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        This is for you, Elizabeth, your smile is contagious and your laugh lights up a room

        <3
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            Heath

          

        

      

    

    
      I was going to be the last one to fall, I knew, my brothers knew it, hell even our mom knew it. Being single never bothered me. My family, the ocean, and work were always my main concerns.

      Getting married, having a family of my own, I doubt I’ll ever see that, so for now I have everything I could possibly need.

      Even with Rome and Mason creating their own families, they still make sure I’m a part of their lives in every way possible, we’re still as thick as thieves. Their wives even carry on with our antics. Summer and Quinn being the perfect fit to them, we’re family in every sense of the way, but sometimes a man needs to get out of his own head.

      I’m walking downtown when the sounds of the local bar and tavern lure me in, maybe I’ll have a drink or two, walk home, and finally be able to shut my eyes and sleep.

      The music is so loud you can hear it on the streets, locals and tourists are surrounding the area. Making my way in and towards the bar I shout to the bartender, “Bud Lite, bottle, please.”

      He nods his head in acknowledgement. I throw a ten-dollar bill on the bar when he slides the bottle my way. I take it and make my way further inside, not really looking to sit or dance, but just to see what all is going on.

      Bodies are jam packed on the dance floor. There’s hardly any room, yet my eyes spot a girl with her hands up above her head, hair flowing down, body shaking, and she’s like a beacon of sunshine in a dark storm. When she turns around and her eyes meet mine with a smile on her face. I know it, this is the shit that made my brothers fall like a sinking anchor in the ocean.

      “Damn,” I grunt out, as I make my way to her. Our eyes never leave one another’s. It takes some maneuvering, but I get to the woman I know will drop me to my fucking knees.

      The beer still in my hand, my other snakes around her hip, grasping it, making her completely aware of my presence.

      “I’m Audrey,” she’s on her toes as she stops dancing to tell me her name.

      “Heath, pleasure to meet you,” I smile back at her. Audrey goes back to dancing, pulling me into her body. Our hips dancing to the rhythm she’s set, and I find myself following her lead.

      I’m sunk, just like my brothers. I’m finding I may like this feeling after all.
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            Audrey

          

        

      

    

    
      Heath and I locked eyes as soon as we saw one another. I’ve never been this forward before, but something about his soulful grey eyes, the way his smile tilted up, how the dimple popped out on one side of his cheek, the golden bronze hair he has cut close on the side, yet messy on top. And he was looking directly at me.

      When he got closer, feeling him against my body, so close you couldn’t fit a sheet of paper between us, his whole body surrounding my smaller frame. I felt every nuance, from his broad shoulders, down towards his tapered waist, and the not so unnoticeable bulge that had my fantasizing just how big he was everywhere else. Not to mention legs that seem to be just as muscular as the rest of him. Heath’s whole presence was surrounding me.

      Our bodies together move seamlessly and effortlessly, as if we were meant to be on this dance floor.

      I lick my lips, parched from dancing. Sweat glistening on both of our bodies, using my hand as a fan to cool myself off.

      “You want a drink?” Heath questions.

      “Yeah,” my voice is raspy, barely above a whisper.

      “Let’s go then,” we move through the throng of people, his hand never leaves mine. It’s not a loose hand hold either, my hand is firmly ensconced in his, even squeezing my own every now and then when people try to break us apart. Heath never lets me go.

      We stop abruptly at the bar, he dips down, leaning into me. Tingles shoot through my body when I think he’s going to kiss me. When he moves closer to my ear and asks, “What do you want to drink?”

      “Sprite, please,” I huskily whisper into his ear. I thought maybe for a split second he didn’t feel the chemistry between us, but I know it’s a lie. From the way his body locked up when I was the one responding to his question. I know Heath feels the exact same way.

      It makes me resent that I’m only here for another week, though who knows maybe he’s not from around here either.

      “You got it, darlin’,” his hand slides out of mine and I instantly feel its loss.

      I watch him bring his bottle of beer up to his lips as he takes a sip, the way his throat works, it shouldn’t look that sexy, but it all works for him. His hand moves to the small of my back, bringing me to stand in front of him.

      While we wait for the bartender to acknowledge Heath and to take our order, he asks, “Where are you from?”

      “Whiskey Creek, how about yourself?”

      “There’s no place like home, I was raised here. Never really left, and now it’s the place I call my own,” he winks, and then the bartender comes up to Heath, so he can place our order.

      It only takes a few minutes, I go to pull some cash out of the pocket of my sundress, but before I can offer to pay Heath takes care of it.

      “Can I at least leave a tip?” I offer, my head tipped up and way back to look at him.

      “Already taken care of, want to drink these outside?” he replies.

      “That might be a good idea,” he leads the way to the outdoor sitting area. All I can think of with his hand back in my own is if I’m dreaming, please don’t wake me up.
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      We make our way outside, both of us instantly cooling down with the soft ocean breeze. I don’t let her go, not for one damn second. Hair the color of wheat fields, hanging down straight, no wave, no curl, just naturally hers.

      She’s biting her bottom lip, it makes me want to know what she tastes like, is she sweet like chocolate when it melts on your tongue or savory like the perfect flavor of sweetness with a slight saltiness? My mouth waters thinking about the how she will taste when I get my mouth on her. Her eyes darken when she notices my eyes are roving over not only her face but her whole body.

      She’s wearing a flimsy sundress, showing the outlines of her curves, the fullness in her breasts, the way her waist tapers down into lush hips.

      Hips I want in my hands, right here and now. I take the opportunity to get close to her again, her sharp intake of breath tells me Audrey likes my hard body against the softness her curves provide.

      “I’m going to kiss you now,” my voice doesn’t even sound like my own, it’s deeper, huskier than ever.

      “Okay,” Audrey breathes out.

      My hand that’s not occupied by my drink grasps her hip, pulling her in even closer, my lips find the side of her mouth, not wanting to go at her the way I feel right now. It would be rough, and from the look she has, she’d take whatever I had to give. I’m holding back though, barely.

      Moving slowly, my lips find hers. That lip she was biting down on is mine, now mine to bite and lap at.

      I place my beer down on a random table, my hand on her hip moves to her lush ass, kneading it, my fingers grasp her. Feeling just how great it is. Finding her hair, I clutch it. My mouth takes possession of hers, I tried to hold back but once she allowed me entrance and her tongue tangled with mine, nothing could stop me.

      Her hands skate beneath my shirt, her nails digging into my flesh, we’re both yearning for more, too fucking bad we’re outside where I can’t take her up against the wall like I so badly want to.

      Fighting against my own body, I slowly pull away from her. Audrey does the unexpected though, she leans up into me, and finds my mouth again.

      Letting Audrey have her way, I let her take over. But, only for a moment, when our kiss ends, her body sways, and I have to help steady her.

      “Holy shit,” Audrey blurts out, a redness taking over her face as she realizes what she said out loud.

      “Yeah, baby. Holy shit is right,” I respond with a smile on my face.

      “Can we dance some more?” Audrey asks.

      “We can do whatever you want,” I mumble.

      This time she takes my hand and leads me back inside to the dance floor. The view I get has me trying to calm my dick down. Legs that are shapely, her dress swishing as her hips move, and an ass that makes me want to get on my knees and praise it.

      “Fuck,” I groan, her head whips back to me and there’s a sparkle in her eyes. This night, it’s going to be the best one ever.
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      Heath’s lips on mine, pillowy soft and dominant all at the same time, I loved every single moment. Breaking apart from him sucked, but getting him on the dance floor, having him near me again, it’s my only goal right now.

      We walk back into the bar and a new song that I’m in love with starts playing. My back is to Heath’s front, my hands above my head, I wrap them around the nape of his neck. Our hips rock back and forth together.

      I’m surrounded by him, his energy, his scent, his body. He smells crisp, and clean, he feels like home, a home I haven’t had in many years.

      I feel one of his hands on my hip, the other on my bare thigh. My head tilts back on his shoulder. The feel of his calloused fingers slowly gliding up the inside of my leg has me burning up from the inside out.

      “Heath,” I moan out, knowing he can’t possibly hear me, but needing him to know I’m moaning just for him.

      When he finds the lace edge of my panties, I rock my hips to get him right where I need his fingers the most. Heath’s mouth is on my neck, licking a path until he gets to the shell of my ear.

      Heath’s fingers gathers the wetness that is dripping out of my center, his thumb travels to my clit.

      “All of this is for me, isn’t it?” he demands. He’s not wrong. Words aren’t coming to me, I nod my head vigorously, not wanting him to stop.

      “Fuck yeah, it is,” he makes slow circles on my clit, then I feel a finger work its way inside my channel. My hips have a mind of their own, they thrust up to meet his hand.

      Dancing with him, kissing him, Heath’s been lighting a fire deep inside me all night, and I’m about to explode.

      I tilt my head up, needing his lips to keep the scream that is longing to come out. Thank goodness he acknowledges what I need, his mouth meets mine, our tongues dueling in our own language.

      When he adds another finger, pushing in as I’m thrusting up, my orgasm overtakes me. My body is shivering from what he just gave me, yet it’s already yearning for more.

      Heath turns my body around, his hands cup my neck and he kisses me again, out here on a busy dance floor. Anybody could have watched what he just did to my body, but right now with the two of us kissing, the bar and its patrons melt away.

      “Come home with me,” Heath says when his lips leave mine.

      “Okay,” I respond. We make our way back through the front entrance, I’m taking a chance with Heath. I’ve never once thought I would meet someone and have this instant feeling that’s deep in my soul. It’s like the stars aligned and have led me right to him.

      “You okay?” he questions as we walk towards his place.

      “I’m perfect,” Heath has his arm around the nape of my neck, holding me tightly to him.

      “Good,” his smile brings out his dimple and I melt deeper into his body.
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            Heath

          

        

      

    

    
      Damn, this woman walking beside me. She fell apart in my arms, so beautifully and all consuming.

      It’s about a twenty-minute walk to my place, all of it being walked on the beach. Audrey’s shoes are off, dangling between her fingers. Every now and then she’ll walk towards the water, laughing as the ocean licks at her calves. I stand and wait for her, a smile on my own face.

      The shit part, she’s not from around here. Who’s to say how long she’s even here. It put a damper in my mind on if I should pursue her or not. That thought quickly disappeared though, I know she’s worth it.

      “Heath,” her voice is breathless when she comes out of the water, back towards me.

      “Yeah Audrey,” we’re only minutes away from my place now, thank god. I need to feel her wrapped around me, all her beauty and having it all for me.

      “Tonight…it’s incredibly perfect,” her teeth bite at her bottom lip. I want to take it again and again, if we start right now, we’ll never make it to my place. And I need to see her spread out on my bed, the thought of it alone isn’t enough.

      “You have no idea,” I murmur. She wraps her arm around my waist and we continue on.

      “You live on the beach?” she finally asks.

      “Just up ahead, the third one on the right. The one without a pool,” my house didn’t come with a pool like Rome and Mason’s. The deck is what made it worth it for me, plus the outside shower. There’s nothing better than coming off of the waves, grabbing a shower and not trekking sand inside your home.

      “It’s breathtaking,” I look at it from her point of view, to me it’s just a house. One I’m proud I could buy on my own, but still it’s just a house. Anyone could build or buy one, it doesn’t have the feel of a home. Something I knew it was lacking when I bought it. Being in the real estate industry I knew it was a good investment and locked in on it when the market was down.

      It’s a three-story home, the main living area is on the bottom floor, the master bedroom on the third story, and the second story holds the two spare bedrooms.

