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        Find a friend that will believe in you, when you don’t believe in yourself. I have one, she’ll yell at me if I name her though, but just know how thankful I am to have you in my life

        <3
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      I hate wearing these damn monkey suits, yet I find myself once again wearing one for this event. One that is supposed to bring a slew of new clients in. If it wasn’t for a good cause, I probably would have just written a check and called it a day.

      When our company was invited to this event, all of us started to overlook it. Until our secretary stated what the cause was for. It put us all on hold. Mason and Heath looked at me, and I knew what that look was.

      Of course, they would volunteer me, both of those knuckle heads refuse to wear ties to our business meetings, let alone a black-tie event.

      That left me to be the front man tonight, much like I am at our real estate firm.

      The three of us were well known in our college careers to raise hell, but to work, and to work hard at that.

      In our younger years, we didn’t come from a world filled with love and devotion. That is before we all landed in a foster home and were eventually adopted out to our mother, a woman I look up to like no other before. Why she ever felt the need to adopt three unruly teenage boys, I’ll never know, but fuck am I thankful for her.

      She cleaned us up, made us get good grades, put our butts in a sport, and was front and center no matter how well we did or how bad we did.

      We’ve always been as thick as thieves, just like we are today. We weren’t going to let our past define us.

      Momma Tina is the reason we are where we are today. She showed us what it was like to receive love, devotion, and to know our own worth.

      We had hopes and dreams, and the three of us devised a plan. We divided and conquered, each of us getting a degree in the field that we loved, but also would be beneficial to our futures. Not to mention, we all wanted to repay her back, not just in monetary funds. Though all of us knew how much it costs to raise a boy, let alone three boys.

      So, we did what we had to do. Now here we all are in our thirties. I meet with potential clients and other real estate companies, essentially a hook, line, and sinker aspect of the company. That doesn’t mean I’m not out there busting my ass with the rest of the employees. There is always a new client, not to mention homes, condos, and commercial businesses that are looking to be bought and sold.

      Mason is the mastermind with numbers. He’s constantly crunching, calculating, and investing. He keeps us well informed on what we need to maintain our company and makes us money, hand over fist.

      Heath, well he is the mastermind behind Three Brothers Investing. He loves to live behind his computer and keeps us running with the day to day aspect, if it’s anything to do with technology, he’s the one doing it.

      The three of us all kept the same pact, to work our asses off, make our mom proud, go to college, invest as soon as we could, and become successful.

      I run my fingers through my hair one last time while looking out at the dark ocean that you can see from the building. What I wouldn’t give to be out there in the ocean though, just me, my surfboard, and the waves.

      I’m already counting down the hours until this shindig is over, taking one last look at the water I turn and head towards the open bar.
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      This venue is more than opulent, it’s like a fairy tale in a dream I once had as a little girl. The room setting is dark, but has twinkling lights all along the walls, chandeliers that are sparkling from the way they are hung, the abundance of flowers, and flickering luminaria candles that are on the table settings.

      Sure, it’s beautiful. But not as beautiful as the sun that rises over the ocean every morning.

      My father was adamant for me to be here, he had a last-minute business meeting he couldn’t cancel…supposedly.

      Now it’s up to me to look, act, and appear to be the best of the best.

      That’s why I’m groomed from head to toe for this function. My day started at the spa and ended with being poured into this skintight dress. Something I would never wear in the land of Summer. How they think this is how I would ever normally function is beyond me. I’m the type of girl that prefers to be in a pair of cut off jean shorts, tank top, and flip flops. Lucky for me, living in New Smyrna Beach allows me to do that most of the year.

      I take a deep breath and let it out, praying like hell it’ll give me a little more breathing room. The personal shopper that picked this dress out should have to wear it for a week, and then come talk to me.

      My hair was washed, trimmed, blown dry, flat ironed, and then put in this tight updo style that I loathe. And all for what? To look like the perfect child for my parents.

      I understand, I truly do. This is their image, what our family’s name means a lot to them, but I’m just a girl that wants to let her hair down even when the humidity makes my mountains of curls stand on end, no make-up, and walking down the beach with my toes in the sand.

      Sadly, that won’t be happening tonight. Nope, I’ll be here tonight, in pain, in the form of this too tight dress, sky-high heels, and face plastered with more make-up than ever.

      I look down at myself one more time, getting out the wrinkles that surely aren’t there from this insanely priced dress.

      I’m on a mission, and that mission is to the bar for a glass of wine.

      Walking stealthily in these heels, because let’s face it, Mother and Father were not going to allow their daughter to not act like a lady. Even at twenty-seven years old, with a job of my own, and a roof I pay for over my head. They still expect certain things, sure I should walk away and do my own thing entirely. But, sometimes keeping the peace is easier than dealing with the aftermath, and really what child wants to walk away from their parents. I love them even with all of the nonsense they put me through.

      The bar is just in reach, sadly without stools, looks like this will be a standing only night until dinner is served. I look down at my feet and say a silent apology, promising them they’ll be in their customary flip flops tomorrow.

      When I reach the bar, I ask the bartender, “Hi, can I get a glass of cabernet?”

      “Coming right up,” he turns to uncork the bottle of wine. I take this time to lean on the bar, giving my feet a break, but also people watching. Something I enjoy thoroughly, no matter where I am.

      It fascinates me how people act when there’s a charity event, sure it’s for a good cause, but I secretly think it’s so they can show off how much they are worth or the latest material item they bought.

      It’s going to be a freaking really long night, I murmur under my breath.
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      My eyes lock on the woman that walked up to the bar, my hand is braced on the edge while my other hand is holding the glass of whiskey I asked for.

      There’s no other word for her except drop dead gorgeous, the best part is you can tell she has no idea. She’s standing there, with her hair in all kinds of tight twists, and pulled back, severely at that.

      It makes my hands itch to take out each and every pin that holds it back so tightly.

      Her curves though, fuck. She has an hourglass type figure, something of a Marilyn Monroe body, curves I crave to have in my hands. She has me reeling and I haven’t even had her in my arms.

      Taking one last sip of my drink before placing it back on the bar top, knowing one drink is my limit. Especially since I drove tonight.

      I walk over to the beauty that has taken over my thoughts. I should be out there introducing myself to potential clients, but since she walked up everything and everyone else vanished.

      “Hello,” I say to her, gaining her attention.

      “Oh, hello there. I didn’t see you sneak up on me,” her voice is that of a melody, especially compared to my own gruff voice.

      “I’m Rome Carter,” my hand going out to shake hers, when what I really want to do is take her into my arms.

      “Nice to meet you Rome, I’m Summer Jones,” she replies, her eyes the color of the sky right before it’s about to storm, dark and hauntingly blue. Ones that I know will stay with me for all of time.

      We both stand there, I see her staring out at the dance floor, and I know this is my in.

      “Want to dance?” I ask her, knowing full well it’s the only way I’ll get to have her in my arms. And if it’s anything to tell by just one touch of our hands, I know once her body is near mine, I won’t ever want her to leave my side.

      “Sure, let me just finish this glass?” she questions with a shyness in her tone. I nod my head, sticking close by her side. Knowing if I don’t these leeches at this event will be after Summer.

      Once she told me her name, I remembered hearing about her at the office every once in a while. Summer’s a free spirit, one even her father can’t reign in, no matter how much he tries. She’s elusive like the wind.

      Her father, Richard, has been in our office a time or two carrying on. I’ve never put her face with the name. Now that I have though, she’s in my sights and I’ll never let her out of it.

      “Absolutely,” my voice is just above a whisper, not wanting the outside world to impede on our moment. Her eyes never leaving mine as she takes the last sip.
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      Well if there’s one thing to say about being somewhere I’d rather not be, it’s that at least I have someone that is in my realm of age, not to mention he’s handsome too.

      Unlike who my father tries to set me up with one of his “friends” another one of his great ideas, marry off his only child like we’re back in the eighteen-hundreds. Usually, they are as old as my father, that though makes me cringe eternally.

      I take the last sip of my wine, this one a hardy one at that. It’s so un-lady like, but I don’t really care. The thought of dancing with Rome is my only goal at this time.

      My eyes go back to the man who has captured my attention, he fills out his tux like no other man I’ve seen before. His deep green eyes that pull you in, he’s comfortable in the way he carries himself. The tone of his skin is a warm golden tone. One you’re not sure if he was born with or if he loves the outdoors as much as I do.

      Rome’s attention doesn’t seem to leave mine even as I place my wine glass on the bar top.

      “I’m ready,” I tell him, his gaze perusing over my body. It makes the flesh on my skin pebble up and bead.

      “I guess you are,” he croons. Rome places his hand at my lower back and guides me to the dance floor. With his height and stature, people seem to move out of his way, it’s enough to make me feel small and safe walking by his side. Something I’m really not. I have curves and for the most part, I’ve embraced them. That doesn’t mean I don’t know that sometimes when you do have a different body shape, people look at you differently.

      When we get to the floor, I’m spun and his hand finds mine, he tucks it against his chest, leaving his other arm to wrap around my waist. I raise my arm and hold onto his upper arm.

      “Just like that, baby,” his head dips, my breathing hitches. I think he’s going to kiss me. Yet, he doesn’t. He glides his nose along mine in the sweetest gesture I could ever receive.

      In all of my years, I’ve been told who to date. Not that I actually went on those that were foisted on me by my parents. I was always able to finagle myself out of them. It’s one of the best things about the career path I chose. Of course, it was ill fitting for them, but I truly love it. Being a freelance photographer allows me to travel the world, take in the sights, and stay away from my parents. Don’t get me wrong, I love them, but I think they forgot what unconditional love was along the way.

      Rome brings me further into his body, allowing me to get out of my own head. I look up at him, he has a soft smile playing on his face. He’s devastatingly handsome, the five o’clock shadow he has, it doesn’t usually look good on the men I’ve been around, but he makes it look effortless and handsome.

      I really hope this is a night to remember.

      “Rome,” I whisper out. He tips his head in acknowledgement, slowly moving the hand he had at the small of my back to where the skin on the back of my neck is bare, I can feel every tingle on the path he took to get there.

      He squeezes my nape in a reassuring motion and slowly brings my head to rest on his shoulder.

      I don’t care who’s looking, talking, or dancing around us. It’s just the two of us, and I couldn’t be more thankful.
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      Fuck, I hate to dance, but now I’m thankful as fuck Mom made all of us boys learn how to. I could have kept her on the dance floor for hours, but I saw the way she was wincing after two songs, slowly moving from one foot to the other at one point.

      Leading her to the tables, not giving a damn that we’re supposed to sit where our names are assigned. I hold onto her hand while pulling her chair out with the other.

      Once she’s settled, I sit down in the chair beside her. The bonus of this event is that the chairs are so close together our legs are touching, and that feeling of closeness doesn’t leave.

      Her scent lingers in the air, it reminds me so much of the beach. The smell of suntan lotion mixed in with coconut. This woman, she’s going to be the one for me. I knew it with just a single touch.

      “So, tell me something about yourself?” she asks.

      I’m not usually one to talk about myself. I’m what they call more of a watcher and less of a talker, but for some reason in Summer’s presence I have no problem telling her about myself and what I do.

