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Blurb: 

Best friends since childhood, Bristol Abbot and Roan Storm wouldn’t dream of mucking up their relationship with sex, until his deployment going away party and too much tequila drive them together. 

Six weeks later, there’s more than just friendship at stake. 

Bristol is pregnant while Roan is stationed overseas for six more months, and neither knows what comes next. 

As the weeks turn into months, their friendship morphs into a shared devotion to their child and each other. Bristol is determined to honor her promise of including Roan in their child’s life, she just has no assumptions of a deeper relationship no matter how much she wants more.  For Roan, what once seemed impossible, now feels as necessary as breathing, and he comes home with a new set of orders in mind.

This Marine has seduction on the brain...
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For the members of the Brat Pack fan club. You were there for me when I was low and unable to create the worlds you love so much. 

Mandy Lynn & Nancy Lightbrown, thank you for helping name our first Storm baby!

Sandy, DeAnne, Rhonda, Stacy, Vanessa, Christina, Lisa, Nancy, Jamie, Chris, Karen, Stacey, and Trish. I have the best team ever and I couldn’t have finished this without your help. 

Katie, best-friend isn’t a strong enough word. Love you girl. 

Live, Laugh, Love – Lori 
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Chapter 1
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The thud of a bass could be felt a block away from the bar as Bristol Abbot climbed out of her car and carefully adjusted her skirt to protect her modesty. While she wasn’t a prude, she also had no interest in the whole world seeing her bits, and the skirt barely covered them, to begin with. 

“I have no idea how you talked me into wearing this. I’m going to spend the whole night trying to keep my ass covered,” she grumbled as her sister, Olive joined her on the sidewalk. 

“You look hot,” Olive replied with a shrug. “These guys are leaving in thirty-six hours and will be gone for months. They deserve a peek to jerk off to in exchange for their sacrifice.” 

“Oh my God, that’s disgusting.” Bristol tucked her cell phone into the cup of her bra and followed Olive toward the line of people standing outside the popular bar. They didn’t even make it to the line before the bouncer was waving them inside. She could feel eyes burning into the back of her head as the people left outside jealously watched the sisters enter. 

It irked her a bit that she was being let in even as it boosted her ego. If the bouncer had seen her two hours earlier, he never would have registered her presence, much less considered letting her inside. Dressing up had been strictly for her best friend’s benefit and only at her sister’s insistence. 

Roan Storm and his unit had been activated. Tomorrow, he and his fellow Marines were leaving the United States for foreign lands. Like the previous times, she had no clue where he was being sent or exactly when he would return, and that meant she had to make the most of her time with him now. 

Olive grabbed her hand and pulled her through the crowded bar. It seemed everywhere she looked, she came across the hungry eyes of people searching for something inside the bar they were unlikely to find. There was a sense of sexual urgency in the air that made it hard to breathe as bodies pressed together and moved with the music. 

A girl laughed near her, and a man brushed against her, copping a feel of her ass as he went. Bristol didn’t have a chance to protest or punch him in the face before she was being wrapped up in a pair of massive arms and held against a thick chest. 

“There you are B. I was beginning to think you’d chickened out.” Roan’s deep voice rumbled through her, and she relaxed in his arms. The discomfort from her walk through the bar soothed by his familiar touch. 

Peering up at him, she wrinkled her nose. “Have I ever chickened out of one of these things? I’ve been at every one of your going away parties.” 

“Sure,” Roan nodded, grinning down at her, “but only because there’s a chance I might die. It’s all the other invitations you’ve bailed on.” 

Bristol couldn’t deny it. She was a notorious homebody. She would prefer to be in her pajamas watching Netflix alone with a bottle of wine than in heels surrounded by horny men. Despite the social stigma, she liked her life of seclusion. Her job working at a high-end, retail clothing store brought her into contact with the public on a daily basis, and when she left work, she just wanted time and space to be herself. There was nothing wrong with that. 

