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          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Gia Fisher comes from a big, all-up-in-your-business family. They all love each other and they come with good intentions. She’s kept her boyfriend Marco at a distance, however, because she didn’t want them to drive him away. But she’s head over heels and tired of hiding her love. 

      Marco Taylor knew Gia she was the one for him the moment he met her. She’s keeping him away from her family and he can’t blame her. He doesn’t come from anything special and in the past he’s had a run-in with her brothers. He’s not good enough for her, but he can’t let her go. 

      Warning: What happens when the two of them finally shout their love from the rooftop? Oh, you know it’s gonna be explosive! Grab the final installment of the Virgin Marriage Series and see if these two can find their happily ever after.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Gia

        

      

    

    
      I swing my feet back and forth, keeping my eyes on my textbook. Normally the room is loud but it’s quiet today. I don’t know where everyone is, but I swear it’s like they know I have something to tell them and they’re making it drag out.

      It’s Sunday and in the Fisher family you never miss family dinner. Ever.

      I read the page in the book over again as I wait for everyone to get here. The quiet of the family home is messing with my nerves. The only thing I can hear are the quiet sounds my mom makes as she cooks, but my dad hasn't even made an appearance yet.

      I glance up, feeling my mom’s eyes on me. “Do you need help?” I ask for the fifth time. I tried to help when I got here, but when she saw I had my backpack with me she told me to sit and work.

      “Nope.” She cocks her head to the side, trying to read my mood, which she knows is off.

      Everything about me is off right now. At least it feels like it because I’m in love—head over heels in love. It’s different than anything I’ve felt before and I know what love is. My family is a close bunch and there’s so much love between us. Even though at times we can fight hard, too.

      It’s why I’m so edgy today. I’m not sure how this is going to go down. I need to tell my parents that not only am I seeing someone, but he’s the one. I can feel it in my soul.

      She keeps on staring at me, so I look back down at the textbook so I don’t blurt it out. I’m going to tell them when everyone is here. I didn’t want to repeat myself and get the same questions asked on a loop. I’m going to do it over the dinner table. That way all my brothers will be there to start their interrogation.

      Somehow I’ve been the first to find someone, which is crazy because they’re all older than me. Not one of them has brought someone home and I swear they’ve done this on purpose. Maybe they thought it would keep me from ever doing it. They’d be happy if I lived out my life like Aunt June who we all speculate is still a virgin. They even try to play up how great her life looks. She can do whatever she wants and doesn’t have someone else to worry about! I’m not that wet behind the ears and I’m on to them. I love Aunt June, but I’m pretty sure she’s crazy.

      Maybe I should have warned Marco I’m going to tell them first. Last night I started to tell him that I loved him and that I was ready to take us to the next level. My best friend Caroline told me I’m running scared and she was right.

      I wondered why he hadn’t said it first, but I know Marco grew up without a family. Caroline reminded me that some people aren’t used to saying I love you like I am and that maybe he’s never had those words spoken to him before. That’s when I knew I was being a jerk and needed to tell him the next time I saw him and stop avoiding him.

      Then everything in Caroline’s life exploded and distracted me from telling him how I feel. I know Marco loves me because I don’t see how he couldn’t, not with how he treats me. I’ve never met a man like him before and maybe that’s why he’s the first and only to have ever caught my eye. It doesn’t hurt that I’m not living at home anymore. My big brothers tend to scare away everyone with a dick. They mean well, but they’ve made dating impossible.

      “How’s Caroline?” Mom asks, because she’s probably wondering where she is.

      She fit right back into our family since moving home. She usually comes to family dinners with me most Sundays. It’s on the tip of my tongue to say that she’s banging a married man, but then my mom would lose her mind. I also know I’d only be shifting attention off myself and Caroline doesn’t need that crap.

      “I’m so happy she met someone.” I glance back up at my mom, who doesn’t look surprised at what I told her.

      “Good for her.” She nods as she stirs the red sauce on the stove.

      My mom is being evasive and I wonder if she’s on to me about seeing someone. She could be pretending it’s A-OK for Caroline to date someone and not give me the third degree about it so that I’ll admit to seeing Marco.

      Again I bite my tongue because I’m pretty sure she’s baiting me. My mom and I are way too much alike and it’s annoying, even though it can be useful. Right now I’m really not sure what her reaction is going to be, but we’re both pretty blunt.

      I go back to reading the textbook and try to get caught up on my class work. I have to force myself to sit here instead of reaching in my bag for my phone to text Marco. I told myself when I left him last night that I wouldn’t talk to him again until I told my family what was going on. I want this to be a gesture of my love for him. He can see I’m really in this if I tell my family. He knows they’re a big part of my life but hasn't pressed about meeting them. I’m not sure if that’s a good sign or not.

      I want my family to accept him with open arms and give Marco a taste of the family he should have had when he was younger. I’m not sure that’s how this will go down, but a girl can dream. They can throw a fit if they want, but I’ll be coming to our next family dinner with Marco or not at all.

      I haven't brought a man home before because I never dated before Marco. They should realize that this means I’m serious and they should also trust my judgment. I’m giving myself this pep talk as I hear people come into the house—five big men tromping in make a lot of noise.

      “Where have you guys been?” I ask when they come flooding into the kitchen and everyone gives mom a kiss and hug.

      My oldest brother holds up a pie from Mom’s favorite bakery, earning him another kiss on the cheek. Everyone falls into easy conversation, but for some reason I think everyone is looking at me. I put my book away as the words I’m dying to blurt out bubble in my throat. No one is looking at me, but it feels like they are.

      “Spill it already,” Mom yells.

      Of course she knew I had news. She always knows everything. Everyone turns to look at me as Mom points the wooden spoon in my direction.

      “I’m seeing someone,” I blurt out and rip off the Band-Aid. The room goes completely silent before my older brother speaks.

      “Who?” he asks.

      I want to say, “no one you know,” but I swear they know everyone.

      “Marco Taylor,” I say.

      “What?!” All of my brothers yell at the same time.

      Mom and Dad stay quiet as my brothers lose it and start talking over each other.

      I guess they do know him, and now the secret is out.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Marco

        

      

    

    
      I was having one of the worst days of my life the day I met Gia. I was late for a meeting after an ice storm came through and knocked my power out. I was rushing around and then I got out to my car and realized the battery was dead. By that point it was pouring rain and I couldn't get a cab to save my life. I ducked under a nearby coffee shop awning just to get out of the storm and that’s when I saw her through the window.

      She was sitting at a table alone with a pile of books around her and a pencil in her mouth. Her hair was in a messy bun and she had on sweats. There was an uneaten pastry in front of her and a mug of coffee that was half empty. She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen and one look at her and I knew.

      I grew up with nothing and worked for everything I have. I was given up for adoption when I was only a couple of days old and I never knew anything about my birth parents. I made good grades but kept to myself while I was in the system. That didn’t stop me from getting into trouble a few times in school, but I don’t like to think back on those times. No one ever said it to my face, but I heard the whispers about what an ugly baby I was. I think it was the reason I was never chosen for adoption and aged out of the system when I was eighteen.

      Luckily I had a business professor in college who took me under his wing and when I graduated he helped me get a job. I worked in the stock market for a couple of years before my boss realized that I was good at what I did. Really fucking good. I was promoted up through the ranks at an unprecedented speed and eventually I took over as chief executive officer.

      I was running late for a board meeting when I saw Gia and I didn’t have a second to stop. But there are some things in life worth throwing it all away for, and she was it.

      Thunder sounded behind me as I opened the door and it caused her to jump in her seat and look up at me. When our eyes locked I smiled at her as I walked over to her table and sat down like she’d been waiting on me.

      I’ve been by her side every moment she’ll let me since then. I’ve never felt this way about another person in my life and I know she feels it too. But there’s something wedged between us and I don’t know if it’s her or me.

      Her family is important to her and I don’t have anyone to speak of. She’s this vivacious beauty who lights up a room and I’m the type to silence a crowd when I walk in. On paper we are complete opposites, yet when I’m with her there is nowhere else I’d rather be.

      Sometimes I wonder if I was living my life at all before she came into it. The sound of her laugh fills my soul and the feel of her lips on mine is heaven. But when I think about the future with her, it feels so shaky.

      I’ve never voiced it to her, but I sometimes wonder if she’s ashamed of me. I know I’m not the best looking, but I’ve got a good job and I make enough money that she never has to work again unless she wants to. It could be that she’s found out about my past with her older brother Jason and she’s scared to let us meet.

      The two of us have a history that isn’t pretty. He blames me for losing his business and leaving him with nothing. But he’s bitter and wants someone, besides himself, to take responsibility. He’s in a tough place right now, but that’s not something I can fix for him. I know if he finds out we’re dating he’s going to cause problems for us. Maybe she already found out and that’s the reason she hasn’t introduced me to her family, or maybe why we haven’t gone past kissing.

      Of course I wanted to get her on her back the moment we met, but I also want to respect her. She’s not the type of woman that sleeps with men on the first date, and from what she’s told me she didn't have many dates before me. She hasn’t come out and said the words, but I know she’s innocent when it comes to being touched. I want to be her first, but I don’t want to rush it, and she hasn’t given me any indication that she’s ready.

