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        I’m single, charming and a billionaire!

        I’ve got everything a woman could want.

        Except someone to truly love.

      

        

      
        I would’ve never thought that one drunken night of partying could lead to finding the love of my life.

      

      

      

      
        
        I would give up the air in my lungs just to be able to touch every last inch of her…

        But she’s so much more than she appears to be.

      

      

      

      
        
        This perfect woman is going to be a doctor.

        Out of my league?: Definitely.

        But she will be mine
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      The powerful beat of Lil Jon and DJ Snake’s “Turn Down for What” moved through the nightclub like an invisible wave on an ever-moving ocean. And there I was, right in the middle of it all, fists pounding the air above my head, shoulders bumping against those of my buddies, mouth wide open and shouting the words along with the tracks the DJ was playing for us.

      Not a care in the world.

      I’d just turned twenty-seven. The number sounded magical to me. No longer a young man in his early twenties, I was now considered to be in my mid- to late-twenties. Somehow, that just sounded cooler to me, more mature.

      But this was no typical birthday for me. The day had started with me spending time at the resort my older brothers and I owned in Austin, Texas. I’d been pampered by the spa staff — a pedi and mani, of course, plus a deep tissue massage that left me feeling like I was lying on a bed made of clouds.

      A perfect way to start my birthday.

      Whispers Resort and Spa was the best thing that had ever happened to my brothers and me. It had opened up all five of our lives in ways we’d never expected. Only, my brother all had found their callings relatively easily, while I was still working on finding mine.

      As a trained chef, my brother expected me to open a restaurant within the resort. But I still hadn’t found the type of food I wanted to serve to our esteemed guests.

      In my defense, coming up with a menu wasn’t easy when we served food to such distinguished clientele. People came from around the world to check out the resort. Important people. Dignitaries, famous singers and musicians, actors and actresses, senators, congressmen, and even the president himself had visited our resort.

      Anyone would’ve felt the pressure to be perfect — to serve only the most perfect food. We already had one restaurant, Essence, which had garnered a Micheline star. We’d also had one restaurant fail, while one other one was doing just okay.

      I didn’t want to fail or be just okay. I wanted to give Essence a run for its money. The only problem with doing something like that was that my brothers thought that might not be the best for business. So, I had to design a menu that did not have a single thing similar to anything on Essence’s diverse menu.

      Complicated, I know.

      One of the guys in our group came bouncing in with another round of beers. “You got the next round, Stone.”

      Nodding, I took one of the beers and gulped down the first half. “You bet, Terry.”

      Mike looked in one direction as a group of ladies danced their way toward us. “Incoming. I got the redhead.”

      “I’ll take any of the blondes,” Terry informed us.

      “Five of them, five of us,” Monty added.

      One of the lovely ladies had her dark eyes on me. Long, dark hair cascaded down to a teeny tiny waist. I was sure she must have had worn a waist-trainer for her to be that thin. Her v-neck cropped sweater made her huge breasts stand out. They were too full, too perfect, and that meant they were completely fake.

      She wiggled her extremely round ass in front of me as if to entice me to grind on it, so I did as she expected, finding it as firm as concrete. Geeze, this is fake, too!

      My generation — one of supreme fakery — wasn’t to my liking. I’d take a natural waist, bust, and ass any day over a bunch of fake shit.

      Turning her head, she looked back at me with the longest, lushest, darkest eyelashes that I’d ever seen. “You’re good, boy.”

      A nod was the best I could do as I took her waist in my hands, pulling her closer to me. Grinding her fake ass harder, I felt the wet heat coming from underneath her extremely short skirt. Her six-inch heels compensated for her short stature, making her ass level with my groin area.

      Again, I started thinking about my generation and the utter lack of any real dance moves. We jumped up and down. We simulated sex on the dancefloor. We even swayed back and forth in unison. But we never made any graceful moves. We never actually danced.

      Maybe it was because it was my birthday and I’d become another year older — I didn’t know for sure  — but I wasn’t feeling the same vibes I usually felt when I was out with my friends. I didn’t usually fall into existential contemplation while dancing groin to ass with a complete stranger.