      “I own a real estate company with my brothers, Mason and Heath. Those two should be here with me now but were able to weasel their way out of it,” I tell her. She laughs and says, “I know what you mean. If I had it my way, I’d be at home sans shoes and curled up on the couch reading a good book.”

      Her laugh is just like the rest of her, stunningly beautiful. I find myself wanting to hear her laugh all night. We sit and chat about everything and nothing in between. We talk about our careers, something I’m noticing she’s very passionate about. It lights up her whole face when she talks about traveling. I can’t say that I’ve ever had anything in my life besides my brothers and our mom that make me as happy as she is right now.

      I tell her about my love for surfing every morning, even if it’s only for an hour. Her face lit up when she replied, “I go to the beach every chance I get, at least once a day. Maybe I’ll see you out there sometime.”

      “As a matter of fact, I’ll be out there tomorrow. Do you have any plans?” I ask her.

      “I don’t have anything going on, you do know tomorrow is New Year’s Eve though, right?” she replies with a smile on her face.

      “Yep, I have no big plans though. Figure I’ll wake up early, catch some waves, and wander around a bit. You’re more than welcome to join,” I respond to her. My hand is draped on the back of her chair, we’re both turned into each other. There’s chatter all around us, the only thing that has our attention is each other.

      “I’ll be there, what time?”

      “Around six, the waves are better in the morning.” Her smile wans, but then she responds with, “Okay, I’ll just make sure I have extra coffee before I get there.”

      “Not much of a morning person?”

      “Not at all, in fact, if this event doesn’t end soon, I’ll turn into a pumpkin before midnight,”

      “I don’t see that happening, think it’s too early to leave? I know a great burger joint that’s still open,” I suggest.

      “Really? Let’s go. Don’t be surprised if I walk barefoot though. These shoes are torture,” she picks up the bottom of her dress, and from what I can tell those shoes may hurt her, but fuck what they do to her legs.

      “I’ll even give you a piggyback ride, if you want,” I say with a smirk on my face.

      We both get up, I grab ahold of her hand, and lead her out the door only stopping to give the valet my ticket, so he can bring my car around.
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      I giggle the entire time Rome walks me out the doors from the event, I’m sure I’ll get an earful tomorrow from both of my parents. Yet, I just don’t care. I love the feeling of being spontaneous with Rome. He holds my hand the entire time. Even while we wait for his car to be pulled up. At one point he even brings me in closer to his body, with his arms wrapped around me and kisses the top of my head.

      After feeling him, my gaze lifts up to meet his. His eyes are hooded, like he has the same yearning inside him that I have. I’m sure you can see every single thing I’m thinking in my facial expression alone. I slowly lower the lids of my eyes, take a deep breath, and sink further into Rome.

      Our moment is broken when the valet states, “Your car is here, Mr. Carter.”

      “Thank you,” he tells the young man. He exchanges his keys for a tip, and then Rome is opening the passenger door. Our bodies brush against each other and I find myself wanting to soak in his presence.

      After I’m in the seat, he waits until I buckle my seatbelt before heading to the driver’s side.

      Once he’s seated and his own seatbelt is firmly in place, he puts the car in drive, and then places his hand in mine while he’s driving.

      “Where are we going?” I finally ask, not really worrying that I’m alone in a car with Rome.

      “Burger Shack, I saw what they were serving for dinner at the event. There was no way that food was going to be edible. Nothing like spending a fortune on a plate, only to not eat it,” he shakes his head. His eyes never leave the streets as he navigates through a busy part of town.

      “I know what you mean, I was destined to have a bowl of cereal when I got home tonight if we didn’t leave,” I laugh, because I know what type of food it is. It’s always rubbery chicken or some kind of overcooked steak.

      “That doesn’t sound like a bad idea, but if you’ve never been to Burger Shack you don’t know what you’re missing,” he replies.

      It doesn’t take us too long to get there. We pull into a parking spot, thankful that we don’t have to walk too far.

      I grumble, “I can’t wait to get out of these shoes,” as Rome opens the door for me. I look up and blush, by the way he’s smiling I can tell he heard me ranting out loud. I try to talk under my breath, but sometimes my awkwardness comes out and I get caught.

      “This won’t take too long, then we’ll get you out of those shoes, promise.” He takes my hand, it’s a small gesture, but it feels amazing every time we touch.
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      Fuck, she’s cute, I think to myself as we make our way up to the window to order our food.

      “What do you recommend, I’ve never been here before,” Summer says, she’s on her toes even with her sky-high heels to whisper into my ear.

      “Everything here is great. I’d be here every day if I could get away with it,” I tell her.

      “I’ll have the classic cheeseburger with a strawberry shake then.”

      “Got it, you want to sit in the car while I order this? It may take a bit,” I offer her. I know she’s ready to get off of her feet.

      “Do you mind? I promise I’m not usually this much of a pain in the ass.”

      “Summer, I wouldn’t have offered it, if I didn’t mean it. I can see you’re in pain and this might take more than fifteen minutes.”

      “Then yes, I’m going to be a prima donna and sit in the car. Thank you for understanding, Rome,” her voice has taken on a breathless tone. I’m caught in her sights as she leans up on her toes, trying not to wince, and kisses my cheek.

      It takes everything I have to stop myself from gathering her in my arms and kissing her thoroughly.

      But when I do that, I want to take my time with her.

      “I’ll unlock the door from here, that way I don’t lose our spot, and it take even longer,” I tell her once she leans back.

      “Okay,” the blush that seems to come out whenever it feels like is back at it, this time it’s traveling down to her neck.

      I watch her turn and walk back towards my car. I don’t take my eyes off her, even when I move closer up to the waitress. Until I see that she is safely inside my car. I press the lock button on the key fob and lock it. I don’t want anyone to randomly open the door in case she closes her eyes.

      Ordering our food, then paying for it, I move out of the way until our order is ready.

      It takes everything I have not to go check on Summer while waiting for our food to appear, but I know the minute I leave it’ll be ready, and I’ll have to leave her again.

      “Order 791,” I hear the waitress say.

      “Thank you,” taking our food and shakes from her.

      When I get to the car, Summer is already up and out. Coming to my side to help grab the food.

      “You didn’t have to get up, baby,” I say with a gruffness in my tone.

      “I didn’t want you to do everything,” she responds.

      She takes our shakes, I keep the burgers, and we both get into the car.

      I start the car, after both of our seatbelts are on, and head to the one place we both seem to love the most. I just hope she isn’t upset when she realizes where we’ll be too.
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      I never thought to ask Rome where we were going after we picked up our food. That feeling of safety and rightness, he just feels right.

      When we turn into a driveway and Rome places his car in park, I look at what I’m assuming is Rome’s beach home. My family has a massive estate, it’s ostentatious really. Nothing like the house that’s before me. You can tell it’s been recently renovated unlike some of the other homes we drove by, that still appear to be a throwback of the seventies. Don’t get me wrong, they’re cute and appealing to the eye. But, nothing quite like Rome’s home. Even with just the headlights on, you can see the mint green roof, the front porch that is wood with a dark stain. It’s beautiful with the white background.

      “Wow, this is beautiful,” I tumble out. My eyes are probably as wide as saucers. If he’s on the beach, I really hope he’ll let us eat outside.

      “Thank you,” I turn to look at him, he’s just opened the car door and the interior lights are shining brightly. I can see that this time, I’ve made him blush.

      “You’re welcome. It really is stunning.” We both get out and I follow him as he walks up the front steps. Rome unlocks the door, flips the switch and says, “After you.”

      “Mind if I take off my shoes?” I ask.

      “Not at all, in fact I’m going to change up really quick. You want to wear something else?”

      “God, yes. You’d be my life saver forever,” I say as I finish taking off my shoes. I don’t care how expensive they are, shoes should not be that uncomfortable.

      I watch as Rome drops the food off on the kitchen counter, then heads upstairs to what I’m assuming is his bedroom to change.

      I make my way into his kitchen and look around. He has an unobstructed view of the beach. Once I set the shakes down besides the burgers, I make my way to the sliding glass doors and stare out at the ocean. The soft glow from his outdoor and pool lights helps me see the waves crashing on the shore.

      “Beautiful, isn’t it?” Rome questions as he comes up beside me. I look at him and see he’s changed into a pair of shorts and white cotton tee shirt.

      “It really is. I love my condo, but I don’t have a view like this to wake up to,” I reply.

      “You’re welcome to come over any time.”

      “Really? You’d let me come over and use your home and pool anytime? You barely know me though,” I question.

      “I’ve known who you are for a while, Summer. I may not have met you, but your father has been in my office a time or two. When you live in a small community like this, people talk. Glad I was able to finally put a face to the name though,” his finger traces my jawline.

      I take a gulp of air, not totally knowing how to respond. I think he knows that too. He takes a step back saying, “Clothes are on the chair, there’s a bathroom right around the corner. I’ll plate our food while you change.”

      “Okay,” I reply, walking to where he said the clothes were. I grab them and head to the bathroom before mumbling under my breath, “Way to go Summer, you probably just ruined not only your night but his too. Ugh.”
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      Fuck, I grumble out after Summer is well out of ear shot. I heard her talking to herself as she left. I hate like hell that she thought she’d ruin our night when truth be told, I was the one that probably did that.

      I pull my phone out and find the group text Mason and Heath are in and type out a message.

      Me: Left the event early, pretty sure I met her. If I didn’t fuck it all up.

      Heath: Your middle name is fuck up.

      Mason: Just fuck and make-up.

      Me: You two are a wealth of knowledge, dicks.

      Heath: At least I know how to use it.

      Mason: Want me to draw you a dick?

      I throw my phone on the counter, not even bothering replying to them. Shitheads, that’s what they are. We talk about finding the one and settling down, too bad I don’t see those two doing that at all.

      Hearing the bathroom door creak open, I hurry up and plate our burgers and fries.

      “I just..uh, I want to apologize for how I reacted,” Summer comes out saying. I stop in my tracks and take her in, she’s wearing a pair of my pajama pants, rolled up at her hips a few times, and one of my cotton shirts that she has tied in a knot at her side. She’s wringing her hands together in nervousness.

      The thought of her standing there and feeling unsure of herself. It gut checks me, especially if it’s something I can fix.

      “You have nothing to apologize for, I was a dick,” I breathe out and come to her. My hands find the side of her face and I tilt her head up, so our eyes are looking into each other’s.

      “I’m sorry, truly. I was gruff and I shouldn’t have been. Not with you, not ever,” I say honestly.

      “Well, I still want to apologize. I kind of accused you of not being genuine, and that’s not fair. Not to either of us.”

      “Okay.” I take in the curves she has in my clothes, finding myself wanting to strip her down to see what she’s hiding underneath it all.

      “Okay then,” she responds.

      “Let’s grab our food and eat. I promised you dinner and a nice evening.”

      “Can we eat outside?” she questions.

      “Anything you want, it’s yours,” I reply. Meaning way more than just where she wants to eat.
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      Rome’s clothes were loose, way looser than I thought they would be. Especially with my curves. I had to not only roll his pants at my waist a few times, but also cinch the tie too. His shirt was so long it was almost down to my knees. I fixed that too, along with my hair. I took out every bobby pin that was holding my updo in place. I swear, it took the most time just trying to tame it in some kind of resemblance of curls.