      I lean back in my chair and look down at the city below. It’s Sunday and I’m at work, but it’s because I know she’s with her family. She didn’t ask me to go with her and when I waited for the invitation that never came, I made up some excuse about needing to catch up on work.

      I’ve sent her several messages but I haven’t got a response and that’s not like her. I should call or go by and see her, but then I wonder if she’s finally realized that I’m not good enough for her.

      It’s the biggest worry in the back of my mind that one day she’ll look at me and realize she could have done better. That she settled on a man with no past and no family who scares most people away. She’s light and warmth, and maybe I’m smothering that by being with her.

      Self-doubt is the easiest thing to feel when I’m away from her. But when I’m by her side I feel like nothing can touch us. She deserves a man who can give her that feeling all the time, but I’m too much of a bastard to let her go.

      Gia is so goddamn special, and though I should let her find a love she deserves, there's not a fucking chance in the world I’ll ever leave her side.

      My cell phone vibrates in my pocket and I pull it out to see her name. My chest warms and I feel relief until I read what she’s sent.

      Gia: Hey, can we meet up tonight?

      I haven’t talked to her since yesterday and this is what she’s sending me after all the messages I’ve sent her? There’s not even an emoji after her text and it’s unlike her.

      Me: Yeah, everything okay? You’ve been quiet since last night.

      Gia: All is good. Just need to talk. It’s important.

      I can hear my heartbeat in my ears as I lean forward and type out my response.

      Me: I can be there in an hour.

      Gia: K

      I stare at the letter in the text box and I’m offended by it. She couldn’t even type out an entire word? What the hell is going on with her? Something must have happened with her family today. If she told them about me and they don’t like the fact that she’s dating someone, I’m afraid she may just kick me to the curb.

      As much as I get down on myself and think that she deserves better, there’s no one else for her but me. So her family, most importantly her brother Jason, better get used to the idea that I’m in this no matter what. I should have said ten minutes. Now I’ll have to wait a whole fucking hour.

      I’ve never been one to stay where I’m not welcome, but if she thinks she’s going to get rid of me so easily she’s got another thing coming.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Gia

        

      

    

    
      I sit in the same coffee shop where I first saw Marco as I watch the time slowly tick by. I glance at my phone screen, annoyed it’s only been another few minutes. I’m avoiding this, which is something I’m not used to doing, and it’s putting me on edge. But for some reason when it comes to Marco I have a knack for avoidance.

      The time has come to face this because I promised it not only to myself but him, too. It might have been a silent vow, but it still holds the same weight as if I told him the words.

      I’m staying away from my brothers for now, especially Jason. He’ll be pounding down my door because Mom won’t be able to hold him back long. This is how it always plays out when I fight with them about something. First Jason will come in playing bad cop and then my youngest will be the good cop. My middle brothers will shift around, but I know they all tell each other what they’re doing.

      I don’t want to hear it because my family is loud and will drown out everyone around them. I’m not sure my brothers saw me slip from the room when they exploded after the mention of Marco’s name.

      Both my mom and dad watched me as I slid from my chair and booked it out of there. My mom gave me a nod as I left and I knew she understood. I wouldn’t let whatever they had to say about Marco drown out what he needed to tell me. I find it hard to believe he doesn’t know who I am if he knows my brothers, but I caught the edge of their words.

      Liar. Using you. Snake.

      Though my brothers said the words, I find them hard to believe.

      Glancing at my phone, I give up the fight and grab my bag. I can't be completely mad at Marco for keeping something from me because I’ve been doing the same thing with him by not telling him how I feel.

      My mom not stopping me from leaving said a lot. We’re alike and she’s just as determined as I am when it comes to what we want. She also knows I’m in love with Marco and she was playing me with her innocent act while cooking. It makes me wonder if she knows who Marco is since everyone else seems to.

      I don’t make it to the front of my building before I see Jason standing there with his arms folded over his chest. It’s clear he’s ready to have it out with me.

      “I’m not doing it,” I tell him when he sees me. I put one hand up as I get closer to him and I’m thankful I never gave any of my brothers a key to my place. This is why. They make themselves right at home and if he wasn’t out here, he’d be pacing in my apartment.

      One thing is sure, I want him gone. Marco will be coming over soon and I want to be alone with him. Caroline is gone for the time being because she’s off having her happily ever after. I’m kicking myself about giving her a hard time because I understand it now. She had so much faith in her man and she knew in her gut that he was the one. Karma gave me an instant punch in the face on that one.

      “Georgia.” He never calls me that.

      “Really? You’re not Dad,” I toss back at him. Only my dad ever calls me by my given name.

      “Hear me out,” he pushes.

      “I will.” He smiles like he’s won some fight over Marco, which pisses me off. “After I talk to Marco,” I say, and the smile drops instantly from his face. I have to fight a smirk because I’m trying to be an adult about this.

      “Listen.” He drops his arms when he sees his intimidation tactic isn't working.

      “No, you listen. I let you all scare off every hanging dick that has come near me without really bitching about it.” My brother’s mouth falls open and I keep on going. I know he won’t stay quiet long because our family bounces back quick. “This is different and you need to look at me and see that.”

      He stares at me for a long moment before he speaks. “I’ll be back.”

      That’s all he says as he stomps away and it takes everything inside of me to not shout that he’s not the Terminator. I take a breath and try to get it together before going inside my place. That was too easy, but I’ll take it for now.

      When I step off the elevator onto my floor I check the time again. Marco is always on time or early, so I know he’ll be here soon.

      My heart is heavy because I miss him so much and I know we have a lot of crap to talk about. But all I want to do is jump into his arms and tell him I love him. I want to kiss him and hear him say that back to me. I don’t want to deal with all this crap with my family.

      I open the door to my apartment and pull my hair down. I drop my bag on the table and I freeze when I see Marco standing there. His hands are in his pockets and his expression is unreadable. His suit jacket is draped over the dining room chair and his sleeves are unbuttoned and rolled up.

      “Don’t text me K, baby.”

      That was not what I thought he was going to say. I stare at the handsome face of the man I know I’m going to marry and I see how this is going to go down.

      “Don’t come at me with whatever mood this is,” I fire back, waving my hand towards him and he smirks. “Did they call you?”

      “Yeah,” he answers casually.

      “And?” Most men would be running scared, but he isn’t. He’s standing here looking as sexy as ever and I really shouldn't be this turned on right now.

      “I told your brother to fuck off.”

      “Which one?” I ask as I take a step towards him. I’m enjoying it more than I should and I would’ve loved to have seen their faces.

      “All of them.” A bark of laughter escapes me as he pulls his hands from his pockets and tosses his cell phone on the table.

      “You let yourself in.” I motion towards my door that I know was locked.

      “As one of your brothers mentioned, my past has sketchy spots. I picked up a few things.”

      I know how Marco grew up and I admire him for it. He’s a fighter, but to hear one of them throw that in his face makes me boil. We came into this world given more than most and our dad taught us to remember that others aren’t so lucky. My dad worked hard to give us a good life and they know better. Hell, Dad’s start in life wasn't much better than Marco’s.

      “Which. One,” I demand. If they thought they saw me mad before, they have no idea what’s coming.

      “Hmm.” His hand comes up to his mouth to stroke his beard. “I don’t think it’ll win me any favors if I rat one of them out.”

      I don’t know how he does it, but he calms some of the anger I was feeling with his simple words.

      “You need favors with them?” I lift an eyebrow and Marco moves closer to me.

      “I’m not going anywhere, so…” He shrugs and my heart speeds up.

      Marco doesn't always say what he’s feeling. He’d rather take action. Doing something about a problem is what he understands, but I’m the type that needs the words. But I want to show him that I can speak his language, too.

      “You love me,” I say, and it’s not a question.

      His actions since the moment we met have shown nothing but love. From the very second he sat down at my table, he knew he belonged there just as I knew it, too.

      “How could I not?” He moves to stand in front of me and I tilt my head back to look up at him.

      I slide my hands up his broad chest and wrap my arms around his neck. His hands go to my hips as he pulls me tight to him and I’m showing him that I love him, too. He can tell me about what’s going on later. I don't need his explanation right now. This is me showing him that I’m all in.

      “Make love to me,” I say as I pull him down so I can press my lips to his.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Marco

        

      

    

    
      I kiss her softly before I place my hand lightly against her neck. “You’re not going to dictate how this goes, baby.” I rub my nose against hers and I feel her warm breath against my lips. “You can ask all you want, but we both know you like it when I’m in charge.”

      I push on her slightly as I match her step for step until her back is against the wall. She looks up at me with her red lips slightly parted and I put my fists on either side of her.

      “Do you have any idea what you do to me, Gia?” I can feel the heat between us pulsing like a living, breathing thing. “I’ve spent my life holding back, but from the moment I saw you, I lost all control.”

      “That doesn’t sound so bad,” she says, sliding her hands through my hair.

      “I’m not good enough for you, but I can’t let you go.” I slide down her body until I’m kneeling in front of her and then I undo her jeans. “You had your chance to run.”

      “I don’t want to run.” She looks down at me as I pull her jeans off.

      “I wouldn’t let you,” I admit. She really never did have the chance to get away if I’m honest. I lean forward and press my nose against her panties and breathe her in. She smells like cinnamon and woman even though I know she’s still untouched.

      “Marco, don’t make me beg,” she whines as she rolls her hips forward.