      Whatever my problem was, I knew one sure way of curing it. “I’m going for another round.” Letting go of the girl’s waist, I left her ass swinging on its own — I don’t think she even realized I’d walked away.

      Moving through the thick crowd, I finally made it to one of the bars and found a free seat, a rare accomplishment. Taking it, I held up one finger to signal to the bartender.

      Bouncing over to me, the sassy young woman asked, “What can I get ya, handsome?”

      “Drunk,” I let her know.

      “Got ya.” She turned around, grabbed a short glass then filled it up with various alcohols. Placing it in front of me, she said, “Texas Tea, sans ice. It’s strong and dangerous. But I’m sure a man of your muscular stature can handle this little ol’ drink.”

      I took it like it was a shot. “Another one, please.”

      “Holy shit!” She made me another one, but this time offered me some sage advice, “Don’t drive home.”

      “I got here in an Uber, and I’ll leave in one too.” I drank this one a bit slower as I turned to scan the room. It was filled with people jumping up and down to the bouncy beat of the Jonas Brothers’ song, “It’s Only Human.”

      It’s only human, you know that it’s real

      So why would you fight or try to deny the way that you feel?

      Oh, babe, you can’t fool me, your body’s got other plans

      So stop pretending you’re shy, just come on and

      Dance, dance, dance, dance…

      Lost in the lyrics, I wondered if anyone was really shy anymore. No one in this club seemed shy in the least. I saw no wallflowers hanging out along the outer edges of the crowd.

      Early morning la-la-light

      Only getting up to close the blinds, oh

      I’m praying you don’t change your mind

      Cause leaving now just don’t feel right

      Let’s do it one more time, oh babe…

      I had to wonder why there were so many songs about sex. This particular song was about sex with a stranger. Two people meet in a bar or a nightclub, just like this one, go home together, and get right down to the nitty-gritty. The dirty deed. The horizontal mambo. Whatever you wanted to call it, it was one thing, and that thing was human. Being human. Needing another human to make things seem as if they were okay.

      Scratching that itch alone could be alright and was certainly great for giving a person some relief. But having sex with a partner is a whole different story — a much better one. For a long time in my life, I hadn’t even cared what partner I had — just as long as I had one.

      Staring at all the jumping, humping strangers, it suddenly hit me that something had changed inside my brain with this birthday. There had to be more to life than just partying.

      What would that be? I don’t know yet.

      My brothers had all found their soulmates and produced some offspring. While I enjoyed playing with my nieces and nephews, I hadn't really wanted one a kid of my own. And I hadn’t wanted a woman of my own either.

      I preferred playing the field. The bachelor lifestyle had suited me just fine. But as I looked around, I couldn’t find a single woman who turned me on. Gyrating females usually did the trick for me, but not on this night.

      Downing the remainder of my drink, I turned back to find the bartender shaking her head at me. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

      “I’m not sure. Something is, though. Maybe another one of these will help me understand better.” I slid the empty glass across the bar.

      Even though she took the glass to refill it, she wasn’t going to do it without giving me her input first. “I’ve never seen a single incident where alcohol helped someone understand anything any better. But here you go anyway.” She placed the drink in front of me. “If I start to see you wobbling on that barstool, I’m calling you a cab.”

      “You’re a very mindful person.” I took a sip of the drink, which burned as it went down my throat.

      “I am that.” She left me to tend to her other customers, probably offering them more of her wise words as well.

      Terry’s tall form emerged from the dancers, his eyes on me. “There you are. You’ve got this round, Stone.”

      “I forgot.” Signaling the bartender, who only shook her head at me, I shrugged. “She’s not gonna hurry to get me anything. This is my third Texas Tea.”

      “What’s up, Stone?” Terry leaned on the bar between me and another guy who was sitting on the next stool. “Is turning twenty-seven getting to ya or what?”

      “I don’t know, man. Like, I really don’t know. I’m just not feeling this right now. I’m trying to.” I held up the drink. “Hence this strong concoction that I’m pouring down my gullet. But it hasn’t changed anything thus far.”

      “Four beers,” he shouted to the bartender and then looked back at me. “I’m thirty. I know the kinds of things that go through a man’s head after getting to the end of their twenties. Things like, ‘Will I be expected to settle down with some woman and end the best days of my life now?’”