      My dress was the type you had to wear spanx with and there was no way I wanted to keep those torturous devices on. Reluctantly, I took them off. Knowing I’d be bare beneath Rome’s pajama pants, the one good thing I did have, was a strapless bra with my dress. Sure, the style is a pain in the ass, but it’s a bra none the less. I’d hate to have to somehow hide myself away from Rome. It’s not like I’m small chested, and if you get cold, well, you know what happens then.

      I follow Rome and boy do I enjoy the view he has going on from behind. It’s just as spectacular as the front.

      The way his shoulders are broad, but gets leaner in the waist, and the way his muscles flex and pull as he opens the sliding glass door. Leaving it open for me, I’m carrying the shakes he bought for us.

      “Do you want me to shut the door or keep it open?” I ask him.

      “You can leave it open, the air conditioner turns off when it senses there’s a door left open for so long. Plus, it’s a nice night out. Might be one of those where you sleep with the windows open too.” he replies as he sets our food down on the table. I do the same and wait to see where he’s sitting before, I take my place.

      Except he doesn’t, he pulls out a chair for me instead. This man, he’s one of those men you dream up when you’re young and impressionable, but then you realize as you get older there really isn’t someone in real life like him.

      Yet, here he is.

      “Thank you,” I tell Rome.

      “Anytime,” his fingers linger on the side of my neck.

      His stomach growling has me laughing, Rome sits down and we both eat our dinner. I murmur every now and then how good it is. Once my burger is finished, I take the lid off of my shake and proceed to dip my fries in it, it’s the only way I’ll eat French fries.

      Rome’s eyes never leave me. Even as he eats, he studies my every move.

      We finish our food, both of us taking our plates into the kitchen. I get a chance to really take it in, the kitchen is open to the living room and dining room. Dark wood floors are throughout the whole house, white shaker style kitchen cabinets, with white quartz countertops that shine.

      It truly is a work of art. I haven’t even been upstairs, but if it’s anything like it is downstairs, it will be drool worthy.

      “Want to watch a movie or would you like me to take you home?” Rome asks.

      “It’s still early, we can watch a movie for a while,” I reply after looking at the clock he has hanging in the living room.
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      I thought for sure Summer would say she was ready to go home. It shocked me when she said she’d like to stay.

      We walk our way to the couches in the living room. Mom really helped me pull this house together. It was completely remodeled when I bought it, but me being a man, I didn’t give two shits about the rest of the house as long as the couches were comfortable and the television was big.

      Mom helped me pick out the rest, shit she did it for all of us. After we made our company a success, we tried to buy her a house on the beach close to us. She wasn’t having any of it. She likes the home we were raised in. At least she let us update it a little. She’s in the same town as us, only more in-land.

      Heath and Mason both live in walking distance from here. They drop in from time to time, and I wouldn’t put it past them to meet me as soon as the sun rises in the morning with their surfboards and wet suites on.

      Summer takes a seat in one corner of the couch, and I take my usual spot in the other corner. I want her near me, but I’ll give her a bit to get comfortable, and then I’ll have her next to me, right where I want her.

      I prop my feet up on the ottoman and grab the remote, “Anything you’d like to watch?”

      “I’m good with anything, honestly.”

      I surf the channels until we both see something we like, “Girl after my own heart,” I tell Summer.

      At first, she was curled into herself, but now that she’s gotten more comfortable, Summer has a pillow under her head and is lying down but trying to stay on her side. I grab her legs and place them in my lap.

      Her head pops up, my smile says it all as I pick one of her feet up and slowly massage her instep. The way she settles back down and finally relaxes tells me everything. I’m pretty sure she won’t be leaving my house tonight, and I find I like that a lot.

      I laugh at the ending of the movie, I’ve watched a million times. Only then do I notice Summer is fast asleep.

      “Fuck,” I whisper out. She must have been more exhausted than I thought. I’m not even sure what I should do here. Wake her up, let her sleep on the couch, bring her upstairs and sleep beside her.

      I look at the clock and see it’s well past midnight, I hate to wake her up, but I know it’s the best thing to do. I may know her dad and know of her, but she doesn’t really know me.

      “Summer, baby.” I say as I slowly wake her up. Hating that I have to do this.

      “Yeah,” she grouses and turns into the couch. It causes me to chuckle.

      I move her hair out of her face and try again.

      “You want me to take you home or sleep here?” I ask her.

      “Shhh, I’m comfortable,” she grouses. It gets me nowhere near the answer I’d like to hear out of her, but I take it as she’s staying here tonight, and if she’s staying here, she’s staying in my bed, where she belongs.
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      I wake up surrounded by pillows and blankets, that aren’t mine, but I would know this scent anywhere. I’m in Rome’s bed.

      Settling back into the pillow I’m lying on and the one I have snuggled into my body I replay my everything that happened last night. It makes me feel like I’m a character in the romance novels that I’ve read. I should probably get up and go home, but his scent and the comfort of his bed is lulling me back to sleep.

      My eyes pop open with what I just realized, “Holy shit, I cannot believe I spent the night with Rome. What was I thinking?” I sit up, and the blankets drop to my waist. I’m still in his clothes from last night.

      “Rome doesn’t think anything except you were tired, and you sleep like the dead,” He says from the doorway.

      “I’m never going to get away with talking to myself with you around,” I slam my hand across my mouth, realizing I said that out loud.

      He laughs, and it’s then that I notice the only thing he’s wearing is a pair of board shorts and nothing freaking else.

      My hair has to be a mess, I’m wearing his oversized clothes on my body, and he’s standing over there looking like a GQ model.

      “I missed our date this morning,” I say to fill up the empty silence.

      “You did, but there’s always tomorrow. Mason and Heath were over, I’m surprised you slept through those two knuckleheads making all kinds of noise,” his muscles are flexing as he walks towards the bed. All I can do is watch his every move, he’s more than I ever thought he’d be. The perfect build for his frame. His muscles are that of a surfer’s as if he’s done so his whole life.

      The light smattering of hair he has on his chest down to his happy trail, it’s enough to make me drool.

      “I really am sorry. I didn’t think I’d sleep this late. What time is it anyway?” I look at the plantation shutters and see they’re closed and only letting bits and pieces of the sun come through, no wonder I slept in.

      “A little after ten o’clock. It’s not a big deal,” Rome is standing right in front of me. His fingers go to the ends of my hair as he plays with them.

      “You can make it up to me, stay with me today and tonight?” he asks.

      “Really? I’m kind of a lame date,” I say with a smile on my face, but I’m jumping up and down, doing the happy dance inside.

      “Really, I’ll take you to your place so you can get a few things. Then we’ll come back here, hang out on the beach, swim, and maybe light the fire pit.”

      “That sounds like the best way to bring in a new year,” I respond and go up on my knees so we’re at eye level. “Thank you for taking care of me last night.”

      I bring my hands up to his neck and hug him.” He smells like the beach, and I soak in his scent.
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      When I woke up at six o’clock this morning, I was curled around Summer. Not really wanting to get out of bed, but I knew my brothers well enough to know if I didn’t answer the door, they’d bang on it or use the house key I never gave them.

      That would open up a whole can of worms, sure I want Summer to meet them, but I’d like us to be solid before that happens.

      Something tells me they’ll have none of that. They’ll even be here tonight drinking all my beer and trying to steal my girl.

      After our hug, I left her to head into my closet to grab a tee shirt. When I come out, Summer is in the same place I left her, her gaze lingering on me.

      “Baby, you okay?”

      “What? Oh yeah, I’m okay. I might need coffee though, is your bathroom through that door?” My girl, she’s a mess. Especially first thing in the morning.

      “Yeah, it is. Coffee is ready and waiting downstairs for you.” She’s up and walking to the bathroom, but I stop her on the way.

      My hands find her hips, she stops and says, “Oh,” her lips in the perfect shape of an O and it has my mind thinking and my dick growing.

      “Thank you,” I whisper before my lips lightly graze hers. It’s just one kiss, one I know full well if I deepened it, we would both be in my bed, and as much as I want her naked and writhing beneath me. Fuck, I’d love nothing better, yet something is making me hold back, barely.

      “For what?” she questions.

      “Taking a chance on us,” I dip my head towards hers again, only this time I run my nose along hers. Something I’m finding I need, like it’s my last breath.

      “Did he really just say that, he did, didn’t he?” she turns and mumbles under her breath.

      I chuckle and say, “I heard that.”

      “You weren’t supposed to,” she grumbles. I watch her until the bathroom door is closed, only then do I head back downstairs and get started on something to eat.

      I pull out the toaster, find eggs, bagels, butter, milk, and get started on a couple of breakfast bagels.

      After being in the water all morning I’m starving. I get started on preparing everything when I hear the sound of bare feet coming down the stairs.

      “I would have made you coffee, but I wasn’t sure how you drink it,” I tell her as I fry up the eggs.

      “I love coffee, like really really love it. But I can’t drink plain bean water. So, milk, creamer, half and half, anything of the milk variety I’ll take.” She’s prattling on, I’m thinking she’s nervous and unfortunately, I don’t know why she would be.

      “I have milk and creamer. Help yourself,” I tell her, maybe if I help her feel more at ease, she won’t be uncomfortable here.

      “Thank the coffee gods,” she puts a cup under the Keurig and then closes the lid with a pod inside. I’m trying to hold my chuckle. God, do I love the way she talks to herself as if no one is around her.

      I finish plating our food as she takes her first sip of coffee. The satisfaction that’s written on her face with just a sip, is enough to make me jealous. Fuck, I’m jealous of a damn cup of coffee.
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      I can’t even help the smile that seems to be plastered on my face. Rome offered to take me back to my car at the hotel that hosted the event. But after I told him I took a hired car, we just went straight to my condo. It’s not too far away from his place. It’s in an older part of town, one that needs some rehabbing and not so many nosey older neighbors seeing the comings and goings of your everyday life.

      “I’ll just be a few minutes, I’m going to grab a quick shower then I’ll be right back. Unless you want to wait inside?” I ask Rome after he puts the car in park outside my place.

      “I’ll come in,” he responds. Rome unfolds from the driver’s seat and I meet him around the front.

      His hand is on my lower back as he leads me to my front door. This is the time I truly wish the homeowner’s association that I pay a pretty hefty price tag for would actually do something with the outside. The dark brown paint, and even darker brown trim is really showing its age.

      Thank goodness, I semi-renovated the interior. It’s all neutrals, with splashes of corals.

      The walls are all a light dove grey, white trim, and clean lines. My parents thought I was crazy when I took a week off of work to paint it by myself. They wanted to hire it out as a reluctant housewarming gift. I wouldn’t budge though, they groused and grumbled before they gave up, or so I thought. They ended up doing something stupid, like paying my homeowners association dues for a year. We fought to no avail, as usual.

      “I’ll be back in just a minute. The remote is on the table, make yourself at home.” I head towards my bedroom, knowing the mess I’ll walk in on. I was late yesterday getting to the salon appointment my mother made for me.

      I bypass it all and head straight for the shower, stripping out of Rome’s clothes along the way. His smell still lingers on my skin even though his clothes are now in a pile on the bathroom floor.

      Turning on the water, waiting for the hot water to kick in, I brush my teeth, grab a towel and hang it on the hook outside the shower area.

      It’s time to wash last night’s make-up off and get rid of all the gunk that is piled in my hair.

