the sun’s rays are tantalizing my nipples,” Monique confessed.

“Oh?”

“It’s like my body’s warmth is being charged from the heat coming through my nipples.”

“Do you want to take another dip in the water to cool off?”

“No, I’m okay. The heat makes me feel rather nasty.”

“Nasty good or nasty bad?”

Monique smiled. Jason sat up, reached to his left and filled his glass with more Mimosa. He took two decent-sized swallows, followed by a huge one, then fell to his knees and lowered his lips onto one of her nipples. They are hot, Jason thought.

“That’s refreshing,” Monique responded.

“Think it will help you cool off?” Jason asked.

Before Monique could respond, Jason used his tongue to swirl a piece of ice around her hardened nipple.

“Yes, but your method warms me in delightful ways,” Monique panted.

Jason switched to the other nipple and probed it until the remaining ice dissolved.

“What do you think you’re doing, Mister?” Monique asked excited by Jason’s actions.

“I’m cooling you off,” Jason teased.

“Not like that you aren’t.”

“Okay, okay. Have more Mimosa.”

“Thank you…nasty person.”

Monique picked up her empty glass, leaned back on the towel and rested on one elbow as she extended the glass for a refill of the satisfying beverage. The cold drink that met her flesh felt even colder because the raging sun baked her skin oven-hot. Monique screamed. She believed that her man had lost his ever-loving mind. She sat up quickly, momentarily overtaken by the sudden chill that invaded her skin. Jason moved the cold liquid stream from her stomach and poured onto her hidden desire, where Monique now experienced two uniquely different forms of wetness.

He tilted the pitcher upside-down; the ice cubes tumbled down like tiny glaciers crashing onto her tightened stomach muscles. Jason lifted her bikini bottom fabric and placed two rectangular ice cubes under the garment. He strategically placed one cube against her lower lips and made sure that the bikini bottom held it in place. Monique screamed from the excitement and pleasure of Jason’s playfulness.

“I don’t believe you,” Monique announced. “What if I did you like this someday?”

“That would be fun, but not today. Today my only mission is to serve you.”

“Jason,” Monique moaned as his lips closed over the ice cube through the garment.

The ice was like liquid hydrogen on her as it would be on a man, thus a means to prolong her orgasm. Monique’s clitoris popped up as if the tune for the Jack-in-the-Box had just ended. Jason sucked on the ice cube for a long while as he alternated the pinching of Monique’s nipples. This prompted the cube to move to Monique’s toy surprise.

“I feel like it’s going to pop off,” Monique moaned in deep passion.

“What does?” Jason asked as he paused to nibble on her inner thigh.

Monique refused to solidify Jason’s rhetorical question. She couldn’t answer if she wanted to; she was too far gone to formulate a reasonable answer. Jason’s mouth was heaven to Monique’s passion and the pleasure pain received from the alternating nipple pinches, all but helped Monique lose her mind. The ice yielded to the constant warmth of Jason’s mouth and Monique’s increased body temperature. Jason sensed by the feel of it on his tongue that her clitoris had softened and his soft warm tongue had produced greater, sultrier battle cries from Monique.

Jason didn’t know if it was the gentle rocking of the yacht, the ultraviolet rays that constantly bathed her skin, or his wondrous instrument, but he couldn’t remember a time when Monique’s hips had bucked so wildly. He slid a finger between her pleasure haven and the garment, curled his finger and pulled it to the side, then dove back into her flesh with his hungry mouth. Oddly, the strangest thought materialized in his mind, Now that’s old school.

Monique’s passionate moans were more sensual and erotic than he had ever known. Like a computer building a microchip, Jason danced his tongue around, in and out of her womanhood in a poetic fashion. It was lyrical. These lyrics performed as a current and ignited the electrical circuitry that took information back to her orgasmic processor. Monique suddenly slapped both hands on the bow, rose to a sitting position and watched Jason perform his magic. The visual of her being pleased provided the last piece of information Monique’s processor needed. Monique bellowed in a gigantic climax that started with the words, “Damn you, Jason” and ended with a descent in volume series of “Oh, oh, oh’s.”

Monique pushed away from him at the shoulders to escape Jason’s over-bearing mouth. Jason wiped most of the natural juices from his face on Monique’s inner thigh, and then finished the rest with a portion of the beach towel.

“Had enough?” Jason joked.

“Man, if you don’t get that weapon from me, I’ll scream.”

“My weapon as in…?”