      “Well, is it expected of me?” I didn’t want that at all.

      “How should I know? All I do know is that it went through my mind. Other things did too. Such as having kids before it was too late.”

      “Men can have kids forever. I’m not even worried about that.”

      “Yeah, they can make babies forever, but you only have a set number of good years in you. You’ll want to play with your kids, right? You’ll want to live to see them graduate high school, college, and get married, and have kids of their own. You won’t be able to do that if you don’t have kids until you’re old.”

      “Sounds like you’ve thought a lot about this. But I should point out that you’re thirty and still single with no kids.” I smiled. “That we know about, anyway.”

      “Hey,” he said as he took the four beers into his hands. “I always wear a slicker in a rainstorm. So, don’t even joke about me having a kid that I don’t know about. That’s like a nightmare to me.”

      Standing up to go back to the dancefloor with him, I felt slightly woozy and sat back down. “I think I’m gonna head home, Terry.”

      “K. I’ll let the guys know. Happy birthday.”

      “Yeah.” As I looked over my shoulder to signal to the bartender that I was ready to settle my tab, she stood there with her hand held out. I already knew what she wanted — I unlocked my cell and handed it to her. “The address is saved. But I want to get something to eat before I go home. Can you type in the address of a nearby burger joint?”

      The next thing I knew, I was in the back of a small Toyota Camry pulling up at an all-night fast food dive called Hamburger Hut. “Thanks, man. You don’t have to wait. I’ll call another driver when I’m done here.”

      Heading inside, I found the place mostly empty. One old guy sat in a booth alone, talking to himself. A girl stood behind the counter, chewing gum and looking bored. “Welcome to Hamburger Hut, where the customer is number one and so are the burgers. What can I get you?”

      “A cheeseburger, all the way with mustard, mayo, and ketchup.” I needed to fill my belly with something substantial to help soak up all the alcohol I’d put in it. Otherwise, I’d wake up with a horrendous hangover.

      “Would you like the meal?” she asked. The bored tone in her voice made me certain that she’d asked the question a zillion times before. “You can have medium fries, onion rings, cheese sticks, hash brown potatoes, waffle fries.”

      I had a sense that she would go on and on if I didn’t pick something fast. “Fries. Large, not medium. And do you have milk?”

      She reached under the counter and pulled out a little milk carton. “We have this one that we use for the kid’s meals.”

      “Give me ten of those.” I pulled out my wallet, digging through it to find some cash. Putting a twenty down on the counter, I decided was feeling generous. “You can keep the change.”

      “Wow, thanks,” she said with lackluster enthusiasm. “A whole two bucks. You’re a real hero.”

      “And you’re a ray of sunshine.” I went to find a seat. Looking at the plethora of empty tables, I chose one by a window that looked out at the nearly empty street.

      Hookers, pimps, and partygoers were the only ones still out after midnight. I looked at my phone and realized it was nearly two in the morning. That’s when I noticed a text from my oldest brother, Baldwyn. He wanted to remind me of an early meeting we were having the next morning. Fuck! This morning!

      I had a meeting at eight and it was almost two now. Only six hours before I had to be at the resort, and there I was, sitting and waiting on food.

      I needed to get some sleep. Even if it was only for a few hours. As soon as the smarmy chick brought me the food, I began scarfing down the fries and the milk. Once I unwrapped the burger from the yellow paper, I removed the top part of the bun so I could add some salt and pepper from the tiny packets she’d left on the tray.

      What the fuck is this?

      “Hey,” I shouted. “I need to see someone about this — right now. Where’s your manager?”

      As I looked up at the counter, my vision blurred from the many spirits I’d consumed, but I saw someone hurrying my way. “What’s the problem, sir?” she asked with a worried tone to her sweet voice.

      “A big fat roach is the problem.” I pointed at the thing, smack dab in the center of the meat patty. “I didn’t order one with the extra insect on it.”

      “Oh, my gosh!” She leaned in, quickly wrapping the paper around the burger to hide the creepy, crawly thing. “I am so sorry. I’ll get you your money back. Order anything you want. It’s on the house.” She was wearing a nervous expression. Her cheeks were pink, her lips trembled — the lower one plumper than the one on top — and her green eyes were wide with worry. She ran one hand over her straight, ash blonde hair that hung all the way down her back.