      I pull the peach cotton to the side and reveal her pretty pink lips. There’s just a small strip of dark hair and I lick my lips as I stare at it.

      “Did you do this for me?” I ask without looking up.

      “Yes,” she whispers, and I can hear the whine in her voice.

      “Might as well be an arrow pointing the way.”

      She gasps when I lean forward and lick her hungrily. I’ve been apart from her for too long and I’m too desperate to have her. The taste of her makes me moan and I grip her thighs tightly as I spread them wider. I flick my tongue over her clit rapidly and she calls out my name.

      “Fuck, it’s too goddamn good,” I say, sucking on her lips and putting her legs on my shoulders.

      “Don’t stop.” Her fingers grip my hair as she rocks against my mouth.

      I slide two fingers into her wet warmth and her pussy grips me impossibly tight.

      “You expect me to get in this?” She moans again, and I move them in and out like I’m fucking her. “I’ll be lucky if I can get the tip of my cock inside you with how tight you are.”

      Her pussy drips down my fingers and I lick it up, burying my face between her legs.

      “As long as I can cum in here, I don’t care if I get balls deep or not.”

      “Oh god, Marco.”

      Her fingers grip my hair so tight I think she might pull it out by the root, but her body is screaming for release and I can’t deny her what she wants.

      I lick circles around her clit over and over until she screams out her release and calls my name. It’s like a symphony in my ears and I smile against her pussy as I lick her gently. My fingers slow and I slip them from her and lick those clean, too. Her legs are relaxed and she hums her satisfaction as I put her on her feet long enough for me to stand up and then scoop her up in my arms.

      “Are we going to sleep now?” she says with her eyes closed and her head resting against my chest.

      “If you do, you’ll miss the best part,” I say and she laughs against my chest.

      My cock is hard and aching for her as I put her in the middle of her bed and strip her panties off. I take off my clothes and then get between her legs. I push her sweatshirt up and see she isn’t wearing a bra.

      “Did you walk around all day like this?” I ask as I lean down and suck on one of her nipples.

      “Marco!” she cries out when I run my teeth across it and then bite the soft skin under her breast.

      “These are mine now, Gia.” I spread her legs, running the length of my cock through her sticky folds. “This is mine, too.”

      “Yes,” she moans, arching her back and closing her eyes.

      “Every part of you belongs to me,” I say, and I wait until she opens her eyes. “That means you only go without a bra when I’m with you. So when I want to reach under your shirt and play with your nipples I can.”

      I lean down and suck the other one as I keep on rubbing my rock-hard cock between her lips. I’m teasing both of us and I know it.

      “I’m yours, Marco. Don’t make me wait.”

      I pull her sweatshirt off and toss it on the floor so she’s completely bare under me. Her body is long and curved right where I can hold on tight and I’ve never wanted anything more.

      “Tell me you love me,” I say as I stare into her eyes.

      There’s a voice in the back of my head that’s demanding she say it first because I’m terrified to do it myself. Being rejected my whole life has kept the walls around me firmly in place. But this woman is a bulldozer and she’s busted her way through and now I’m scared to death of what might happen.

      Her hand is gentle on my face as she smiles at me softly. “I love you, Marco Taylor. And I will love you every day for the rest of my life.”

      I close my eyes and let her words sink in, because I’ve never heard them before. I bury my face in her neck so that she can’t see how hard it just hit me and how close I am to coming undone.

      “I love you,” I whisper against her skin, and she squeezes me tight.

      As I say the words she wraps her legs around my waist and my cock sinks deep inside her body. Her heat wraps around me, and though she tenses for a moment, I hold myself as still as I can so that I don’t hurt her after the gift she’s given me. She’s my everything, my world, and I don’t want to do anything that might break that.

      “I love you,” I say again, as I kiss my way to her lips. “I love you.”

      Now that the floodgates have opened there’s no undoing it and I can’t stop telling her what she means to me. I thrust into her impossibly tight sheath slowly as her body adjusts. Her hands rub up and down my back as I brace myself on my elbows and make love to her, just like she asked me to.

      I feel her body respond as her pussy grips me harder and I grind against her clit. I hold myself deep when her legs spread and her back arches. She doesn’t hold back while her pleasure rockets through her and she calls out my name again. For as long as I live I will never get tired of hearing it on her lips when I’m inside of her.

      The pulses in her pussy squeeze me and I’m forced to cum inside of her. The release is pulled from me hot and fast and I’m barely able to hold myself up as I climax. I grunt on top of her as I nearly crush her body but roll us over at the last second. She’s spread out on me with my cock still buried deep as we both try to catch our breath.

      “I love you,” I say, kissing the top of her head and she looks up at me with soft eyes.

      “I love you, too.”

      I wrap my arms around her and we lie in silence for a long moment. I listen to her heartbeat and play with her hair and I’m so content I feel like I could fall asleep.

      But just as I close my eyes there’s a thunderous sound coming from the living room and we both jerk awake.

      “Oh shit,” Gia says as she tries to get off of me, but I hold her tight.

      “What was that?” I say, and her eyes meet mine.

      “I think my brothers are here.” Her words are solemn and anger slices through me. How dare they try and barge in and disrupt this sacred moment.

      I hope they’re ready for a fight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Gia

        

      

    

    
      “Let me talk to them.” I push Marco’s chest so I can get up, but he doesn't let me go.

      There’s no way Mom gave them the key, but they could have stolen it from her. Either way I don't want them bursting into my room while I’m naked and on top of Marco. That would not be a good first meeting and I think they’d be scarred for life.

      I have no shame in what Marco and I did but I don’t want to watch a fight play out with my naked boyfriend against my brothers. Marco is a big guy and I think he could take any of my brothers one on one. He might be able to take two of them at once if he had to and I wouldn’t try and stop him. They all need a good smack to the head, but not at this exact moment. The only person who gets to naked wrestle with Marco is me.

      I can feel the tension in every line of Marco’s muscles. He doesn't want to let me go, but he’s fighting an inner battle. I’m on his side and I still don’t understand why my brothers don’t like him. I want Marco to see just because people didn’t stick it out with him in the past, that isn’t the case anymore. I’ll always choose him.

      “We need clothes,” I remind him, though I doubt he forgot I’m naked.

      His dark gaze stays locked on me and I know I’m not going anywhere unless he lets me. How come with any other person in the world that would piss me off but with him it only turns me on? Maybe because I know whatever is about to happen he will make sure everything is okay. There’s something about his dominating ways that call to me. My whole body lights up whenever I see the dark glint in his eyes and the need he has to have his way with me.

      Out of nowhere he flips us and pins me down under him. He thrusts his hard cock deep inside of me and thoughts of leaving the bed vanish instantly.

      “You belong to me, Gia.” I nod in agreement as my body begs for another orgasm.

      He thrusts harder. “Say it,” he commands, and I moan and lift my hips to meet his thrusts.

      “I belong to you,” I agree.

      “No one will take you from me,” he growls before his mouth crushes down onto mine. I’m not sure if he’s telling me or reminding himself.

      He keeps thrusting in and out of me and my orgasm rushes through me as fast as he’d flipped me over. It reminds me of how much control he really does have over my body. He’s right, I do belong to him.

      My legs drop from around him as the orgasm rocks my body. His mouth breaks from mine as I moan out his name. I feel his seed release inside me again. I clench around him, wanting it as deep in me as I can get it. I melt into the bed and feel light and free even with a giant man like Marco on top of me. It isn't until I hear another noise do my eyes jerk open. Marco looms over me.

      “Did I hurt you?” He looks worried, but not about whoever is in my place.

      “No. That was…” I trail off with a long sigh of contentment.

      I’m sure my face says it all. There’s not a word for whatever it is he does to my body. If sex was this good for everyone, no one would get anything done. There’s no way everyone knows about this. What we have is special. Hell, it's everything.

      “Oh god,” I mumble when I hear a muttered curse come from inside the condo. It’s deep and male, but I’m not sure who it is.

      “I don’t want to fight them,” Marco says, but I know he will if he has to.

      He pulls his cock from me and I moan at the loss. I’m tender between my legs, but I ache to have him back there. I start to close my legs as he gets to his knees, but he stops me and stares between my legs. He has a smug look on his face as he smiles up at me.

      “There’s no going back now,” he says.

      I watch as he pushes two fingers inside of me then pulls them back out to show me the evidence of what we’ve done. I can even see a small trace of blood from my virginity and he doesn’t have to say it. We both know we went without protection. It didn’t slip my mind in the heat of the moment and I know it hadn’t slipped Marco’s either. He never forgets anything.

      “There was never any going back,” I say as I sit up and he kisses me.

      When he pulls away I know it’s time to face everyone. I’m lucky they haven’t burst into my room by now. I don’t think Marco locked my bedroom door when we came in here. We’d been too lost in the moment. It doesn't matter at this point though. If they got in the front door, a flimsy bedroom door lock wouldn’t stop them.

      He offers me his hand and helps me get off the bed. I put on a pair of sleep shorts even though I need a shower. I know we have to look like we just fucked but hey, if they want to pop in unannounced then they get what they get. I dig for a shirt but stop when Marco hands me his button-up shirt. I smile and pull it over my head.

      “This isn't going to win you any of those favors,” I tell him, and he shrugs in response.

      “Can’t win them all.” I raise an eyebrow at him.

      “And what have you lost?”