      You can see the lighted path that I installed on the wood deck that leads to the house. My surfboards are still sitting out from this morning. Yeah, it’s a house, but I’m suddenly feeling like I want to see it as a home.

      We make our way up the deck and into the house, as soon as we’re clear, both of our hands are all over each other. Stripping one another out of our clothes, nothing compares to feeling her bare breasts rub against my naked torso.

      Grabbing the back of Audrey’s thighs, I pick her up, taking the stairs two at a time. Our night is only getting started.
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      Slowly waking up, I know I’m not at the hotel I rented for the week. I’m in Heath’s bed, lying on my stomach and completely bare under the sheets. The tenderness between my legs solidifies that last night was one of those that go down in history as the best night ever.

      Moving to get out of bed, my eyes find not one, not two, but three condom wrappers littered on the floor by my feet. I’m not that girl, the one that randomly goes home with a guy she just met. This was the first time ever in fact, and I’m not sure what to do now. Do I get dressed and sneak out the door? Do I get dressed and see if he’s even home? I’m at a loss of what to do.

      I run my fingers through my hair, attempting to finger comb the knots out of it. When that doesn’t work, I wrap my hair around itself on top of my head, pulling it up and into to a makeshift bun.

      Not knowing what else to do, I find my dress on the floor, it’s wrinkled to no end. Dropping the sheet I have wrapped around my body, I pull it over my head and search for my panties.

      When I notice them hanging off of the chair he has beside his bed in tatters, it reminds me just what we did last night. I feel my skin heat with warmth. With one last glance around soaking in every memory that was made last night, how Heath took me up against the wall, on all fours with his body wrapped around mine, and the last time when I was on my back, his hips between mine, our eyes never leaving one another’s.

      I think that’s what is making this morning so difficult, we didn’t make any promises to one another, but Heath not being in bed when I woke up this morning speaks volumes. At least to me it does.

      Walking down the stairs, I take everything in. His home really is gorgeous, clean lines, with white wood shiplap. He has pictures hanging of different sunrises and sunsets, almost as if he’s traveled from one coast to the other to capture them.

      Making it downstairs and to the sliding glass door, I’m stopped in my tracks. Heath is standing on the deck, wetsuit half off and hanging loosely around his hips, hip to the railing, with a cup of coffee in his hand.

      I guess I’m going to have to face him now. With one last breath. I walk outside, he hears the door open, and his head whips around.

      “Uh, I’ll um. Just be going now,” I say before he can get a word out.

      “Come here, Audrey,” Heath demands.

      I shuffle my feet slowly to him, worried about what he’s going to say. When I’m within his reach, Heath’s hands wrap around my waist and he pulls me into his body. His back is now against the railing, legs spread, and I’m standing between them.

      One of his hands are kneading the swell of my hip, the other is wrapped around the nape of my neck. Heath’s mouth lands on mine and everything I thought was going to happen this morning obliterates to ashes.

      Every. Single. Thought.

      My mouth opens on a sigh when he nips at my bottom lip, something he did so much last night, I won’t ever forget it. Not for the rest of my years.
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      The way Audrey tastes, the way she feels, I didn’t want to get up this morning. But after so many years rising early to catch the waves, my body is like a live wire. I knew Audrey was wore out from last night and there was no way I wanted to wake her up. A part of me wanted to take her as she slowly woke up, but after three times last night. I knew she needed a break.

      Hell, she didn’t move a muscle when I slid out of bed, it brought a smile to my face knowing I thoroughly wore her out.

      Breaking apart our kiss, even though I really want to know what she has on beneath her dress, my guess would be nothing, considering I remember her panties being in my way of her pussy, and ripping them to shreds.

      “You sore, Baby,” I murmur once our kiss comes to an end.

      “A little,” she admits. I’d eat her right here and now to soothe her pain, but something tells me we need to talk first, I didn’t like the leeriness she had on her face when she walked out here.

      “Let me get out of this, then we’ll have breakfast and talk,” not wanting to let her go, but needing to. Audrey needs time to process this, she needs time to process us.

      “Okay,” she backs away and I walk to my outside shower, it’s surrounded by fencing to give some privacy. Swinging the door closed and peeling myself out of my wetsuit, I turn the water on to rinse the saltwater off. I grab the towel that’s hanging up, hastily dry myself off, wrap the towel around my waist, and head back to Audrey.

      She’s still standing by the railing, looking at the waves crashing against the surf. I slowly walk back towards her, my hands finding her shoulders, not letting her go, but holding her while she gets her thoughts together.

      Audrey wears her heart on her sleeve, every emotion, every thought. You can see it cycle through. I don’t want her to question this, I want her to know she’s already becoming my everything.

      I let her know my thoughts right away, not wanting her to have to wait and have even more doubts plaguing her. “This wasn’t a one-night stand, Audrey. I know you can feel what we have between us, and I’m not just talking about the sexual chemistry.”

      “But, I’m only here for another week. Then I leave, what happens then? Do we go our separate ways, do we try a long-distance relationship? There are so many what-ifs, Heath,” she blows out a puff of air.

      “Take this week, see where things go. If it’s anything like it has been these past twelve hours, I’ll fight for us, even if you don’t,” I kiss the top of her head, leaving her to go and start breakfast. I’m taking a risk, laying it all out and leaving her out there on her own.

      Audrey could leave and not look back. I’m hoping like fuck she doesn’t.
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      Heath laid it all out on the table, so to speak. I wasn’t expecting him to say what he said, I figured we’d go our separate ways and I’d be left with the memories of what we made together.

      Honestly, if I only had one night with him, I wouldn’t have been okay, but I would have cherished those memories for the rest of my life. The way he touched me, the way he tasted me, and the way he looked at me. It was as if I was the only person in his world.

      With one last deep breath, I whisper out, “Life gives you one chance, take it.”

      Turning on my heel, feeling awkward with wearing last night’s dress, and no panties on, my one saving grace with this dress though, the built-in bra. I march my way into Heath’s place, feeling more determined than ever.

      I open the back door and hear, “Babe,” my head whips up. Heath is now dressed in a pair of board shorts sans shirt.

      “Yeah,” I breathe out.

      “I’m not much of a cook, so options are simple, eggs however you want them cooked, a bagel with some fruit?” he asks.

      My stomach growls in response and we both laugh, “That sounds wonderful, can I help?”

      “Sure, if you can cut up some fruit while I get the eggs on. That would be good.”

      “I can do that, point me in the right direction for the knives, a bowl, and a cutting board.” He tells me where everything is, I get started, and he makes the eggs. His tongue is out, as if he’s biting on it to keep his concentration, something tells me Heath was being truthful when he said he wasn’t much of a cook. He doesn’t take his eyes off the eggs the whole time he’s cooking.

      Once he’s done with the eggs and bagels, we get everything plated and move to the couch in the living room.

      I pull my dress to the side, while sitting down, trying not to flash Heath. He saw exactly what I was doing, a smirk plastered on his face when he says, “Audrey, baby, you gotta know I’m going to be taking that dress off you as soon as we’re done. I have something to kiss and make better.”

      “Are you always this forward?” I find my voice, it’s a dumb question, I know it. Hell, Heath knows it, but he doesn’t call me out on it.

      “Pretty sure you like how forward I am,” he croons.

      “I walked right into that,” I grumble and dive into my food to keep my own mouth shut. Heath chuckles and does the same.
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      I didn’t take Audrey back to bed, as much as I wanted to, I knew she was tender. I noticed it in the way she sat down earlier, but by tonight, I’m hoping she’s feeling better because I need my mouth on every inch of her skin.

      “Ready?” I ask Audrey. We decided I’ll take her back to her hotel, she’d check out, and stay with me for the duration of her vacation. When I asked her to stay with me, she was hesitant at first, but when I mentioned my brothers and their wives live all around us, Audrey’s shoulders eased, and she said yes.

      “Yeah, I just need to slide my shoes on,” Audrey replies, she puts them on. Her height barely coming up to my chin, even with her heels on.

      Once she’s done, we make our way to my truck, I help her up, staying behind her the whole time. When her dress hikes up, once she’s seated, my tongue skates along my lip.

      “Heath!” she admonishes. Audrey caught me red handed. I just shake my head, kiss her lips, and trail my fingertips towards the inside of her thigh. Yeah, I’d love to be in between her legs all day, but I’m also man enough to understand she needs to know this isn’t just about sex.

      Fuck, it’s more than that, it’s more than anything else I’ve ever had in this world.

      With one last tease of my lips along hers, I move around to the driver’s side. My thoughts go to a blast from the past, finding my family on the verge of my teen years was the best thing that could ever happen to me. Sure, we aren’t blood, but the blood that runs through my veins from those that are supposed to love, protect, and cherish you, yeah, well mine did none of that. I was starving half the time, wearing clothes two sizes too small, and we were lucky to have electricity some months. My parents were too busy searching for their next high. My womb donor bringing in johns left and right at the sperm donors request. If she didn’t, he’d smack her around. Half the time if I didn’t get out of the way fast enough, a fist would hit me.

      I shake my head, to clear the thoughts running through my mind before we head towards Audrey’s hotel.

      She navigates me to where she’s staying. It’s one of the nicer ones we have on the beach side.

      “I’ll just be a few minutes, promise,” she says as I open the door for her.

      “Babe, not letting you go at it alone. I’m especially not letting you carry your own bags,” I grouse. She’s out of her mind. Audrey may not know me all that much right now, but in the next few days she’ll know a real man, her man, won’t let her go at it alone.
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      Heath walks me to my hotel room, I’m ashamed to say that I left it a mess. Clothes are everywhere, toiletries laying around, and shoes are scattered throughout the small room.

      I immediately start picking things up to pack, when I realize most of my clothes are dirty, being on vacation the last thing you really think about is doing laundry. And well, I was going to use the laundromat here. My dirty pile seems to be bigger than what I have to put in my suitcase.

      “Shit,” I whisper out. I leave my clothes in piles on the bed and make my way to the bathroom to collect all of my toiletries. Once I gather all of them in a smaller bag, I go back out to the main room.

      “Do you, uh, mind if I use your washer? I mean I can go to the laundromat if you’d rather.”

      “Audrey, I want you to feel at home with me. Do laundry, leave your clothes laying around. Fuck, baby, make the house look lived in,” his hands find the nape of my neck, arching up to look into his eyes and if my hands weren’t full, I’d be pinching myself to see if I was asleep and this was a dream.

      “As long as you’re sure,” I respond.

      “Positive, now tell me what I can help you with and we’ll get this show on the road,” Heath says.

      He helps me pack my clean clothes in my suitcase, while I put my dirty clothes in a plastic bag. It doesn’t take us long. Once everything is ready, Heath does one last sweep of my room, ensuring I haven’t missed anything.

      I grab my purse, something I left here last night along with my phone. I wanted to just be left alone, no phone calls, no texts, and no social media knocking on my door.

      Heath takes my two bags, not even allowing me the chance to grab one, and we make our way to the front desk to check out.

      A lady with what looks like a permanent smile on her face is working the front desk. I walk up to her and say, “Hi, I’d like to check out early, is that okay?”

      “Sure, let me see if there will be any fees, sometimes with spring break right around the corner they like to tack them on,” she replies.

      If I’m out money, I guess I’m out money. I’m not extremely well off, but my job as a publicist to a recluse isn’t too shabby in the money department. He wanted his identity to stay completely off the grid. He’s so well known a non-disclosure agreement had to be signed.

      He’s also the biggest pain in my ass, it took me months to plan a vacation without him throwing a temper tantrum.

