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      Winter gawked at how big his dick was because… it was huge. Instinctively, she wondered if he knew how to use it but quickly decided no. 

      Nothing against the guy, but in her sexual experience, big dicks didn’t equal big orgasms. 

      If she was being completely honest, regardless of the size of a man’s package or the position they delivered it in, it never got her anywhere. 

      Therefore, the dick before her may as well have been nothing more than a prop like those used at her job, “Movie Box Studios” appearing useful on set but useless in reality.

      However, capabilities aside, she had to admit it was impressive. Bouncing around and swinging back and forth like it was parting the way for a famous celebrity to come through. 

      Who knows, maybe the guy it was attached to was famous, or at least pretended to be as a day job because he had the look. Tall and muscular with a chocolate complexion and a flirtatious smile, his aura screamed, “star” or “groupies apply here.” 

      Still, she doubted he was famous, although his dick could be. The guy it was attached to was a male dancer hired by her friend, Jessica, as a celebratory token for Chloe’s bachelorette party. 

      She giggled as the dancing dick brought to mind a handheld compass with the arrow, pointing and shifting uncontrollably in all different directions. 

      There was a second dick present. It belonged to the other male dancer of the night. Although it wasn’t as big, it too was impressive. 

      But instead of being fun and extra bouncy like the compass dick, this one was more well-behaved and of the no-nonsense variety. 

      It pointed straight out and barely bounced. It was as if it refused to have a good time and had been brought to the party against its will. Every move the dancer made that attempted to send it in any position besides forward-facing was met with a challenge—talk about stubborn.

      If it wasn’t clear before, it was clear now. She was most definitely tipsy… possibly, even drunk. 

      With that being said, at least she was in good company because inebriated was the current status for most of the women in the room. 

      About 20 feet ahead was Chloe, the bride-to-be, and one of Winter’s best friends. Chloe had her wild meter on full blast. She was dancing and waving dollars in the air yelling, “Sexy Chocolate! Sexy Chocolate!” at the top of her lungs with two other girls. 

      Having their wish granted, one of the chocolate eye candies took a break from the group of girls he was entertaining and started heading their way. He was most certainly making sure to keep all eyes on him as he strutted, twisted and danced his firm ass all the way over to Chloe and her backup screamers.

      As Winter sat there lounging, drink in hand and enjoying a much-needed break from all the excitement, she was thankful they were in the penthouse suite of a five-star hotel. 

      The noise level coming from this room would have earned them non-stop complaints. Approximately fifteen of Chloe’s closest female family and friends were scattered around the beautiful lavish suite that housed a living room, dining room, kitchen and three bedrooms. 

      The party was being held in the living room area. It was a grand layout that offered more than enough space to accommodate their needs. Impeccable decor in golds, silvers and whites offered an expensive, bold look to the room. 

      Floor-to-ceiling windows and an oversized balcony provided incredible views of the city. Thankfully the windows included curtains because no matter how high up they were, this party needed no chance of falling into the category of public viewing. 

      Modern but classic couches that were a staple in the suite’s daily decor hugged the walls. They had been pushed aside to make room for three round tables that could seat up to six women each. 

      In addition to the round tables, there were three gold mini-tables placed in close proximity. One displayed the cake, the second held bridal presents, and the third was home to various gag gifts such as tiny bottles of alcohol and keychain dildos. 

      Once the space requirements were met, the hotel spared no expense in providing proper servers for the event. The staff was responsible for serving, cooking and cleaning before, after and during the party. Winter could tell the staff was operating at the top of their game tonight. 

      They made sure everything remained immaculate. If an empty glass, loose napkin, or random trash was dropped or left behind, it was instantly collected, then discarded. 

      In addition, the staff kept drink refills continuous. Although a short list of finger foods, the menu was fresh, delicious and of the highest quality.

      The music was blasting, and good vibes were present. Things had already been in full swing for over two hours and it seemed that the party could continue for just as long. 