      “Nah, it’s okay.”
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      “No, really, I’ll give you your money back. This isn’t okay. I’m not sure how this happened, but I can promise you that I’ll get to the bottom of it.” My cheeks were hot with embarrassment as I took the roach-filled burger, dumping it into the trash. I went to the register and pulled out a twenty, then went back to the man who was gazing at me with glassy eyes.

      He’d been drinking; that was more than obvious. And I was sure he needed something in his stomach. Not that he would want anything we had to give him.

      A roach in his burger? Really people?

      Were it not for Hamburger Hut’s tuition reimbursement perk, I wouldn’t have stepped foot inside the door of this establishment. But I needed what they had to give, so I’d taken the job as night manager and had worked there for the last couple of years.

      I’d brought a sandwich from home that night, so I went to the office and pulled it out of the mini fridge. I also had a bag of potato chips in the desk drawer, so I got that too before going back out to find the man who was still all smiles as he looked at me with what I could only describe as adoring eyes.

      The man was something. Tall, muscular, with chiseled features, and the deepest, darkest blue eyes I’d ever seen. His thick dark lashes made those blue eyes pop even more. Not that I cared about how hot he was. I was too busy for that sort of thing anyway. “Here you go. I’m giving you my lunch. I brought it from home.”

      “No, you don’t have to do that.” He waved his hand as if shooing me away. But then he reached out, taking my wrist. “Do you think the milk is safe to drink?”

      “I do think so, sir.” I placed the food in front of him. “I noticed that you ordered your burger all the way.” I unwrapped the sandwich. “You need to eat something. I made this myself, so I know there’s no bugs in it. Just fresh turkey, Swiss cheese, lettuce, tomato, and mayo inside. I think you’ll like it.”

      He huffed as he looked at the food in front of him. “You think I’m drunk, don’t you?”

      “I’m not thinking that at all.” I was totally thinking that, but the poor guy had already been served a roach burger, so I wasn’t going to add anything else to that horrible experience by calling him drunk. “I just think that you came in here to eat, so I’m giving you something to eat. That’s all.”

      “You’re not wrong.” He picked up one half of the sandwich. “I am drunk. I turned twenty-seven today. Well, yesterday, since it’s now past midnight. And I was out at the club, partying with my best buds, when it hit me that I wasn’t having fun. Not really. And then I went and sat at the bar, and that’s when I got drunk.” He gestured to the chair across the table. “Sit. Have a tiny carton of milk.” He pushed one toward me.

      I wasn’t about to say no, since there was still a chance that he might sue the restaurant chain for the roach incident. “Thank you, sir. I’d love to join you.” I took the milk, opened it then grabbed a straw off the nearby condiment shelf. “I haven’t had one of these little things since grade school. These are really for the kid’s meals.” I took a sip and didn’t care for it at all. “I prefer chocolate milk, though.”

      “Too much sugar in that kind.” He took a bite of the sandwich. “This is good.”

      “Thanks.” It was the first decent food I’d had in my fridge in a long time. “I splurged and spent some money on healthy-ish foods this last week. One of the doctors at the hospital I intern at gave me a lottery ticket scratcher, and I won five hundred bucks. So, I bought a hundred bucks worth of groceries, filled my car up with gas, and got an oil change. The poor thing hadn’t had one in over a year. I’ve just been topping off the oil when it started running low.”

      Even when he looked confused, he was still as cute as could be. “You intern at a hospital? And you work here too?”

      “I do.”

      He eyed me as he finished off the first half of the sandwich, and then picked up the other. “I’m Stone Nash.” He cocked one dark brow. “And you are?”

      “Jessa.” I smiled. “It’s nice to meet you, Stone. That’s a very... Well, um, that’s a very strong name you have there.”

      “Yeah, my mom liked ostentatious names. I’ve got four older brothers too. Baldwyn. Patton. Warner. Cohen. See, ostentatious.” He took another bite. “Is Jessa short for something?”

      “My mother was partial to ostentatious names as well.” I found that an interesting coincidence about us. “My full name is Carolina Jessamine Moxon.”