“Dangerous,” Monique interrupted. “That tongue of yours. Honey, I’m too sensitive, you need to allow a girl time to regain composure?” Monique asked with a demand disguised as a question.

“Not a problem.”

Jason excused himself, returned with two more dry oversized towels and placed them in an area near Monique.

“So what are you going to do with those?” Monique asked after noticing that Jason was still aroused.

“Well,” Jason replied. “This particular weapon will disengage once I lie back down and relax.”

“I see,” Monique commented playfully. “One of us once stated that a hard-on was a terrible thing to waste.”



“Would that one of us happen to be you?”

“I don’t remember,” she lied.

Monique kneeled next to Jason, placed both hands at his waist and pulled at his swim trunks.

“What are you doing, Ms. Sensitive?”

“Trying not to be wasteful.”

“You’re so bad.”

“Actually my love, this is going to be good…now raise your damn hips,” Monique stated forcefully.

“Yes Ma’am,” Jason stated.

After the garment was removed, Monique took a note from Jason.

“We’re going to tan him for a moment,” Monique stated before she dashed away with the empty pitcher.

In the short time that Monique was gone, Jason found himself enjoying the sunrays on his manhood. He touched it as if he was checking to see if it had cooked sufficiently. Interesting, he thought.

No sooner than the thought faded from his memory, Monique’s hand squeezed his tool as if she was extracting gel from a tube. The move startled him partly because his eyes were closed while he listened to the waves splashing against the yacht, but mostly because Monique’s hand was cold. Prior to her seizing Jason’s tool, her hand was submerged in the pitcher with water and ice.

Monique placed her other hand in the cold water and simultaneously lowered her mouth onto him. She did this before her previously chilled hand had time to warm completely. Her hot sensual mouth elevated Jason’s erotic state. He closed his eyes and felt the sun’s rays try to penetrate through his eyelids. Monique had been in her position far too many times for Jason to remember, but this time, her mouth felt as soothing as the first taste of warm apple pie.

She gauged Jason’s mounting excitement by the slow movement of his hips. Suddenly Monique stopped and gave him a taste of the first sensation by stroking him with the cold hand from the bucket. Another adrenaline rush consumed Jason, but when she placed a couple of ice cubes against his genitals, Jason would swear that his blood had frozen. The warmth of her mouth teased him again. Jason bathed in the sensation that was almost heavenly. He was speechless and completely inundated by her spell. The movement of a soft pleasing tongue coupled with chilled genitals couldn’t be put into words. Monique continued the hot-cold treatment until her hands couldn’t withstand another dunk into the freezing water. Then, she spent a long time showing great patience enjoying her throbbing tool. Jason, on the other hand, had subdued his release for the past few minutes. If he relaxed, an explosion grander than the bomb dropped on Hiroshima would occur.

“What do you want?” Monique asked in a sultry voice.

Jason didn’t respond to her inquiry. She asked the question again, immediately after her mouth left his hardness.

“I want…” Jason panted, but continued to hold his orgasm.

Monique stood tall above him, removed the hindering clothing and straddled her joy backward in the reverse cowboy maneuver. Her cushiony haven accepted Jason slowly, willingly and uninhibited. Her hands were at the side for support as if Jason’s manliness had penetrated too deeply for that position.

Jason pulled one of her arms behind her back, then the other. Monique gasped as her body fully accepted him. She wanted to scream, but she remained motionless in order to adjust to the pleasure pressure that filled her. Jason used his pinky fingernail to trace an imaginary line from between her shoulder blades, down to the center of the small of Monique’s back. Monique responded with a small hip movement. Jason retraced the line once more and a similar response came from Monique. Jason traced the same line so many times that a red trail became visible on her sun-baked skin. It burned to touch, yet it aided in the sensation that Jason’s manhood was giving her. However, during the process, Monique’s hip movements had quickened and become a rhythmic motion that she wasn’t aware of.

She wanted to buck wildly through the orgasm that swept her. Instead she oddly leaned forward and was awed that Jason’s manliness extended deeper into her. She squeezed her internal muscles hard for a count of three before releasing and executing the move again. Her reward was a series of “mini-gasms,” her word for the quick ending yet pleasing orgasms. Monique noted that with each squeeze of her muscles, Jason’s tool throbbed uncontrollably. Moments after she held and released the last of her mini-ones, Jason’s juices filled her, perfectly timed as though their act had been rehearsed one thousand times. Jason moaned pleasurably. His passion cry was different than most. It was filled with more exuberance and delight. Jason’s wondrous sounds thrilled Monique’s ears.