      Taking the final sip of her third apple martini of the night, Winter realized how good she felt. Her whole body was warm and completely relaxed. As she savored the sweet, yet slightly sour taste on her tongue, she couldn’t remember the last time before tonight that she’d had a drink. 

      She would need to remember to make this a regular thing. A yummy alcoholic drink would be a welcomed delight as a way to unwind after a long work week.

      Continuing to scan the room and observe the male dancers earn their tips, she spotted Jessica. She was re-stacking gifts that had fallen over or shifted out of place. 

      Jessica was an event planner and responsible for this fabulously X-rated event. Based on her all-over-the-place movements, she was still very much on event planner duty. 

      One would think that she would take a moment to enjoy the party, but Jessica was a host through and through. 

      She was all about details and keeping things in order. Some would call her uptight, but that wasn’t entirely true. She was actually fun, kind and simply loved her job. Probably more so than Winter loved hers, and that was saying something. 

      Jessica was known to enjoy the planning more than the event itself, and even though this event was the bridal shower of one of her dearest friends, it was no exception. 

      Looking up to see Winter watching her, Jessica gave a quick thumbs up and moved on to another task. 

      A few feet behind Jessica was the bar area. Winter noticed one of the servers holding a tray and leaning against the bar staring at her. 

      Another staff member behind the counter was making more drinks, so it was a safe assumption that the guy undressing her with his eyes was waiting for them to be ready so he could bring them over. 

      Their eyes locked, and he winked at her; in return, she offered a kind smile. 

      He probably thought her smile meant more than it did, but he would be mistaken. She had dated some very handsome men, and although the stories started differently, they always ended the same. 

      Not tonight, buddy.

      Tonight was reserved for fun and friends. Her only interest was making sure that Chloe had the best night of her life. She wasn’t looking for any men to flirt with or even date at the moment. 

      Last she checked, her love life had flatlined and Winter had no plans to try and resuscitate it. Instead, she was taking a break, a sort of hiatus from relationships, and that break included sex. 

      She wasn’t bitter about it or even saddened. It was simple, really, as of about a year ago, she’d had the realization that her focus was way too locked in on trying to find “the right guy.” 

      Not wanting to be the type of woman, always looking for a man, she decided to try something new. 

      That new thing was to try nothing at all. Just enjoy life and all the great things it had to offer. She was tired, anyway. One way or another, true love would find her; it was all about timing. 

      If it didn’t… well, that was a worry for another day.

      The reference to timing as it pertained to love made Winter think of her mom, who passed away from cancer a couple of years ago. It was a horrible loss for Winter as she experienced it much too soon, behind the loss of her dad to a stroke the year before that. She missed her parents deeply and often thought of them. 

      Their love was of proportions greater than she had ever seen. The way they took care of each other and enjoyed one another’s company was something more commonly seen between best friends instead of husband and wife. 

      By watching them, she learned how powerful and fulfilling true love can be. It was something so magnetic, words couldn’t describe it. If she could find love that came anywhere close to what her parents had, she’d consider herself the luckiest girl in the world. 

      To accept anything less would not only be a disservice to herself but disrespectful to her parents’ memory and all they had taught her. 

      Winter was really close to her mom. They'd spent a lot of time together going antique shopping, watching movies and having great conversations. 

      Their favorite movies were “The Breakfast Club” and “Girls Trip”. 

      Whenever Winter would get sad or feel down, she would visit her mom, and they’d pop in a movie and eat loads of junk food until Winter felt better. Her mom always knew what to do and say to get Winter through tough times. 

      When she asked her mom why she chose Winter as her name, her mom said it was her favorite season. 

      However, Winter knew that her mom was biased toward the season because it was during a cold, snowy day in February that her mom’s car broke down, and Winter’s dad, a stranger to her mom at the time, pulled over to help. They’d been inseparable ever since.

      When Winter would vent about struggles in the love department, her mom would make her feel better by reminding her that, just like her name, everything had its season, and her season for love would come.