      “I’ll let you know when it happens.” He winks as he pulls on his slacks, not bothering with anything else. Now he doesn't have a shirt to wear, but he doesn't look as though he gives a shit. He opens my bedroom door and I dart out in front of him.

      I stop when I get to the end of the hallway and see Caroline and Aiden sitting on the sofa petting Elvis, and CC is perched in Aiden’s lap. I’ve always called Caroline CC as our little nickname. It’s something special from when we were kids.

      “Hey,” I chirp, surprised to see her here.

      “Hey.” She smiles back at me broadly and her eyes roam over me. “We probably need a girls’ day,” she laughs.

      “Yeah,” I agree. I’m pretty sure we both lost our virginity since the last time we saw each other.

      “Is that a ring?” I gasp when I see CC’s hand. “But I thought—” My eyes dart to Aiden, who has an arm wrapped around her. He’s married, or was the last I heard. It’s not like you can get unmarried with a snap of your fingers. At least, I don’t think you can.

      “He’s not married.” She rolls her eyes.

      “Annulled,” Aiden answers my unspoken question as Marco wraps an arm around me. I think he wants to pull me back down the hall and into the bedroom now that he sees it’s not my brothers.

      “Hey, Marco,” CC chirps at him and he raises his chin.

      “Not today, love,” Marco says into my ear before he kisses me on the neck. He’s been around CC and me enough to know we tell each other everything. There’s so much to say, but at this point it would only be details. We can easily read each other.

      “We stopped by to get Elvis,” she says, letting me know they aren't staying.

      “You’re moving out.” It’s not a question because I know she is. She’s been head over heels for Aiden from the moment they met and he looks to be the same. Good. She deserves that. Fuck her parents for not loving her like they should have. It’s their loss. Now she belongs to all of us.

      “Yeah.” She smiles at Aiden and they both look so in love. I wonder if that’s how Marco and I look.

      “You should probably just give the place up.” My eyes jerk over to Marco.

      “And why would I do that?” I tease, knowing what he means. After what we’ve done tonight I’m never sleeping in another bed unless he’s in it. “You think I want to live in some bachelor pad?”

      “It’s not a bachelor pad.” He actually looks offended by my comment.

      “She’s not fucking living with you.” My head jerks to the front door where I see Jason standing with my other two brothers.

      “Shit, I forgot to lock the door,” CC mumbles.

      “Who the fuck is that?” My brother points at Aiden, who picks CC up off his lap and sets her back down onto the sofa.

      “Watch your tone,” I bark, but Aiden and Marco are already getting in front of us.

      “What the fuck did you say?” Marco says as he takes a step forward.

      “Here we go,” I mumble, wondering if I should let them go at it and get it over with. I’ve seen my brothers do this a time or two, but Marco isn’t their brother. Not yet anyway.

      “Why don’t you go wait in bed for me?” Marco says, his voice soft and sweet. I roll my eyes, and my brother lets out a string of curses. “She could get hurt,” he snaps at them, and his tone is hard. It’s clear he’s not fucking around about this and the room goes deadly silent.

      “Is this like the calm before the storm?” CC whispers as if the whole room can’t hear her.

      I’m beginning to think she might be right.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Marco

        

      

    

    
      “Don’t you know how to knock?” I glare at Gia’s brother Jason.

      “Not when it comes to my sister.” He looks at my bare chest and shakes his head. “Should have figured a snake like you would make a move on her the second you could.”

      “Hey!” Gia shouts from behind me, and I hold up my hand.

      “If you want to talk about my relationship with your sister, that’s alright with me. But before you get this twisted idea in your head, you should know I’m madly in love with her, and this has nothing to do with what you think about me.”

      I watch her other brothers behind Jason and they look at each other in shock. Jason only glares at me and stomps forward.

      “No,” he says.

      “No?” Has he lost his mind? “You don’t get to dictate who she loves and who loves her.”

      I charge forward and we’re toe to toe, but I’ve got a few inches on him. My body is shaking with anger right now. How fucking dare they come in and break the peace that Gia and I created. I was making love to her and spilling out my heart. It’s something I’ve never done before and he waltzes in and destroys it.

      “She’s our sister.” I can see one of his brothers tugging on his arms to hold him back, but maybe this is what he needs.

      “I never said she wasn’t. The bullshit you have with me is from a long time ago.”

      “Some things don’t just go away.”

      “I think it’s time someone tells me what the hell is going on,” Gia says as she steps up beside me and crosses her arms. “I don’t care who it is, but I want to know why the mention of Marco’s name sent you all into a frenzy. And why you’re ready to let this come to blows now.”

      “Jason thinks that I did a deal with another company to try and put him under,” I say, and Jason rolls his eyes.

      “That’s what I think? Your takeover put me out of business and nearly ruined my name around town.”

      “You wouldn’t agree to the terms and I had to make a decision that was best for our company.” I shake my head. “It wasn’t personal.”

      “It was personal to me.” He looks over at Gia and points at me. “He’s a snake, and the first chance he gets he’s going to leave you. That’s what he does.”

      “You’re wrong!” I shout, shoving his chest and letting my anger get the better of me.

      He’s caught by his brothers before he can fall back, and when he lunges for me they keep a tight hold on him.

      “Let me go!” he shouts, his face reddening. I can see he wants to tear me apart, but I’m ready if he gets his hands on me.

      “You’re not willing to admit that you lost it all because you were too fucking stubborn to ask for help. I could have bailed you out and saved what you built, but your pride was all you cared about.”

      “I didn’t need you to save me,” he says through clenched teeth.

      “I wasn’t trying to. I was trying to be a friend,” I spit back at him, and the look on his face tells me he never saw it that way.

      “You can say what you want now, but the damage is done. I lost it all because of you.”

      I take a step back and throw my hands up. “You’re determined to see me as the enemy and I’m done trying to convince you otherwise.” I reach for Gia and she comes to my side as I put my arm around her. “I loved your sister before I knew she was related to you. But I won’t stop loving her because your decisions put you in this position.” I glance to the brothers on either side of him that are holding him back. “Get him out of here.”

      “We’re not done here,” Jason says, tugging against their hold.

      “For now we are,” I say and hold Gia tighter. “If you want to do this one on one, just let me know the time and place. But me kicking your ass won’t change a thing. You’ll still have to admit that what happened wasn’t my fault.”

      “Watch your back,” Jason says as he breaks free of his brothers and clenches his fists. He turns his sights on Gia as I watch him swallow. “He’s not good enough for you.”

      “You would say that about anyone,” she says, placing her hand on my bare chest. “I love Marco, and I’ve made my choice. He’s it for me.”

      Hearing her say the words to someone else somehow makes them more real. She can tell me she loves me in the quiet and when we’re alone and it feels so damn good, but having her admit it to a room full of people makes me feel ten feet tall and bulletproof.

      “It’s your life, and your mistake,” he says and pushes past his brothers and storms out of the apartment.

      “Jesus,” Caroline whispers from behind me after they shut the door before her other brothers shake their heads and go. I can’t tell whose side they fall on in all of this—probably their brother’s, even if they think he’s wrong.

      “Why don’t we give you two some time to talk,” Aiden says as he takes Caroline’s hand and they go to the door with Elvis in tow.

      “But I want to stay and find out what happens next,” Caroline complains, but Aiden just shakes his head and keeps on tugging her.

      “Let me know if you need anything,” Aiden says to me and I nod.

      “I’ll talk to you later. I want to know everything,” Caroline says to Gia over her shoulder as Aiden pulls her out of the apartment.

      Silence passes for a moment as we stand there looking at one another. Finally Gia sighs and then wraps her arms around my waist.

      “I didn’t know anything about his business.” She shakes her head and there’s a sad look in her eyes. “It went under?”

      “It was a few years ago,” I sigh. “My firm was looking to invest and it could have put him on the map. But he wouldn’t meet the terms and we went with another option. It sent his company into bankruptcy.”

      “That’s awful. I wonder if anyone else knows.”

      “I doubt it. Jason was always really private and that’s how he ended up like that in the first place. But I’ve heard through the grapevine that he’s onto something again. Something that could be huge. But that’s his story to tell.”

      “I love him, but I don’t want this to cause problems.”

      “The only problem right now is that you’ve got too many clothes on and I’m not inside you,” I say, pressing her against the wall. “Let’s take care of that.”

      “You read my mind.”

      I lift her up and her legs wrap around my waist. I unbutton my pants and free my cock while she rubs her hands across my bare chest. I push into her, her wet heat surrounding me as I grunt. She’s tight and hot as I slide in and out of her and try to erase all the drama.

      The only thing that matters is Gia and what her heart desires. I can put up with anything, including her asshole brothers, if it means at the end of the day she is in my bed.

      “We’re getting your stuff,” I say, thrusting hard. She moans and scratches me down my back.

      “Yes,” she breathes and closes her eyes.

      “And you’re not ever sleeping away from me again.” A growl rumbles low in my chest as I squeeze her ass and pump into her. “You’re mine, Gia, and nothing is coming between us.”

      “I’m yours, Marco.”

      I rub my thumb against her clit and she cries out as she thrusts her hips down on my cock. I keep rubbing it, thrusting, until I feel her pussy squeeze me. Her legs tense and she calls my name, her body rocking with her release.