Monique wasn’t finished. She squeezed, held it tight and slowly lifted as if she was removing him from within her. She released the muscle control just as Jason was exiting her, and then slammed herself back down deeply onto his tool. She squeezed, held the muscle control tight and began to lift her body from him.

“Uncle,” Jason announced as he slapped her butt with one of his hands.

“What was that?” Monique chuckled. “You’re quitting?” she asked almost in laughter.

“Just for the moment,” Jason panted.

Their bodies were sweaty, aided by the sun that seemed all their own, but primarily from the secretions of the act itself. She was pleased; her man was pleased. All was good. She lay backward, her back against his hairy chest and felt a sting from the trail that Jason made on her back. Yet, she marveled in the sensation of their union as Jason’s arms draped around her in a soothing embrace.

“Could it be that the Jason Jerrard was vocal when he came?” Monique joked.

Jason smiled before replying, “Not me, never.”

“Today, my Dear, you were loud. I loved it.”

The rebuttal concerning the amount of noise Jason had made continued for a small moment and concluded with Monique stating to Jason that she and the fish knew the real truth. They lay connected in the embrace for what seemed like hours, each being satisfied with the solitude.





TWO

A few hours later, Jason docked the yacht at one of the smaller islands located off the northeastern tip of Puerto Rico’s mainland. It was a private pier located near the location of Jason and Monique’s sexual excursion. The dry land destination was a restaurant called The Cove where he, Monique and the younger Jason were to dine.

The Cove previously was a cave that had been transformed into an upscale restaurant. The restaurant itself was a risky move for the investors, primarily because there was no electricity or running water on the tiny island. Yet, the vision came to life by building a miniature power plant that supplied electricity for it and the pier that welcomed the guests. Piping water to the island proved to be the biggest challenge, but with the time and a well drawn-out plan, the impossible became possible.

Inside the restaurant the ventilation system was exposed much like ventilation systems in log cabin homes. Lights hung from above in all six of the eating areas, a result of strategic drilling. The seventh area was the kitchen. Special rock mass sonar equipment was used to determine the best routes for ventilation for the ovens and other cooking apparatus. There was a main area where the general public ate. The other five areas ranged from quaint and intimate to a medium party size. The furnishings were all hand-crafted with intricate native island details.

Jason’s rented yacht was docked at the pier for private boat owners. The general public arrived every thirty minutes by a ferry that shuttled patrons to and from the main island.

Jason and Monique had changed into semi-formal wear and were sipping on fruity drinks in a coconut shell, compliments of the restaurant when the younger Jason approached them holding the same drink.

“This place is pretty impressive,” Monique’s son spoke as he gave his mother a hug.

With Jason’s warped sense of humor he yelled out, “Group Hug,” seconds before his arms draped both of them. The three of them laughed. However, Monique’s laughter was a disguise to conceal the joy she experienced having both of her men engulf her.

“How long have you been waiting for us?” Monique asked her son.

“Not too long…just long enough to have started my second drink,” he answered while holding the coconut in the air.

“They are refreshing,” the older Jason responded.

“Especially mine, it’s…what’s your word again?” the junior Jason asked the senior. Before Jason could respond, the word “leaded” sprung from the younger one’s mouth.

“You have coffee in your fruity drink?” Jason joked.

“Not exactly. The lead in my case is called banana rum.”

“Now I see why you’re so happy,” Monique responded.

“Mom, I read you like a book and you know it. So tell me, why are you glowing? What did you two do on the water all day?” her son joked.

“We…ah,” Monique stuttered too embarrassed to comment. “Grown-folk stuff that’s none of your business,” she replied with a flushed face.

Her son smiled brightly and commented, “Even though you look like the cat that ate the canary, I won’t pry further. Having a sexual undertone discussion with my mom isn’t my idea of comfortable conversation. And the visuals,” he continued, left the rest in the balance. The three burst into simultaneous laughter.

At Jason’s request, they were seated in the second smallest eating area. It was just large enough to comfortably seat four people and serve them full-course meals without them having to rub elbows. Beyond the magnificence of a cave transformed into an upscale restaurant, Monique and Jason received joy from the apparent attraction between her son and the female waitress that served them. Jason took the tease further and switched seats with his junior so that she could be watched without having to look over his shoulder.

The waitress introduced herself as Caramel. She gave each of them an equal amount of eye contact during the welcome speech and talk about the daily specials. However, when her eyes met the younger Jason’s, there was a bashful smile, followed by an apparent blush, the result of Jason’s playful wink. She asked for the drink order without breaking the glance between them and walked away with a little more pep in her step.