“And I promise to always be there before you die,” she assured Roan with a pat on his chest before she stepped out of his arms. “You know, you could have at least picked a place to do this where we didn’t have to shout at each other to be heard.” 

“What?” Roan yelled, his smile growing. “Sorry, can’t hear you.” 

Turning to the table at his back, Roan grabbed a pitcher of beer and held it up in offering. When she nodded, he filled a glass and pressed it into her hand. 

“Thanks,” she frowned when he put the pitcher back down. “Where’s yours?” 

Roan pointed at her glass, “That’s mine. I’m not stupid enough to think you’ll drink it all, so I’ll just wait until you try to put it down, without me noticing and finish it off.” 

Laughter bubbled out of her throat. He knew her well. She wasn’t a beer drinker. Hell, she wasn’t really a drinker at all, just the occasional glass of wine. Emphasis on one glass because more than one left her groggy the next morning. 

“Hey, Roan.” Olive stepped up to hug him before asking, “Where’s the fam?” 

“Asher should be here anytime, he had to work late,” Roan said, winking at Bristol. “That’s who you’re looking for, right?” 

Olive rolled her eyes. “As if. I was just being polite. I really don’t care where your brothers are.” 

“Mmmhmm. Well, Cooper is over there,” Roan pointed out his brother who was nearby with a couple guys from his squad. “Jaden had something come up and couldn’t come tonight, but he and I are grabbing lunch tomorrow before I check in.” 

“And Micah?” Bristol asked, her eyebrow arching in question as Olive elbowed her in the side.

Roan just pointed across the bar. Following the aim of his finger, Bristol found the man in question between two gorgeous women on the dance floor. Neither woman seemed concerned she didn’t have his full attention, and he certainly seemed happy to be in the middle. 

“Figures,” she muttered, rolling her eyes. Micah Storm was the only Storm brother she’d ever gone out with, and he’d treated her just like he treated all woman. Casually. Her pride had been bruised enough, she still held a small grudge. Olive, on the other hand, had never had eyes for any Storm brother but Asher who didn’t seem to even see her. 

“I see Karly just got here. I’m going to go say hello.” Olive was gone in a flash, leaving Bristol and Roan behind as she hurried off to meet her coworker and best-friend.

“And that’s the last I’ll likely see of her tonight.” Turning back to Roan, Bristol took a small sip of the beer in her hand. “Have you heard from Payton?” 

“Yeah,” Roan nodded, “she’s not thrilled about her new digs.” 

“Did you really think she would be?” Bristol questioned. “All she wanted was to come back home, and instead, she got shipped up to North Dakota.” 

“It’s not like that and you know it,” Roan protested. “She needs this. As much as she says she’s fine, we can all see she isn’t. She needs some time to process what happened to her.” 

Payton Storm was the youngest of the Storm siblings and the only girl in the group. With five older brothers, she’d been born to be a Marine. Sadly, an IED had cut her career short and left her with permanent injuries. Between the physical and mental therapy she needed, her doctors and family had decided sending her to a facility for her recovery made the most sense. Bristol didn’t know much about it other than it was a ranch of some sort in North Dakota. She had a hard time picturing Payton on a ranch of any kind, but she hoped, for her friend’s sake, it was good for her. 

“Hey, pretty lady, wanna dance?” Cooper Storm’s voice sounded right next to her ear and she jumped, splashing her beer on her blouse. 

“Damn it. Don’t do that, Coop,” she hissed, dabbing at the splotch with her fingers as if she could brush it away. “Scared the shit out of me.” 

Roan snagged a napkin off the table and pressed it against her chest trying to help. Bristol flushed as she realized he was nearly cupping her breast in his hand. Jerking back a step, she pulled the material of her shirt away from her skin to escape the ice cold wet spot and the scorching heat of a man’s hand on her. 

“I’ve got it, thanks,” she told Roan, glaring at Cooper. “Give a girl some warning.” 