      Rushing through everything humanely possible is hard to do. Especially when it comes to what the salon did to me yesterday. I’m putting my foot down from now on. This is not who I want to be or what I want to do.

      After washing my face twice and shampooing my hair the same amount of time, I put conditioner in my hair and let it soak in. I know my comb won’t go through my hair if I rush through this part.

      “Ugh, this is ridiculous. Never freaking again,” my voice is full of grumpiness and after I realize I said that out loud, my head whips every which way making sure Rome hasn’t caught me talking to myself again.
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      Summer has a chair in the corner with books stacked all around not only her chair, but the bookshelf seems to be overflowing and are stacked this way and that way. It’s the only area that doesn’t seem organized like the rest of her place is.

      I take my time and read over what she reads, when I come across a variety of books my own mother reads. I can’t help but smile, she’ll fit in perfectly with our family.

      Putting the racy romance book back where I found it, I grab the remote off of the end table and sit down on her couch to watch television.

      Finding the local news station, hoping to catch the forecast for tomorrow morning’s surf report. Maybe I can convince Summer to wake up early and hang out on the beach, if I had it my way, I’d be teaching her how to surf though.

      Fuck, how she would need help getting in and out of a wet suit. It’s enough to conjure up all kinds of images with her body slick and glistening from the salty water. I imagine tracing every drop of water that poured off her body.

      I stand up and pace the length of living room, knowing if I don’t get my thoughts under control, I’ll march my ass into her bathroom, strip my clothes, and take her against the shower wall.

      That doesn’t do anything for my hard on, that has decided to stand and salute her empty living room. “Stand fucking down,” I mumble out loud.

      “Are you taking after me now?” My head snaps up and I look right at Summer. Her hair is down and is a mass of curls and waves, her face is clean of make-up, and she’s wearing a pair of shorts and V-neck tee shirt.

      This woman, it doesn’t matter what she wears or doesn’t wear. She’s going to be the death of me, in the best possible way.

      “I might be,” I respond.

      “It’s not a bad thing you know,” she winks, it’s then I see she has a bag at her feet.

      “Not at all, baby,” I take her in from head to toe again as I walk towards her. Summer standing there barefoot has me thinking all kinds of things. Things that make for a promising future with just her, a few kids running around, and me by her side for all of time.

      “Good, I packed a few things. I wasn’t sure what plans we have,” her smile lighting up her whole face as she looks up at me. Our height difference isn’t too much, but when I’m standing right in front of her, she still has to look up. I bend, my lips find hers. My hands find her hips and I hold her as I finally get a taste of her lips, when she moans, I deepen the kiss.

      Our tongues slowly glide along each other’s. Summer stands on the tips of her toes, and right now I hate our height difference, even though it’s slight.

      I pick her up and her legs wrap around my waist, finding the nearest wall. She writhes against my body, her hands find the nape of my neck and I can feel her fingertips press into my skin.

      My hips wedged between her thighs, I swear I can feel the heat of her branding me through our shorts. “Fuck,” I murmur out as we take a breath.

      “Yes, please,” Summer’s voice has taken on a husky quality. One I want, but not here against the wall. Hell no, I want her spread out and completely naked the first time.

      “Soon, I promise,” I respond, allowing her to slowly peel herself away from me, even though I don’t want her out of my arms. It’s a damn conundrum trying to be a gentleman when all I want to do is beat my chest and claim her as my own.
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      After our close call against the wall, Rome grabbed my bag and we headed back to his place.

      When he said his pool was heated, I asked if we could hang out on his back deck.

      Rome didn’t have a problem and even suggested I change into my bathing suit while he grabbed the sunscreen. I took the stairs two at a time, a day to just lounge around and hang out with Rome, I’m in.

      I went into the master bedroom where my bag was placed, grab my burgundy two-piece bikini and changed as fast as I could. Wanting to get back to Rome as quickly as I could.

      Our gazes collide with each other’s. I stop in my tracks and so does Rome. He’s standing in the kitchen wearing only his shorts. It may be too soon to some, but I know what I’m feeling for Rome already. And if the smoldering look he has on his face that he’s giving me is anything to go by, I’m pretty sure he’s feeling the exact same way.

      “Come here, Summer,” his voice has taken on a raspiness. It makes my insides turn into liquid. I walk over to him on shaky legs, our eyes never leaving one another’s. He licks his lips, and it reminds me all too much of our first kiss we had just an hour ago and how much I want his lips back on mine.

      “Yes,” I whisper out, once I’m in front of him.

      “You’re gorgeous,” he states. I feel the meaning to his words to the very depths of my soul.

      “Thank you.” My eyes stay locked on his until we both hear splashing coming out from the pool.

      “You gotta be kidding me, those two don’t listen for shit,” he grouses. All I can do is laugh, he warned me they lived pretty closed, and usually stop in uninvited a lot of times.

      “It’s okay. You know they’re only doing it to get to you,” I wrap my arms around his neck and he pulls me in by my hips.

      “You’re right, except knowing those two they’ll try and steal you from me,” he grunts.

      “Not happening,” my lips find his and give him a soft and sweet kiss, nothing that lasts as long as I want it to, but enough for Rome to know he’s the one for me.

      “You’re perfect,” he mumbles, as we pull apart.

      “I’m not so sure about that, but we can pretend I am, and add it onto my amazing qualities along with the fact you always catch me talking to myself,” I blow out a puff of breath and take in the fact that Rome is laughing. Damn, he is hot in every single way.

      “Let’s get this sunscreen on you before Mason and Heath barge in.”

      “If you can do my back, I’ll do my front once we’re outside,” I suggest.

      “I’d rather you do it in here, I know my brother’s, they’ll drool and fall over themselves if you put sunscreen on in front of them,” I turn around while he works on my back. I try my hardest to string two words together, but with his hands on my and his scent surrounding me, the only thing I can do is sigh.
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      I saw Mason and Heath’s eyes bulge out of their sockets. If mom were here today, she would have walloped them with her shoe.

      Summer introduced herself and then asked if she could use a float and laze around while we caught up with one another. Little did she know if they weren’t here, I’d be happier. Don’t get me wrong, I love them but talk about interfering little shits.

      I’m the oldest of them, not by much. Enough to shove it in their face at times, but they do the same thing at times too.

      “How did you land Summer, no offense. She’s so far out of any of our leagues,” Heath states.

      “Fuck if I know, but I’m not letting her go,” I grunt.

      “She fits in perfectly and she hasn’t met mom yet. Mom is gonna flip, you better call her and soon,” Mason suggests.

      “It’s on my to do list, tonight. So, neither of you idiots say a word. At least not yet,” I reply. I look to where Summer is on the lounge float type thing Mom usually uses when she comes over. She’s completely content, almost like she’s asleep. Summer isn’t though, I can see her lips move every now and then, knowing she’s talking to herself. I chuckle, not letting my brothers really know what I’m thinking.

      “Sure, yeah,” they both agree. Knowing them, they’ll run their mouths and Mom won’t hear it from me, but from one of them.

      “I’m starting the grill, you two can make the sides. Leave Summer alone too,” I demand as I get up from the chair I was sitting on, making my way to where the woman of my dreams is and asking her, “You need anything, baby?”

      “Nope, well maybe just you?” she replies.

      “Yeah, you do. Let me start the grill and I’ll get in with you,” alluding to more than just hanging out with her. I see her legs rub together and I know she’s trying to ease the ache that’s been there from earlier this morning.

      “I can’t wait,” she replies.

      I give her one more lasting look, letting her know I can’t either before I leave her to get our food ready.

      It doesn’t take my brothers and I long to get the food ready. I even snuck up stairs while they were in the kitchen to shoot our Mom a quick call. She was ecstatic to know Summer Jones was here, “That girl, she’s a blessing. I don’t know how she got stuck with the short end of the stick for parents. You let her know, I look forward to meeting her.”

      “I sure will, love you, Mom.”

      “Love you, Rome.” She hangs up and I head downstairs to get this shit on the road. I can hear Summer’s laughter from upstairs and I’m ready to have some alone time without my brothers trying to hog my girl.
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      Mrs. Carter sure did raise some amazing men, Rome’s brothers are funny and obnoxious. It’s easy to be around them, When I saw them all head inside, I decided to get my lazy butt up and see what I could help with.

      I made up a salad, while they worked on the other sides to make with shrimp and chicken taco’s Rome is going to grill.

      The fries are already in the oven and the meat is ready to be put on the grill when two hands come around my waist while I’m washing up the dishes.

      “You didn’t have to help,” Rome whispers into my ear, my skin goes on high alert when he’s surrounding me like this.

      “I wanted to, is everything okay?” I ask him.

      “Yeah, wanted to call Mom before Mason and Heath did. They’re worse than women, I swear,” he grouses. I turn the water off and turn around in his arms. His brothers vacated the kitchen before Rome came down, it’s just the two of us now.

      A fact that I want to take advantage of, “Think your brothers would miss us if we disappeared for a few minutes.”

      “Fuck no, they won’t. But they will burn our food if we do,” he picks me up and plants my butt on the kitchen counter before coming to stand in between my thighs.

      My hands glide down his chest, going further south, the light smattering of hair that leads to the one place I want to have my hand around guides me.

      Rome’s head drops back on his shoulders and I take this as my opportunity to open his shorts and find his length. It’s hard and heavy in my hand, “Oh my god,” I sigh out.

      “Summer,” he croons. My hand circles around his length and brings the rest of his cock out. His girth is so big, my fingers barely touch, and I can’t wait to feel him slide inside me. I only hope it happens tonight.

      “Turnabout is fair play, baby,” he grunts. I see his hands moving up along my outer thighs until he reaches the ties that are on both sides, pulling them apart.

      I’m completely bare. Just for Rome.

      “God damn, look at you. You’re wet and so swollen, baby. I want my mouth on your sweet pussy” he takes his time as his finger glides along the outside of my center, toying with me.

      “Please, Rome,” I plead. “I need to feel you,” my hips lifting and trying to move to exactly where I want him. He teases me relentlessly, when I finally settle down and allow him to take his time, that’s when he slams two fingers inside me. The palm of his hand and the way he’s working his fingers inside me, I know it won’t take me long until I’m screaming out his name, not caring that his brothers are just on the other side of the glass door. The thought of them walking in only makes me burn hotter for Rome.

      Rome pulls my bikini top down, licking, sucking, and even slightly biting on one nipple before going to the other. My body is shaking and trembling like electricity moving through it as he plays with my body.

      My hand never stops working his thick cock, we’re both a mess of writhing bodies. Our lips come together, and Rome swallows the scream I want to let out as I come apart in his arms.

      “I can’t wait until tonight,” I babble out, still working Rome’s cock with one hand while plastering myself against his chest, we’re both glistening with sweat.

      His hand wraps around mine, helping me get him off in the best way possible.

      “Fuck, baby. Keep doing it, just like that,” he moans and this time it’s me kissing him to hold back his own.

      Only stopping when I feel his body sag from coming.
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      I never let Summer leave my side the rest of the day. If she’s in the pool, I’m in there with her, our bodies touching or giving each other lingering gazes.

      My brothers finally got the clue and left shortly after we ate. Thank fuck, I love them, but those cock blockers had to go.

      The sun is slowly setting, the temperature is starting to get cooler, so I light up the fire pit while Summer changes out of her bathing suit.