      “Thank you, that would be great, and if there is a cancellation fee, well, that’s okay too.” It’s not her fault Heath and I are diving straight into living together. I swear this is stupid crazy, but I can’t let this chance go.

      “You’re all good to go Ms. Smith, there’s no fee, and I hope you enjoyed your stay,” she tells me.

      “Thank you again,” I turn to leave and run right into Heath. I was so into what I was doing, I didn’t notice him behind me.

      “Hey,” I mumble.

      “Audrey,” hearing the timber in his voice, I know just what that means and how he says my name on a husky moan when he’s coming deep inside me. I didn’t get a chance to take a shower or change yet, something else I need to do as soon as we get back.

      “Heath,” my own voice sounding foreign to me.

      “That’s our cue to go,” he grunts, moving both bags to one hand, he places his other on my waist and guides me through the doors and to his truck. Once again staying behind me, so I won’t flash everyone and God’s creation.

      He places my luggage in the back and then we’re heading back to his place.
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      When we get back to my place, I show Audrey where the laundry room is and let her get things going, while I make my way around my place opening the windows to let the ocean breeze in today.

      The weather is perfect for this time of year, plus I hate my house feeling all locked up like a dungeon. Too many times in my past before I was adopted there was no light, the windows weren’t allowed to be opened. They didn’t want to wake up from their all-night bender.

      I’m sliding the back door open when Audrey says, “Hey, I’m going to take a shower. Do you need me to do anything beforehand?”

      There’s plenty of things I want her to do. A visualization of Audrey on her knees, as I slowly feed her my cock pops into my head. The water from the shower would be beating down our water slicked skin. My dick has been in a semi-hard state all day, now with the thought of her in the shower, it has it standing up and begging for attention.

      “Nope, just going to turn the television on and look at what the surf report will be tomorrow morning,” I tell her as I plop down on the couch.

      Audrey comes over to me, my eyes never leaving her body. She’s bolder than she has been today, climbing on my lap and straddling me. “Thank you, Heath,” her lips come down on mine. It’s slow, sweet, and soulful. It’s simply Audrey. My hands glide up the outside of her thighs, trailing up to her bare ass, pulling her in closer.

      “It’s me that should be thanking you,” I reply when we pull apart, my lips trailing a path down her neck until it meets the base of her shoulder.

      My hands slowly leave her skin, even though I don’t want to. Not when all I want to do is pull her in closer and let her see how much she affects me.

      “Well how about we’re both thankful for each other?” she questions.

      “I can get down with that,” I wink, she slides off my lap, leaving me to take the shower I know she wants.

      My head falls back on the couch and I know what I have to do. I pull out my phone from my pocket and text my brothers. I already know I’m going to be in a ration of shit, but hey, I would have told them everything that happened if their lazy asses weren’t in bed all morning while I was out surfing.

      Me: Fuck me running, it happened.

      Mason: Wait. What happened?

      Rome: My eyes, I can’t believe my eyes. Did the “I’m Heath, and I’m never settling down” meet his match?

      I roll my eyes before responding.

      Me: Yeah, hit me from out of nowhere. Surf tomorrow?

      Mason: Quinn is gonna say “I told you so” and yeah, I’ll be sure to be there.

      Rome: Count me in.

      I toss my phone on the coffee table and prop my feet up while Audrey’s in the shower. If there’s one thing I know from watching my brothers with their wives, they knew instantly Summer and Quinn were made for them, just like I know Audrey is made for me.
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      When I walked out of the bathroom after finally showering and washing my hair, Heath was in the bedroom. Making room in his dresser for my clothes, I was perfectly okay with living out of my suitcase, but he wasn’t having that, stating, “I want you to feel comfortable here.”

      With only a towel wrapped around my body, I went up to Heath and hugged him. This man, he’s more than what meets the eye. I’ve seen how he laughs a few things off, but his eyes, they hold so much depth and emotion. He tries to hide it, but I see small glimpses every now and then, as if he's got the weight of the world on his shoulders.

      “Thank you,” telling him that, it put him at ease. I have no idea how two little words can relax his shoulders, but it did.

      We held each other, it wasn’t sexual in any way shape or form, it was two people who were leaning on one another in a moment of time needed.

      Heath pulls apart first, asking, “I’m going to switch your laundry over, anything that can’t be tossed in the dryer?”

      “Uh, yeah. I can get them though,” I respond, not really thinking he’ll want to pick apart my laundry.

      “Babe, my mom raised me. Us boys did laundry when she was at work. It’s not a big deal,” he replied.

      My heart melts a little more, this man, he’s indescribable, “There’s a few bras in there, if you can hang them or lay them flat to dry, that would be great.”

      “You got it,” he kisses me, turning to head out of the bedroom, and I go to my suitcase he brought up to the room.

      “Hey Heath,” I say as he’s walking down the hall.

      He backtracks, “Yeah, Audrey?”

      “I can’t wait to see what this week brings,” I tell him. He visibly swallows, I see every single emotion play out in his eyes alone.

      “Fuck, me too. Me, fucking too,” he grunts, then heads back out.

      Grabbing what I have in the way of clean clothes isn’t much. A bra, panties, some linen shorts that are wrinkled beyond reason, and a graphic tee that says “Beach Please.” A friend of mine sent it to me when I called her screaming and jumping that I was taking a two week vacation for the first time in five years. I’m twenty-five and a damn hard worker, but I will never go five years without a vacation again.

      I get dressed, walk out to help Heath when I hear him say, “This woman, I knew she was going to be stubborn, but if I have it my way she won’t leave.” I don’t see him on his phone or talking to anyone in particular. As much as I want to question him I don’t. I silently go back to his room and straighten things up before I head back towards Heath.
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      “Babe,” I say to get Audrey’s attention. She’s sitting on the back deck, in a piece of furniture that I have no idea the name, but it’s badass. It’s a circle like bed, with a canopy that shades the top half. In her hands is a book, she’s so engrossed she didn’t even hear me.

      Sliding in beside her, I move the hair that’s fallen into her face. “Oh, sorry. I didn’t see you there,” she says.

      “No worries, I was coming out here to see if ordering pizza was okay for dinner tonight.”

      “God, yes,” she all but moans.

      “What do you like on your pizza?” I know I’ll be ordering two of them no matter what.

      “You’re going to make me choose, first off let me warn you. I love pizza, like pizza is probably my first love, ever. Also, I’ll eat it until it’s gone. Leftovers are life,” she drops her book to her lap, her hands are in the air, you can tell she’s passionate about her pizza. Could this woman be any more amazing?

      “So, yeah. Whatever pizza you like I’ll eat, but my favorite of all time? Pineapple and pepperoni, it’s my favorite, but whatever you order I’ll eat. Well, minus anchovies, that’s just a no go,” not being able to stop myself, I kiss her with everything I have.

      When we pull apart, her forehead finds my chest and she plants herself there.

      I hold her, if she feels the way I do, this much and this fast, she’ll need a moment to breathe. I just hope she doesn’t walk away if the emotion gets too big and too fast for her.

      “Thank you, Heath. You’ve um...really shown me what I’ve been missing for so long,” her voice muffled from my chest.

      “I’ll always be here, Audrey,” and that’s the god’s honest truth. I will be there for her, as long as she lets me.

      When she moves off of me, going back to her book, I pull my phone out and bring up the pizza delivery app and order our pizza. It notifies me it’ll be about forty-five minutes to an hour. I take this time to lay beside Audrey, as she turns and moves into my body, but not letting her book go. It’s a welcome feeling, one I bask in beside her.

      Looking down, I see it’s no other than a book I’ve seen my mom, Summer, and Quinn read. Try as a might, I can’t keep the laughter from bubbling up inside and coming out.

      Audrey’s head pops up and she says, “What?”

      “You’re going to fit right in, babe.” I leave it at that, her face has a look of wonder. When I don’t say anything, she returns to reading her book while in my arms.
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      Waking up alone in Heath’s bed again for the second day in a row is getting annoying. I’ve noticed he’s an early riser, something I’m not much of. Last night we went to bed, skin on skin, nothing between us.

      Getting out of the bed, I see Heath’s discarded shirt he had on yesterday and slide it over my naked body, along with a pair of panties I fish out of the drawer Heath cleaned out for me.

      Walking down the stairs, I stop in the kitchen already knowing where the man of the hour, my man is.

      I make a cup of coffee, adding lots of creamer and sugar, before walking to the back deck to watch Heath surf.

      Getting lost in watching his body move with his board, the fluent way he moves, Heath was made for surfing, like it is for us walking.

      I finish my cup while watching them. I’m ready for cup number two when I see all three brothers emerge from the water. Heath told me they’d be out here with him. When they reach the sand, they all put their boards down and slowly peel out of their wetsuits. Sure, his brothers look good, but my eyes never leave Heath.

      He sees me watching him and his smile broadens, I smile and wave at him. I see the laugh he lets out, I do the same but feel like a total dork for waving, as if he didn’t see me.

      I hurry into the kitchen to make myself another cup of coffee as well as a cup for Heath. When I return, I see all of them are now on Heath’s back deck.

      “Audrey, want you to meet my brothers, Rome and Mason.”

      “Hey, nice to meet you,” I reply and shake their hands, Heath moves me in closer to his side, like he’s asserting that I’m his.

      Trying hard to hold my composure, I smile.

      Listening to them talk about the plans they have going on for today, I tune them out and watch the waves crashing, hearing the noise of the beachgoers as they slowly start their day, it lulls me into a calm atmosphere.

      “Babe, you okay with that?” Heath says.

      “Huh, what? Sorry, I was completely zoned out,” I feel heat blossom on my cheeks.

      Chuckling he says, “You and I going over to Rome’s tonight, the family will be there too.”

      “Oh, uh, yeah. As long as that’s okay with you guys?” I respond.

      “If Heath doesn’t bring you, Summer will have my head.” Rome responds.

      “Not to mention Quinn, we’ll never hear the end of it,” Mason says.

      “Then we’ll be there. What can we bring?” I ask.

      “If you cook like Heath, chips and salsa. Store bought preferably. If you cook better than him, anything you want.” Rome is laughing after he tells me something I kind of figured out on my own.

      “I can cook, but don’t tell Heath. He’ll never let me leave,” I wink. We all say our goodbyes, Rome and Mason grab their surfboards walking to their places.

      “Audrey, if I had it my way, you wouldn’t leave,” giving me a soft kiss, he makes his way to his outdoor shower, much like he did yesterday.

      “Yeah, I’m thinking I wouldn’t want to leave anyway,” I whisper to myself.
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      Audrey didn’t think I heard her, but fuck did I ever. I hated and loved that she met my brothers in nothing but my tee shirt. But knowing she was wearing something of mine, hair a mess from last night, with a soft glow surrounding her. It calmed me, plus my brothers didn’t even look at her in that way. No, it was more in a way of how I look at Summer and Quinn. Definitely more like a little sister.

      We spent the morning lazing around until Audrey said, “If you think for one minute we’re showing up with chips and dip, you’re crazy,” her hand was on her hip, she meant business. I shook my head and said, “I’ll get dressed and we’ll head out.”

      Now we’re at Rome’s, I place my truck in park, “Stay there, I’ll get your door.”

      “Okay.” Audrey ended up going with a dip, but it’s some kind of seven-layer dip that had my stomach growling while she was making it. I kept trying to sneak some when she wasn’t looking, but she somehow saw me coming and would slap my hand.

      “You ready for this?” I ask her, opening her door. She attempts to slide out with the platter in her hands. I take it from her before she can.