      I hold myself deep inside her as my cock swells and I cum. It’s hot and fast, but that’s how it is with us. We’re a fire that can’t be put out and I don’t want it any other way.

      I brush my lips against hers and kiss her softly. “One more time. Then we can go,” I say and she smiles at me.

      “I think I can handle that.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Gia

        

      

    

    
      I pick up my math exam and take it to the front of the room. I follow behind the rest of the students as I put my test on the desk. I have no idea how I did on it and sadly I can’t bring myself to care. These past two weeks have been wonderfully terrible.

      I’ve pretty much moved into Marco’s place and all I have left to do is hand my keys over to the building manager. Marco was crafty and had the place emptied while we were at lunch one afternoon. When the man wants something done, he goes for it. I don’t think he knows how passionate he really is, but I do and I love him for it.

      “Miss Fisher.” I look up at Professor Wilson. “A word please.” He winks and I wonder if he’s got something in his eye. Why else would he be winking at me? I hear a girl next to me whisper that I’m lucky, but why would it be lucky to get asked to stay after class?

      “Sure,” I say, stepping aside to let everyone go by me.

      I shoot Marco a text letting him know I’ll be a minute longer before sliding my phone back into my bag. It’s not a small class, but none of the basic classes are. This geometry class has over eighty students, but math has always been easy for me. I didn’t study for the test like I normally do, but this time my mind was somewhere else.

      If you would have told me a few months ago I would be cool with skating by in class I would have called you a liar. I put my all into everything I do, even if I’m not sure why I’m doing it. College is a perfect example of that. I know I’m supposed to be here, I’m just not sure what I want to do with a degree. I guess I need to finally pick a major, but it’s too bad they don’t offer a class on making babies. I smirk to myself, knowing I already take that class nightly. Although who am I kidding, I take it all day. Marco and I can’t get enough of each other.

      “Gia.” I jerk when the professor calls my name and my cheeks heat. Thankfully he doesn’t know what I was thinking about.

      He smiles and steps closer to me and my stomach drops. I’ve heard a few girls mention Professor Wilson sleeps with his students. I brushed it off thinking it was just gossip because Professor Wilson isn’t bad on the eyes. What if he thinks I was blushing because of him? He’s going to ask me out or something, I can feel it. The energy shifts in the room as the last student exits, leaving me alone with him.

      I fidget with my engagement ring that’s been on my finger since last Sunday when Marco asked me in front of my whole family. Well, my whole family minus my brother Jason who has missed the last two family dinners. My dad gave Marco his blessing before he asked me to marry him in front of everyone. It’s still hard that Jason isn’t fully on board, but my family wants me to be happy and I guess we all hope with time Jason will come around. Still it’s putting a damper on everything for me.

      “Professor Wilson,” I say, waiting for him to tell me what he wants.

      He’s acting like I’m the one who asked to speak to him as he stands there in silence. I’m a little surprised he even knew my name with the number of students he has in this class.

      He moves closer and I freeze when he reaches out to touch me. His hand moves towards my face and I know I should step back, but I panic. Normally I would smack his hand, but him being my teacher renders me motionless. Not to mention no one ever tries to touch me.

      “The fuck?” I hear from behind me.

      Marco shows up out of nowhere and his hand wraps around the professor’s wrist. I knew he was waiting outside for me, but I guess he decided to come in. Marco’s not a patient man. He thought he was when we first started dating, but I have to remind him we really haven't been dating that long. He only grunts when I give him the facts as if they aren't real. Lately he’s been mostly impatient with us getting married, as if we could run down to city hall and my family wouldn’t lose their minds. It isn't helping that I’m dragging my feet about planning it and picking a date. I keep hoping Jason is going to come around.

      Professor Wilson pales as Marco leans close to him. “You touch your students often?” I’m not sure it’s really a question but more of an accusation. Marco throws Wilson’s hand so hard he actually stumbles back and Marco takes a step towards him. I jump between them and put my hands on Marco’s chest.

      “I’m ready to go,” I tell him softly.

      I grew up in a house full of boys, I know when not to poke. Now is not a time to stir anything even if Wilson had it coming. If this is something he does to his female students, then someone needs to put a stop to it.

      “I’m not.” Marco’s eyes are shooting a death glare over my shoulder.

      “I’m really sorry, Miss Fisher.” Professor Wilson goes back to using my last name, trying to calm Marco.

      “That’s not helping,” I snip over my shoulder to the professor.

      “Miss Fisher.” Marco repeats what he’s called me and I roll my eyes. He will not be happy until I’m a Mrs. with a giant baby belly to match.

      “We’re leaving.” I use my own stern voice and dig my fingers into Marco’s suit. I pull him with me and he goes, but not before he lets the professor know this isn't over. He’s right. It isn't over, but it doesn't have to be handled with two men rolling around in the middle of my classroom.

      I get him out into the hallway but we only make it a few feet down the hallway before he’s pulling me into a room. When the door closes behind us he’s all over me.

      “I knew this dress was going to be a fucking problem,” he says.

      Before I can call him out about it he’s kissing me again. He enjoyed the dress before he took me to class and he seems to be enjoying it now as his hand slips easily into my panties.

      I moan at the grip of his hands because I love the rough side to Marco. It’s why I can’t get mad about how he acted moments ago or the fact that he’s going to make me cum with people a few feet away moving up and down the hallway. I have a feeling he scouted this room before he went into my classroom to find me. The man is always two steps ahead.

      “Wet for me already,” he says as he pulls his mouth from mine and I nod.

      I’m still wet from the cum he left inside me this morning. His fingers strum my clit and I press my chest into him, wishing we were back home and in bed. I hate when there are so many clothes between us.

      I try to move my hips as I let out a small moan. His free hand comes up and covers my mouth.

      “You’re going to be quiet for me.” I shake my head no because I’m never quiet. I’ve tried but it doesn’t work.

      He fights a smirk. “You can cum when you give me a wedding date.” His fingers stop moving and he drops his hand away from my mouth.

      My lips part and my mind goes blank. “I can’t,” I cry, needing to cum.

      “You don’t want to marry me?” His tone is light but my body is screaming.

      “You know I do.” I try and wiggle, needing the friction as I dig my fingers into his suit. “Can we talk about this later?”
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          Marco

        

      

    

    
      “We’re going to talk about this now,” I say as I watch her writhe and beg for release. “Every other time I bring it up you distract me with sex and the only thing I can think about is giving you pleasure.”

      “Is that so bad?” She looks up at me through her lashes and I ache to give her what she wants.

      “You’re making me wait and I don’t like it.” I lean down and softly brush my lips against hers. “Let’s see how you deal with it.”

      I take a step back and immediately hate the loss of her warmth. But I hate even more that she’s avoiding becoming mine.

      “It’s not that easy,” she says as she fixes her dress.

      “I understand you want Jason to be there and to be okay with it, but I’m not waiting on him to start my future with you.” I reach out and take her chin. I can see in her eyes that I’m right. “He can get over it with you as my wife, but I’m tired of postponing this because of someone else.”

      My hand drifts lower and covers her belly. I know damn well she’s pregnant right now and that’s another reason to push for the date. She might not have taken a test, but she’s weeks late and there’s a reason for it.

      “I know you’re right. I just kept hoping things would change.”

      “Set the date,” I say as I stare into her eyes and she nods.

      “June 7th,” she blurts out, and I smile.

      “Why that day?”

      She shrugs and then her cheeks flush. “It’s the date my parents got married. I thought it might be good luck.” She shrugs as I pull her into my arms and kiss the top of her head.

      “I think that’s perfect.” My hands move to her ass and grip her there as her hips push against my hard cock.

      She spreads her legs and pulls her dress up as her panty-covered pussy rubs up and down my hard length. Her breath catches and I know she’s close to the edge. Since she’s given me what I want I’ll give it to her.

      I release her and get to my knees. I yank her panties to the side and bury my face in between her thighs. She moans, but when I look up at her she puts her own hand over her mouth as my tongue finds her clit.

      A few quick licks and her body tenses as her orgasm rolls through her. I can hear her muffled cries as I drink down her sweetness and try desperately to ignore my own need. I don’t want to fuck her here, but I needed to stake my claim.

      When she’s finished I clean her up with my mouth and then put her panties back into place. I stand up and then make sure her dress is covering her as she falls into my arms.

      “Now I need a nap,” she laughs, and I kiss her lips.

      “I want nothing more than to crawl into bed with you,” I say, rubbing my nose against her. “But I’m going to have to tuck you in and leave because I’ve got a meeting.”

      “Don’t you have enough money already?” she says, laughing at her own joke.

      “You get sassy when you cum.” Her cheeks turn pink at my words and I slap her ass. “I’ve got plenty, so whenever you’re ready to give this up you let me know.”

      Her eyebrows pull together in confusion and she opens her mouth to argue with me. I put a finger over her lips to silence her and shake my head.

      “You can pretend all you want with everyone else, but I know your heart isn’t here.” I take a step back from her and then hold her hand in mine. “We can talk about this later. I’ve got to call the dean and then go to work.”

      “The dean?” she squeaks at me as we walk out of the room and into the hallway.

      “You think I’m going to let your professor get away with his behavior?” I shake my head. “It’s like you don’t even know me.”