      When she gets back down here, I’ll go do the same thing, and grab the ingredients we’ll need for s’mores. I warned Summer our food would be burnt leaving the grill manned by Heath and Mason. It wasn’t a lie, the chicken was so charred you couldn’t cut a knife through it, and the shrimp was more like rubber. We all ate the sides that weren’t burnt, the whole time Summer was blushing.

      Heath and Mason just shook their heads. Those two will go downtown tonight, I don’t feel bad at all. They should have paid attention to Mom when she was teaching us how to cook, instead they were glued to a video game.

      Summer comes down while I’m getting everything we need. I have my hands full of graham crackers, chocolate bars, marshmallows, and roasting sticks.

      She looks completely at home in here. Something, I’d love to see for the rest of my days on this earth.

      “Hey, want me to bring those outside so you can change?” Summer questions. She’s wearing this sleep set thing. It leaves a lot to the imagination but after seeing her today, I know what she has hiding underneath.

      “Sure,” I croak out, trying to get my wayward thoughts under control.

      “Okay, I’ll be outside,” she responds, and I kiss her before making my way upstairs.

      I walk into the master bedroom and laugh, her clothes are piled up in the chair in the corner, as if she’s trying to contain her mess. Yet, it spills over.

      With that thought in mind, I head into the bathroom to rinse off the pool water of my body. I stop when I see her toothbrush beside mine, the hair ties she left abandoned on the counter.

      It only shows how she’s meant to be here now and forever.
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      “This is the perfect way to bring in the new year,” I tell Rome as we make s’mores and watch the fireworks light up the sky.

      “Any day with you is perfect,” he replies. It melts my heart and solidifies what I’ve been thinking myself.

      It’s really going to suck when we both have to go back to work, him working sixty plus hours and me traveling the globe. I can only hope we both fight for this new relationship we’re working towards.

      We’re sitting on a small bench he has outside, there’s cushions so it’s nice and comfortable. After I make my last s’more, completely and utterly full of the sugar we just devoured, I lean back into his side. Rome’s arm wraps around me and I nuzzle into his neck, breathing in his scent that is uniquely his.

      “I’m really not looking forward to going back to work this week,” I state.

      “Where’s your next job at?” Rome asks.

      “I’m going to Boston, cold and snowing I’m sure. It shouldn’t be a long shoot, it’s the traveling and waiting game I have to deal with.”

      “That will be hard, who’s taking you to the airport?”

      “Probably an Uber or I’ll park my car at the airport. It’s what I usually do,” I hate paying all the extra money out, but I was never going to ask my parents to take and pick me up.

      “Depending on the time, I can take you and pick you up. Knowing my brother’s, if I’m not around for some reason they’ll pick you up too,” Rome admits.

      “Are you sure? The airport isn’t a hop, skip, and a jump.”

      “I want to, we’ll look at your itinerary and see if it lines up with what I have going on.” He responds.

      “Thank you, Rome. Thank you so much. Really, it means so much to me that you would even offer,” my nose glides along his and we stay in the moment until the fireworks are long over.

      “Nothing to thank me for, it’s something I want to do. I hated that black-tie event, but if it brought me you, I’d do it all over again.” I can’t compete with the words he just said, all I do is nod my head and try to suck back the tears that are threatening to fall.

      I stand up, once I gain a semblance of control and reach out for Rome’s hand. A small smile is playing on my face, I can see the want he has in his eyes.

      Rome stands up and I ask, “Ready for bed?”

      “Yeah, baby. I am, let me close down the fire pit and lock up. Can you take the leftover food and roasting sticks in?”

      “Sure will,” I pick everything up and hustle into the house. I’ll do the dishes tomorrow morning before I have to head home to pack and leave out the following day.

      Thinking about leaving Rome already makes me frown. I’m not ready to be away from him.
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      I saw the look in Summer’s eyes. The way her face softened and her pupils dilated. I know tonight will be ours, and ours alone. Earlier was only a brief taste of what’s to come.

      After locking up the house and shutting the plantation shutters downstairs, I make my way to the master bedroom.

      All of the lights are off in the room, except for the lamp in the corner. She’s curled up on what’s been deemed her side of the bed.

      I strip out of my shirt and shorts, leaving me in my boxer briefs.

      “Hey,” Summer whispers out, imagine my surprise when I hold up the blanket and see she’s in only her top and a lacey pair of panties.

      “Fuck, baby,” I move the comforter back and take her in, her hair is already a rumbled mess, her body is soft, and her face is heated from me taking in every fucking ounce of her.

      She sits up, her legs are out, my hands find the inside of her thighs and I part them. Slowly I crawl between them until I’m face to face with the heaven that I wanted to taste earlier today.

      My nose glides along the material, it’s already wet.

      “Oh god,” I look up at Summer’s body. Her head is thrown back on the pillow and her hands are fisting her hair. I haven’t even put my mouth on her yet, and she’s already this fired up for me.

      With that thought I push up her top, seeing she’s braless. I move my body up. The only thing between us is my boxers and her thin panties. I can feel her warmth searing me.

      She helps me take her top off; we’re a mess of kissing each other everywhere we can, lips, necks, the underside of our chins. I taste every inch of her I can.

      My mouth finds her nipple while my hand dives into her panties, trying to yank them off as I keep working her nipple with my tongue. She bucks me off of her and takes them off while I do the same with my own.

      Her body, it was made for me and only me.

      Her hands go to my cock and I have to take them off of me or this will be over before it even starts. One thing is for certain, I need her taste like I need my next breath.

      “Hands off baby, if you want this to last,” I grumble. She sighs out, but then she slowly lets me go.

      “Only this time, next round I’m touching you every single way I can,” she counters.

      “Anything you want, next time.” I get back to work licking a path from both her nipples, to the underside, working my way down her stomach, then finally to the place I want to be most.

      I take a deep inhale of breath, soaking in her scent. Summer’s writhing spurs me into action. As much as I want to tease her, I know it’s only prolonging us both.

      I run my tongue along the outer lips of her pussy, nipping them along the way. Learning if she likes some pain with her pleasure, or if she only likes pleasure. When her hands dive into my hair and she pulls me more into her, I learn my answer. Two can play that game, I graze me teeth along the way.

      “More, please more,” I engulf her pussy with my mouth and feast on her. Once I have her writhing more than ever before, I plunge two fingers inside her, finding her g-spot. I work her until she’s screaming my name and coming.
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      I can’t stand it anymore, I need Rome inside me now. Him getting me off with his hands and now his mouth, it’s enough to drive me crazy.

      Basically, attacking him until he’s flat on his back, I kiss him. Not giving two shits that I can taste myself on him.

      He has no problem with me dominating not only the kiss, but me straddling his waist while he’s the one flat on his back. My center is hovering over his cock and all it would take is one thrust of his hips upward, or me to slide down, and we’d be connected in every single way.

      “Are you protected?” he asks in the heat of the moment.

      “Yeah, I’m on the pill,” I respond.

      “Fuck, yes,” he takes action and grabs my hips and slams me down on his hard length. I thought I was in control, or thought I wanted to be in control, but I don’t. I want Rome to take the reins and show me just what he likes.

      Without breaking us apart, I’m on my back and his hips are thrusting between my thighs. I look at his face, wanting to see his eyes and know what he’s feeling. Except he’s looking down at where we’re connected. My gaze goes to where his is at and I’m locked on the picture we’re creating.

      His cock is thick and long, tunneling in and out of me. It’s glistening with my essence and in this moment, I know, this right here is perfection.

      “You see what I’m seeing, Summer,” he grunts, never losing his momentum.

      “God, yes.” I respond, trying not to give into temptation and close my eyes, “You feel incredible,” I moan.

      “That’s all you, baby,” he responds. Our fingers find each other’s and are entwined with another. His eyes look into mine, even when I’m on the cusp of orgasm I don’t close them.

      “It’s us, Rome. It’s just us,” I respond, and I give into the pleasure he’s giving me. My eyes close and I throw my head back and come.

      “Fuckin’ beautiful,” he grunts and then I feel him coming inside me. The warmth that jets inside me causes me to clamp my muscles around his length.

      Rome slows down, but not yet ready to pull out of me. My hands go to his shoulders and I bring him closer to me. I want our bodies as close as possible, not caring about the sweat or the mess we seemed to have created.

      “I don’t want to hurt you,” he mumbles as he lowers his body.

      “It’s okay, I promise,” as I attempt to pull him closer again.

      He finally lowers his body, but then does this dip and brings me with him as he rolls onto his back. I’m now laying on top of him. My head finds his chest and I bask in our warmth.
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      Today’s the day I have to take Summer to the airport, I’m dreading it. This morning I woke up with her mouth on my cock, her hair was a tangled mess, something I love seeing. She’s not pretentious. She doesn’t wear make-up every day and she’s comfortable and confident in her own skin. If I could wake up with her every morning I would. Sadly, I don’t think she’s there yet or maybe she is and I’m just a pussy for not asking.

      She walks out of her bedroom with one huge suitcase and a carry-on, which I know will carry her camera and gear.

      “I’m kind of ready,” she says.

      “Yeah. Kind of sucks though, huh?” I question.

      “If I could move this back another month, I would. This company isn’t real big on that though, especially for the two models they have booked. Hopefully, I’ll be in and out of there in a few days and be home by the weekend.

      She comes up to me and plants her face in my chest. My hands wrap around her and I soak our moment in as much as I can.

      We stand there, both of us lost in the moment when the doorbell goes off, and not just once but repeatedly.

      “What the hell?” Summer questions.

      “I’ll get it,” I state, this is putting me in a piss poor mood even more now.

      I open the door and come to an abrupt halt. I see Richard with his hand up in the air about to bang on Summer’s front door. Standing beside him is his wife, Stella.

      My mom wasn’t wrong when she said Summer got the short end of the stick with these two. They’re both dressed to the nine’s and I can only imagine why they are here.

      “Where’s my daughter?” he asks.

      That’s when I feel Summer slide in beside me. Both of us are in jeans and tee shirts, the complete opposite to Richard’s three-piece suit and Stella’s form-fitting dress.

      “I’m right here,” she responds. My arm finds her lower back as she leans into my side.

      “What are you doing with Rome Carter? You know he’s nothing but gutter trash. I don’t know why Tina thought she should bring all those boys in. All of them are fatherless as well as motherless,” Richard mouths off.

      If I were a man insecure in my past, present, and future, her words would get to me, but they don’t. I worked my ass off to get to where I am, and my family is as proud of me as I am of them.

      “Father!” Summer is appalled from what her father said to me.

      “I’m just speaking the truth,” he admonishes.

      “Well speak it somewhere else, you’re not coming to my home and talking like that to my boyfriend,” she blows her hair that has fallen in her face, trying to get it out of her eyes.

      I dip down and whisper into her ear, “I’m your man, aren’t I?”

      “Yeah you are,” Summer responds.

      “That’s enough Richard, let Summer make her own decisions for once. I think you’ve done enough lately, don’t you?” she preens.

      “It’s nice to formally meet you, Rome. I’m Stella,” she holds her hand out, and it’s only then that I disentangle from Summer to shake Stella’s hand.

      “It’s nice to meet you as well,” I respond.

      “We’d love to stay and chat, but we’re on our way out,” Summer states.

