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          SULLY

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        This Prologue was previously included in Falling for my Best Friend.

      

        

      

      I haven’t heard from my brother or Mick for two days. Tyler texted when they got back to Denver, then went radio silent. It isn’t like them, but then, I have a feeling they worked out their issues while they were up in the mountains.

      Another brother paired off.

      I don’t expect the melancholy feeling that hits me, but it makes me rise out of my chair and step out of my office. There in my outer office, Audra Baker has her head bent over her phone. She has her curly red hair down today, and I have to fight the urge to touch it. It’s been like this since I hired her a couple of months ago.

      “You can stand there staring at me, or you can come over here. Either way, I’m not yelling across the office.”

      Is that why I can’t get the woman out of my head? She has no fucks to give. She does her job well, but she really doesn’t take any shit off me.

      I do love a strong woman, probably because I was raised by one.

      And just like she told me to, I make my way over to her desk.

      “Have you heard from them?”

      “Yep, I was just texting with Mick.” She looks up at me and smiles. All of a sudden, I feel like I’ve had a punch to my gut. That smile is dangerous, as are her blue-grey eyes. They always seem to sparkle with some kind of inside joke.

      “And?”

      “They’ll be here early Monday morning. She said neither of them had anything on the books, which she’s right about.”

      I nod. “I’m just glad they’re alive.”

      She leans back in her chair, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. Dammit. Now I must fight every urge I have to look at her tits. Audra is well-endowed with the kind of tits that would overflow my hands.

      I have big hands—just for reference.

      “Got any big plans for the weekend, Boss?”

      God, when she calls me boss like that, it makes my dick twitch. She draws it out in that soft sultry voice of hers. I always wonder how she would sound saying it while bent over my desk.

      I clear my throat, pushing away that idea right quick. I don’t need to get a boner while standing here in front of her.

      “Work.”

      She shakes her head. “You need to do something else other than work.”

      I know what she’s saying. Not that I haven’t heard that from my mother at least five times a day and from my siblings any number of times. Even from my father, who is getting ready to step down and let me take over Sullivan Security.

      The office door opens before I can answer her, and my brother Alyx and his fiancé Lizbeth step in.

      “Hey, Sully,” Lizbeth says, letting go of my brother’s hand to rush over to give me a hug.

      Alyx growls in response, and Lizbeth just shakes her head and rolls her eyes.

      “Hey, Audra. How are you doing?” Lizbeth asks, ignoring Alyx.

      “Doing well. Trying to convince the boss he needs to do something other than work.”

      “That’s a brick wall there, Audra. He’s always been like that,” my annoying brother says.

      “So, what are you two doing here?” I ask.

      “We’ve decided to get married in March,” Alyx announces it wearing one of his rare smiles.

      So soon. Damn. I’ll probably be an uncle before long with the way my siblings have all paired off.

      “That’s fast,” Audra remarks.

      They both nod. “Work makes it hard,” Lizbeth says. She’s a schoolteacher. “If we don’t do it then, then we have to wait until the summer if we want to take a honeymoon. But we don’t want to wait, and we’re already living together. So, we’re going to do it the weekend spring break starts.”

      “It will be tight, though. I mean, finding a place to have it,” Audra says.

      “We’re going for something small, and according to my father, no expense is too great.”

      Lizbeth and her estranged father are just now getting to know each other, and I have a feeling he’s using her wedding to try and get on her good side.

      “Hey, can I talk to you?” Alyx asks me. I nod, and we go into my office. He closes the door, which has me wondering what the hell is going on. The look on his face has my stomach tensing. I’ve been worried that since my brothers are all getting married—I’m assuming Tyler will ask Mick sooner rather than later—some of them might leave the family business. It isn’t always easy to work for a security business and maintain a relationship. The long hours and a touch of danger depending on the assignment can make it impossible to build a good foundation. Our parents are an exception, but then, our father was a Marine, and our mother was accustomed to that kind of life.

      “What’s up?”

      “I was going to wait to ask you, but I wanted to do it before the other two found out about the date.”

      “Ask me what?”