      “Oh yeah.” Audrey doesn’t seem nervous. I told her while we were in the kitchen earlier that this may seem too soon for most, but it’s not. It’s everything I could ever want. My heart and soul knew what it wanted the moment we locked eyes on the dance floor.

      In one hand I have the platter, and my other hand is on the small of her back as we walk into what I know all too well will be chaos, but the best chaos you can have with our family.

      Not knocking, we walk into Rome and Summer’s place. It’s more of a home now than ever, I can hear Sawyer and Parker in the distance.

      “Hey,” I say as we walk into the kitchen, setting the platter down on the counter. I see my mom, Rome, Summer, Mason, Quinn, my nephews Sawyer and Parker, and my niece Alana. She’s my girl, and she knows it all too well. She toddles right up to my leg and lifts up her arms, I comply.

      “Hey, baby girl,” I tell her as she snuggles into my chest, her head in the crook of my neck. Her thumb finds her mouth, turning to look at Audrey. Only then do I introduce her to everyone.

      My breath stops, I see the look in her eyes, that soft feeling comes over me, and I know I’ll do anything to make Audrey never want to leave.

      “Somebody’s tired,” Mason quips.

      “Nah, she just loves her Uncle that much. Everyone, I’d like you to meet Audrey,” the arm not holding Alana, stays firmly on the small of Audrey’s back.

      Mom is the first one to come up to us. She kisses my cheek and moves right to Audrey. “I’ve heard so much about you already, thank you for coming today, I’m Tina. You’ve met my boys already, but these are their wives, Summer and Quinn,” she hugs Audrey.

      And this is why I fucking love my family. The girls come up and hug her too and then she’s whisked away to the back patio. I’m left with my brothers, mom, my nephews, and Alana, who’s still in my arms.

      “Think he’s sunk Mason?” Rome chuckles.

      “Like an anchor, brother. Like an anchor,” Mason replies. I grunt, not saying a word.

      “My boys, when did you all grow up on me,” Mom says as she tries to not let tears shed from her eyes.

      “Ah, fuck, Mom. You know I can’t handle your tears,” Rome goes to mom, hugging her.

      “Rome! What have I told you about your mouth? How Summer deals with it, I’ll never know,” she admonishes.

      “Summer likes my mouth just fine,” Rome replies, when he lets her go, a smile on his face.

      Mom rolls her eyes, picking up what he’s laying down.

      “Alright, let me take my girl and set her down for a nap,” Mason tells me.

      “No way, it’s my time. She’s good where she’s at,” I move, turning away from him.

      “Whatever, it’s your funeral when Quinn can’t get her down at bedtime. Be prepared.”

      “Yeah, sure. Quinn loves me, she knows Alana loves me more, probably more than she loves you,” I joke.

      “What the fuck ever, don’t spoil her with too much sugar. I’ll have your ass for that,” he grunts and leaves.

      I take my time, talking to Alana, even though she doesn’t reply a lot, mainly she shakes her head no or tells me yes. When I see her eyes start to droop down, I take her to Parker’s room and lay her in his crib before going to rescue my woman from the herd.
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      Heath’s family is just like him, welcoming and sweet, and he’s got a big family. Unlike my own family. My father raised me, he’s an only child, and unfortunately his parents had him late in life, so it’s just the two of us.

      I’ve texted him, called him, and sent him pictures since I’ve been here. I even sent one of Heath and me. It was a photo of the two of us with the sun slowly rising in the background.

      My dad, being his loving self, told me to be careful but have fun. He’s a free bird, as soon as I moved out, he sold our small home, and has been moving every year all around Europe. I love that he’s off galivanting the globe, but I miss him like crazy too. When I told him, I was taking a vacation, he wanted me to come to France with him, but he was in the midst of moving and it was going to be a hectic time.

      Looking at Heath’s family, it makes me miss my dad though. I look around, Rome can’t keep his eyes off of Summer or their two children, his eyes always bouncing off one or the other. Mason always has a hand on Quinn since Heath took Alana the moment we got here. Speaking of that, I’m twenty-five years old, my ovaries should not be going into overdrive, and my mind should not be thinking what it would be like if we made a child of our own.

      Yet, I can already envision our child having his dimples, and sandy blonde hair. If it were a boy or a girl, I know Heath would have them on a surfboard before they could walk. I’d be cheering them on the whole way too.

      The man himself that I can’t keep my thoughts away from comes up beside me, almost scaring me when he puts his arm around my waist.

      “Hey, you,” I turn to look into his eyes.

      “You okay?” he questions.

      “I couldn’t be more perfect,” I return, his body surrounding mine.

      We all shoot the shit, Rome, Mason, and Heath talk about work and what’s going on for the upcoming week.

      “I’m out this week, I’ll work from home, but Audrey’s on vacation, and I’m spending as much time as possible with her,” Heath confronts them.

      I’m kind of shocked he’s telling them what he’s doing, I know they own their real estate business with one another. When he told me, he went to school for finance and economics, it didn’t even surprise me. The layers that are Heath Carter seem to unfold the more I know about him.

      “I’m good with that, as long as you don’t have any meetings at the office. But even then, you can have Mary reschedule them for you,” Rome states.

      “Really glad we gave Mary that bonus. Between the three of us, I don’t think we’re all there at the same time these days,” Mason chimes in.

      “Fuck, we’re getting old,” Heath grunts.

      I laugh, because these men, they’re all in their thirties. Summer and Quinn laugh right along with me.

      We sit around, eat, hang out, and enjoy the kids playing around us until the sun starts setting.

      This is the life, a life that I want with Heath.
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      I couldn’t keep my hands off of Audrey the whole way home, my hand on her bare thigh, sliding up till it hit the juncture of her thigh. Her legs fell open so I could tease and play with her, never giving just what she wanted or needed.

      Last night she was still tender from our night before. Sleeping naked beside her and not touching her was an act of sheer good will. I wanted my hands, mouth, and dick inside her. But I knew if I started, we wouldn’t stop and the way she was walking yesterday, it told me just how sore she was.

      Now though, all bets are off. We walk into the house, she drapes her purse over the kitchen chair, and I growl out, “Audrey.”

      She turns around, I come up to her without a word and lean down and plant her over my shoulder. This fucking dress she has on, it’s been teasing me all day. My hand glides up the back of her thigh until my palm finds her ass, squeezing it, the flesh pliable under my hand.

      “Heath,” she moans out, it brings up every memory we made that first night.

      “I’m taking you tonight, Audrey. It’s been too damn long, and this time it’s going to be with my bare dick, gliding inside of you inch by inch.” When Audrey told me we could lose the condoms because she was on birth control to help regulate her cycle, I was beyond humbled. She trusted me, and I wasn’t taking that for granted, ever.

      Taking the stairs two at a time while holding her takes all of my concentration, especially when I feel two small hands on my own ass, she’s grabbing as much as she can.

      When we make it to the bedroom, I don’t even bother with turning on the light. Lifting her off my shoulder, I slowly bring her down the length of my body. She can feel every inch of me, including my hard as nails cock.

      “Oh god, I can’t wait to feel you inside me, Heath,” she breathes out, Audrey’s hand goes down to the hem of her dress and she lifts it up.

      “Fuck,” I grumble, her clothes are off. Audrey’s body is soft in all the right places, lush thighs, slim waist, and breasts that are more than a handful. When she unclasps her bra, her nipples are tight, and mine for the taking.

      My hand dives into her hair, our mouths collide, and my tongue takes everything she has to give. I should have taken my shirt off, to feel her breasts against my chest as I kiss her, but instead my other hand finds her nipple, pinching and pulling at it until her mouth is ripped away from mine. When her head tips back and she moans, I lick a path down her neck until I find her nipple, taking one in my mouth. I bite down, while I pinch the other.

      Audrey’s hands find my hair, she’s holding on for dear life, and I want to feast on the rest of her body.

      “Need you on the bed, now,” pulling away, I take my shirt off, followed by my shorts. The only thing keeping me from sinking inside her body right now is a tiny pair of underwear.

      She crawls on her hands and knees, her ass is calling me to spank it, but that will have to wait until later, much later.

      When she turns around and lays back, she spreads her legs open for me. Her hands glide down her body until she teases me with her hands at the ready to dive into what’s mine.

      I crawl in between her legs, my mouth nudges her hand away. Smelling her sweet scent, knowing my mouth will be tasting her, she has me growling.

      Moving the material to the side, I see every bare inch of her pussy, it’s glistening, and my mouth engulfs her.

      “God, what you do to me,” I murmur before diving back into what I’ve deemed my dessert.
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      Heath is between my legs, his lips, tongue, and fingers working me. My hands grasp his hair and I hold on for dear life, “Oh god, Heath, don’t stop,” I moan, this feeling is so intense, my legs are shaking uncontrollably. The inside of my body is quivering, and when his lips close around my clit, while two fingers plunge in and out of my center, I come.

      He slowly brings my body back down, with his mouth. My hands move to his shoulders, pulling him up and on top of me.

      “I need you inside me, Heath,” I whisper out.

      “Fuck yeah, you do.” He wrenches my panties off with a tear, and then his cock is at my entrance, he pushes in with one thrust. I feel all of him, my bare skin on his. It’s the most memorable feeling, and I’ll always have this moment etched into my memory.

      “Audrey,” Heath moans out, my hips meeting his.

      “I’m going to come,” my voice is choppy, “Oh no you don’t,” he murmurs as he pulls out of me. I feel completely empty. He moves me to my hands and knees, nudging my thighs further apart, and then he’s inside of me again.

      I’m locked down, completely at Heath’s mercy, and I am completely fuck drunk. His thumb finds that one spot, slowly pushing in as he pulls out of my pussy. It makes me that much hotter for him. With all my might, I get back on my hands, thrusting back as he sinks inside me. His thumb working perfectly in time with his cock, and I know I’m about to come.

      “Come for me, Baby, now,” he demands. My body locks down on him, and every muscle is tense as I come.

      “It gets better, every fucking time, Audrey. Every god damn time,” he grunts, and I feel every jet of come he has to give me, heating my insides.

      He falls on me, both of us slick with sweat, not minding his weight. No, in fact, I love feeling him on top of me. I don’t want him to leave my body, but all good things have to end, and I feel him slowly disengage from my body.

      “Stay right here, Audrey. I’ll be right back,” he states.

      “I’m not sure I could move if I tried,” my eyes slowly closing for a moment.

      I roll over to my back, knowing I need to get up and clean myself, but I don’t have the energy for it just yet.

      “Spread your legs for me,” Heath demands.

      I do as he asks and feel a warm washcloth land on my center. Heath is completely taking care of me, and I know if he asked me to stay, I wouldn’t hesitate to tell him I could never imagine my life without him. I’d drop everything, my job, my rental back home, and I’d do it with open arms.

      Heath moves me under the covers, gathering me in his arms, my head on his chest hearing the heavy staccato of his heart beating, and with that last thought in mind, I whisper, “I could easily fall in love with you, Heath.”

      “That’s what I’m counting on,” he replies before sleep takes me under.
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      This week has been the best of my life, but also one of the most worrisome, our days are winding down. I know Audrey’s life isn’t here with me, and I’d move heaven and earth if she’d stay here forever. I heard what she said the other night, before falling asleep.

      The only time we’ve been apart has been when I’m working from my home office. When that happens, she hangs out with Summer, Quinn, and even Mom joins in. Lots of shopping has been done by those four, including spa time too.