      Well, it hadn’t come, not for love anyway. It seemed every relationship she entered ended in disaster. When she was younger, she thought that by now, being 31, all areas in her life would be in order.

      It’s not that she was one of those people that presumed entering into her thirties would magically make everything okay. It was just that from early on, she had planned and made choices that she assumed would have gotten her everything on her checklist of life. 

      She’d always been a great deal more serious than most of her friends once they graduated high school. 

      Instead of partying and procrastinating, she picked up second and third jobs so that she could pay off college debts and buy her first house as soon as possible. 

      She wanted a job in the film industry and landed her dream position about seven years ago when she started working as a prop master for Movie Box Studios. 

      To date, she had paid off her college debts, landed the dream job and gotten the house. But the guy… seemed to be missing in action.

      Assuming he was having trouble finding her or maybe she wasn’t open-minded enough, she decided to cast a wide net with her dating choices. 

      God forbid if her potential guy fell through the cracks because he was unemployed, underemployed, wasn’t tall enough, romantic enough, or seemed a bit weird in the beginning. 

      She even had a couple of long-distance relationships because love knew no bounds, and if she never tried, she would never know. 

      Basically, she let the fear of losing her dream guy before getting to know him drive her, and she had paid for it dearly.

      Her dating choices over the years were poor and, sometimes, downright comical. Her attempts to roll with the punches and move on to the next guy who might give her the love story she so desperately wanted was a big mistake. 

      Instead, she kept reliving the same dating horror stories that left her in the role of the hopeful leading lady and rotated the position of leading asshole to different men. 

      To be fair, it wasn’t always the guy’s fault; she was just as guilty for choosing such poor mates, to begin with.

      Once, she dated a guy named Carl, who she thought was going places. Sadly, the only place he was going was from his mom’s couch to hers. 

      As an excuse for his couch-living lifestyle, he told her he was only living with his mom as a temporary arrangement until builders finished the construction on his five-bedroom house. 

      The problem was that Carl happened to leave out a few minor details. There was no actual house being built, only a hypothetical one, and due to his poor credit score, he didn’t even qualify for a loan.

      When confronted about this, he called it being a visionary and said that his only fault was wanting a woman he could build with. In the end, she didn’t know if he was a compulsive liar or just delusional but decided to let him sort it out alone.

      Then there was Greg, a magician. True, it was an odd job, and the idea of it didn’t exactly make Winter giddy, but he was sweet, charming and very funny. 

      They met at a local comedy club and connected over their love for old-school comedians. They dated for close to two years, and she fell in love with him. 

      Things were going so well that she felt certain that there were wedding bells in their future. Wanting to be the supportive girlfriend, she didn’t bat an eye when he suddenly stopped being interested in having sex with her. His job was hectic, he’d said. With so many tricks to learn and places to perform, it was really messing with his drive. 

      She idiotically accepted his explanation in hopes that improvement was right around the corner. Besides, him no longer wanting sex didn’t stop his charming words and romantic gestures, so, in her mind, he was worth fighting for. She eventually found that he was using all that romance and charm to slide out of her bed and into everyone else’s. He was a serial cheater who was as equally talented at pulling rabbits out of hats as he was with pulling excuses out of his ass.

      Next was Alex. Maybe, just maybe, things could have worked with Alex. He was a good guy and did well for himself. There was just one problem. His dick was too small, minuscule, really. 

      He had some kind of condition that affected the size of it. She felt really bad for him and tried to tough it out. In an attempt to keep her happy, he was more than eager to engage in oral stimulation, but he was terrible at it! Like Guinness World Record bad. 

      Coming to the conclusion that never having experienced an orgasm didn’t mean she had to keep being a victim to his tongue of torture, she cut her losses. After it was all said and done, she, or more so, her vagina, moved on and couldn’t be any happier. 

      Eventually, and rightfully frustrated that yet another love dream had turned into a nightmare, it was time to call it quits… at least for a while. It seemed no matter what sacrifice she made or how promising the guy seemed, it never worked out. Her heart and mind needed a rest. 