      “I’d like you to be my best man, Sully.”

      Relief fills me first, then it hits me how real this is getting. While Alyx isn’t leaving the company, our family is expanding, and things will change for all of us.

      But the request…I never expected it, and it hits me right in the gut.

      “Yeah,” I say, clearing my throat and wishing away the strange emotion that’s hitting me. “I’d be honored to be your best man.”

      He nods. “We were also looking for Mick, and Lizzie was going to ask her to be her maid of honor.”

      “Ah, she and Tyler are out today.”

      He frowns. “I thought they came back on Wednesday.”

      “They did.”

      “What the hell are they doing?”

      For once, I let our youngest brother Raine’s bad influence control my mouth. “Each other.”

      There’s a beat of silence, then the perpetually grumpy Alyx starts laughing.

      “Damn, it’s about time. That was getting really old.”

      “Yeah, it was.”

      “Speaking of old, being the oldest and not paired off…that’s gotta bother you.”

      I shrug and lie to the brother, who I consider my best friend. “Hasn’t, really.”

      “Oh, well, we’re off to see Mom and Dad. You’ll be there on Sunday for dinner?”

      I nod. “Always.”

      Mom had a rule if we were in town: We all had Sunday dinner together. Missing it could really be bad for the person who had the nerve to ignore Mom’s standing order.

      He leaves me with my thoughts, which, as I said, I lied about. I haven’t thought about marriage for years. When I was in the Marines, I was deployed more than I was home, so I rarely had long-term relationships. When I left to start working for my father, I didn’t have the time.

      Now I’m staring at forty and realizing that I might have just left it too long.

      “Hey, Boss, I’m going to head over and pick up sandwiches from that shop we like. Do you want me to grab you something?”

      For a long moment, I can’t say anything. As I stare at Audra, a fantasy I’ve had since I hired her flashes through my mind. I want more than anything to get up from my desk and walk over to her, cup her face, and kiss her like my life depended on it.

      But I push that need away, even as my dick throbs and my entire body is urging me to do just as I fantasized.

      “Yeah. Can you get my usual?”

      She nods and offers me a big smile. “Be right back.”

      And then she’s gone.

      I know I can’t cross that line, and even if I was a man who had time for a relationship, Audra Baker is not the woman for me. She’s too good, too sweet, and definitely would expect happily ever after.

      I’m not a man made for family life, and I accepted that a long time ago. No matter how much Audra makes me want to be different.
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      Want to ready the final Sullivan? Check out Sully’s book, Falling for my Baby Mama—> One-click

      One night of passion teaches Sully that some things are out of your control. 

      Being the oldest and most stable of the Sullivans hasn’t always been easy on me. I mean, who really wants to grow up to be the person who has to remind EVERYONE to turn in their expense reports? But I do what I have to to keep Sullivan Security running. Even ignoring my attraction to my executive assistant, Audra Baker.

      The woman has smart mouth I want to kiss. But she’s in my employ and I knew when I hired her there would be no touching. Being a responsible adult doesn’t allow for things like that.

      But when one of my brothers gets married, we both have a little too much wine at the reception, and end up in bed together. And in the shower. And the couch. Well, just all over that hotel room.

      We both agree that we shouldn’t carry on the affair, only, I can’t stop thinking about it. And six weeks later, we find out that vivid memories are not the only thing we created that night.

      There is no way I’ll be able to walk away from her, and I’ll do anything to prove it to her, even walk away from Sullivan Security.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

          AUDRA

        

      

    

    
      Usually, I hate weddings. I didn’t even enjoy my own that much. Probably because I had nothing to do with the planning, and it screamed money. That’s so not me.

      But there is one thing I do like at weddings. THE CAKE.

      If I know there is no cake, I won’t show up. I mean, what the actual hell? Who has a wedding without cake? And yes, I have been to one, and it was horrible. If I am going to listen to you make your vows, there better be some damned cake.

      Thankfully, Lizbeth and Alyx have cake. I have a feeling she probably tried to make it herself, but I know that Alyx wouldn’t let her do all the work. And just so you know, I would have shown up to this wedding even without the cake. These two people are so wonderful, I wouldn’t miss their wedding.