“I can’t help it if my mere presence turns intelligent women into fumbling disasters,” Cooper joked before wrapping an arm around her in a quick hug. “Come on, down the beer, and let’s dance.” 

Taking a large swallow of her beer, she pushed it into Roan’s hand, “Watch that for me.” 

“You got it. Just save me a dance,” he smiled as she was led away by his brother to the dance floor. 

Bristol soon let herself get lost in the music and the freedom of her one night out. She loved to dance with or without a partner, and the DJ was keeping the dance floor full with his set. Avoiding the space Micah and his women occupied, Bristol found herself dancing with at least a dozen different people over the next hour or so. Roan was the only one she felt one hundred percent comfortable with, but he kept getting pulled away by friends wanting to wish him well on his tour overseas. 

When she couldn’t go any longer, she collapsed into the booth and downed a full glass of beer, cringing at the sour aftertaste. “That’s disgusting.” 

Garret Lole let out a long whistle. “Way to chug it, girl. If I didn’t know any better, I would think you were a professional.” 

Lole was Roan’s closest male friend and thus, Bristol’s friend. They weren’t particularly close, but she admired and respected the man for his loyalty to Roan. For the most part, he was like another Storm brother in her mind. Off limits in the love department. 

“Where’s your flock?” she asked, wiping a drop of beer from her lip. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you at a bar without a gaggle of girls hanging on your every word.” 

Handsome and charming, Lole was just as much a lady’s man as he was a Marine. In fact, Bristol often wondered if life came down to one or the other, just which role the man would choose. His sun-kissed, surfer boy look left many a woman speechless, and she’d heard tales of his prowess in bed. 

“Nah, not at a going away party for my team. This is the first one I’m not going to be with them, so I’m getting in some quality time,” Lole joked. “At least, I was until you showed up, woman. Storm gravitated to you like the earth around the sun, nothing in nature can steal your shine in his eyes.” 

For a moment Bristol was offended by the words, but when Lole laughed lightly and poured her another beer, she pushed it aside. She knew better than to take anything he said seriously. Instead of falling victim to her insecurities, she waved her hand in the air like a princess. 

“I can’t help it if I sparkle, can I? Either stand back and enjoy the warmth or step into the shade.” 

His riotous laughter drew attention, and a moment later, Roan was easing into the seat next to her, his thick arm over her shoulders. “You two appear to be having fun. What did I miss?” 

“Nothing,” Bristol responded innocently. “Lole was just telling me he wasn’t going with you guys this time. Why didn’t I know that? Who’s going to watch your six?” 

Roan’s dark brown eyes went soft, and he drew her in tight to his side. “Worried about me, B? Don’t worry, I’ll have plenty of people watching my back while I’m there. I don’t need this pussy slowing me down with his bum knee.” 

“What’s wrong with your knee?” Bristol asked, reaching for her glass with an inner cringe. She really needed to find something else to drink. The beer was on par with horse piss in her mind. 

“Tore it up playing football a couple weeks ago. Defender went left, I went right, but my knee stayed dead center. Didn’t stand a chance.” Lole rubbed his leg below the table. “That would be the real reason I’m holding this bench seat down instead of grinding on your sweet ass on that dance floor, princess.” 

“In your dreams, soldier-boy,” she taunted. 

“Dude!” Lole’s mouth fell open in shock. “Did she just call me a s-soldier? What the fuck?”

Laughing at his dramatics, she listened to Roan and Lole throw out the millions of ways soldiers and Marines differed with only half an ear. The beer was buzzing through her veins, and she had to admit, she was genuinely having fun tonight. Sitting in the warmth of Roan’s body, comforted by the half dozen or so Marines surrounding their table, she felt content in spite of her short skirt and killer heels. 

~ ~ ~ ~
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In the midst of chatting with Lole and Bristol, Roan heard a loud booming voice call out his name. Turning, he spotted his oldest brother, Asher marching through the bar. The crowd parted for him naturally as if he were surrounded by an invisible shield. Asher had always had that effect on people. Quiet and somber, the senior Storm brother was no longer active duty, but he would always be a Marine. 