      “Wow.” He chuckled then he went on, “That’s a mouthful, isn’t it? My middle name is average — Michael.”

      “Stone Michael Nash.” I thought it sounded anything but average. “Sounds like the name of a movie star to me.”

      “Carolina Jessamine Moxon sounds like the name of a rich girl to me.”

      Wow, he’s good.

      Not that I was about to talk about where I came from — or from what I came from. “One day, I do hope to make something out of myself. I’m in my third year at Dell Medical School. The rest of this year, and one more, then I’ll become what I’ve dreamed of since I was just a little kid — a doctor.”

      “You got any brothers or sisters, Carolina Jessamine?”

      “I’ve got one older sister. Her name is Carolina Lily.”

      “Both of you are named Carolina?” He shook his head. “That must have been confusing.”

      “Not really. She was called Lily, and I was called Jessa.” Looking at my watch, I realized that time had rushed by as we’d sat there talking. “Let me call you a ride before I get back to work, Stone.”

      He pulled his cell phone from his pocket, unlocked it then slid it towards me. “The app has my home address in it already. I’d do it myself, but my vision is still a little blurry — too many Texas Teas. The sandwich is helping, though. And your conversation is too. You and I should go out sometime. Like tomorrow night?”

      “That’s more than nice of you, but I don’t have time to date, Stone. I’m flattered, really. But I can’t go anywhere but to work and school.” I ordered a car to pick him up, then slid his phone back to him. “Thanks for asking, though.”

      “No.” He shook his head as he opened the bag of chips. “There is no way you can just not have time for a date. That’s inhumane. There has to be a few hours in your week where you just sit there by yourself, not doing anything at all. We can go out during that time. Night or day — I don’t care which or what time. I just want to take you out somewhere and spend some time with you. I like you. I like how nice you are. And you’re really, really pretty too, even with that boring tan uniform that doesn’t fit anyone well. I mean, look at that girl up there at the counter. She’s as shapeless as a sack of potatoes.”

      Tammy held up her middle finger. I put my face in my hands, thoroughly embarrassed at the lack of control I had over my employees. “Sorry about her.”

      “No offense,” he slurred as he called out to her. “Everyone looks like a sack of potatoes in those things.” Then he looked back at me. “Well, except you. Somehow, you’re managing to pull it off.”

      “Management can order their uniforms to fit them. I guess they want us to stand out a bit from the employees who work under us.”

      “Clever.” He sat back, crossing his arms over his broad chest. “Come on, Jessa. One date. If you hate it, then I’ll never bother you again.”

      I was sure that I’d love going out with a man like Stone Michael Nash. But I hadn’t been lying — I really didn’t have any time for such a thing. “Stone, it’s not that I want to tell you no. It’s not that I want to turn you down. But I’ve got a full plate. I’m really sorry — I truly am. Even if we went out on one date and we really hit it off, then what?”

      “I don’t know.” He smiled, making my heart melt.

      “What if we hit it off, and then you end up hating me because I don’t have enough time for you?”

      “What if we’re really lucky and hit it off, end up getting married, have kids, and even get a dog? Just say yes, Jessa. Don’t make me come back here every night until you finally say yes.”

      No matter how tempting it sounded to be able to look at this cutie every night, I couldn’t let him derail my plans. No matter how hot he was.
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      I dreamed of her that night, and it had been beautiful. Still, I woke with a headache. A couple of aspirins helped with that problem before I walked into the meeting with our cousins, the Gentry brothers.

      The Gentry brothers had given us the startup money to get Whispers Resort and Spa going. Since opening and prospering from the venture, we’d grown in size. Warner had added two sister destinations to our family of resorts in Ireland, where he, his wife, and children lived.

      Each of us was supposed to do something to further the group’s accomplishments as a whole. Everyone else had done their part. I was the only one who hadn’t added a single thing to the list of milestones that seemed to be growing each year.

      Tyrell, Jasper, and Cash — the Gentry brothers — had come from Carthage, Texas, to hold the meeting. All my brothers were there too. Even Warner had flown in from Ireland for the yearly meeting.