“It looks like one of us has a definite admirer,” Monique joked.

“More like, an admiration between the two of them,” Jason commented.

“She is striking,” the younger Jason said in his defense.

“Pop quiz,” Jason stated. “What do you like the most about her?”

The younger Jason displayed a smile that only a man whose hormones had been affected would understand.

“Besides that.” Jason laughed.

“Everything. I feel something warm coming from her. A sense of ‘I need to know her’ is present. However, the dark brown bedroom eyes, lovely smile and other physical attributes don’t hurt either.”

Monique was amazed with their conversation and was even more proud of her son. Throughout the years, he had always dated attractive women. Caramel was no exception. The difference with her was that she was heavier than the rest, definitely out of his norm. Though she had a larger frame, she remained proportionally built and still very shapely. Monique was happy that her son could look beyond the superficial physical appearance and discover the person within. Well, at least she hoped that to be true and prayed that he wasn’t looking for a quick night with a native.

When Caramel returned with the drinks, Jason flashed another bright smile and the effect on her was nervousness. This was indicated by the slight shake in her hands as she placed the drinks on the table. Oddly enough, Monique remembered that she was like that eons ago when she first met her Jason.

“So, have you all decided on what you’d like to eat?” Caramel asked. Jason motioned for Monique to speak first; afterward, the younger Jason insisted on the senior to order next.

“And you, Sir?” Caramel asked Monique’s son. “Have you decided?”

“Please call me Jason,” he replied.

“Okay, Mr. Jason, what would you like?”

“Take this down,” Jason junior recited in a devilish tone. “Seven…Zero… Three…Five…Five…Five…Seven…Two…Nine…Three.”

Caramel wrote Jason’s home telephone number down and waited for him to continue.

“Other than that,” Jason continued, “I’ll have whatever you think is good.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, surprise me.”

Caramel nodded and walked away.

“Who does that remind you of?” Monique asked her fiancé.

“I would do something like that, wouldn’t I,” Jason responded, followed by an all-knowing smile.

“I figured,” the younger Jason commented. “When she didn’t refuse my number, she wouldn’t lead me wrong with a meal. What?” Jason asked defensively when he noticed his parents grinning at him.

Moments later, Jason’s and Monique’s food was placed in front of them respectively. Each plate had a mountain-piled-high main entrée and other side items. Caramel’s idea for the younger Jason’s meal was a saucer plate with a lone piece of toast on it. Jason, his mom and Jason stared at the bread oddly.

“This is considered a five-star restaurant?” Jason asked of his flirt mate.

“It is,” Caramel replied. “I assure you, we are five-star in all aspects.”

“And, this is the best that you can offer me?” he asked with a slight hint of disappointment.

“No, on the contrary, all of the food here is grand,” she answered evenly.

“Then the toast represents?”

Caramel smiled, she knew that she had stunned him. “It’s simply the surprise that you asked for,” she responded. “It represents you not destroying your appetite because as you can see, the portions here are grand. How could we have dinner tonight if you’ve eaten already?”



“Tonight?” Jason asked. He looked back and forth between his parents.

“I get off in an hour…interested?”

Jason nodded, smiled and spoke, “It would be my pleasure, but I have to be on the last ferry to the mainland.”

“Then, our date could start on the way back on the ferry because that’s my ride too.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Jason confirmed.

Caramel nodded and her date watched her walk away in awe. Of course, for the remainder of the threesome’s time together, Monique and Jason teased him relentlessly.






THREE

The weather was unusually warm for early spring; it was downright hot and too damn humid according to Kaylyn Croft. She rode down Route 7 in Tysons Corner, Virginia headed for Jared. She was a sultry woman, model height, taller than most with a Chinese bob hairstyle that all but accented her hazel green eyes. She was feeling mighty special as she rode to her destination in a Mercedes 500 SL convertible with the top down.

Kaylyn arrived at Jared fifteen minutes early for her appointment. Jared was an exclusive jewelry store chain in the Washington, D.C. metropolitan area. The common consumer didn’t have the luxury of just walking into the store and shopping. They served customers by appointment only. Jared’s offered the finest quality jewelry and the most brilliant diamonds on the East Coast. The store had metal detectors at the lone entrance. Armed guards patrolled outside of the building and were strategically placed inside. One would wonder if Fort Knox had as much protection.