      I wink at her and she rolls her eyes, but she doesn’t try to stop me as we leave.
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      By the time we get home and I have her tucked into bed, I’m late. I shake my head when I think of her mouth and what she did to convince me to stay. Although I have to be honest with myself because I didn’t fight her too hard. I’m so distracted by the way she looks at me that time has no meaning and I’m lost to her.

      I try to shake thoughts of her naked and wet in our bed out of my head because otherwise I’ll get back in my car and go home. That’s what I’m hoping I can do after this meeting is over. But it’s important enough to pull me away from her, so I need to see it through.

      I walk into the hotel and the concierge directs me to the ballroom down the hall. When I get there I see there’s a table set for two and I walk over and take a seat. I’ve rented out the neutral space as a peace offering and I’m hoping that today we can come to an agreement.

      It doesn’t take long before the door opens and Jason walks inside. He doesn’t look happy to see me, but he came and that’s really all I can ask of him at this point.

      I stand up and meet him halfway with my hand extended. He looks at it and shakes it but releases it quickly.

      “Would you like to have a seat?” I ask, and his eyes narrow.

      “I don’t know. Is this going to take a while?”

      “I guess that depends on you,” I say, and he thinks for a second before we take a seat.

      He pours himself a glass of water and sits back, waiting for me to start. I guess I’m the one who called this meeting, so I might as well lay the cards on the table.

      “First of all, thank you for showing up. I thought you might not,” I say, and a smile pulls at one side of his lips.

      “Me too,” he admits.

      “There’s a gap between us right now and I’d like to bridge it.” I open my briefcase beside me and pull out the folder. I slide it across the table to him. “I’d like to propose a business deal.”

      He eyes the folder skeptically then looks at me. “Didn’t we try this once before and your firm screwed me?”

      “I’ll admit that my company offered you as little as possible with the highest terms they could think of to try and squeeze you out,” I say, and he nods, unsurprised by this news. “But this isn’t an offer from my company. This is an offer from me.”

      He takes the folder, pulls it to him and opens it up. He scans the first couple of pages and I watch as his face changes from suspicious to surprised.

      “You want to be business partners with me?” he asks and I nod. “What about the company you work for?”

      I shrug. “I want to have the freedom to work when I want and this would allow that.” I take a drink of water and give him a moment to keep reading. “As I’ve said to you before, your previous company was successful, but you needed the experience and guidance I can offer. What you’re doing now is great, but I can help you get to the next level.”

      “And why should I trust you?” he says as he closes the folder and lays his hand on top of it. “What’s to keep you from screwing me over again like you did before?”

      “That wasn’t me doing the screwing last time. And the more I checked into it, the more I saw you may have been right.” I lean forward and look him in the eyes. “It’s time for me to break out on my own and do what I can do best. I can help your company succeed, and you need me.”

      He looks away but he doesn’t disagree with me.

      “Jason, the last time when the deal was offered you didn’t have anyone in your corner telling you what to do. Let me be that person and let me help you. You needed it then and you were too damn stubborn to ask for it and you went under. Don’t make that same mistake again.”

      “Why are you doing this?” He raises an eyebrow and crosses his arms over his chest. “Is this because of Gia?”

      “She’s my reason for breathing,” I admit without hesitation. “Everything I do is because of her. I wouldn’t be sitting here talking to you if it wasn’t for her, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t believe in you or what you’re capable of.”

      “You really do love her,” he says as if he’s just now seeing it.

      “I wouldn’t be willing to risk leaving a job I worked all my life to get if I didn’t think this would be a better decision. I’ve got the money to fall back on if this goes south, but I wouldn't put Gia—or you—at risk.”

      “I never wanted to like you because she’s my baby sister,” he admits, and I nod. “But everyone seems to think that you’re good enough for her.”

      “I’m not good enough for her, but I’m not willing to step aside for someone else to have her.” It’s the truth and I’m willing to admit it. “She’s too good for me, but I know I’ll do everything I can to keep her happy for the rest of her life. She deserves that and everything else she wants. I’m going to spend my life giving her those things.”

      “I think I’m starting to see what you mean by that,” he says and looks away from me.

      I’m wondering if Jason has found someone and maybe that’s why he’s been absent from family dinner the past couple of weeks. It would explain a lot actually and I’ll have to ask Gia what she thinks about it.

      “So does that mean we’re doing this?” I stand up and hold out my hand, and Jason stands up, too.

      “Yeah, I think it means we are.” He shakes my hand and we both smile. I know Gia will be relieved to know we’ve buried the hatchet.

      “We can go over the details next week after I break the news to my employers,” I say as Jason grabs the files and I get my briefcase.

      “Or we can do it over family dinner this weekend.”

      “Perfect,” I agree as we walk out of the hotel. “Just keep June 7th free.”

      “Why is that?”

      “The wedding,” I say, and there’s a brief flash of surprise on his face before he nods.

      “I figured that was coming.”

      When we get outside we say goodbye and I get in my car, I feel lighter already about the decision. This is what’s best for everyone, not only for Jason and me in creating a partnership, but for Gia and her brother to mend what’s been broken. It’s time for her to put all her worries to rest and finally admit to herself what she wants her future to be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Gia

        

      

    

    
      “I don’t like waking up without you in our bed.” Marco walks over to me and glances at the books surrounding me. His sweatpants hang low on his hips and I can tell why he’s upset I wasn’t there. The hard outline of his cock is on full display. My eyes travel up to his chest and I see him smiling down at me. He realizes what I’m doing. I pulled the books out the other day from the box I’d kept them hidden in since high school.

      “To be fair, we already got up this morning. You just happened to go back to sleep,” I remind him.

      He woke me up with breakfast in bed followed by multiple orgasms. I’d gotten to sleep in, but Marco, like most mornings, had gone for a run. He went back to sleep holding me close in his arms after we ate and made love. I slipped out to get the books to take with me to family dinner today. I’m ready to start the wedding planning and I know my mom will be in full-on mother-of-the-bride mode. It will be best to have these with me when we show up since she did help me make them when I was younger.

      “Maybe I want to do it again.” He lifts me from the chair I’m perched in and places me on the giant dining room table. He steps between my thighs and makes the small nightie I’m wearing ride all the way up. It shows I put nothing on under it when I grabbed it off the floor.

      “Nothing is stopping you now.” My hands travel down his broad chest and one slips into his sweatpants to wrap around his cock. I stroke him and he groans as his thick length throbs in my palm.

      “Get it out,” he demands, and I do what he says. I pull him free and push his sweatpants down with my other hand. I barely have him out and he’s pushing inside of me. I moan out his name as he rips the silk from my body because he wants me naked. If it was up to him he’d burn all my clothes, but then I’d have nothing to wear when I left the house.

      I fall back onto the table and look up at him as he thrusts in and out of me. My orgasm comes down hard as I watch his body flex. His grip on my hips is firm, holding me in place and taking what he wants.

      I come undone knowing that I will always be the only thing he needs. I cry out and cum at the pleasure of all of it—not only the orgasm but knowing he’s mine, too. My pussy clenches around him as he grunts out his own release and fills me.

      “Gia.” He shifts and lifts me onto him. I press my lips to his and it’s soft and sweet as he pulls me into his lap and sits down in the chair. “I’m sorry.”

      “You don’t seem sorry about anything,” I laugh, and the feeling of his beard tickles me.

      “Your books.” He places another kiss on my bare shoulder and I look over to see my scrapbooks are a mess. One fell to the floor, but they’re all fixable.

      “Worth it.” I turn to look back at him and I dig my hands into his short hair.

      “We going to talk about this yet?” His hand goes to my stomach and I shrug.

      “As in we need a new place?” I suggest.

      I enjoy giving him a hard time about his condo. It isn't a bachelor pad as I teased before, and my things have made it feel warmer and more inviting. You can tell he only used the place to sleep and shower at best before I was here. It isn't a family home, or at least not what I thought of when I thought of us having kids.

      “You focus on this wedding and I’ll focus on our forever home,” he tells me before giving me a kiss and lifting me. He carries me through the house and I keep my legs wrapped around him as he goes.

      “How do you know about my forever home?” I ask him, and my mind goes to the box where I pulled out the wedding scrapbooks. Now that I think on it, I didn't see the one I made about dream homes. That sneak, he probably went in and took it, but I’m not shocked.

      “My tastes have changed!” I rush to tell him because I can’t remember what I put in the scrapbook. Some of the things in the wedding ones are fine, but some aren't great. Some are so terrible I snapped pictures and sent them to Caroline so she could laugh with me.

      He chuckles as he flips on the shower and puts me inside before taking off his sweatpants. “I’m still finding the perfect spot to put it. I know you want to raise our babies in the same house we retire in.”

      I love the idea of our kids always having their bedrooms in our home and that one day even our grandbabies will be there, too. The home will be filled with so many memories and it will be perfect. Maybe I can talk Mom into rotating Sunday dinners from our house to theirs. I have all these ideas in my head of things I want to do and this only makes it clearer to me what I want from my life. I’m not going to waste it doing something because I think it’s what I should want to do.

      “I’m not going back to school when this semester is over,” I tell Marco as he steps into the shower.

      He nods. He already knows this, and I sigh as he washes my hair. I wash him next and enjoy that we have our own routine now. People are always so shocked when they ask how long we’ve been together and I tell them the answer. With the way we are together you’d think we’ve always been with each other.