      When or if the right guy came along, she would deal with it then. Her biggest fear was that she would fuck it up. 

      Being lied to and let down repeatedly had its way of making her doubt most things guys say. Her track record proved she gave men way too much benefit and not nearly enough doubt. Therefore, she wasn’t sure she could trust her own dating judgment.

      But love was tricky. She had to balance protecting her heart while not becoming a woman that let their past hurt dictate their future, but that was hard. Somehow fixing her broken heart time after time made her weary, and she was always waiting for the other shoe to drop because eventually it would drop and kick her in the ass.

      The server depositing another apple martini in front of her broke her thought process. She looked up at him. It was the guy that'd been staring at her. 

      Now that he was up close, she could see his teeth were in dire need of some dental attention.

      “Having a nice night?” he asked.

      She smiled and said, “yes, it’s lovely. I’ve been looking forward to this so I could get a break from my five kids. The single mom's life is a hard one,” she lied.

      She saw his expression change like someone had thrown cold water in his face. 

      Trying to cover his reaction, he said. “I’ll bet, well, enjoy your night.” Then, he picked up her empty glass and almost ran away.

      She giggled to herself. He couldn’t get out of there fast enough. She raised a glass to basically his trail of dust and then took a giant sip. 

      The night remained something for the memory books for another few hours. Little by little, the party downsized until no one was left but Chloe, Winter, Jessica and Chloe's Twin cousins, Talia and Tina. The girls were in Chloe’s bridal shower and also staying overnight, putting the three luxury rooms to use. The bride-to-be had one room, the twins shared a room and Winter and Jessica had the third room. 

      Deciding it was time to turn in, Winter headed towards her bedroom for the night. Jessica was already in their room asleep because being the wedding planner meant that she had busy work tomorrow. Talia and Tina had gone to their rooms about an hour before with the intent to return but never did. It seemed that Talia went to pee, but because she’d had quite a few drinks, Tina found her asleep sitting on the toilet. 

      That just left Chloe and Winter. Last Winter saw Chloe was about an hour ago. Chloe was sitting in a chair on the balcony at the time, having an in-depth (and more than likely) raunchy phone conversation with her fiancé, Derek.

      As she walked across the living room, she ran into Chloe. Literally almost ran into her because Chloe was running towards Winter with her arms open and collided with her. Embracing Winter on impact, Chloe was obviously still drunk and riding on her happy emotions. Winter had sobered up a little while ago because she had let her fourth drink of the night be her last.

      “I thought you were on the phone outside on the balcony?” Winter asked, holding on to Chloe more so to keep her steady than anything else.

      “No, silly,” Chloe replied, swaying a bit. “I went to my room a little while ago, and had to have a private chat with the soon-to-be Mister if you know what I mean.” Chloe attempted a wink that manifested in her basically closing both eyes for about 5 seconds. 

      “Enough said,” Winter responded.

      “I just love you guys so much,” Chloe slurred. “This was the best night ever! Thank you for everything, Wint.” 

      Then she leaned in close and said, “don’t tell everyone else, but you know you are my favorite season?”

      Winter smiled. Chloe had been saying that quirky line to her ever since they met in 4th grade. It was her cutesy way of telling Winter that she was her favorite person. 

      “Your secret’s safe with me,” she said. “You know we’d do anything for our best friend in the world, the magnificent Chloe Fosters. Oh wait, I meant Chloe James.”

      Chloe giggled, “It does have a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?”

      “It does.” 

      Chloe let go and extended her arm upward and to the left. 

      “Guess I’ll head back to my room now. Tomorrow, a weeding awaits.” 

      Grabbing her friend by the shoulder and positioning her body to the right, Winter said, “no, Chloe, your room is that way. And yes, a wedding awaits tomorrow, not a weeding.”

      Chloe hiccuped and said, “Oops, my bad,” and walked very unbalanced toward her room.
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      The next morning, there were people everywhere, getting the girls ready for the big day. Once again, all the action took place in the living room. They were being styled and made runway beautiful by a highly ranked beauty team provided by the hotel.