“Hey, Storm,” Lole called out in greeting as Roan rose to give his brother a manly one-armed hug and slap on the back. “How’s it hanging?” 

“Dead center as always, Lole,” Asher answered back. “Heard you got into a tussle at a game recently. Serves you right always trying to low-ball the defenders.” 

“Aw, fuck you, Storm. Not like you’ve never gone under the belt for a hit.” Lole flipped Asher off, then took a big chug of his drink, pointedly ending the conversation. 

Focused on Asher, Roan smiled and nodded at Bristol when she gave his brother a quick hello and made a prompt escape in the direction of the lady’s room. She’d once told Roan that ever since Asher had left the Marine Corps behind, she’d felt a sour energy from him. Silly as it sounded, Roan understood what she was saying and didn’t protest when she went out of her way to avoid time with his older brother. 

“Work kicking your ass again, Ash?” Roan asked. 

“Always. You ready to feel the sand in your ass crack again?” Asher shot back. 

“Always,” Roan responded with a loud laugh. “Not sure yet where I’m heading though, so for all I know, it will be snow instead of sand.” 

“Not likely given the current state of world affairs, but either way, play it safe.” Asher punched his shoulder. “I ain’t got time to be planning your funeral, so don’t go and get yourself killed.” 

“I’ll gladly do my best, Ash.” Roan glanced around them, pointing out the other Storm brothers scattered around, so Asher could say his hellos. When they parted, he was surprised to find Bristol still hadn’t returned from the bathroom. 

Perhaps it was his military training or his personal paranoia, but something felt odd to him. Bristol wasn’t a hoity-toity woman. She didn’t spend a lot of time primping in front of a mirror—even when she was dressed to the nines. Where was she?
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Chapter 2
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Bristol’s skin was hot and flushed, and now, it was prickling. The man looming over her was as tall as Roan, but nowhere near as nice to look at, and his breath smelled like something from a garbage bin had crawled inside of him and died. 

“Whaddya say, baby? Let’s go somewhere and get to know each other a little better.” The oaf was clearly wasted. His eyes were glassy and his skin damp with sweat. There was nothing appealing about him, and his intimidating stance, blocking her passage through the bathroom hallway to the bar, was irritating her. 

“Thanks, but no thanks. I’m here with someone,” she responded sweetly, trying to sidestep him, only to end up with his arm barricading her escape. 

“Ditch him. Ain’t nothing he got that I don’t got,” the man leaned in closer in an attempt to be seductive, “and I guarantee, I’ve got more of it too if you know what I’m saying.” 

“Oh, I’m sure you do, Bluto, but you see, I’m not even here with a he. I’m here with a she, so you can’t compare your... er... apples to her oranges,” Bristol lied, plastering a smile on her face. 

The guy looked confused for a moment. “Who’s Bluto?” 

“The guy from Popeye? Big guy, dark hair, always getting in Popeye’s way?” She rolled her eyes when it was clear the man’s drunk brain couldn’t connect the dots. “Never mind. If you’ll just excuse me, I’ll be on my way.” 

“No, no, no, we’re not done talking yet. I don’t mind apples and oranges both in my bed. The more the merrier. Let’s just find your girl, and we’ll take her with us.” 

“I said no.” Growing more impatient by the second, Bristol felt her control on her temper slipping. “What part of that didn’t you understand? The N or the O?” 

“Hey, I’m just trying to be friendly here,” Bluto actually looked hurt at her snarky words, “no need to be a bitch.” 

“If I were a bitch, I would have already fed you your balls, asshole. Instead, I’ve done everything possible to tell you to get the fuck out of my face.” 

Shoving hard on his chest, she felt a rush of relief when he stumbled backward, and she was able to slide past him down the hallway. Before she made it more than a couple of steps though, she felt his hand lock onto her wrist. Simultaneously, she locked eyes with Roan who had just appeared at the entrance to the hallway. He quickly took in the situation—from the man holding her to the way she was pulling away—and she knew he would assume the worst. 