      All too soon we’re in the car on the way to my parents’ house and I’ve got the scrapbooks in my lap. I fixed them enough so that no one will be able to tell we practically had sex on them. At least I hope not.

      “Are you going to tell them about the baby?” Marco asks.

      I haven't taken a test, but I know I’m pregnant.

      “You think Jason will be there?” I fiddle with the scrapbook as we pull up to my parents’ house. I want everyone there when I tell them and I’m still sad he missed our engagement. What if he doesn’t come to the wedding?

      “Yes.” My eyes snap to Marco, who’s smiling at me.

      “You fixed it,” I say, and he nods. He wouldn't lie to me and if he’s telling me my brother is going to be here today, then he’ll be here.

      “I did. You know I’ll do anything for you.” I let the scrapbooks fall to the floorboard as I unclip my seatbelt and crawl into his lap. I pepper him with kisses all over his face because I know he’d do anything for me. I love this man so damn much.

      “Gia,” he growls when I start to kiss his mouth and it becomes heated. “I just got your brothers to like me. Fucking you in front of your parents’ house isn’t the best idea.”

      I laugh and give him one last kiss before getting off his lap. He hops out of the car and comes around to open my door. I grab my scrapbooks and we go inside, and I smile when I see my brother Jason standing there.

      He’s not looking my way as I get closer to him and I turn around to see he’s got his eyes locked on my youngest brother behind me. My younger brother is walking up with a girl who looks to be about my age. Jason looks at her the way Marco looks at me and my stomach drops. Jason’s eyes turn deadly as he glares behind me.

      “Looks like today’s drama isn’t going to be about you,” I whisper loudly to Marco. I hold my scrapbooks closer to my chest because I know what’s coming and they already took a pounding today.

      All hell breaks loose when Jason goes for my youngest brother, and I smile as Marco jumps in. I guess that means Marco is one of us now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Marco

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Six months later…

      

      

      I can tell her feet ache and I pull her to my side to relieve some of the pain. We greet our guests as they come in and they make the announcement that dinner will be served shortly.

      It’s our wedding day and I can’t think of anything more perfect. My bride is the most beautiful woman in the world and today is everything she’s ever dreamed of. Not only that, but she’s beginning to show and I love seeing her grow with our baby. We’ve been waiting on the moment her belly would start to stick out, but she’s having one of the rare pregnancies where the baby is growing like normal but it’s taken her forever to get a belly. Our friends Caroline and Savannah are showing like crazy already, but it wasn’t until about two weeks ago that she really started to round out. Gia had to have her dress let out three times before today and I was secretly happy each time.

      “Are you tired?” I whisper to her as a group of her cousins pass us.

      “I’m too excited to be tired.” She looks up at me and her eyes are so big and bright. She’s like a kid at Disney right now and I can’t say I blame her. She had stacks of photo albums she’d created since she was a little girl about the wedding of her dreams, and it may have taken a while but she finally got to live it out.

      We’re ushered over to the head table where we take our seats in front of everyone. The wedding, which started as small and intimate, has turned into a celebration with everyone we’ve ever met. I didn’t care who she asked to come, as long as she was going to be walking to me and saying yes. I’ve never seen her so drunk on power before and it was kind of adorable. It makes me want to have another wedding all over again just to see her like this.

      “Eat,” I say as I push a plate of food towards her and she takes it from me.

      “I’m starving,” she says as I grab my fork and start feeding her.

      “You didn’t eat today?” I ask, irritated. “I had food delivered every hour especially.”

      “Have I told you how much I love you?” she says as she laughs and leans forward to kiss me. “I got all the food and snacks you sent. It’s just been a long day and I’m hungry again.”

      “I’ll have them bring you another plate,” I say, flagging down the wedding coordinator.

      “Marco,” she hisses but doesn’t stop me when I ask for seconds to be brought over.

      “I won’t have my baby going hungry,” I say as I rest my hand on her belly.

      She looks at me and bites her lip and I can see she’s hungry for more than food. She wanted to stay in separate houses last night but I couldn’t do it. I ended up sneaking into her parents’ house and into bed with her late last night and had to leave early this morning so I wouldn’t get caught.

      “I didn’t get enough time with you last night,” I say in a low voice.

      Suddenly someone comes over the microphone and I remember we’re in a room full of people. All I want to do is get her out of here and take her to bed, but I have to remind myself that this is her night, too.

      One of her aunts is going on about how clumsy she was as a toddler and how Gia sang karaoke at their lake house when she was ten. I’m sure they’re all great stories, but I don’t hear a word of it because Gia’s hand has begun to move up my thigh and onto my cock.

      Her fingers softly and slowly brush over my hard length. She’s teasing me under the table in a room full of people when she knows I can’t carry her out of here.

      “Oh look!” she says excitedly as she squeezes me harder. “Jason is here with his girl.”

      “You’re playing with fire,” I say, grabbing her wrist to still her motions.

      “Just trying to enjoy the moment,” she says and winks at me.

      That’s the same thing I told her this morning when I was between her legs. If she wanted me on edge she’s doing a great job of getting me there.

      “You keep teasing me and you’re going to end up in a coat closet with that wedding dress trussed up.”

      Her cheeks flush and she looks down at my lap and I see her tongue run along her lips.

      “Would that be so bad?” I’m holding her hand, but her fingers still manage to move and instead of pulling it away, I press it harder against me.

      “It’s your wedding day, so you tell me.” I stand up and pull her in front of me to hide my hard cock. “You want to consummate this marriage while three hundred of your closest friends and family wait on us to cut the cake?”

      “They won’t even know we’re gone.” She smiles up at me in challenge and I wrap my arms around her waist.

      “Oh, they’ll know.” I pick her up and carry her out of the room with a few people shouting from behind us. “I just don’t give a fuck.”

      “Have I told you I love you?” she says with a laugh.

      “Yeah, but I’ll never get tired of hearing it.”

      We’re late to cutting the cake, tossing the bouquet, and the first dances. But what the bride wants, the bride gets and she gets it over and over tonight.
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          Gia

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five years later…

      

      

      “Crap,” I whisper too loudly when my phone starts to ring in my hand.

      I thought I’d put it on silent but I must have forgotten. I was using it for a flashlight until Caroline’s name came across the screen. I called her a few hours ago but she was busy. Busy doing her husband from what it sounded like before the line went dead. I knew not to call back. She’d call when she got a moment and I know the feeling. We both have houses full of kids running underfoot. When you have a stolen moment with your husband, you take it.

      I would’ve called Savannah when I had my suspicions something was going on, but she would have told me to slice Marco’s tires or something crazy. Caroline’s the level-headed one of the three of us. I’m the one who overthinks everything and can draw the wrong conclusion too fast. Savannah is ride or die and she’d be down to set everything on fire and then ask me if I was sure we should’ve done it. Caroline would burn it with us—after she made sure it was something we should be burning in the first place. The three of us work well together if you ask us, and not our husbands.

      “What’s cooking?” she asks when I answer the phone.

      I bet her husband is doing the same as mine right now and putting our babies to bed. I bet she’s waiting for him and took the free moment to call me. I should be doing the same, but instead I’m sneaking around in the dark.

      “Marco is cheating on me,” I whisper into the phone, but Caroline just bursts into uncontrollable laughter. When I say the words out loud it sounds ridiculous even to me. “Stop laughing so loud! He’ll hear you!” I whisper-yell at her, but she only laughs harder and I roll my eyes. “Ouch.” I muffle my cry as I stub my toe. I wiggle it to make sure it’s still in working order. I blame the desk that’s been in the same spot for years and not my feet being swollen. My feet always do this when I’m pregnant.

      “What are you doing over there?” she asks.

      “Looking for evidence. What else would I be doing?” I stop shuffling through his desk drawer to answer her.

      “Aren’t you supposed to check their phones or computer search history?” Caroline offers, and I glance at his computer. “He’s not cheating.”

      “He’s up to something. We didn't have sex this morning,” I tell her.

      “He turned you down?” I hear the skepticism in her tone.

      “Well, no,” I admit. “I slept in and he was gone when I woke up.” This time she’s nice enough to try and hide her laugh. “Yesterday he was on the phone and when I walked in he got off really fast,” I add, but she’s not buying what I’m selling. Her hidden laughter says it all. “It’s probably the secretary,” I mumble as I move his computer mouse to wake the screen up.

      “He doesn't have a secretary,” Caroline says dryly.

      “I know.” The only person I could come up with that he would cheat on me with was a fake person. “Whose side are you on?”

      “You know you’re being crazy, right?” she asks, ignoring my question.

      The lights in the room flick on and I stand wide eyed staring at Marco who’s in his sleep pants and no shirt. I thought I had more time since he was putting the kids to bed. Of course this time they went down in seconds.

      “Gotta go.” I end the call, but not before I hear her laugh around the word “busted.” I am and now he knows I’m up to something.

      “Babe? Why are you in here in the dark?” He clears the distance between us quickly. Too quickly for me to come up with a reason.

      “I know everything,” I whisper-yell, trying to be quiet and not wake up the kids. He shakes his head at me with a smirk.

      “You’re not going to find out what I’m doing by snooping through my desk.”

      “So you admit it.” I point my finger at him and he grabs it and bites the end before kissing it. I narrow my eyes at him.

      “I know you’ve made up some reason to go searching in my office hoping to find out what I’ve been planning.”