      As far as the prepping went, everyone was getting the same services, just in a different order.

      For instance, while Chloe, the overly pampered bride, was getting a pedicure and manicure, Winter, the maid of honor, was getting her hair done, and Talia and Tina, the bridesmaids, were getting their brows waxed and eyelash extensions applied.

      Jessica, who couldn’t hold a position in the wedding party because she was the wedding planner, ensured that everyone stayed the course, and all items were delivered on schedule.

      Winter was surprised that no one had a hangover after such a wild night. Chloe and her cousins must have been some pro drinkers because once the alarms went off and they had finished their in-suite breakfast, Chloe, Talia, and Tina were energetic and ready to tackle the day.

      “Hey, Winter,” Talia said, sitting utterly still as to not cause a mistake with her brow shaping. “How’d you sleep?”

      “Good. Not as good as you, though. I heard you fell asleep on the toilet.”

      “Girl, yes! One minute I was peeing; the next, Tina was shaking me. I have no idea when it happened. I should have been more responsible like you and sat my ass down a whole lot earlier.”

      “I only sat down because I was hurting from the whiplash I’d developed watching those dicks swing around.”

      At that comment, all the girls laughed.

      “You’re right,” Tina chimed in. “Now that you mentioned it, I think my neck hurts, too.”

      “Mine too,” Chloe and Talia added in unison.

      They all laughed again and then settled back into their scheduled steps of the bridal party beautification process.

      Nearly every thirty minutes, one of them switched stations until each of them had been plucked, packed, painted and primped. If it was in the name of beauty, then it was done.

      The outcome was four women who looked red carpet-worthy. As they took tons of selfies and group photos, they would forever remember that for Chloe’s wedding, they looked like beauty queens.

      Even though Winter loved it, she wasn’t interested in being primped to perfection again anytime soon.

      She was more laid back in her style and preferred minimal makeup.

      Full-fledged makeup was ok when the occasion called for it, but it wasn’t her go-to for day-to-day.

      Even still, she did look amazing. Her lavender dress was simple and elegant, and the silver, light studded shoes were a flawless touch.

      Odd, though, the shoes fit a little snug. Taking them off and checking the size, she saw the eight printed inside the shoe label, plain as day. Shrugging it off, she figured maybe they would be okay after walking in them a bit.

      By the time the wedding began, the heels Winter was wearing were killing her feet. They were evidently too small, and she found herself wincing with every step.

      However, not wanting to create any issues on Chloe’s special day or give Jessica a full-on aneurysm concerning one tiny detail being out of place, she decided to tough through it.

      Besides, whose fault was it that this size eight fit her like a size six?

      It’s not like Jessica hadn’t dropped off her dress and shoes and told her to try them on weeks before the wedding to make sure everything fit correctly.

      Winter had tried on the dress, but got sidetracked and totally forgot about the shoes.

      When Jessica checked back with her, she told her everything was fine, assuming it would be.

      She was very wrong in her assumption.

      Taking the walk down the aisle to stand in her designated position, Winter forced herself to smile through the stinging in her eyes as a tear threatened to roll down her face due to the extreme discomfort.

      Not giving in to the pain, Winter gracefully made it to her position, managing to quash the impulse to yank off her shoes and throw them into the crowd.

      She stood tall and proud, and just by looking at her, no one would ever know she was wearing size eight torture devices. To keep her mind off the matter, she mentally cursed the shoe company repeatedly.

      However, when Chloe entered the room, Winter momentarily forgot about the pain.

      Her friend looked gorgeous and very chic—like a flawless, golden brown doll created for the sole purpose of being admired.

      Not a hair was out of place.

      Chloe’s high cheekbones, full lips and exotic light brown eyes were the picture of perfection. Her classic look paired well with the timeless elegance that the entire theme displayed.