      Baldwyn took charge as we all sat at a large round table. “This meeting will come to order now that we’re all here.”

      Patton took the minutes as he sat to the right of Baldwyn. “I’ve got the attendance written down. Tyrell, will you begin?”

      “I’d love to, Patton.” Tyrell opened the folder in front of him. “We’ve expanded the ranch to include the sale of only organic fruits and vegetables, using heirloom seeds that are non-GMO certified. My wife, Ella, has helped on this project as well. Thus far, our reach is only as far as our own lone star state of Texas. But we’ve projected inventory and sales that are expected to increase with each passing year. We hope to sell nationally within five years and globally within ten.”

      I clapped along with everyone else at our cousin’s major accomplishment. The men in my group seemed to have ideas exploding in their heads at all times. While it seemed that I couldn’t come up with a single one, no matter how hard I tried.

      I wrote down that my cousins’ ranch would now be producing organic, heirloom, non-GMO fruits and vegetables — as a chef, I thought that information might come in handy to me someday.

      Patton congratulated Tyrell, “Great job, man. Now we’ll hear from Jasper.”

      “Yeah, I’ve got some big news.” He wore a grin that revealed more than he’d said so far. “My wife, Tiffany, and I have overseen the production of bull sperm, and we’re now selling it on the Australian market. They’ve been wary of bringing in American genetics to their Australian herds. But I talked one rancher into it, and the stout calves born from our bulls’ sperm and their cows have proven profitable. We’re selling to over a hundred Australian ranchers now, and that number is growing all the time.”

      Clapping along with everyone else, I wondered how he’d come up with that idea. But I didn’t ask.

      “Another great job by the Gentry brothers,” Patton exclaimed. “How about you, Cash?”

      “Well, mine’s a little different. See, I’ve gone in another direction. My wife, Bobbi Jo, and I have gone into the whisky-making business. Whisper Distillery is just in the beginning stages, but we’ve already gotten a lot of press attention out of the Dallas area. And a few bars have already reached out, wanting exclusive rights to the spirits we’ll be producing. By next year’s meeting, I should have some amazing numbers for y’all.”

      Jotting that down, I figured that’d be helpful if I ever opened a restaurant. “So, would I be able to get you to make something exclusive for my place too?”

      “You’ve got a restaurant now?” Cash asked with a wide grin on his face. “That’s awesome, Stone. I can’t wait to check that out. And of course, we can come up with anything you want, cousin. We can work together on the fine spirits you’d like to serve at your place. What’s it called?”

      Baldwyn cleared his throat, drawing the attention off me. “He hasn’t opened anything yet, Cash. My guess is he’s just asking about that for right now.”

      My face was hot with embarrassment as I looked down at my notebook without saying a word. There was a valid reason why I didn’t often speak up during our meetings. I had nothing to offer, and everyone knew that.

      Patton moved on quickly. “Baldwyn, what have you and Sloan been up to this past year?”

      “My wife and I have made some great adjustments to the daycare at Whispers Resort. We’ve added some specialty classes for each age group. Now, our employees and our guests can leave their children in the care of our highly accomplished staff and feel great, knowing that their kids are not only being entertained but are actually learning things too.”

      And my oldest brother has gone so far as to come up with an idea to make kids smarter. Great.

      “One of the selling points to our guests is that there will be Spanish classes, so their kids will learn another language. A pretty essential language for Texas. But our teachers won’t be teaching traditional Spanish either. They’ll be teaching the Tex-Mex that’s spoken around here.”

      Another round of applause. I joined in, feeling pretty shitty about myself. I had nothing to say, once again. If I tried, I would only come up with some lame ideas that would earn me blank stares as they all sat in silence. And then we’d adjourn. Only then would I be set free of this embarrassment.

      “My turn,” Patton said as he looked at each one of us. “Alexa and I have come up with a theme and range of products for the major chain Rooms for You. As you all know, my wife is a massage therapist. She came up with the idea of being able to purchase the things one needs to have a great massage and spa experience right at their own home. From the massage bed to the plants, water features, and sound systems that bring the whole thing together, we’ve designed and produced everything you will need to entirely transform one room in your home into a place of complete relaxation.”

      I had a question about that. “Won’t you need an actual person to do the massages, Patton?”