      “Am not,” I deny, but my shoulders drop. I always have the craziest pregnancy hormones. “You’re planning something?”

      “Five years of being married to you. Yeah, I’m planning something.” He reaches out and tucks my hair behind my ear.

      “Oh.” I feel silly now, but he should know I’m crazy when I’m pregnant. “What are you planning?” I peek up at him, trying to bat my lashes and hoping he’ll forget I was sneaking around.

      “All this time together and you don’t know how to get something from me?” He lifts me onto his desk. “You owe me, Gia. You passed out after I ate that sweet pussy this morning.”

      Oh yeah, that’s why we didn't have morning sex. I’m not just hormonal when I’m pregnant, I’m super forgetful, too.

      “Let’s try this again. I’ll make sure you don’t pass out this time.” He pulls my panties down my legs and throws them to the floor. “Let me remind you that you’re the only one for me.” He kisses my center as he looks into my eyes. “Even when you’re acting a little crazy.” I smile at my husband and love that even when I’m nuts he can’t get enough.

      If someone asked him about this he’d probably call it adorable. He’s a good man and I know he’ll only ever let me have a happily ever after.
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      Skyler left a home that was cold, distant, and filled with animosity. She was desperate to get away and the second she was free, she swore she’d never let that happen to her again. So why did the one man she’s ever had feelings for ghost her so completely? Jason was everything she wanted and then one day he was gone. When a bump in with a stranger makes her the damsel in distress, she’s shocked to find Jason nearby like an angry, jealous bull.

      Jason did the hardest thing of his life when he stepped away from Skyler. He thought he was doing the right thing, because everything inside of him was screaming to make her his. His instant love for her was consuming and all he wanted to do was smother her with attention. What kind of life is that for any woman? But he never went far. When he took her eyes off her for two seconds, however, that was exactly long enough for her to find trouble. When she shows up with his brother at the family dinner, he finally sees that staying away is no longer an option.

      Warning: The only reason he backed off is because he WANTED HER TOO MUCH! Can you even imagine how wonderful this hero is? It’s over-the-top cray-in-love and we are living for it. Find out why the grouchy older brother is so pissed off all the time. *whispers* It’s because of the woman he loves. We promise to do you right!
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          Skyler

        

      

    

    
      “It’s really fine,” I try and tell him again. Okay, maybe it’s not because my knees are throbbing from hitting the concrete sidewalk and the burn of his coffee still lingers on my stomach. I don’t think either of us were paying attention when we collided.

      Damn it. This was my favorite shirt and it’s definitely ruined now. It’s not even mine, but the man it belongs to isn’t going to ask for it back. He took part of my heart with him when he left so I’m keeping the shirt, even if it only brings me heartache. The smell of him is long gone, but there’s no way I’m getting this coffee stain out of it. Maybe this guy did me a favor and I can get rid of it.

      “My parents’ place is just around the corner. Let me help you at least get cleaned up.” He holds his hands up, unsure of what to do. I can tell he wants to help me, but he’s trying not to touch me. Something about his deep blue eyes is familiar, which has to be the reason I’m agreeing to go with him.

      “Okay,” I say and his shoulders drop in relief.

      He said his parents’ house, so at least it’s not some random place. My knees are starting to throb and I’m pretty sure they are bleeding. I finally glance down and see blood seeping through the material of my gray leggings. I gasp and jerk my head up to look away, and as I do I feel dizzy. Strong arms wrap around me to keep me from falling over.

      “Shit, should we go to the hospital?” he asks, and I’m sure

      my face is green.

      “No, It’s just the blood.” I suck in a deep breath and pull it together the best I can. The sight of it always makes me sick.

      “We’ll get you fixed up. I bet my mom or sister has something at the house you can wear if you need to change your…” He trails off for a beat. “Pants.”

      I let out a small laugh and meet his gaze again. His eyes are so unsettling but I don’t know why.

      “I’m Skyler. Maybe we should exchange names since you’re taking me to your parents’ house and getting me pants.”

      “Jon,” he laughs as he helps me steady my feet. “I really am sorry about this.” He starts to guide me down the sidewalk and finally releases me when I can manage on my own. “I was trying not to be late, but it looks as though I only made it worse.”

      “If you need to be somewhere, I’m okay.” I stop walking for a moment and try not to look down at my knees because I might pass out. There’s no way I’m making a subway ride. Jesus, I’m a mess over a little blood. I’ve had hemophobia since… I stop my train of thought, not wanting to go there.

      “No, it’s cool, just family dinner. My mom can be ruthless if you miss one or show up late.” He says it with a smile, making me think his mom isn't ruthless at all. “She’d be extra pissed if she knew I’d left a woman who needed some help.”

      I relax. I know he’s going to make sure I’m okay even though I’m a grown woman—if twenty counts as grown, but I know some people don’t. Jason comes to mind, but I fight the thoughts of him and shove them into the box I don’t want to open.

      “I’ll pay for the shirt.” He eyes my white shirt that’s a couple of sizes too big for me.

      I only meant to run out and grab some coffee. Then I got a wild hair to run over to my favorite bakery across town and pick up something sweet for later. I was going to spend my lazy Sunday eating pie and getting lost in a book and reruns of reality TV.

      “It’s fine. It might have been my fault.” He was getting out of a cab and I was lost in my head and not paying attention. It was a bad habit of mine to get off track and walk right past the place I was headed. Sometimes it would take me two blocks to realize what I’d done. Which is exactly what happened today.

      “Did you go there?” He nods to the university logo on my shirt that’s faded from having been washed so many times.

      “No.”

      College hadn’t been in the cards for me. At one time I would have thought so, but life can change so quickly. I’ve learned that lesson too many times to count. Each day you never know what you’re going to get and you can never rely on anyone but yourself.

      We turn the corner into a nice neighborhood that’s very much like the one I grew up in. I only came all the way out here because of the bakery. It’s the same one Jason took me to. I grew addicted to the place with one taste, just like I’d done with him. That’s all it took for me to fall under his spell, but as quickly as he was in my life, he was out of it. It’s almost like he dropped off the planet.

      I’ve only seen him once since then when I purposely went looking for him. I pretended to run into him, which was pathetic, but when I found him with another girl it was bittersweet. It made me realize I needed to move on too. Jason wasn't coming back and even if he did try and crawl his way back to me, I’d step right over him. I’ve never fallen so easily for a man and the one time I let my guard down I was left shattered and alone.

      Jon guides me up a driveway and opens a side door. “You hungry? My mom’s going to ask you to stay for dinner.”

      I flick my gaze to Jon as he holds the door open for me. He’s handsome and maybe a year or two older than me. This could be my move-on moment, but there’s no spark. He seems nice enough, but I’m not sure if he’s hinting at me staying because his mom is going to ask or because he wants me to. He seems like a good guy, but I’m not feeling anything romantic.

      “I probably shouldn't,” I admit as I enter. The scent of food hits me and my stomach makes a loud growl, causing Jon to chuckle. All I’ve had so far today is coffee. I still haven't gotten my pie and from the look of things I won’t anytime soon.  

      “I don’t think your stomach agrees,” Jon teases me as we walk through a kitchen where a woman is standing at the stove. She has dark hair with a few gray streaks and she turns to look at us.

      “You’re late.” Her eyes fill with surprise when she sees me and I know it’s his mom.

      “I need the first-aid kit, Mom,” Jon tells her. Her eyes roam over me quickly before she darts off, shouting a “be right back” over her shoulder.

      “Let’s sit you down.” Jon leads me out of the yummy-smelling kitchen into the dining room. The table is set and ready for what has to be a giant family. If I didn't know any better I’d think it was Thanksgiving.

      I glance over when I see someone enter from another room and all the air in my lungs freezes. Jason stands there looking as shocked as I am. We stare at each other for a long moment, neither one of us saying a word.

      “You okay, Skyler?” Jon asks me.

      He puts his hand on my thigh just above my knee. No, I’m not okay. So many emotions come flooding back to me and then I see her. The same girl I saw Jason with before. She walks in right behind him and her eyes move to where I’m at with Jon and then to Jason.

      Jason stares at Jon, and I watch anger take over his shocked expression.

      “What are you doing with my girl?” Jason points his finger at Jon and I realize I didn’t know he had a brother. It’s another reminder that I wasn’t worth confiding in. “Sky, come here,” he orders, but doesn't glance my way.

      “I’m not your girl,” I answer as I glance at Jon and watch a small smirk pull at the side of his mouth. I see it now, why his eyes felt so familiar. “I’m with Jon.” The words pop out of my mouth before I have a chance to think them over and to my surprise Jon’s smirk turns into a full-on smile before Jason launches himself across the dining room table.

      

      Available NOW!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        For all the HOT news and DIRTY details…

        sign up for the mailing list!

      

      

      
        
        www.AlexaRiley.com

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook] Facebook

        [image: Twitter] Twitter

        [image: Instagram] Instagram

        [image: Snapchat] Snapchat

        [image: Goodreads] Goodreads

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





cover.jpeg
.
e (/£
i

[

AUTHOR OF PRETTY VIRGIN

BINESXA RILEY






OEBPS/fonts/JosefinSans-Regular.otf


OEBPS/images/social-snapchat-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-instagram-screen.png





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





OEBPS/images/author.jpg





OEBPS/images/social-twitter-screen.png