      Winter couldn’t help but hope that she, too, would know what it felt like to be a bride one day. Until then, she knew of no one more deserving of love than Chloe. Her heart swelled with happiness for her friend.

      As Derek and Chloe read their wedding vows and made promises to love, cherish and honor one another, Winter was grateful to have such touching words to cover her tears because the pain of her feet was back at the forefront of her mind.

      When the wedding was over and the reception was in full swing, all bets were off. Winter tossed the shoes aside and danced the night away. Mimicking Winter’s display, Talia and Tina joined in, tossing their shoes to the side as well and jumping on the dance floor.

      Even Jessica joined in on the dancing and abandoned her planner responsibilities when her favorite song came on.

      Jessica and Chloe cleared the dance floor as they shook their asses and performed a fun dance routine they had come up with for the song.

      The whole time, the crowd watched and cheered them on.

      All and all, it was a really fun night, and just like the night before, Winter ended up tipsy. Thanks to the twins urging her to try a drink that they swore “didn’t contain much alcohol.”

      Whether they were honest or deceptive in their attempts to include Winter in the good time they were having, she didn’t know. However, after consuming two drinks, she was no longer sober.

      Luckily, she was taking an Uber home, so she didn’t have to worry about driving.

      As the night came to an end and all the goodbyes were said, Chloe left for her honeymoon with Derek. Winter exited the building shortly after Chloe, hugging her friends goodbye and promising to text when she made it in.

      When the Uber driver, Keith, she thinks that’s what he said his name was, pulled up in front of her house, he looked back at her.

      “Ma’am, do you need any help?”

      “No, no,” she said, waving his question aside. “I’m fine.”

      She pushed the door, which felt like it weighed a ton, open and stuck one wobbly leg out onto the ground.

      She was no longer highly tipsy, but sober also wasn’t an adequate description. When she was completely out of the car, she was surprised at how well she was standing.

      Putting one foot in front of the other, she began what seemed like a long journey to her front door.

      Continuing her left foot, right foot rhythm, Winter mentally cheered herself on. If she could keep her focus, she might make it to the door without falling flat on her face.

      In what seemed like a far off distance behind her, she heard the Uber driver pull off.

      Almost instantly, she regretted shifting her concentration even that slight bit. She put another foot forward and stepped onto the raised concrete that had been an eyesore on her walking path for years.

      Too late to catch her balance, she stumbled forward and fell. She was grateful that on instinct, she had put her hands out. It provided a cushion to the fall, and all the weight was placed on her right hand.

      Carefully, she got up and made it the rest of the way to the door. She was so tired, and all she wanted was to crawl into bed and sleep forever. Inside, she went to the bathroom and checked out her hand.

      Besides the fact that it was really tender, it didn’t look too bad. A few light scratches here and there that bled, but would likely not leave a scar.

      Too tired to do much else, Winter typed out a quick “home now” text to her friends, wrapped a small cloth around her injured hand, and fell into bed.
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        * * *

      

      Winter woke the next morning to banging.

      What is that? And what will make it stop?

      Turning over slowly and opening her eyes slightly to avoid letting in too much light, she looked at the clock. The display read 8:45am.

      She had a terrible headache.

      What was in that drink?

      She was going to kill those damn twins the next time she saw them. She loved them like family, but she was still going to kill them.

      Mentally, she thanked Chloe for having a wedding and reception on a Saturday. She most certainly couldn’t go to work feeling like this. Having Sunday as a buffer to wind down from a wild night was exactly what she needed.

      That and an ibuprofen, because in addition to the spinning in her head, Winter’s right hand felt stiff and achy. She looked down at it, and the memory of her falling came back to her. Goodness, she felt awful.

      BANG! BANG! BANG!

      Then there was that. The loud, irritating noise. She sat up and almost toppled out of bed. Dragging herself to the window that faced the neighboring house, she peeked out of the blinds and immediately saw the culprit.

      Workers were doing construction on the house that had been on the market for a few months now. Two guys were on the roof, and several others were unloading boxes and windows off of trucks.