      “Heath speaking,” I say into the phone, while working on the computer crunching numbers and seeing what needs to be invested and where things need to be moved.

      “What’s up little brother?” I hear Mason say on the other end of the line.

      “Trying to figure out a way to keep Audrey here for good, but I gotta tell you, if she decides to leave, I’ll follow her,” I admit.

      “I get it, it would suck. But if I were in your shoes, I’d do the exact same thing. Of course, with your job you can do it remotely and travel as needed.”

      “True, it’s something I’m kicking around. Though, with the girls and mom hanging around, things could go in our favor too,” I reply.

      “Fucking hell, Quinn is putting a dent in our credit card for sure,” He grumbles.

      “Don’t tell Rome, he’ll have a coronary,” I joke, knowing full well he wouldn’t.

      “What about you? Did you give Audrey your card?” Mason asks.

      “I fucking wish, I tried. No dice, she was adamant about paying her way, but I outsmarted her. Mom has my card and buys Audrey shit when she’s not looking. Still, it isn’t much. You know these women could shop every day for the rest of their lives, and it wouldn’t make a dent in our bank accounts,” I say into the line. All of us are smart with our money, add into the fact Carter Real Estate Firm is doing great and has been for quite some time now.

      “Sneaky little shit,” Mason laughs.

      “Gotta do what I gotta do. I still haven’t managed to get her on a surfboard yet,” I grouse.

      “It’s been how many years that Summer and Quinn have been in our lives? We still haven’t managed to either. These women, they have us by the balls,” he laughs.

      “Damn straight, wouldn’t have it any other way either,” I counter.

      “I’ll be out at the beach tomorrow, you gonna be out?” Mason asks.

      “As if I ever miss the waves? It’s you and Rome that can’t drag your butts out of bed” I get it, if Audrey and I ever have a family, things would change. Though knowing Audrey, she’d be out there watching me ride the waves.

      “See you tomorrow, love you baby brother.”

      “Love you too, hope to see you out there,” I respond, then hit the end button, returning to work.
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      Heath didn’t think I knew what he was doing when all of us went out shopping, but I did. Things would randomly get put into my bag if I did purchase something, including a bikini that caught my eye. When I saw the price, it was promptly returned back on the rack and I moved on.

      On a shopping trip surrounded by Summer, Quinn, Momma Tina, Sawyer, Parker, and Alana it was the best of times.

      We were at lunch when Momma Tina told me how three boys forever changed her life after she lost her one and only true love. Tears ran down unchecked on my cheeks, I respected her before, but my heart, it went to a whole different level for her.

      Three days left, that’s all I have left on my vacation, and I don’t want to leave, but Heath hasn’t mentioned again that he wants me to stay either. We’re at a standstill right now, something I hate.

      I even called my father for advice, like that would be any help at all. Which by the way, it wasn’t, he told me to let things go, take it day by day. It’s going against everything I stand for, the proverbial planner, wanting to know what I’m doing next. My father never planned anything, that made me become the complete opposite.

      Walking into Heath’s place after another day out with the girls, I hear him on the phone, and what I hear shocks me to my core. I would never let him leave his family, not when my job can be based anywhere. Heath’s family is here, his mom, his brothers, their wives, his niece, and his nephews.

      I’m really going to have to pull up my big girl panties and talk to him, both of us can’t be on different levels and have a relationship.

      “Heath,” I yell out, letting him know I’m looking for him as I walk up to the second story of his home, a home that’s so warm and welcoming you’ll never want to leave.

      “In the office, Babe,” he responds, as I make my way around the corner. I see him behind his desk, his button-down shirt is open at the collar, the sleeves rolled up. My heart stops beating for a moment as I take him in, his hair is a shaggy mess from the shower he took this morning after hitting the waves, his golden skin that’s highlighted by the sun coming in through the windows.

      My mouth waters, walking closer to him, needing to feel him more than anything in this world.

      “Did you have a good time out today?” he asks.

      “Oh yeah, how was your day?” my voice has taken on a husky tone.

      “Went into the office, came home, getting shit done, and planning something. Come here, Audrey.” I’m standing in front of his desk, with a nod of his head, I answer his command, slowly moving toward him. Wanting to be with him, as much as he wants to be with me.
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      Seeing the way Audrey was looking at me when she walked into my home office, sets my soul on fire.

      She’s everything to me. But her standing there in a pair of cut off shorts, a tank top, and skin that has gotten bronzed by the sun, it takes everything in me not to rip her clothes off and take her right here, right now.

      Audrey comes around my desk, I guide her by her hips, bringing her onto my lap. She straddles me, her ass on my thighs, my hands glide up and down her warm skin.

      “I have something for you, but you may hate it. I’m hoping like hell you’ll at least give it a try,” I rasp before I take her mouth. Her hands find my chest, and she holds on while I take her lips just the way she likes.

      When we pull apart, she asks, “We’re not jumping out of a plane right? Because there’s a lot I’ll do but that’s one thing I will not do.”

      “Nothing like that.” I spin us around, with her still in my lap, grabbing the box that’s on the ground, moving it to my side, realizing she won’t be able to open this while on my lap. I place her on the desk, her legs are hanging off, and this is something I’ll be coming back to. She’s at the perfect height for my mouth to be in its rightful home.

      I hand Audrey the box, watching as she opens it. When she sees what it’s in it, a smile takes over her face. “Is this what I think it is? Are you teaching me how to surf? Can we go now?”

      “Yes, that’s what you think it is, another few months and you won’t need it. Who the hell else would teach you how to surf, and we’re going tomorrow morning, early,” I annunciate, knowing full well my girl loves to sleep in, and late.

      “You had me, until you said the word early. That word isn’t allowed in our home,” she chuckles.

      God, I love how she refers to this place as our home.

      I laugh and say, “I’ll greet you with coffee, swear.”

      She hops off the desk, climbing back in my lap, and kisses me. I can feel the emotion pouring off of her.

      Audrey pulls back and says, “I stopped by the grocery store on my way home, you’re in for a treat tonight, you won’t be eating burnt anything tonight.”

      “Someone’s been talking to my mother. Rome and Mason got more of the cooking skill than I did. Try as I might, my mind drifts away when I cook, and bam, it’s burnt to a crisp,” I tell her honestly.

      “That’s okay, I love to cook, and as much as I love pizza, we can’t eat it every night, or eat take out all the time either,” she pats her belly, and we both chuckle. She’s perfect in every way, no matter her size.

      “You need any help? I can at least cut whatever needs slicing,” I counter.

      “Nope, I got this. I want to wow you with dinner tonight. Are you still working?”

      “Babe, you already wow me. I have a few more things to do before I’m done for the day, then I’ll be down,” I respond.

      “Okay, see you soon,” Audrey gives me one last kiss, then walks out of my office. I watch her ass sway the entire time. Something that’s made me have to adjust myself, but wanting to call her back in here, taking her again and again.
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      I’m so excited to make a dinner for Heath, I’ve made a few things here and there this week, but nothing like tonight.

      The one thing my dad did every night is cook dinner, we always ate it together. It didn’t matter if I had a school event, he’d make sure dinner was cooked before, and it was always delicious.

      I pull out the ingredients for brown buttered scallops with parmesan risotto, it’s a quick type of dinner, but it’s so good and will melt in your mouth.

      Knowing it’ll take me the next hour or so to prep everything, including a salad to go with our dinner, I pull out my phone and turn on some music.

      I get lost in what I’m doing, chopping, slicing, and stirring the food. My hips moving to the rhythm of the beat, reminiscing a few short days ago when Heath and I were out on the dance floor. Another idea pops into my head and I think tomorrow night we should go back out to where this all started, kind of like a standing date night. Something that if I moved down here could become our own tradition.

      I’m so lost in thought, I let out a scream when Heath’s hands find my hips and moves to the music with me. “Shit, you scared me,” I tell him once my heart goes back to beating at a normal pace again.

      “Can’t help myself. You out here, the music going, your body moving, it was a sign calling my name,” Heath tells me, while my hips move to the cadence of his. I spin around, my hands going over his shoulders, fingers playing with the ends of his hair. It’s soft to the touch, and I love having my hands in it, if we’re cuddling on the couch, in the heat of the moment, or if we’re dancing like we are now. They always seem to find their way into Heath’s hair.

      “I’m glad you came down, I was missing you,” gazing into his eyes, showing him that I truly mean it.

      “We really gotta talk about what’s going to happen when your vacation is up, but I don’t want to pressure you either,” his fingers are going under my shirt, lightly grazing my side, goosebumps pebble up on my skin.

      “I promise you won’t pressure me into anything I wouldn’t willingly do, Heath,” I reply.

      “Promise, just one promise, if this is too much, too soon, you’ll tell me,” he grunts.

      “I will and this isn’t too soon, I swear. Maybe we can talk after dinner?” I ask.

      “Fuck yeah, we will,” his voice deep with need. We finish our dance, then Heath helps me plate everything and we enjoy our dinner together.
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      I didn’t want that to come out the way it did, well really, I fucking did. But, maybe not at that point in time. I wanted to ease Audrey into it, but my big mouth opened up and blurted it out.

      Now here we sit at the dining room table, finished with a delicious meal. Audrey is biting on her bottom lip, something I love seeing, yet also wanting nothing more than to nip at myself. Her legs are crossed, and she has a wine glass hanging loosely in her hand.

      “I’m just going to lay it out, I want you here with me, but if that’s not possible, we can make this work in any capacity. I’ll go up to your place on the weekend, you can come down here on your time off, or I can move up there to be with you,” I tell her, and then take a sip of my beer, needing the liquid courage to hear her answer.

      I no sooner set my beer down than Audrey’s flying into my lap. I brace my legs at the last minute to keep us from tipping over.

      “I’ll move down here, you have way too much here to pack up and move. There’s no way I can go five days without you, not since my body and heart crave you more and more every day,” she admits. I fist her hair, my lips meet hers, our tongues are dueling, both of us trying to get as close as physically possible. It’s not enough, it’ll never be enough when it comes to Audrey.

      “You sure about this? I don’t want you to look back with regrets,” I tell her, when we finally calm down.

      “I’m positive, my job is remote, thank goodness. If I had to go into an office with him every day, I’d pull my hair out. Not only that, my dad is off in Europe, who knows when he’ll actually come back stateside, if ever. Plus, I’m already so in love with everything that is you,” she rambles. I’m not sure she understands what she just said to me, but I know. I lock it away in my memory, wanting it engrained forever.

      “Then I guess we need to get you moved, and fast. I’ll call my brothers, see if they can help us this weekend that way, you’re ready to rock and roll come Monday morning. You can even take the home office,” I say to her.

      “Are you sure? I can go back, get everything packed and hire a moving company. I don’t want to put anyone out.” Audrey, her heart is full of gold, always willing to take the world on her shoulders so she doesn’t burden anyone else.

      “Positive, both of those fuckers owe me. Helped move both of their wives, it’s what us brothers do.” I close the conversation as I pick her up and carrying her to our bedroom.

      Fuck yeah, I’m going to take care of my woman now and forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            24

          

          
            Audrey

          

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, I called Summer to let her know our plans. She then three-way called Quinn. Heath went into the office this morning for a meeting, so this is giving me a chance to gab and cackle with the girls. It would be awesome if we were all in one place, but the kids haven’t been feeling their best.

      “Oh my gosh, when these Carter men know they freaking know!” Quinn squeals into my ear.

      “Well, no duh. Have you seen the three of us? We’re perfect, but so are they. Though, I think I won the best. He’s amazing in bed and can cook, not to mention his daddy skills. I won the jackpot, just saying,” Summer says quietly into the phone. She must be checking on the boys.

