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  BFL Roster





Texas Tornados


Tyler Beckett – QB

Drew Elliott – WR

Reed Anderson – WR

Taylor Wright – TE

Zane Blakeman – DE

Jeff Briggs – Head Coach

Grant Darling – Team Owner



Florida Sharks

Axel Bledsoe  – QB

Sonny Lee – WR

Cade Brookshire – TE

Cole Halliday – LB

Tobin Glover – DE

Nash Witten – Former QB

Chance Hamilton – Former Team Doctor



Houston Hornets
Christian Fellows – RB
Reginald Simms – WR
Jacob Poulos – TE
Shawn Holsten – OL




San Antonio Xtremes

Aiden Zimmerman – WR Coach

Miles Monroe – QB Coach

Logan Gibson – DB Coach

Stefan Brown – DL Coach

Eric Stone – Head Coach

Bryce Whitlock – Team Owner










  
  CONNECT WITH BRITNEY BELL


I love connecting with readers! Please subscribe to my newsletter and get first-hand knowledge of upcoming releases and other surprises coming this year. 
Click here to subscribe to the newsletter.
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  Copyright Summer Break © 2022 by Britney Bell 

All rights reserved.  
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblances to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions or locales is completely coincidental.






  
  Book Description


USA Today Bestselling Author Britney Bell brings you a contemporary sports romance vacation hookup story with the Florida Sharks football team’s bad boy and a romance author. 

Sonny Lee is the media's favorite go-to football player because he gives them plenty of opportunities to take pay worthy pictures and write articles about. Yet, the team leaders have had it.

Deadlines are no joke for romance author Abril Harris, and this one has definitely put her to the test. When a friend suggests she spends some time at a secluded resort to get the task done, the words are flowing until a big, hunky distraction gets in her way.

Together, away from their normal lives, they seem compatible. However, outside of the resort, are they too different to have a true chance?

Order Summer Break today to see what happens between this unlikely couple.






  
  Chapter 1

Sonny


“I’m telling you, Sonny, this shit is not going to fly anymore. I feel like we just had this exact same conversation not even a month ago.” I roll my eyes as Katy, Miss PR lady, over here is giving me the usual lecture just on a different day. 
“I swear! Are you even listening to me over there? Well, here’s what we’re going to have to do. I booked you a flight with Parker Airlines to take you to a small resort in the Bahamas. Don’t even think about offering to ask questions about it because I’ve already talked to the coach, and the owner, and this is something that’s not up for debate. You. Are. Going. Period. And you’re leaving in four hours.”
“Katy, you know I had nothing to do with what went down last night,” I try to defend myself.
“Oh, come on. You didn’t have to tell her to go fly a kite smack in the middle of a crowded restaurant. You knew that she was only looking for fame and status. So, you should’ve used common sense there. And that common sense would’ve told you to do it in a quiet, private setting,” she counters.
I simply shrug my shoulders in return. There’s probably no way out of this, plus I could use a vacation. “Can you at least make sure that it’s Axel‘s girlfriend flying me? I don’t want just any shady Joe Blow flying me over open water.”
“I’m pretty sure Parker Airlines will line up a qualified pilot. Heck, it might be one of Shiloh‘s brothers. You never know. But there is no question, you have to go. We have to get you out of the media’s sights and nowhere close to here. Nor, for that matter, can we let you be seen with a member of the opposite sex. Now, go pack your bags, and the car service will be at your place in a few hours to pick you up. Have a safe flight and a good vacation.”
Without another word, I get up from my chair and leave the ‘warden's’ office. I need the time to cool off, so I take the four flights of stairs down to the garage instead of the elevator. Right now, I don’t want to say I hate women, because hate is such a strong word, but they really make my life difficult. I’ve about had it. I mean, shit, is the pussy even worth it? 
Maybe there’s a machine out there that could cater to my needs. A machine sure as shit won’t try to cause a public scene just to increase its social media followers. Okay, that might be taking it a little too far. Who am I kidding? Pussy surrounding my cock and the feeling of a woman underneath me, on top of me, and in my hands is really the only option.