      “We’ll see you later then. I’m sorry we intruded on your time,” she kisses Summer’s cheek and leaves Richard while he continues to glower at Summer and me.

      “Father don’t say something that can’t ever be taken back or that I can’t forgive. I’ve done a lot for you in the past year,” Damn, this woman. She makes me proud, she’s not giving into her Dad, something I know she’s done a lot of in the past.

      “Well, we’ll see about that. Watch your back Rome Carter,” I grunt, because what else is there to say to the way he handled that situation.

      Once he leaves, we close the door. Summer is talking to herself as she paces back and forth in her living room, “I can’t believe him, and who was that woman? That’s so unlike her, they have to be up to something,” she prattles on.

      “Baby, I hate to interrupt, but I don’t think the airline will hold the plane up for you and as much as I don’t want you to leave, I know this is your job,” she looks up at me and the disdain she once had written all over her face softens.

      “Promise we’ll talk or FaceTime?” she asks me.

      “You couldn’t get rid of me if you tried,” I state.

      “Alright, I guess we should lock up and leave then. I hate that I’m leaving you too, though. You know?”

      “I know, but it won’t be too long, and you’ll be back where you belong,” I tell her as I kiss the tip of her nose.

      “You could make a girl fall in love with you, Rome Carter,” she replies.

      “That’s the plan,” I say, but she doesn’t hear me. I’m okay with that, for now.
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      When I left Rome at the airport, tears were threatening to come down my cheeks. He held me until I got myself together, leaving me with a lingering kiss, one that was so powerful. I knew he meant every word he’s said the whole way here.

      We made a pact to talk to each other every single day. What we didn’t account for is this shoot to take this long. I absolutely hate it, living out of a suitcase is not for me, not being home is another tick in the negative category, and being away from Rome is really getting me down.

      Sure, we’re still new, I shouldn’t want to be around him twenty-four-seven, but I do. And, the best part is so does he.

      Rome grumbled on the phone today, if I wasn’t home by this weekend, he’d be on the next plane to Atlanta and would come to me. That was yesterday, today I’m giving him the shock of his life. We finished around two o’clock this morning. I rushed back to the hotel, booked my flight and am leaving in the next hour. I barely had time to shower and pack.

      Since, my father knew so much about Rome’s mom, I did the next best thing, I called my mom asking for her phone number. It was different at first talking to Mrs. Carter, but she put my mind at ease when I called her. She said, “Thank goodness, you’re coming home. I don’t think Rome could take much more, not to mention his secretary is ready to pull him down by his earlobe and wallop him a couple of times.” I laughed. I couldn’t imagine anyone doing that to Rome or Rome being that much of a grouch.

      But I was glad I wasn’t the only one affected. As much as I would try and rush the shoot along, the director was having none of that. He was even having me edit each and every photo at the end of the day, leaving me with a minimal amount of time to correspond with Rome, let alone sleep.

      I grab my bags off of the conveyor belt in the airport and walk out the door to meet Tina. She wouldn’t allow me to call her Mrs. Carter and stated, “That’s my mother in law, bless her soul. I loved her, but girl, I am nothing like her.”

      We were fast friends after that first phone call, she would check in on me from time to time during this trip and even help me put everything into place.

      “Summer!” I hear my name being called as I exit the airport. There she is, her hair is blonde and in a classic bob style. What sets her apart though is how she carries herself. She’s in jeans, a basic teal shirt, and shoes that have jewels on them. Her and I will get along seamlessly.

      “Hi, Tina!” I say, dropping my bags into her truck and then she’s swooping me in a hug.

      “Summer, it’s so good to finally meet you in the flesh, girl,” she states.

      “The feeling is likewise,” I reply and then we get into the car and start in on our real surprise.
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      I’m pacing the fucking floor, running my hands through my hair, and mumbling to myself, “I’m this close to saying screw it and booking the first flight out of here.”

      “Well, I hope you don’t do that since I’m home now,” I hear the woman that my soul needs. I spin around and it’s then that I see she’s at the threshold to my office.

      “God, baby. You’re a sight for sore eyes,” I tell her as I rush towards her, scooping her up in my arms. I kick my door shut, her legs wrap around my waist, and then my lips are on hers.

      We’re standing in the middle of my office and she’s finally back in my arms, where she belongs.

      “I missed you so much, Rome. So, freaking much,” she tells me in between kisses.

      “Please tell me you aren’t traveling again for a while. Because if not, I’ll be taking off of work to follow you,” I tell her as she slides down the length of my body. I know she can feel what she does to me.

      “Nope, I have nothing booked that requires traveling for the next six months,” I see her body shiver and I bring her in closer to my body. I’m not sure I’ll let her out of my sight for the next week.

      “Good, who brought you here? Please don’t tell me you took an uber when I could have picked you up?” I grunt out. Knowing my bullheaded woman, she would too.

      “Nope, no uber. Your mom brought me here. It was our little plan we devised together. She dropped me off here and took my luggage to your house. I hope you don’t mind,” she says.

      “You’re lucky I didn’t move you into my place while you were away,” I respond.

      “I’m shocked myself, especially after you threatened it daily. Are you sure you didn’t already?” she questions in a teasing tone.

      “I probably should have. I told Mason and Heath, they talked me out of it. They have a soft spot for you. Already calling you their baby sister or some such shit,” I wave my hand and go to sit in my chair behind my desk.

      I beckon Summer to follow me and thank fuck that she’s wearing a skirt. I want inside her with every depth of my being, and I know I won’t make it until we’re back at home.

      “Why Mister Carter, are you trying to have an afternoon romp in your office?” she asks with a sassy tone.

      “Miss. Jones, if you have to ask then I’m doing something wrong.” I grab her by the waist and sit her on my desk.

      “Can you keep quiet?” I ask her, my eyebrow quirking up in a questioning way.

      “Maybe, I guess you won’t know unless you try?” God, I love this woman. I glide my hands up along her thighs, moving her skirt as I go along, and imagine my surprise when I find her bare underneath.

      “I should spank your ass for being bare in public without me,” I grouse.

      “Maybe you should,” her hands travel the length of her bare pussy teasing me with wanting my hands and mouth.

      I knock her hands away from what is mine, only mine, and get my first taste of her in weeks.
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      “Best surprise ever?” I ask Rome once we’re back at his place. We’re sitting on the back porch, both of us snuggled in close with a blanket draped across our bodies and the fire pit roaring.

      Florida’s colder months are definitely starting to show now, “Fuck yeah, it is. As soon as the first week turned into more, I was ready to haul ass up there to you.”

      “I’m home now though,” I reply.

      “Not technically, but you will be soon enough,” he says under his breath as if I can’t hear him. The shock is going to be on him come Monday. I found a girl who wants to rent my condo and I’m going to move my things over while Rome is at work. Between Tina, Mason, and even my mom. I’ll be moved in, in no time.

      I let out a yawn, I’m exhausted from all the work I’ve been doing and traveling. I don’t really want to leave from the cozy spot we’re in, but I am so tired if I don’t go to bed soon, I’ll be asleep, and Rome knows how I sleep like the dead.

      “I’m going up to bed, handsome. I’m ready to collapse,” I tell him getting up.

      “Know you are baby, let me turn this off and I’ll go on up to bed with you,” he replies.

      While he’s doing that, I pick up his empty beer bottle and my half full glass of wine. I didn’t even finish it, that’s how tired I am.

      I grab the blanket with my other hand, then Rome is done and he’s opening the sliding glass door, allowing me to step inside first.

      Sighing out loud. I drop the blanket on the couch, throw the beer bottle in the recycling bin, and put my glass in the sink.

      My eyes are drooping so badly now, I don’t think I’ll make it to bed.

      “Rome,” I mutter as I feel my body being lifted, I snuggle deeper into the crook of his neck allowing my eyes to close.

      “Not going to let you walk when you can barely keep your eyes open, not when there’s something I can do for the woman I love,” he admits.

      “I love you too, Rome,” my eyes popping open, so he knows I mean it.

      “Thank fuck, baby,” he responds. Rome only lets me down so he can toss the blankets out of the way. I strip out of my clothes ready to feel him skin to skin without the hindrance of clothes.

      “Come sleep with me?” I ask him.

      “Right behind you, scoot over baby,” his voice is raspy and if I weren’t so tired, I’d have my hands all over Rome.

      He slides in beside me and I feel the warmth radiating from his body, lulling me to sleep.
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      Waking up with Summer on top of me seems like a dream. A dream that is nothing like the reality it is now, especially when she was away for three weeks.

      My fingers thread through the curls that I love so much. Her in this natural state is the best feeling, her body is plastered to mine, and even though my brothers were begging to get up and surf this morning, I know I’m not going anywhere.

      I reach for my phone, shooting them a quick text.

      Me: I’m out for the day.

      Ready to hear the response and the ribbing. I wait for it to come.

      Mason: Figured, Mom said Sum was home.

      Heath: We won’t come knocking when the bed is a rocking.

      Tossing my phone back on the nightstand and curling into Summer, she lets out a moan of contentment.

      “Rome,” she sinks into me, as if she can’t get close enough and boy do, I understand that statement.

      Her leg hitches up on my hip and as much as I want to slide into her warm slick heat, I hold back. Barely.

      “Yeah, baby?”

      “I need you,” she murmurs. Fuck, I was trying to be a gentleman, let her sleep in. Maybe get up and make breakfast. But the way she was moaning my name and practically begging for me, I can’t deny her what we both want.

      “Open those pretty eyes, show me what you want.”

      She rolls over to her back, kicks the covers off, opens those eyes that reel me in, each and every time.

      My eyes take in her whole body, the way she’s put her body on display for me. She’s perfect, from her smooth skin, to the dusky red nipples that are hard and begging me to taste them.

      When her hand dips down between her spread legs, I let out a growl, and I’m on her in mere seconds.
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      We spent our weekend doing nothing, and it was the best ever. It’s Monday now, and my surprise is going into effect.

      Rome was complaining the whole time he was getting ready for work. I loved and hated seeing him getting dressed. The way he wears a suit, like it’s his second skin. It’s something that had me licking my lips. I watched him unabashedly. His shirt is buttoned up, leaving one open at the base of his throat, a throat that I had my lips on all weekend. It’s white in color, highlighting his tan skin. The belt he paired with it, I watched how his hands effortlessly buckled it, all while thinking I can’t wait to undress him later today.

      “I’m not ready to leave you yet, I should just take the week off,” he was grumbling. That spurred me into action.

      “I have to get back to my place and run a few errands. It won’t be that long of a day, right?”

      “I fucking guess.”

      “It’s settled then, I’ll do what I need to get done. I’ll be home when you get here,” I cajole.

      “Love that you call this your home, baby,” he breathed out while he dropped a kiss to my mouth. I wanted him to deepen it, yet I knew if he did, neither one of us would leave the house.

      “See you tonight,” I told him.

      We pulled apart and he said, “Yeah, you will.”

      Now, it’s operation move time. I rushed to throw on a pair of jeans, shirt, sneakers, rushing to brush my hair and teeth before I need to head to my old place where everyone is meeting.

      When I pull into my condo complex, I see Mason is here already with boxes and his pick-up truck.

      “Hey, little sis,” he engulfs me in a hug. I like both Mason and Heath, but Mason and I just seem to mesh together better.