      “You girls can say that all you want, but Heath has all the moves on and off the dance floor,” I chuckle.

      “Let’s just come out and say it, we lucked out. Welcome to the family, Audrey. I’m so glad Heath found his one. We knew it would happen, even when he denied it ever would.” Quinn brings tears to my eyes with her words.

      “I’m happier than I’ve ever been, and I promise you I will do my damndest to make sure Heath is happy too,” I respond.

      “Oh girl, we know that, we knew it the first time we met you and you brought real food. Heath would just bring himself, maybe beer. Ha! When he and Mason burnt the food on the grill when Rome and I were starting dating, I knew those two were not meant to man the grill,” Summer says with a laugh, you can hear her moving through the house.

      “I heard an alternate story, one where you kicked Mason and Heath to the grill, and a little boom chicka boom boom happened. Mason tried to man the grill, Heath took over, and it was burnt to a crisp.” All of us laugh with Quinn’s admission.

      “I don’t even care that he can’t cook, I’ll cook for us or we can eat out,” I state.

      “Talk to you guys later, I have lots to get ready. Are you sure you don’t mind Rome and Mason being gone this Saturday?” I say before getting off.

      “No!” Summer and Quinn say at the same time.

      “Okay, well I’ll see you two when we get back,” we finish saying our goodbyes. My next phone call is to my dad. Knowing him, he’ll be happy for me, not even thinking anything of it either.

      He’ll just say, “when the heart knows, it knows.” He loved my mom with every ounce of his being, but it wasn’t in the cards for them.
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      Audrey and I leave as soon as I’m off of work Friday afternoon, to make the four-and-a-half-hour drive to Whiskey Creek. Stopping at the gas station, Audrey went in to stock up on snacks and drinks while I filled up on gas.

      When she came out, she had two bags filled to the brim, I didn’t even know gas stations carried plastic bags.

      “I got us snacks,” she says as she climbs into the Tahoe. She puts two drinks in the cupholder, then shows me her loot.

      I laugh as she proceeds to pull out candy, chips, beef jerky, and first things first, or so she said, “Ice cream for dinner, there is nothing better well maybe besides pizza than to have ice cream every once in a while, for our dinner.” She shrugs and unwraps my ice cream before doing the same for hers.

      We’re going to get to her apartment tonight, pack what we can, and do some more in the morning. By then, Rome and Mason will be here in Mason’s truck to load everything up, then head home.

      Audrey was only paying month to month for her apartment, so she’s not breaking the lease, not that I’d let her pay to break it. I would have taken care of it or handed the contract off to Mason to find a loophole.

      I do know one thing, when we get back, a family tradition will be happening. When I let mom know Audrey was moving in, after only knowing her for a short period of time, she just said, “Looking forward to having her here, does that mean I’ll get more grandbabies?” I chuckled and didn’t respond, not knowing what that answer is, at least not yet. But since we have this long drive, there’s no time like the present.

      “Tell me something. Children, do you want them? How many?” I question.

      “Don’t hate me, you may think I’m beyond crazy, but I want three at the least, but four would be amazing. What about you?” Audrey responds.

      “I hadn’t really thought about it, until lately. My life wasn’t easy before Mom adopted me, not sure what she was thinking bringing in three boys, but I knew I was lucky to have her in my corner. Recently though, I can imagine as many children surrounding us as possible.” I hear the sharp intake of breath she takes. I take my eyes off the road for a second to gauge her response, and if I weren’t driving, my mouth would be on hers, and I’d be so deep inside her, she wouldn’t know where she began and I ended.
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      We talk the miles away, both of us wanting similar things in life. Especially, a small wedding. With my dad being the only living relative I have. It just made sense to me, Heath wants a sunrise wedding, I had a feeling. If he could he’d say his vowels on a surfboard, I laughed, but then said, “You and your early mornings.”

      “Nothing better, babe. When we’re home, I’ll get you up and out on a set of waves,” he responded, and that was that.

      My apartment was just that, an apartment. It was a place to lay my head down, to work, and that was it, nothing more and nothing less.

      Though with Heath here, it feels ten times better. We stopped on our way to my complex to get boxes. The good thing about this place is that it came furnished from yard sale finds and curbs. I’d paint furniture to spruce it a little bit. It wasn’t that I was cheap, it was that I’m frugal. I’ve been that way since I found a steady job.

      I’d just put as much away as possible, saving for experiences. Mostly small things around town or just a couple of days here and there, nothing like the one I’m on now. It’s been the best time of my life.

      “Welcome to my humble abode,” I tell Heath as we walk-in. I turn on the lights, both of our hands full with boxes, and Heath’s bag he brought with a change of clothes.

      When I say humble, I truly mean that, it’s a one-bedroom apartment. I wanted a dog, but my landlord put the kibosh on that. Maybe I can talk Heath into a dog, and soon.

      “It’s cute, and entirely you. You’ll have to bring some life into our place.” I love him for saying that, it calms me.

      “Thank you, I guess we better get started,” I walk over to my bookshelves, pulling out everything I want to take with us. Books, nick knacks, photo albums, and a few framed pictures of my dad and me.

      Heath walks over, taking one off the shelf, it’s when I was eighteen, right before my dad decided he was going to live a free and easy life. I’m in a bikini, after spending the day out on the lake, “God damn, if we are lucky enough to have children, I am completely fucked. Look at you, Baby. Even back then, not sure how your dad could ever leave you. I know I sure as fuck couldn’t.” I stop what I’m doing, jump to my feet, and launch myself into his arms.

      Heath has so many sides to him, and the protector in him may be my favorite. Even when we were on the dance floor, he made sure no one could see what he was doing to my body.

      I wrap myself around him, he picks me up, walking us until my back lands against the wall, his mouth never leaving mine. I pull my shirt off, needing his skin against mine. Something both of us love and enjoy.

      “Where’s your bed, Baby,” he asks.

      “Hmmm,” I mumble, my mouth finds the side of his neck and I latch on, licking and sucking every inch I can of his.

      “Fuck, I’ll just take you right here on the couch,” he replies.

      He does just that, we’re both stripped bare, and he’s inside me with one hard thrust.

      “Gonna make you come, and it’s going to be fast,” Heath grunts. His hips piston in between my thighs, I push into him, wanting to get there when he does.

      “Please,” I moan, the moment I feel him come inside me, it triggers my own orgasm, and we come together.
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      Audrey and I woke up early this morning, yes even my “I’m never waking up early” woman, woke up early. Though, I think it was mainly the donuts and coffee that tempted her the most.

      It took us a few hours this morning and what we worked on last night, and now everything is completely done. My Tahoe is packed to the brim and everything else will fit in Mason’s truck.

      Audrey took a shower after everything was packed, not wanting to be sticky and sweaty on our long trip home. I take a look around her place, noticing how much she’s leaving behind, she brushed it off, saying it was just things. Everything else can be replaced, fuck that. She won’t ever feel like she has to replace anything again.

      I hear the water turn off at the same time a knock comes from the front door.

      “Right on time,” I say as I open the door and see my brothers standing on the other side.

      “Damn, she sure did live a long fucking ways away,” Rome grumbles. I know it’s because he left Summer at home with Sawyer and Parker, both of his boys are under the weather. Audrey and I told him he didn’t have to come, but Summer the angel she is, practically shoved him out the door and called mom to come over as back up.

      “That’s for sure, it was going to be hard for a commute, but I would have done it,” I reply.

      “If it were Quinn I would too, heard we have a family event to do next week,” Mason wags his eyebrows and I double over laughing. This shithead, “Yeah, not sure when I’ll ask, but I want it on me in case it pops up when I least expect it.”

      “Let’s get started, she has way less than Quinn did, that’s for sure,” Mason grumbles as he picks up a box and heads out the front door.

      “I’m gonna let Audrey know you two knuckleheads are here, then I’ll help too.”

      “Take your time, pretty sure you did most of the work for both of us a time or two,” Rome says.

      I roll my eyes, “It’s what brothers do for one another.”

      They carry on and I make my way to my woman, needing to see her like I need my next breath.
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      I get out of the shower, put on my undergarments, nothing too fancy. Last night was a long drive and I have a feeling today it will drag on even more so. Simply because I want to be home, and soon.

      I finish my outfit with a pair of grey joggers, a white shirt that says, “For the love of pizza,” graphic tees are one of my go to’s. Plus, you can get them online and avoid stores, shopping from the comfort of your own couch is the best.

      I throw my hair up in a messy top knot and put my dirty laundry in a plastic bag to put in a bag that hasn’t been packed yet.

      “Audrey,” Heath comes into the bathroom garnering my attention.

      “Just letting you know Rome and Mason are here, just a few more trips to his truck and we’ll be ready to go. You okay?” He asks.

      “Absolutely, I can’t wait to create more memories with you,” my hands come up and around his neck. He moves towards me, lightly nipping at my bottom lip. Heath has an obsession with not only my bottom lip, but my thighs as well. From day one, his hands have been touching my legs, in some way or the other, and if we’re kissing, my bottom lip is being nipped, licked, and sucked on as much as possible.

      “Let’s get this show on the road then, we still have a long trek back, and the unpacking,” Heath rolls his eyes, but I see the happiness in his eyes.

      “I’m ready,” we both make it to the living room and see ninety percent is already loaded into Mason’s truck. I tried to help with the remaining, but they wouldn’t let me.

      “I’m going to go turn my keys into the landlord while you finish up,” I tell Heath.

      “Already taken care of, Babe.” That man, he thinks of everything.

      “Well, okay then. I guess I’ll just wait until you allow me to do something,” I tease.

      It’s kind of annoying with how much he does, almost doing too much for me, add in the fact that I know I’ll never be able to repay him for everything he’s done for me so far. It makes me bristle at times.

      “Stand there and look pretty, you’ll be working your ass off when we get home,” he winks and I know just what he means. Last night when we were sated and lazing on the couch, Heath brought up a couple of things he’d like to do to me, and I told him about a certain fantasy I have. Let’s just say, I think once we’re home, we’ll be pulling out all the stops.

      “Sure, sure. I’ll get right on that.” They finish packing everything up and then we make our way back home.
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      It’s taken this long, but it’s a beautiful morning, the weather isn’t too cold, but Audrey will still need a wetsuit this morning.

      Audrey woke up when she felt me leave our bed this morning, “Where are you going?” she mumbled, her fingers graze down my stomach, reaching for me in the best way. It pained me to move her hand away, but I knew if we started, I would never get her out in the water this morning.

      “Surfing, come on Babe, time to get you on a board,” I smack her bare ass and leave her in bed. I go down to the kitchen to make Audrey a cup of coffee. When it’s hot and ready, she walks down the stairs in her bikini, hair down and wild from our night in bed.

      “Thank you,” Audrey comes up beside me, kissing my neck, something she likes to do when she’s feeling in a cuddly mood.

      “Anytime, I’m going to get dressed, and we’ll head out. We won’t be out too long, just enough to learn some basics,” I tell her.

      “Whatever you want, I’m excited to “attempt” to learn,” she put the attempt in air quotation marks and laughs.

      “It’s going to be fun, just you wait,” I reply before I head upstairs, brushing my teeth, throwing a pair of board shorts on, and head back towards Audrey.

      She’s outside, attempting to put her wetsuit on, I shouldn’t laugh but the way she’s trying to wiggle inside it.

      “Let me help you.” We work together, my hands grabbing a feel every now and then. Once she’s in hers, I put mine on, grab my board, and her hand.