      “No, you won’t. We’ve designed a weighted blanket that has different settings, so you can get the type of massage you want. It’s filled with tiny stainless-steel balls that move on miniature tracks. I have to hand it to Alexa, really, for coming up with the idea and creating a prototype that we were able to get a manufacturer to produce in large quantities for us.”

      “Sounds pretty cool,” I had to admit. “I bet it’s pricey, though.”

      Patton nodded. “Right now, it is. But, like everything else, with time, the price will come down as we find cheaper ways of building it. Our clientele generally has the money to buy things that help them relax, though.”

      Baldwyn asked, “Do you have an exclusive with the store Rooms for You?”

      “No. They’re just the only one who said they’d pick it up.”

      “Well then, I say you put some products in one of the available spaces here at the resort. Why not directly sell to our guests as well?”

      I couldn’t believe Baldwyn had had a genuinely great idea as he just sat there, listening to what our other brother had come up with. I felt like a total idiot, sitting amongst such great minds.

      Patton added something to his notes then looked at Warner. “Okay, Warner, your turn.”

      “Cruises.” Warner held up a picture of a large yacht. “Whisper Cruises will take guests from America to Ireland where they will stay in any one of our three bed and breakfasts.”

      “I thought you only had two,” I blurted out.

      “We’ve just added a third one,” Warner said with pride.

      “So, you have two accomplishments this year.” My chest caved in with how stupid I felt.

      “Orla found an abandoned farm outside Dublin, which we bought. We built small cottages that reflect a much older version of how the Irish used to live. It’s rustic living, but so far, the guests love it. So, we have the two castles, and now, the Irish farm. And with this yacht that can carry up to thirty guests at a time, we can bring more people to our part of the world — in style.”

      I was really out of my league here. And I was sure they all knew that as well. But no one had pointed it out yet, which I was thankful for.

      “Way to go, Warner. You guys are rocking over there.” Patton turned his attention to Cohen. “I know you’ve been busy with the kids now that Ember is pregnant with twins, but I bet you’ve got something for us.”

      With a shake of his head, Cohen had no idea how happy he’d just made me. “Not really, Patton. I’ve had my hands so full that I’ve had just enough time to manage my duties here at the resort. But since the doctor ordered Ember to bedrest, and she’s been stuck on her back all the time, she came up with this amazing idea. A baby hammock. It’s a tiny hammock, just like a full-size one. You can hang it from hooks that you screw into either side of any wooden doorframe. Plus, there’s a small battery pack that moves a mechanic arm back and forth to gently rock the baby. You can take this anywhere, and it’s so compact that you can simply stash it inside any typical diaper bag. It’s like having a rocker always at your fingertips.”

      Holy shit! I’m going to be the only one without a single fucking idea of any kind.

      The dreaded moment came when there was no one left to speak but me. Patton smiled as he said, “Brilliant, Cohen. Your wife is one smart woman. Now onto you, Stone.”

      All eyes on me, I began to sweat. “Well, first, I’d like to congratulate you all on your major accomplishments this year. I come from good stock. So it seems.” I chuckled, even though no one else did.

      Tyrell raised one brow as he asked, “Have you come up with anything you’d like to cook and sell here at the resort? I know you don’t have a whole menu yet, but you could start with one simple or not so simple food that you could sell right here. You know, like the way Cinnabon sells the one item. Or Chic-Filet sells their thing. You could begin with one thing. And I’m sure you could build a menu around it in no time at all.”

      “One thing, huh?” I didn’t know what that one thing would be.

      “And give yourself a timeline, Stone,” Jasper added. “Say, a year, to get this one thing going.”

      Cash went on, “I’m sure you can find a little area at the resort where you can set up a few small tables and chairs to let the guests sit down and enjoy your food. It’s a start, right?”

      “The gift shop has free room,” Baldwyn was quick to offer.

      I wasn’t about to open some little piece of crap inside the gift shop. “I don’t think so.”

      “You don’t think so about what?” Patton asked. “The whole idea? Or just the gift shop?”

      “Kind of the whole idea.” I was met with blank stares. “I mean, it is a good idea, Tyrell. Don’t get me
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