      “Hi, brother bear. You ready to get started?” I ask him.

      “Yep, I have Heath on Rome duty in case this takes all day,”

      “Sounds good, I’ll start packing up some things while we wait for our moms to get here.” I’m still astonished my mother called me after the scene father created. Apparently, all is not well in the marital bliss world they created and she’s trying to mend the fences between her and I.

      Sure, it’s nice, but it also has me apprehensive. It takes a lot for a person to want to change and keep on that same path.

      I get to packing while Mason loads up some of the furniture I want to take, not to mention my plethora of books, he grumbles as he packs those, “Geez woman, how many books do you need?”

      “Hush your mouth Mason Allen Carter,” I hear Tina say to him as I come out of my room.

      I laugh at him while she gives him the riot act. I’ve loved books ever since I was a child.

      My mother comes in shortly after and we all pack and load up Mason’s truck, and all of our vehicles, not realizing I had so much stuff in a tiny one-bedroom condo.

      Taking one last look around before we leave. I’m leaving the place mostly furnished and only taking what I want or need.

      “All that’s left is to clean the place,” my mom comes up beside me and interrupting my thoughts.

      “Yeah, I don’t have to for another week though. That’s when Quinn will be moving in,” I reply.

      “That’s good, I’ll come help you clean too,” she offers. I’m taken aback, but if she’s trying to mend the divide, the least I can attempt to do is meet her in the middle.

      “I’d like that, thank you.”

      “Thank you, Momma Tina and Mason too. Without your help I wouldn’t have been able to pull this off,” I say to our group before we all load up into our cars and head home.
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      Today was fucking exhausting, I walk in the door and hear Summer, “Mason was right, I have too many damn books. I should donate some of these to the nursing home.”

      Going further into the house, I see stacks on top of stacks of boxes. My eyes almost bulge out of my eyes. This was the last thing I was expecting.

      “Oh, you’re home. Surprise?” Summer questions with a bright smile on her face, one that’s matching my own.

      “I’m never going to top these surprises, you know?” It’s all I can say, emotion clogging my throat.

      “Good, I’ll keep you on your toes that way,” she walks toward me, her hands instantly going around my neck. I dip my head down to hers and slide my nose along hers, before I take her mouth in a searing kiss.

      Trying to show just how thankful I am, that she’s here now and forever. We pull apart, “Keep being you, baby. I love you just the way you are.”

      “And, I love you.”

      I unbutton the sleeves of my shirt and cuff them to my forearms before saying, “Want a glass of wine? I’m grabbing a beer and then I’ll help you unpack.”

      “Huh? What?” she mumbles, as I catch her staring at what I’m doing.

      “Wine?” I ask again with a chuckle.

      “Yes, I’d love that. Rome?”

      “Yeah, baby?”

      “Thank you,” she responds.

      “I’m just getting you a glass of wine, Summer,” I reply.

      “Nope, you’re giving me so much more,” she leans up and kisses the underside of my jaw. A place I notice she loves to kiss when it’s just the two of us.

      “Right back at you,” I respond, then grab our drinks so we can get all of her things unpacked. It might make me sound like a sap, but I love seeing her things meshed with mine, it’s going to make this house actually feel like a home.
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      It took us most of the week to unpack and place everything where we both agreed it should go. We even had our first, well almost argument. I was beyond irritated and it was coming up on that time of the month where mother nature decides to rear her ugly head.

      I wanted a chair to go one way and all Rome said was, “Baby, you can’t see the television from there. You know as well as I do, you’ll end up moving it again when I’m at work.”

      It took me two seconds to drop down into a pile of tears, overly emotional but wanting to nitpick too. Rome being Rome, just came and sat down beside me, holding me while I bawled my eyes out over nothing.

      Today is a new day and thank goodness my hormones are finally back to normal, especially since I’m meeting Momma Tina and my mom at my old place to scrub it top to bottom.

      I met Quinn at my last photo shoot. She was quiet and solemn, looking like she could use a friend.

      She’s a clothing line model but is ready to retire. Apparently, she’s been doing it for over ten years and is ready to call it quits. I don’t blame her, I’ve seen the behind the scenes nobody wants you to see while at shoots.

      Models basically don’t own their bodies, they belong to their managers.

      When I mentioned where I lived and how I’d be looking to rent out my condo, she had hopeful eyes, we hit it off and even hung out a few times between sets.

      I asked her if she’s looking for a place to lay low for a while, knowing I was moving into Rome’s. She jumped on the chance and in the next few days, she’ll be slowly moving in. The only thing she wanted to bring was her necessities.

      With my condo only being miles away from home, it takes no time to get there.

      “Am I imagining this or is my mother getting along with everyone lately?” I murmur to myself as I walk in the door to my house. I guess Mom used her key and get this, my mother who is always dressed to impress is in a pair of what looks like old ratty jeans, a tee shirt, and white canvas shoes. I swear we’re all in an alternate universe.

      “There she is,” Momma Tina comes up and hugs me. I whisper into her ear, “Who is this woman cleaning?”

      “I’m not sure, but I kind of like her,” she pulls away and winks at me.

      We all get down to cleaning, bleaching everything we can. The refrigerator was probably the most disgusting, I forgot to clean it out before leaving and even with it only having take-out containers and a few condiment bottles, it stunk to high heaven.

      “Oh, dear god, Summer Ann Richards. That has to be the most grotesque foul smell I have ever been around, and I changed your diapers.” She found a clothes pin and literally clipped it on her nose until the smell was gone.

      I laughed until I got a whiff of it myself and gagged.

      “Never again. Yuck,” I back away keeping the fridge open as I take a clothespin and do the same thing to my nose and get down to work.

      “At least that’s the last thing on our list to do, here,” Momma Tina says.

      “There is that. I’ll go take out the trash, that way everything is done, and we can all go home and shower. I don’t mind getting dirty, but smelling like bleach isn’t the most appealing,” my mother states. I look at Momma Tina and she just shrugs her shoulders.

      “Thanks mom. I really appreciate all you help, and Momma Tina, I couldn’t have pulled off half the things without your help,” I tell them both.

      We finish shortly after, and all head our separate ways.
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            Rome

          

        

      

    

    
      I left work earlier today to meet up with my brothers and our mom, I was on a mission of my own. One that will give Summer the surprise of her life, I hope. If she doesn’t one up me, like she’s known to do.

      We’re all at the jewelry store, Mason is showing me a ring he thinks will work for Summer. Heath is flirting with the sales lady, something he doesn’t even realize he’s doing. Mom though, she’s already found the ring I know I’ll be purchasing for Summer. It’s a one and a half carat French set halo diamond. It’s a showstopper without being overly in your face.

      “That’s the one,” I tell my mother.

      “It is, look at the wedding ring. The diamonds surrounding the ring, it’ll really shine beside it.” Her hand cups my cheek when she says, “I’m so proud of you Rome. I was proud of you before finding Summer, but the way you love her, it’s something I’m thankful I get to be a part of.”

      “I love you, Mom. You know that I wouldn’t be half the man I am today, if it wasn’t for you?”

      “I highly doubt that, I saw the strength and determination you have when you came to me on the cusp of those teenage years,” she laughs, but I know it wasn’t always fun and games with three rowdy boys.

      “Still, you helped shape and mold me. Thank you for taking a chance on us,” I lean down and kiss her forehead, something I’ve always done to her. She’s everything a mother could ever be, even though she didn’t have to.

      “Let’s get this ring purchased,” she says, wiping the tears from her eyes.

      “Damn it, Mom. You know I can’t handle it when you cry.” I wipe away the tears that are running down her cheeks. The two women in my life that mean the most to me and both of them have cried this week. It fucking pulls at my heart.

      “These are happy tears, I swear,” she responds, turning around and walking towards Mason. He’s not really looking at anything in particular now that the ring is picked out.

      Heath though, he’s being his usual self. Flirting and joking anyway he can. It’s something he does to hide the real him. I hate it for Heath, but it’s something he’s going to have to conquer himself.
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            Summer

          

        

      

    

    
      Taking some much-needed time off of work is something I am thoroughly enjoying. After the three of us cleaned my mess of a condo, I stopped at the grocery store to pick up something to cook for Rome and me. He’s been amazing, always cooking even after he’s worked all day long. This is the least I can do for him, sure it won’t be something as extravagant as he would make. The man can cook, from pasta and meat sauce to casseroles, and of course grilling when his brothers aren’t manning the grill.

      My skin flushes just thinking about that day, it seems so long ago.

      I grab all of the ingredients I need to make one of my favorite dishes, chicken scampi with garlic parmesan rice, and a wedge salad. It’s not the hardest to make, but it is delicious.

      While at the grocery store, I went ahead and picked up everything we could possibly need for the week and weekend to come. In fact, I may have gone overboard, when the cashier told me the price even my eyes gawked. That’s the one down fall goring to the grocery store hungry. You end up buying half the store.

      “I think I’ll pour myself a glass of wine, while this cooks down,” I mumble to myself. I turn around, going to the fridge and scream, “Again, you got me again. I swear to all that is holy Rome, you will give me a heart attack one day,” my hand is at my chest trying to calm it down from thumping so hard.

      “I was just enjoying the view, baby.”

      “I’m sure that wasn’t all you were enjoying. I’m going to really have to stop talking to myself if you keep creeping while I do it,” I blow an errant curl out of my face, my hair is pulled back in a clip. My hair doesn’t get the memo that I don’t want it in my face, it’s an everyday battle.

      “Yeah, that’s going to be a hard no. I like hearing you talk to yourself when you think I’m not around,” he grunts.

      I smile and saunter towards him, he leans down and I’m on my toes to give him a welcome home kiss.

      “You’re home a little late tonight,” I state when we pull apart.

      “Met with mom and the boys, before coming home,” he responds.

      “Is everything okay?”

      “Absolutely, just checking in with them,” he says with a smile.

      “Okay, dinner will be done in an about thirty minutes, if you want to change?”

      “Yep, I’ll be right back,” he gives me another kiss and then I watch his firm backside in the slacks he wears so well, before I get back to pouring a glass of wine and overseeing dinner.
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            Rome

          

        

      

    

    
      After I changed, we ate dinner at the kitchen bar, then moved outside to the back deck. The sun was setting, the perfect scenery for what I knew I was about to do. My plans of holding out and doing this somewhere else were thrown out of the water when I came home and she was concerned not only for me, but for what will now be her family too.

      She’s looking out over the water, we moved the patio furniture so we would have an unobstructed view of the ocean. If I can’t find her curled up on the chair in the living room, this is where she’s at.

      “I love you, Summer. Now and forever, this may seem too soon to many, but live all your years with me beside you,” I whisper into her ear. By the hiccup in her voice, I can tell she had no idea.

      Her eyes lift up to mine, she’s crying and smiling at the same time. Fuck, I hate seeing her cry, but to know this is for the best reason possible, I’ll gladly take it.

      “Yes! Rome, I love you so much, and can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you,” her lips find mine, the ring box is dropped in my lap and she’s straddling my waist.

      Our tongues twining together, her writhing on my lap.

      “Make love to me,” she says pulling away.

      “With everything I have, I will. First though, you need my ring on your finger.”

      Who am I to deny her, I grab the ring box, take the ring out, and place it on her ring finger.