      As I stand off to the side, I watch the crowd and enjoy my second piece of cake. Don’t judge. This is the groom’s cake, and it is decadent and sinful. And truth be told, it is about the only decadent and sinful thing I have had in my life for a long time. Maybe ever.

      As if to prove me wrong, Fate sends something decadent and unquestionably sinful into my path.

      “Enjoying a bit of cake, Audra?” a deep, male voice asks. He’s so close I can feel his breath on my skin.

      I know that voice. I hear it almost every day of the week, and it follows me into my dreams. The owner stars as my favorite subject in every dirty thought I’ve had over the last four months.

      I sneak a glance at my boss, Sully Sullivan. Of course, he looks spectacular in a tux. The man was built for fine clothes with his broad shoulders and long legs. The dark slate grey suit seems made for him and knowing him, it was. Is he wearing suspenders? Yeah, I’m fascinated with everything about this man, everything he does, wears, and says. I’ve never been obsessed with one of my bosses before this. Being an office manager leaves me working with them for long hours, and most of them were so much older and happily married that it was never an issue. Also, none of them looked like Francis Sullivan.

      I sneak another glance as I pummel into my cake. Am I eating to keep my mind off my attraction for my boss? Yes, yes, I am. I mean, I don’t think any woman in her right mind would blame me. He’s got the hot alpha male looks that women love, especially in their office romances.

      I’m average in height, but I feel tiny next to him. He’s at least six-five, lots of it muscle he gained while he was in the Marines. His dark hair is threaded with just enough grey to make it sexy—including the beard he’s grown. It should make him look older like it does for many men, but for Sully, it makes him sexier.

      His dark eyes never miss a thing.  He’s constantly observing and judging. Sure, I see a bit of humor in them from time to time, but he’s always so damned serious. I guess that’s why I’m always giving him hell.

      “I keep telling you that our meetings would be so much more interesting if you would have cake at them.”

      I’ve made that suggestion several times. He ignores me, but I feel it amuses him every time I mention it. Like right now, his dark gaze dances just enough to make me think he finds it amusing, but he doesn’t crack a smile.

      “You do, indeed.”

      Who talks like that? Well, other than the hot hunk of man standing next to me. It should be stiff and proper, but when it slips out of him, it’s seductive. GAH.

      “I bet you could ask Lizbeth where she got this cake. I’ll set it up for the next meeting.”

      Instead of being annoyed—as many of my former bosses were at my humor—Sully gives me one of his rare smiles. “I think we better leave all that sugar out of the office. Can you imagine Raine on sugar every day?”

      I chuckle. The youngest brother of the group is always hyper, so sugar would probably not be a good idea.

      “Okay, I’ll give you that.” I glance up at Sully and try to suppress the shiver that dances down my spine. Not in a bad way. Well, unless lusting after the boss who sees you only as an employee is bad. Okay, that is probably bad, and it figures that the one man I feel this kind of attraction to is my unattainable boss.

      I force my attention away from him. If I stare at him for too long, I will probably lose the firm control I’ve kept for the last few months. I’m sugared up, and I’ve had more wine tonight than I have for probably over a year. Okay, so two glasses mean I’m a lightweight, but it also means I am a little tipsy. And it’s been a loooong time since I’ve had any romance that did not involve batteries. After my divorce, I tried to date a couple of times, and nothing too serious and absolutely no sex. My love life is a barren wasteland, which pretty much sums up what my love life has always been.

      “Is something wrong?”

      I glance over at Sully, and he motions toward my plate. I have apparently mangled my cake.

      “Nope,” I say, giving him a blinding smile and hoping that I don’t have chocolate cake stuck to my teeth.

      “Are you sure? You seem…angry with the cake.”

      I shake my head. “No.”

      He cocks his head to the side, and I know that he’s trying to figure something out. This is what he does when he’s thinking about something and, apparently, that something is me.

      Don’t get me wrong. I would be happy to be the object of his attention, but this is more clinical. Like, he wants to figure out why I might be angry so he can fix it. Sully is a fixer, the oldest brother who takes care of everyone. The only kind of care I want from him involves orgasms.