      ***This place is fucking awesome. A charming waterfront resort on a tropical island with everything that you could need to be pampered and able to relax for a week. There’s even a ton of outdoor shit to do, so hopefully, I won’t be bored off my ass. 
The whole thing is picture perfect. Except for that damn tap, tap, tap noise. What is that? I look around all the furniture inside my suite and find nothing. So, I step towards the open sliding glass door and onto the patio, with a private infinity pool that looks like it’s part of the ocean, and the sound becomes louder. Tap, tap, tap, tap. I have never heard anything like it. 
I venture further outside and walk the length of the pool, then turn around and walk back. Found it! The annoying sound is fingers flying over a laptop’s keyboard at, I swear, the speed of light.  
I’m not sure how long I stand there watching this freak of nature with a keyboard. Then she pauses and looks up from the screen and glances around like she can feel that someone is watching her every move. I stand tall and proud, willing her to find me. Just when I think she’s given up, she grabs her coffee cup, lifts it to her lips, and her eyes go wide, showing me those gorgeous, emerald green orbs through large, blue framed glasses. 
Spotted.
She gently sits the mug on the table and returns her focus to the laptop screen and starts typing again. This time, it’s more like she’s angry typing. The taps are slower as she pounds each key with force. 
“Hey,” I call out to her, “you are at a resort with a beautiful view all around you. Why are you working so hard? What, are you a workaholic?” She doesn’t move her head up, but her eyes peek over the top of her glasses just above the monitor to glare at me. Then she swiftly returns to typing as if I didn’t just ask her a question. 
Alrighty then, duly noted, a bitch for a neighbor. 






  
  Chapter 2

Abril


A hot as fuck jackass this morning. Lovely. 
Little did he know that the very scene he interrupted me writing this morning had to have an extra few pages added to fully describe the characters having sex when a very tall, very muscular man interrupts them in the middle of the act. But do the characters tell him to get the hell out and give them privacy? Fuck no! They invite him into their bedroom to have a little fun. 
Damnit, now I have to rewrite the plot and outline with another fucking character. I’m on a deadline and don’t have time for this shit. Why did that man have to show up next door and say anything this morning? It’s thrown me completely off my writing groove. 
I flip over to the outline tab on my internet browser and stare blankly at the page. Rather than immediately adding the necessary entry into the character profiles, the deep, gravelly voice runs havoc in my brain.
Well, I guess that is the first thing going in his description. 
Character voice? Deep and gravelly tone that you know you would want to hear saying naughty things in your ear while he’s pounding into you. 
Character name? Unknown.
Character body build? Muscular AF.
Character height? 6’2”.
Character hair color and type? Brown, messy style.
Character personality? Smug. Likes to interrupt people to put the focus on himself and be the center of attention.
Character sexual preference? Obviously, he’s into ménages since I’m having to add this character profile right now.
Character favorite food? Fuck if I know.
I shut the laptop with a slam and hear the chair scrape along the concrete as I grab my mug and stomp back into my suite to refresh my coffee. Hopefully, this will clear my head and I’ll be able to start writing again.
When I head back out, the rest of the day is a struggle to get into the writing flow again. I try to bring my laptop inside where there is air conditioning and glance out at the ocean lapping on the shoreline, but my mind keeps wondering back to the sex scene that I wrote this morning.
I’m giving up for the day, putting my bikini on, and going to get some sun before I go to the resort restaurant for dinner. I’m forty years old; I work out, and I, halfway, eat right to keep in decent shape. Sure, I reap the rewards of looking decent in a two-piece, but it’s more so to stay healthy. 
Luckily, I get at least an hour of rays in without any disturbance from my new neighbor. Then I go shower up, put a sundress on, and let my shoulder length hair fall in waves, before I head to get dinner and a drink.
The restaurant is not that busy, so I request a seat on the patio overlooking the glimmering lights reflecting off the
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