      “It’s so beautiful, thank you, Rome. You’ve given me everything I could have ever imagined.

      “It’s you I’m thankful for, baby.” I respond, then I’m lifting her up in my arms, her hips never stop writhing, and I can the need pouring out of her body.

      “Seems like I can’t take my time with you ever,” I say, slamming her body against the wall next to the sliding glass doors leading into the house. Not caring that it’s out in the open and we could get caught by a beach goer.

      “Pull my pants down, Summer,” I demand, all while I’m thankful as fuck she just had one of my tee-shirts on today. I find the string at the side of her hips and pull it until it tears off of her body.

      She places my cock at her entrance, and I drop her down on the length of my cock.

      “Fuck,” she moans. My girl likes to cuss when she’s needy and wanting me inside her.

      “Just like that,” her head is tipped back.

      Her moans get louder as I pummel in and out of her tight heat, my mouth finds hers, trying to swallow them. I feel her pussy tightening on my cock, it spurs me on to get there with her.

      “Come with me, Summer,” I grunt out. Her head tips back, my mouth finds her neck, and I nip at it. That’s all it takes, she’s coming apart in my arms and I’m coming inside her.

      “Rome,” she gasps out.

      “I know, baby. I know,” I tell her, keeping her in my arms as I take her inside. We have a lot more celebrating to do tonight.
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            Summer

          

        

      

    

    
      When we told our families we were officially engaged, Momma Tina, Mason, Heath, and my mom weren’t even surprised.

      My father on the other hand, he politely declined coming to the family barbecue we’re having today. It was hard to hear him say no, but then again, it’s something he’s done all of his life.

      In the midst of everything that’s happened, my mom asked for a divorce. I was shocked at first, but when she told me it was time for her to spread her wings and fly, I wholeheartedly understood.

      Our relationship is still rocky at times, but she’s really putting forth the effort to make it work.

      “Rome, whatever you do, do not let your brothers touch the grill!” Momma Tina bellows as she walks outside to where we’re all sitting.

      “Yes, please. I’d like to actually be able to chew it this time around,” I say jokingly.

      “Har, har, har,” Mason says.

      “Well if you and Rome weren’t spreading your germs all over the kitchen, maybe, we wouldn’t have burned our food,” Heath the joker, has me hiding my face in my hands.

      “Heath!” Momma Tina says as she smacks him on the shoulder, then pointedly says to me, “I hope you bleached the kitchen.”

      We all laugh and carry on while hanging out and enjoying our food and drinks.

      When things start to wind down, that’s when Rome makes an announcement to our family, “We want to thank you guys for coming over and celebrating our engagement. Summer and I set a date. I’m thrilled to say she agreed with me on not wanting to wait, so keep you calendars cleared a month from today. We’ll have a small ceremony on the beach, then food will be here. Afterwards, I’ll be taking my bride away. Mason, Heath you’ll be on your own at the office. My phone will be turned off, so unless someone is dying leave us the fuck alone.”

      “You did not just say that,” I shake my head.

      “Damn straight I did, those asses will be the first ones, to call you or me every morning, noon, and night. It’s not happening,” he grunts.

      “Okay, caveman,” I say with a smile. He’s not lying, and well, I want to bask in our honeymoon too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue One

          

          Rome

        

      

    

    
      One Month Later

      

      “I’m officially Mrs. Carter,” she whispers out while looking down at her ring and snuggling closer to me.

      “Longest month of my life,” my hand finds hers and we entwine our fingers together.

      “It wasn’t that long, it took me forever to find the perfect dress,” Summer responds. I’m not sure she could call it the perfect dress, clothes aren’t what makes her perfect to me. It’s just her that’s perfect for me.

      “At least we’re married now,” her head is in the crook of my neck.

      “That we are.”

      “I have a surprise for you,” she tells me.

      “Oh yeah, what’s that?”

      “Remember when I threw my birth control away last month?” she asks.

      “Fuck yeah, I do. One of the best days of my life when you told me, it was time for us to start our own family.”

      “Well, surprise, I’m pregnant! Apparently, I was already when I quit taking my birth control. I went to the doctor yesterday to make sure it was safe for me to fly. It’s still new, I’m only seven weeks along, but I guess you have some kind of super sperm or something,” she rambles on while I’m sitting here speechless. She’s made me the happiest I could possibly ever be.

      I drop to my knees in front of her, pulling her shirt up. Once her stomach is bare, I kiss her belly and tell our child, “I promise to be the best father I can be and to always be there for you,” I kiss her belly and then move my way up to her face.

      Tears are rolling down her cheeks, unchecked, and there’s nothing I can do but say, “Thank you, Summer. This is the greatest surprise yet,” both of us are smiling.

      “I don’t know, what if we have twins or something. Wouldn’t that be an even bigger surprise?” she questions.

      “Fuck, woman. Now you’re just trying to give me a heart attack?”

      “No, but it would kind of be funny to see your reaction,” she giggles. We spend the rest of our night on the private balcony of our suite we booked in Maldives. It took us hours debating over where we should go. Summer wanted somewhere inexpensive. I put my foot down and booked it without her knowing. We had words, once I said, “Baby, this is our one and only honeymoon. We have the means to do it and who knows when we’ll have a chance just to have a getaway just you and I,” she agreed and now here we are.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue Two

          

          Summer

        

      

    

    
      One Year Later

      I stare down into Sawyer Mason Carter, he’s the spitting image of his father. His hair color, his complexion, even his eyes. He’s so much like Rome, and I adore every moment of him.

      “Let’s get you dressed before Grand-mom and Grams get here, who knows, maybe your crazy uncles will show up too. Knowing them, they’re already here eating us out of house and home. If they don’t find a woman of their own soon and settle down, I’m worried they never will.”

      “At least you’re talking to Sawyer and not yourself this time around,” Rome barges in.

      “Son of a biscuit eater, you do it every single time. One day I’ll be old and grey, just watch, you’ll put me in an early grave.”

      “Don’t fucking talk like that, Summer Carter,” he admonishes.

      “Well stop scaring the crap out of me, and don’t cuss in front of the baby. It’s bad enough his uncles will corrupt him,” I say with a laugh.

      “Speaking of Uncles, did you know that Mason arrived with Quinn?” My husband gossips. He swears women do, but I’m telling you him and his brothers are nothing but gossip queens.

      “Oh really, that kind of shocks me. Though from what I’ve seen the past year, she’s slowly coming out of her shell. Of course, it didn’t help as soon as she moved here, her manager somehow convinced her to work ten months straight. I think she finally got rid of her though.”

      “Interesting, maybe Quinn will be the one to settle him down,” Rome says with a knowing smile.

      “Don’t do anything, Rome. She deserves a break and to spread her wings, plus she’s one of my only girlfriends,” I grumble.

      “I won’t, I won’t,” his hands are up in the air, as if he’s saying he won’t do anything. I know him well enough to know he’s finding a loophole.

      “Sure, will you finish getting him dressed so I can change?” I question.

      “Yeah, baby. Though if you need help changing, we can always see if Quinn and Mason will watch Sawyer,” he says with a wiggle of his eyebrows.

      “Really?” I state with a hand on my hip.

      “I’m just kidding, go change. We’ll be downstairs when you get done,” I turn to leave but stop when I see how Rome is bent down over the changing table making silly faces to Sawyer.

      I couldn’t be more in love with Rome than I already am but seeing him with our son. It’s my greatest accomplishment in life, having both of them. I can’t wait to see what the next few years bring us.

      

      
        
        The End!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COMING SOON

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Just One Touch

      

        

      
        Mason Carter knows what he wants, he’ll stop at nothing to get the woman he’s set his sights on.

      

        

      
        Quinn Harper is Mason’s sister-in-law’s best friend. He’s been warned she’s off limits, but there’s no way he’s letting her slip through his fingers.

      

        

      
        Quinn’s decided to end her career as a model. The world has chewed her up way too often and she just needs to heal.

        Coming back home is the best thing she could have done for herself.

        She never planned on meeting Mason and experiencing an attraction so powerful it’s unlike anything she has ever felt. She can only hope he feels the same.

      

        

      
        Tory is back dishing up another Carter brother. These boys are hot as fire, sexy as hell, and filled with desire for their women.  So, if you’re looking of instant love with a side of happily ever after. This book is definitely for you.  Complete standalone and rated S for sexy, scintillating and safe.
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        Mason

      

      

      

      The dark circles, the tired eyes, the grayish complexion that’s marring Quinn’s appearance is something to be worried about.

      She was off limits, I love Summer like a sister, but there is no damn way, I can stay away from Quinn. Not when she needs someone in her corner.

      Her contract was up two months ago, yet here she is at Rome and Summer’s place, looking more tired than when she was working night and day as a model. Now, she’s home in our hometown and looks worse than ever.

      “Ready to go,” I ask her after she answered the door to what was once Summer’s condo but is now hers. I texted her earlier asking if she’d like to ride over with me. It was definitely a rouse to get her alone, and out of her house. I live three doors down from Rome. Quinn lives a few miles away from us. I was shocked when she responded with a simple yes.

      “Yes, let me just grab the dessert I made.” Quinn is in a pair of khaki shorts, white top, and a cardigan that hangs down to her knees. On anyone else it would look ridiculous, but not on her.

      I hold the door open for her while she walks out, making sure she feels as much of as me as she can. With her sharp intake of breath and the way I see her nipples pebble, I got the reaction I was looking for, now if I can just get her to admit everything else.

      I look down and see the dessert she made, licking my lips, “That looks delicious, what is it?”

      “An old family recipe, my grandmother made. It’s called no-name dessert,” she says with a chuckle.

      “Interesting name.”

      “My grandmother, well she was old-fashioned. Raised seven kids while her husband was away most of the time. Things just came as they did,” she whispers out once we’re in the car.

      “It sounds like she’s a great woman.”

      “She was, the best I’ve ever known,” her voice is solemn. I reach for her hand that’s on her thigh and bring it to the center console, trying to give her some kind of solace while she’s deep in thought.

      We hold hands the few minutes it takes us to get to Hill Street.

      “I hope this doesn’t monopolize more of your time, by coming to get me,” she says once we park in Rome and Summer’s driveway.

      “Not at all, I was just at home watching the sports channel until it was time to get you.”

      “Still, I could have driven over or even rode my bike,” Quinn responds.

      “Stay there, I’ll come get your door,” I get out of my Jeep and round it to help her out while she holds the dessert she made.

      Her legs come out first, and they’re enough to make me get on my knees right here and pay homage to her.

      I have to make Quinn mine, no matter the cost.

      “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome.” We make our way around the side of the house, bypassing the front door.

      Once we’re on their back deck, I guide her to a table so she can set the dessert down.

      “I’ll be right back. I’m going to see what Rome is up to and if we can help them out. Not to mention it’s time for me to steal my nephew for a while,” that’s when I see a genuine smile light up Quinn’s face.

      “Okay, I’ll be right here. Do you think Summer would mind if I held Sawyer? After you get your fill of course,” her face is tipped to the side.

      “Absolutely, she loves that Sawyer is surrounded by family and friends,” I push a tendril of her hair out of her face, needing just one touch before I go inside.

      “Thank you, Mason.” Leaving this gorgeous woman isn’t something that my body or heart wants to do, but I know she needs me to take things slow.
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