On the top of Kaylyn’s shopping list was a three-carat, marquise-cut diamond stone that she had been waiting to arrive at the store. She was prepared. She had drawn on a piece of paper the type of setting that she wanted for the precious jewel in advance, confident that she’d like it.

“Good afternoon,” the security guard stated. “Your name and appointment time, please.”

He was familiar with Kaylyn because of her other appointments, but since the surveillance cameras watched the entrance, he proceeded with the formalities.

“It’s at one-thirty.”

He tapped a few buttons on his clipboard-sized PDA, verified her appointment, then stepped aside and allowed her to proceed to the security checkpoint. Inside, Mike Miller, Kaylyn’s salesperson, held up his hand to get her attention. He was a well-dressed man who reaped the rewards of being the store’s top salesperson.

“I’ll be right with you,” he stated. “I’m finishing up now.”

Kaylyn nodded. The salesman’s current customer was Sebastian Cole, the Lieutenant Governor of Virginia. He had been reported as being the youngest governor in Virginia’s history. His tall frame towered over Kaylyn’s by at least six inches. Mike and Sebastian shook hands and Sebastian turned around abruptly not knowing that Kaylyn was directly behind him.

“Whoa,” he announced just inches away from invading her space. “I’m sorry,” he continued. I should not be in such a rush.”

“No apology needed. I may have been standing too close behind you.”

“Still, I need to be more observant…Mike,” Sebastian addressed. “Take care of this lovely lady. She deserves a good discount for me almost wiping her out.”

“I always look out for my best customers,” Mike responded.

“Again,” Sebastian said to Kaylyn, “my apologies, have a wonderful afternoon.”

“Thank you, have a great day yourself.”

“That’s a very polite fellow,” Kaylyn said to Mike.

“He is indeed. You and he became customers about the same time. You don’t know who he is, do you?”

“No, should I?”

“He is only the youngest Lieutenant Governor in the history of this state.”

“That’s Sebastian Cole…he looks totally different on TV. You never know who you are going to run into these days.”

“So true. Are you ready to view what I have for you to choose from?”

“I’m dying with anticipation. Show me! Show me!” Kaylyn recited overjoyed.

Mike showed Kaylyn two stones that were nearly identical to the untrained eye. But, to Kaylyn’s trained eye, the slightly smaller one had more clarity. So, she chose the two-point-eight-nine-sized stone over the three-point-two-sized stone. Mike wasn’t surprised that she picked clarity over size. Most people who know their gems do. She gave him the paper that had the creative design setting for her selected stone and was assured that designing it would not be a problem. Kaylyn was to return in a week to pick up the finished product.

The first thing that Kaylyn did when she stepped out of the jewelry store was to put on her designer sunglasses. Her head turned toward the sound of a car door closing. She looked over the rim of the shades and saw Sebastian approaching her.

See, I was going to leave you alone, Kaylyn thought.

“Excuse me, Ms.,” Sebastian stated. “I’m Sebastian…”

“Sebastian Cole,” Kaylyn broke in.

“So, you do recognize me?”

“I do now; Mike just told me who you are.”

“I see…I hate to be forward, but you are so striking that I couldn’t leave without a formal introduction.”

“Thank you. It’s a pleasure meeting you, Governor.”

“Lieutenant Governor.”

“Still, I’ve never met anyone in the political arena before. I’m honored.”

“Don’t be, I’m a regular guy, you’ll see…that’s if I can appear charming enough to sway you to go out with me.”

“Don’t you politicians have security and bodyguards?”

“Well, for the Governor and up, that sort of thing is twenty-four-seven. I have to request protection and it’s nothing compared to what they get.”

Kaylyn wrote her name and number on a piece of paper from her purse. “Call me sometime,” she stated as she handed him the folded piece of paper.

“I’ll surely do that. Any particular day that you’re free?”

“My schedule varies, so surprise me.”

“Hum,” Sebastian contemplated her suggestion. “Okay, how about a brunch or early cocktail, right now?”

“Now?”



“Yes, if your afternoon is free.”

Kaylyn leaned against her car, and again peered over the rim of her glasses. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” she asked.

“As serious as I can get without being offensive. What harm can it do? You can even pick the place.”

“I don’t know why I’m even considering this. I don’t like being in the public eye.”

“It will not be as bad as you’ve perceived it to be. Look around,” Sebastian said with his arms spread wide. “Is there a media frenzy now? People don’t recognize me, just as you didn’t recognize me. How about it?” he asked, then playfully poked his bottom lip out as if he were pouting.
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