      My brothers aren’t meeting us out here this morning, but I know if they were, they’d be jealous as hell. Neither of them has been able to get Summer or Quinn on a board, though of course now with them having babies, time is even more limited.

      I show Audrey a few moves while on the sand, and then we’re ready to go out in the water.

      “Are you sure I can do this?” Audrey second guesses herself as she paddles out, and I wade beside her.

      “I’d never steer you wrong, I know you can do this,” I tell her.

      “If you say so,” she blows out an exasperated breath.

      I guide her every step of the way and when she finally catches a wave, I hold my breath watching her the whole way until she loses her balance and falls backwards.

      I swim until I reach her, “Did you see that? I can’t believe I did it!”

      “Fuck yeah, you did. Proud of you, now you can come out here every morning with me,” I tell her.

      “Not so fast, I like my sleep far too much. I mean I love you and all, but not every day, early morning surfing,” she doesn’t even realize what she blurted out.

      My only response, “I love you too, Audrey. So fucking much.” Out in the ocean with the waves crashing around us, our lips meet, tears stream down her cheeks. I may have said I’d never want what my brothers have, but I’m sure as fuck glad that I have Audrey. I sure am eating my words now, but what a way to eat them.
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      “Heath, wake-up, Heath, you need to wake-up, you’re having a nightmare,” I was jarred awake with Heath’s body shaking, tossing, and turning. Add into the fact he’s moaning, “No, don’t hurt me.” It has me on high alert.

      “What?” Heath questions when he wakes up. Heath and I talked about this before, about how his childhood before Momma Tina adopted him, the things he went through at such a young age. I cried for him, no not for him, for the boy that lost his innocent childhood.

      “Are you okay?” I ask him.

      “Yeah, I haven’t had one of those in years. I’m sorry, I woke you up,” Heath gathers me in his arms.

      “I’m here if you want to talk about it. I promise, I’m not pushing. Just know I’m here, now and always.”

      “I appreciate that, more than you’ll ever know. This may take some time, and I promise we’ll work through this, together,” Heath states.

      I trail my fingers along his torso, trying to calm him, and soothe myself. I feel Heath’s body relax, drifting off to sleep.

      Sleep isn’t going to find me tonight, once I know he’s asleep, I somehow manage to sneak out of the room, with my phone in my hand.

      When I make it downstairs, I unplug my laptop out of its charger and go out onto the back deck. I may as well work, since I can’t sleep.

      I’ve been working non-stop, all hours of the day and night. Something I absolutely hate too, it’s taken away my time from Heath, and my time away from family functions too.

      The only problem with that is, I love what I do, but not who I do it for.

      Spending the next few hours scouring the internet, trying to find something in my field, maybe it’ll be a little less time consuming. I don’t want to spend sixty plus hours working and needing to be up all hours of the night, especially now that I have Heath in my life.

      “Hey, what are you doing up?” Heath is so stealthy, I never hear him come up behind me until he’s there.

      “Jeez, you scared the crap out of me, again.” I laugh.

      “Looking for a new job, I’m feeling the need for a change. Not only that, but I don’t want to work so many hours, day and night. I could probably find something different and still make the same amount of money.”

      “Do what you need to, if you can’t find work right away, we’ll be fine.” I know he thinks it’ll be okay if I don’t work for a while, but it would kill me not to.

      “That may be an option, and I appreciate it, but I’m working. I have to feel like I’m bringing something to the table.” Heath kisses my forehead.

      “You’ll figure it out, but I’m with you through whatever, Audrey. Thick and thin, you made a promise to me in the bedroom, and this is my promise to you. I’ll stand by your side no matter what.” I close my laptop, stand up, and kiss Heath with all my strength.

      “Thank you, it goes both ways. I love you, Heath,” I state.

      “Love you, babe. We’ll be good, quit that fucking job that has you up in the middle of the night. I know I didn’t help much, but you shouldn’t be up worrying about a job either,” Heath basically demands.

      “I’ll think about it, but that’s all I’m saying on the matter,” standing my ground. I refuse to not pull my weight, somehow.

      “Alright,” he picks up my laptop, phone, and then guides me back inside. We never did make it back to bed though, we stayed up until the sun rose and talked the morning away.
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      Life has come full circle, here we are once again at the jewelry store. I wanted to do this last month, but life got hectic, so today here we are.

      Mom, Rome, and Mason met me here. Though, I’m hoping we can grab a bite to eat too. Last night having a nightmare shook me to my core. I don’t want to have them anymore, the worried lines on Audrey’s face this morning after we talked all night about everything, not just about her job. Which I hope like fuck she just quits. That guy is a miserable douchebag, that likes to make her life complete and utter hell. Keeping my mouth shut has not been easy, but I did it. We even talked about my nightmare. She held my hand and listened, her gaze never wavering.

      “My boys, I can’t believe all of my boys have found the one they love. I couldn’t be prouder. Now I just need more grandbabies to spoil,” mom says as she comes up to me.

      “Summer is taking a break, two years in a row she was pregnant. Now we’re enjoying watching the boys grow up,” Rome states. I think two boys is probably all that’s in the cards for them. Summer still takes a few jobs here and there, but she thoroughly enjoys being a mom to Sawyer and Parker.

      “We’re in the process of trying an IVF treatment, but it’s taking a toll on Quinn’s body. If it doesn’t work, then we’re looking at adopting.” It’s not just taking a toll on Quinn, you can see it’s weighing on Mason’s shoulders as well. He worries non-stop about Quinn, as he should. It broke her down for a while when she found out it was going to be difficult to carry her own children.

      “What about Heath, shouldn’t you be pestering him?” Rome chimes in.

      “I knew this was coming, Audrey and I will be having children, just not right away. She wants a houseful of kids, and I wouldn’t mind having them running around, out on a board with me, and sharing all the love I have to give. That being said, we’re taking our time first.” I see the tears gleaming in mom’s eyes. I take her in my arms hugging her.

      “When you say a houseful, how many are we talking? Do I need to get a part time job to support my spoiling habits,” she asks.

      Rolling my eyes, she’s so stubborn. We take care of her as much as she’ll allow us to, but we do little things here and there. Usually she doesn’t figure it out until it’s done, and all we have to do is hear her complain about it a little bit and she’s good to go. “Yeah, sure. Like that would ever be allowed,” Rome grunts.

      “Let’s get this show on the road, I already know what she’ll love. Though, if we can grab some lunch after, I’d appreciate it. Got something I wanna talk about,” I state.

      “I’m game, lead the way,” Mason says.

      “Always here for you, baby brother,” Rome grunts.

      “I know what she wants probably more than you,” Mom interjects, with a flourish of her hands. The worst part, she’s right, and we’ll probably pick the same damn ring out.

      Once we settle on the ring which we both did in fact chose the same damn one, the only difference, I wanted to go big. Mom said, “No, she’ll never wear it, because she’ll be scared to lose it. That’s Audrey, she’s not obsessed with looks, frills, or money,” and she’s fucking right. We pick out a one carat platinum, princess cut diamond.

      We get it wrapped up, paid for, and then we head out to lunch. It’s not something I want to talk about, but I know to be a better man, I’ll do what I have to, even if that means getting back in therapy. I don’t want my past fucking with my future.
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      I did it. After talking to the girls and Momma Tina, I cut the cord and quit my job before finding a replacement I wasn’t sure I should or could do it, but after talking to them, I felt better about doing it. Apparently, they saw my tired eyes and slumped shoulders.

      Typing out my resignation was a freeing moment. After I hit the send button, I closed my laptop, placed it back in the home office, and took a walk down to the beach to join Heath. He came out here earlier, I didn’t tell him what I was doing, wanting to surprise him.

      “You’re in deep thought out here,” I tell Heath as I sit down. He usually hears me coming a mile away, today is different though.

      “Sorry about that,” he brings his arm around me. I rest my head on his shoulder. “Anything I can do to help you get out of these deep thoughts?” I question.

      “Talked to mom and my brothers today, a lot to take in, and a lot I needed to hear. I’ll tell you the same thing I told them. If I wake up from another nightmare, I’m not going to let it rule my life. I’ll get help, I’ve gotten it before when I first moved in with Mom, it helped. I guess what I’m saying is, I won’t let this come between you and I, and if I do need to get help, you may have to come in from time to time with me,” he lets out a sigh. I move out from under his arm and straddle his waist.

      “We have this, together. It’s you and me against the world. We both made promises to one another, and I’ll always stand by your side.” My hands cup his cheeks, so he can see the sincerity in my face.

      “You got that right, Babe. That being said, I’m telling you right here and right now, we’re getting married, and soon.”

      “Is this your way of proposing?” I question with a smile on my face, this is so Heath. He takes what he wants, but he also gives, God, does he give.

      “Not really asking, but if I need to, I will,” the smirk on his face, I fall in love with him more and more each day.

      “Well then I guess I’ll tell you my answer, yes. My answer will always be yes with you.” We’re at the perfect place to start another part of our journey. We make out for what seems like hours, neither of us wanting to get up from our spot.

      “I have something else to tell you,” I mumble between kisses.

      “Yeah, what’s that?”

      “I quit my job today, well I turned in my notice. I have two weeks left to work with the man who shall not be named,” I roll my eyes when I say that.

      “Thank fuck, I was getting tired of you dealing with his bullshit,” he grunts.

      “Well, two more weeks, then I’ll be unemployed, but I am looking for another job.” I state.

      “Not worried, Baby. If it happens, it happens. If not, that’s okay too,” we get up, Heath dusting off the sand from my body, more like feeling me up. I return the favor, laughing the whole way.
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      Audrey didn’t even ask about her ring, didn’t look for it, and she damn sure didn’t expect it. It’s just like mom said, Audrey is a girl next door. Money doesn’t thrill her, even though I have it in fucking spades.

      When we get back into the house, Audrey is on the phone. I expected her to call her dad first, but I’m surprised when she calls Summer and Quinn, then they somehow add mom into the phone call. And all I hear is laughing, screaming, and wedding planning. Even with us both wanting a small wedding, there’s shit to be done.

      I grab Audrey’s left hand, and finally slide the ring I bought her on her ring finger, “It’s so beautiful, Heath,” her voice is breathless.

      “Gotta go girls, mom. Time to enjoy my bride to be,” I hit the end button on Audrey’s phone, not even waiting for a response.

      “What?” Audrey questions.

      “Babe, you can talk to them tomorrow, today is for us,” I grunt. I lean down, her hands going around my neck, my hands grasp her waist, and I pick her up.

      “Oh my gosh, Heath!” She’s laughing the whole way I take her upstairs to our room, noticing all the changes she’s made. The frames on the wall, her books here and there. There are even pictures of our niece and nephews. I came home from a hard as a fuck day, she had them framed and hung. Making it feel less like a house and more like a home. That day I showed her just how much I appreciated her hard work, in and out of the bedroom. By the time we were done, there wasn’t an inch on her body I didn’t kiss, lick, or suck.

      Her returning the favor was the icing on the cake. The way she took me in her mouth, her eyes never leaving mine, then when I backed off before I came down her throat, she was on her hands and knees, giving me the perfect view of her gorgeous body. That was also the day we delved deep into our fantasies.

      I remember it like it was yesterday, her ass clenching around my dick, the way she moaned, the pleasure she took along with the pain. I watched the entire time, even when she backed her body into mine taking everything, I had to give her. I didn’t come inside her though, no fucking way was I wasting my cum that way. Instead I pulled out and painted her ass cheeks with thick ropes of my essence.