      Before Sully can ask another question, the DJ calls the groom and his new bride to the floor for their first dance, but for a long second, the two of us don’t pay any attention. Staring at him is dangerous. Like, I might jump his body and climb him like a tree dangerous. I force my gaze to the dance floor to watch the bride and groom dance.

      This was a rushed wedding for no other reason than Alyx wanted his ring on Lizbeth’s finger as soon as possible. They shouldn’t be a match at all. Alyx is typically the grump, with tatted-up arms and a mean growl that probably scares away any rabid dog. Lizbeth spreads sunshine and happiness.

      But somehow, they fit each other. As we watch them dance, my heart sighs.

      “They really are sweet together.”

      “She makes him smile.”

      I offer Sully a smile, but he’s frowning. “That doesn’t make you happy?”

      “No. I mean, yes, it makes me happy. It’s just weird. He’s usually grumpy.”

      I laugh because it’s true. The fact that Alyx the grump fell for a kindergarten teacher who sprinkles happiness everywhere she goes is just so sweet. “Yeah. It is, but it’s also nice.”

      The couple moves around the dance floor, and it takes me back to my wedding. It started out big, with a splashy wedding covered by every social media outlet in Denver.

      It’s odd to think that we didn’t even last five years.

      “What’s wrong?”

      I glance at my boss again and try not to sigh. That beard is going to be the death of me. He is already a pretty man, and the beard adds a roughness to his features, making me want to kiss him.

      “Nothing. Just thinking back to my own wedding.”

      His eyebrows lower, and he frowns. Damn, he looks mad and, yes, I find that sexy too. My ex was right. There is something wrong with me.

      “I didn’t know you were married. It wasn’t on your intake form.”

      From any other boss, I would feel uncomfortable with that comment. My marital status is not any of their business. But with Sully, it’s like he wants to know everything about everything. He wants to know who is married so he can show respect. He wants to know if there’s going to be a freak snowstorm so he can make sure his brother and new sister-in-law can get out of Denver for their honeymoon. He acts like he needs to take care of everyone in his orbit.

      “Divorced. Three years ago.”

      Something close to relief fills his expression, but I have no idea why. For some reason, it makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside. I never know what men are thinking. I was married for four years, and I never understood why Ned did some of the things he did. Still, I can live my fantasy of having a man like Sully be interested in me. It would never happen, but hey, a girl has a right to her dreams, right?

      It’s at that moment that I realize I’ve been staring at him like a teenager with a crush, but before I can say anything to end the awkwardness, the DJ breaks in with an announcement.

      “Let’s have everyone else join the bride and groom on the floor.”

      Sully looks toward the dancefloor. He flexes his jaw. When I follow his line of sight, I see his family pairing off. I understand. Even before my failed marriage, I was the only one not paired off. My brothers all married young. It sucks being the only single one in the family.  Against my better judgment, I set my plate on a nearby table, then do something that I know is probably a huge mistake. I know what it’s like to be the odd sibling out, so I reach out and touch his hand.

      “Let’s go.”

      He glances at me. “What?”

      “Let’s dance. You can dance, right?”

      He nods, his gaze centered on me. It shouldn’t make me feel that special, but it does.

      “Then, let’s go.”

      He clears his throat. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

      I blink, thinking he’s rejecting me because he’s disgusted by the idea. But then I remember the look in his eyes just a few moments ago. There’s one thing Sully insists on, and that’s office decorum. I find it kind of hilarious because his family is never proper.

      “I promise not to step on your feet,” I say, grabbing his hand and tugging him behind me. Sully is a large man, but he follows along behind me like a little puppy. Why that image came to mind, I have no idea. It just does. I find it so odd that he does what I order him to do half the time. His siblings act like he’s immovable, but I just shove him along, and he does what he needs to do.





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/fallingformybabymama300.jpg
He’ll prove
his love.

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHO‘R

MELISSA SCHROFDER






OEBPS/images/blacl-ms-logo.jpg