“Roan, there you are,” she called out, lightening her tone in the hopes they could avoid public bloodshed. “Bluto, this is Roan, my bodyguard for the night. Roan, this is Bluto, and he was just leaving. Right, Bluto?” 

Completely perplexed by her words, the drunk man released her arm and stared at Roan without speaking. Bristol jumped at the opening and grabbed Roan around the waist, turning him away from the situation. 

“Let’s go get another drink, Roan. You still owe me another dance,” she said, pulling his large frame along with her. She knew he could stop her in an instant if he wanted to, but thankfully, he went along with her. Behind them, she heard the drunk guy saying, “Who the fuck is Bluto?” 

Roan let her lead him back into the public space and over to the bar where she ordered two double shots of tequila before he said, “Okay, explain.” 

“It was nothing. Just a drunk guy who was hard of hearing. I had already taken care of it when you showed up.” 

Roan’s eyes flashed, and he ran his hand over his jaw. “From what I saw, he needs to be taught how to respect a lady.” 

“Yeah, well, that’s not exactly a course in modern day schools, and we don’t have time to educate every drunk man in the universe, so how about we drink and spend the rest of the night enjoying the time we have before you leave tomorrow.” Bristol held up the shot glasses. “To coming home safe and sound.” 

“I always do,” Roan said before pounding back the shot. 

“He’d better come back safe.” 

Bristol grinned at Jaden over Roan’s shoulder. 

“Storm 2! You made it.” Roan clapped his brother on the back with a one-armed hug. 

“Yeah, plans changed, and I ended up with an open evening after all.” 

“Good to see you Jaden,” Bristol hugged Roan’s older brother, “how’ve you been?” 

“Hanging in. You look good B.” Jaden held her hand and spun her to take in the full view. “I haven’t seen that much leg since the last Rockettes’ show.” 

“I fell victim to sister pressure.” Tugging at the hem of her skirt, Bristol felt her cheeks warm under his scrutiny. 

“I should have known,” Jaden replied with a loud laugh. “I’m guessing you tried to sneak out in sweatpants, and she had a cow.” 

“Pajama pants, and it was at least a large goat. She kept spouting off about keeping up appearances and giving the guys something to look forward to when they come home.” 

“What the hell?” Roan choked on the gulp of beer in his mouth, his eyes wide with horror. “Which guy are you trying to seduce? I’ll feed him his nuts.” 

“Aww... that’s so sweet, in a creepy sort of way.” She shook her head, “I’m not seducing anyone, just looking good for the boys in uniform.”

“Well, you’ll get no complaints from me,” Jaden winked.

As if his mere presence called a family meeting, the other Storm brothers found their way to them. The five of them made an imposing mural of muscle, charm, and sex appeal. Bristol felt the envious glares of women all over the bar as each man greeted her. 

From Asher who was the oldest and lovingly known as Storm 1 to their sister Payton who was the youngest in the family and known as Storm 6, the whole Storm family was extremely close and intensely loyal. In order by name they were Asher, Jaden, Micah, Cooper, Roan, and Payton, but the majority of their friends and acquaintances called them by number for simplicity. It was something their father started when they were young because they popped out year after year, in stair-step order, and until puberty, they all looked like each other. Even poor Payton had looked like a boy until she got boobs in junior high and people started treating her differently. Bristol remembered because it was shortly after she and Roan met and became best friends. 

For a few minutes, the exchanges around her were of a more personal nature as the siblings caught up with each other, but she didn’t mind waiting quietly for her turn. She loved seeing Roan with his brothers. The depth of their relationship was obvious. 

“Okay, time to dance,” Roan said suddenly, reaching for Bristol’s hand and tugging her away from his pack of brothers. 

She followed him to the dance floor, trying not to let her gaze linger on his perfectly biteable backside. If something happened to Roan, she wanted
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