      I think we’ll be having a repeat of that night, and soon. But, tonight it’s time for me to make love to my fiancé.
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      The next day Heath and I are at the kitchen counter, eating a breakfast that I made. Something down to my roots with homemade biscuits and gravy, it’s a comfort food in the worst of times, but honestly more or less today it was a craving I had.

      The doorbell ringing pauses us from eating, “That didn’t take long,” Heath grumbles.

      “What do you mean by that?”

      “I’m glad you made enough to feed an army, I guarantee the whole family is here, and today you’ll be planning the wedding with the girls and mom. Which means I’m going to have to share you, and I really don’t want to,” it’s almost endearing how grumpy Heath is when he doesn’t get his way.

      I laugh then say, “They love us, and want to share our happiness. I promise it won’t take that long to plan our wedding. Do you have a date in mind?”

      “The sooner, the better. I’m ready for you to have my last name,” Heath states.

      “Well, I suppose I can make that happen. Oh, by the way, how do you feel about dogs?” I ask.

      “Never had one, but if you want one, we’ll do our research on which ones would be a great family dog, and go from there,” he kisses my forehead and answers the door. I pull out more plates, utensils, cups, and napkins that way they are easily accessible.

      “Why are you answering the door, where’s my new daughter?” I hear Momma Tina say. I round the corner, “I’m right here, I hope you guys are hungry.”

      We all say our hellos and hug, then the girls gush about my ring. When all of us make our way into the kitchen the men have the kids eating and are chowing down on their food as well.

      “Really glad I made a triple batch,” I mumble.

      “Probably a smart idea, we’re going to need to start alternating houses with our family getting bigger,” Summer says.

      “Yeah, I agree,” Quinn replies.

      “Ready to start wedding planning? I know you guys want it on the beach, but we still have dress shopping, flowers to order, food to get in line, your father to get home, Heath’s outfit, and so much more.” Momma Tina gets out what looks like a planner, notebook, pens, and magazines.

      “I guess we’re planning the wedding today,” I say with a chuckle. All of us girls follow her to the living room where we eat and plan every single thing. I do mean everything, the only thing left for us to do is wedding dress shop, and for me to call my dad to see if he’ll be able to come. As bad as it sounds, I’m not holding my breath.
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      Two Months Later

      Standing at the water’s edge, waiting for Audrey to walk down towards me, a sense of calmness comes over me, my brothers are standing next to me. Even in our thirties we’re still as thick as thieves as we were in our younger days.

      Audrey wanted Summer and Quinn to be beside her, and if we’re not careful those three will concoct a scheme of all schemes.

      Watching our family surround us, while we say our vows to each other, it’ll be one of those memories that goes in the record books.

      After the girls take their place on Audrey’s side, we watch Sawyer and Parker come down the aisle being our ring bearers in khaki pants, white shirts, and suspenders. This has mom written all over it. When Alana comes down the aisle, my heart melts a little more. She’s the cutest thing ever in a coral color dress, she’s throwing petals every which way, not that it matters. We only have our family here. Hell, even Mom is walking Audrey down the aisle. We tried to wait for her dad to come stateside, but he met a woman. After many tears from Audrey, I put my foot down and set a date for us.

      Then I got on the phone while Audrey was out wedding dress shopping and called her father. I got the same song and dance she did, “I’m busy living my dream, I love my daughter but it’s my time to live free and easy.” When he said that, I didn’t even respond, I hung the fuck up.

      When I see Mom and Audrey walk outside from our home, coral colored tulips in Audrey’s hand, her dress molding her body like it was made for it in a soft white hue, hair falling down in soft waves, but her smile, that’s the gift of all gifts.

      Mom is in a coral dress much like Summer, Quinn, and Alana, just in a different style.

      “I wish you both happiness, love, and laughter,” Mom tells us as she gives me Audrey’s hand.

      Our eyes never leave one another’s, when Audrey mouths, “I love you,” it takes everything in me not to kiss her senseless, something tells me that if I did that, our officiant wouldn’t be too thrilled. Instead I mouth, “I love you, Audrey.” We say our vows, it’s short and sweet, just how Audrey and I wanted. Nothing too big or showy.

      “You may now kiss the bride,” is spoken, my hands cup Audrey’s cheek, and we take our first kiss as husband and wife.

      My brothers’ whistling and the girls’ hollering break us apart. The smile on Audrey’s face, I would do this every year, if she wanted.

      When everything is said and done, all of us head toward our back deck, the catering company we hired has the buffet set up, it’s enough for a feast. Audrey didn’t want anyone to have to worry about clean up. Even when the girls said they wouldn’t mind doing it, she put her foot down and said no.

      The biggest surprise I have though, is we’re leaving tonight. Audrey didn’t say where she wanted to go for our honeymoon, the stubborn woman. So, I made plans of my own. We’re heading to Jamaica for a week, her bags are even packed.

      Thank god for the girls, I tried to just pack bikinis, once they realized that they took over.

      My brothers, damn do they rally for you, I didn’t end up getting the help I thought I would need too. Instead I had Rome and Mason in my corner, we took a guy’s trip down to Costa Rica, it wasn’t for too long. Only a weekend, but it was enough to let us surf, get some heavy shit off my chest, and to have a few beers.

      Coming back after that weekend, talking to Audrey, it lifted a heaviness off of my chest. Somedays the cloud likes to settle over my head, but with the help of my family, I’ll be okay.

      I didn’t think I could love my family any more than I already do, but they continue to prove me wrong and I couldn’t be more thankful.
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      One Year Later

      It’s our one-year anniversary, not our wedding anniversary, but it’s been a year since that first night I met Heath, right here where it all began. I left him a note on our kitchen counter, knowing he said he’d be working late tonight. I make my way to the bar and tavern, that will be another thing I’m sure he’ll threaten to spank me over, as well as a certain article of clothing I’m purposely missing.

      In a dress, with my body moving to the beat of the music, in another ten minutes or so he’ll be here. I just hope Heath knows I did this for us, and also for another surprise I have up my sleeve. I mean he had a surprise of his own when it came to our honeymoon, nothing but sunshine and a private bungalow over the water. The only interruption we had was room service. The girls packed my suitcase to the gills, but we never left our bungalow. Bathing suits were about the only thing both of us wore, and even then, they didn’t stay on very long.

      Two hands wrap around my waist, the scent, the feel, I know it could only ever be Heath. Plus, we’re in a small town, everyone knows everyone.

      “What the fuck were you thinking coming here, on your own,” he grumbles, not even saying hello first.

      “Hello to you too, Mr. Carter,” I whisper.

      We dance, slowly, our bodies moving to the beat of the music. “Hello, Mrs. Carter, didn’t like coming home to an empty house,” he whispers into my ear. I’m about to make a snarky comment about, Barrel, our golden retriever, being home to greet him when Heath replies with, “A dog is not my wife.”

      “Well played, but still. I have a few surprises up my sleeve,” I turn back around, my back to his front, his hands on my hips. I back my ass into him, letting him know what I really want.

      Two songs later, Heath’s hands have dipped below the skirt of my dress, not quite moving all the way where I need him the most.

      “Want to take a break?” I throw out, I’ve already scoped out a place that has the perfect place I want to lead him too.

      “This is your night, Baby. Lead the way.” My hand finds his and I pull him out the back door, through the small patio they have, and down an alley. No one is around, we can still hear the music from the bar. Heath catches onto what I’m going for and takes over.

      He backs me up against the brick wall, Heath’s hand dives into my hair, moving me exactly where he wants me.

      I want his lips on mine, except he doesn’t want the same thing, it seems he’s in a teasing mood tonight. His lips find my skin, kissing a path from the shell of my ear down to my neck. I growl in frustration, one of my legs slide up against his hip. I’m open and waiting for him now, it gets the point across. Heath picks me up, I wrap my legs around his waist. Both of his hands slide up the outside of my legs as he positions himself between my thighs.

      “Are you fucking kidding me, Audrey. You were out here, without me, and you’re not wearing anything under you dress,” Heath groans.

      “Easier access,” a grin spreading across my face.

      My hands find the button on his shorts, diving my hand inside, his girth is so thick my fingers don’t touch when they’re wrapped around him.

      I want his taste on my tongue, much like I had him that way only the day before. Heath was in the outside shower, water was sluicing off his body, and I knew what I was going to do.

      Dropping my robe as I walked in, then I was on my knees before he knew what hit him, needless to say it was a very good morning for the both of us.

      “Fuck, pull it out, Audrey,” he croons in my ear, his body surrounding mine while he holds me up with his body.

      I do as he says, guiding him to my pussy, I coat the tip of his dick with my wetness. Heath dips down once he’s done being teased, and with one powerful thrust he’s inside me.

      “Heath,” I let out on a loud sigh. We’ve kept our voices down so far, but I’m not sure how much longer I’ll be able to stay quiet. The way he’s moving his body inside me with long, powerful strokes, I know I’ll be coming hard and fast.

      “Play with that pretty little clit for me,” he demands. My hand goes right where he wants, but instead of playing with just my clit, the palm of my hand moves to help bring me along, I spread my fingers in a v shape, tightening them around his dick with every thrust. We’re both on the edge, ready to fly, “I’m about to come,” I moan louder than I should. Heath takes that moment and slams his mouth on mine.

      With my body on sensation overload, Heath swivels his hips as he thrusts in, between him doing magical things to my body, and my hand playing between the both of us.

      I come, “Heath,” I breathe out, my mouth leaving his.

      “Fuck yeah,” his voice husky as his body takes over as well. I feel him come deep inside me. It gets better each and every time.

      “I love you, Heath,” I whisper out when our bodies slowly start to relax.

      “Love you, Audrey. More than I could ever describe,” he responds.

      “I have another surprise”

      “Fuck, you are not allowed to hang out with Summer. Her surprises nearly kill Rome,” he grunts.

      “This surprise you may like, help me down?” I ask, not really wanting him to leave my body, but I need to get him to the beach and surprise him.

      “If I fucking must, you’re going to pay for coming out here with nothing on underneath that dress. Don’t think I won’t remember.”

      “I’ll be looking forward to it.” He slides out of me, I whimper, not liking the empty feeling that’s left behind.

      “Let’s go,” I tell him once we both have our clothes straightened.

      “Where you go, I go. I think you know that already though,” Heath tells me. If I wasn’t in a hurry to surprise him, I would kiss him senseless, but I’ll be damned if I give him his surprise in an alley.

      It takes us a few minutes, but we’re on the beach walking towards the house.

      “So, I was going to go huge and elaborate with a surprise. But I couldn’t think of something that would be unique, I’m just going to tell you the news,” I ramble out.

      “I went to the doctor this morning, you know how we threw out my birth control last month? The doctor even said it could take a few months to a year for my body to regulate my hormones on its own again. Remember?” I tell Heath, I see the moment he’s understanding what I’m saying.

      “Are you saying, that you’re pregnant? That we’re going to be parents?” he questions.

      “Yes!” I squeal out, and then I’m in Heath’s arms and he’s swinging me around, both of us celebrating our happiness together.

      “I love you, baby. So, god damn much, I promise I’ll always love you and our children. I promise to never leave our family. I promise to be the best husband and father you could ever ask for,” Heath declares. He doesn’t even have to say what he did, I know the type of man he is, he’s the best type of man for me.

      “I love you, Heath. Now and forever, we’re going to have the best life possible,” I respond, and his lips are on mine.

      Who thought a vacation and a dance floor would equate to a happily ever after, I didn’t, but thank goodness it did.
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