      If she wasn’t feeling so yucky, she might have taken longer to enjoy the view. Almost all of them were wearing tanks and sporting arms that would make a girl want to ask for hugs in lieu of hellos.

      BANG! BANG!

      The guys on the roof were at it again. Making all that noise when a girl just needed some sleep.

      Talia and Tina are already in for it. Adding the two roof guys to my kill list shouldn’t be such a big deal.

      Winter sighed.

      May as well get the day started.

      Possibly when she’d made herself a quick bite to eat and taken a pain pill, she would feel better.

      Because, for now, a cup of coffee was the only thing that would keep her from murdering those damn men on the roof.
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      Kody was in a good mood—an exceptionally good mood. This was to be expected when he began a new home renovation project, and with this house being almost a complete gut job, his exceptional mood would likely last all week.

      Nothing against new construction homes because his company, Haven Construction, did handle contracts for both, but renovations were just somehow different.

      Truth be told, they were the reason he started the company in the first place.

      Something about seeing a home go from “waste” to “worth” really made him feel accomplished, which was a good thing because this current project would require his third move in six months.

      Moving around that often was very inconvenient, but it was also rare, so he didn’t mind. Usually, work within his company kept him in one state at least eight months at a time, instead of shorter intervals like he’d been experiencing lately.

      Six months ago, he was in California, building a new community with his team. Four months into it, he had to relocate to Texas because one of his employees, Paul Dorsey, had gotten hurt on vacation skiing in Colorado.

      Being one man down wasn’t normally a big deal, as they had enough employees to get the job done, but Paul was one of their managers, so Kody needed to step in to oversee a project until Paul came back.

      Shortly after Paul returned, Kody got more bad news. Arlo Pereira, an employee at the Georgia location, was resigning. Arlo was moving back to Brazil to take care of his elderly parents that had gotten too sick to take care of themselves.

      Kody hated to see him go. Arlo had been an invaluable member of his team for four years, but Kody fully understood the reasoning. Family was important, and he respected Arlo that much more for his decision.

      However, it left a spot that needed to be filled, and who better to fill it than the boss himself?

      Technically speaking, Haven Construction was a company he owned with his cousin and business partner, Jackson Knolls. But the idea of starting the company and the type of work they handled was his own.

      Kody often thought back and wondered where the time went. What had started out as a small construction company in California ten years ago had grown quite considerably.

      When Haven Construction first opened its doors, they were a ten-man crew, including the owners, Kody and Jackson, of course, and eight additional men to help them with projects.

      Jackson handled most business management tasks, like acquiring new clients, putting in bids, contracts, etc. While Kody spent more time out in the field, participating in the actual labor and overseeing the team.

      Things continued on this way for the first five years of the business, with changes made only to the crew as they had to slowly hire more guys to keep up with the workload.

      As the sixth year rolled in, one of their California clients asked if they would be open to building a new single-family home community on the thirty acres of land he owned out in Texas.

      Accepting the work while simultaneously building new clientele in Texas, work got so busy that Kody and Jackson decided to open a second location.

      Two years later, new business was acquired in Georgia while Jackson was visiting Atlanta on vacation.

      Long story short, after a year of hiring workers temporarily to handle the workload in Georgia, they landed five additional mega-sized contracts that prompted the need for a third location.

      Now, with a branch in California, Texas, and Georgia, things were very busy. Each location employed a little over 75 construction workers full-time and had a full team of administrative staff.

      It seemed the continuous word of mouth from their high-quality work had made the company take leaps and bounds that caused it to quickly expand, and with Kody and Jackson being such sagacious businessmen, they seized every opportunity. As a result, Haven Construction had become very successful.

      In addition to the company’s success, they’d made investments in stocks and some of the construction properties. They believed it was never smart to keep all of your financial eggs, so to speak, in one basket. Fortunately, that way of thinking paid off for them.

      At this point in their lives, both men could easily stop working every day and become the types of CEOs who showed their faces solely to put out fires, sit in
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