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      Priscilla

      

      “Surprise!” Charlie sang into the phone when I asked her to repeat what she said. Surprise is right!

      “What do you mean you’re in Sacramento?” I slipped into a pair of jeans, keeping my cell phone on speaker so I could hear Charlie. Sure, I should have been dressed hours ago, but she hadn’t warned me that she was driving into town and wanted to spend the morning getting brunch. I was expecting a lazy day around the house. This wasn’t normal for Charlie. She’s my badass friend with no feelings. She’s the tough one; she’s only ever been a softie for her parents. I didn’t think she would even call me on Christmas let alone visit me the day after.

      “I have something I want to tell you, but I have to tell you in person.” She sounded giddy. Charlie is never giddy.

      “Just tell me. I hate surprises.” She snorted. “Ugh, Charlie, you suck! How much time do I have?”

      “We’re at your gate.”

      “We? Is Mama with you?”

      “Not quite.” She giggled. Charlie rarely giggles. I couldn’t wait to see what made her so happy. Maybe it was just the after-sex glow of the guy she hooked up with. When she called to wish me a Merry Christmas, she briefly touched on having met him. Now, I'd get to hear all about it. “You gonna open up or just run out?”

      “Ryan and Dad are here. Can you just give me five minutes and I'll be out there?”

      “Sounds like a plan.” She hung up the phone and I quickly dressed.

      “Where are you off to?” Dad asked as I headed through the foyer towards the front door. Ryan stood just behind him, his eyes narrowed and menacing. I glared right back, tired of his crap. Last night I reached my breaking point. I finally stood up to his bullying, which probably meant the rest of my trip was going to suck.

      “Charlie’s taking me to brunch. She goes back tomorrow.”

      “You live with the girl, why do you need to see her here?” Ryan asked.

      “She has something for me. I’ll be back right after brunch.” It’s not like I wanted to stay here and spend time with my brother. If Stephen were home, maybe, but not Ryan. Ryan stepped around Dad and walked over to me.

      “Why don’t you just invite her in,” he suggested. I tipped my head back to look up at him. He stepped close, knowing his height and size could be intimidating.

      “Why would she want to come in with you here?” Charlie doesn’t hold her tongue the way I do. She doesn’t care for Ryan and has told him so many times. She doesn’t want me around him either. The morning would not have gone well if I had let her through the gates.

      My brother, all six feet of him, smirked. “I’d never stoop to the level of dating one of your friends, but I know she wants me.” I rolled my eyes. She might want to kick him where it counts but she definitely didn’t want to date him.

      “Anyway,” I said with the most exaggerated eye roll possible. Turning my back to him, I walked away. “I’m leaving and I'll be back.” I could feel him right behind me, even as I stepped outside. A blue truck sat idling at the front gates. Two large men rested their backs against the vehicle while Charlie stood at the gate, holding on to the bars and smiling like we haven’t seen each other in years. I couldn’t help but smile back. “Good morning, Charlie Monster.”

      I tried to keep my eyes on my best friend, but I couldn’t help to notice the two guys behind her. They were tall and wide in the shoulders. One had brown hair and the other had black. While neither of them smiled, one had a pleasant disposition. He kept his arms at his side, his hands pushed into his pockets and one leg up on the truck. The other crossed his arms over his chest, one ankle over the other, holding everything in. The trio looked like they lived life on the wrong side of the tracks and were out to wreak havoc. I wished I was badass like Charlie instead of a prissy princess, like she always calls me.

      “Priscilla?” Ryan called. I looked back over my shoulder to find my brother scowling. He wasn’t looking at me though. “I think you should stay home.”

      “No one asked your opinion, Ryan,” Charlie called out to him. I turned back around and walked over to the gate’s keypad. As soon as the gates opened wide enough for me to fit through, I rushed into Charlie’s open embrace. Charlie isn’t one for physical touch, but she puts up with me and my incessant need for it.

      “I had the worst Christmas once they got home,” I admitted, still holding her close. “I just didn’t want to call you and tell you about it because I wasn’t sure if you’d be busy or not.” I pulled away and gave her a wink. She responded with an eye roll. She held my hand and we both turned to the guys as the gates closed behind us. “Hi,” I started.

      “Weston.” The one with the friendlier disposition stepped forward, holding his hand out. Up close, he was taller and wider than my brother, but I wasn’t intimidated by him. In fact, I wanted to hug him. And despite my knowing better, I did just that. His laughter reverberated in his chest. A sexy, deep rumbling sound. I didn’t want to let go. To my surprise, he hugged me back.

      “Guess Pops was right.” That was the other guy talking because that didn’t make Weston’s chest rumble. I pulled back, totally embarrassed.

      “I’m so sorry,” I said, looking down at my shirt as I smoothed it down with my hands. It didn’t need smoothing; I was just too embarrassed to look at him. “Sorry.”

      “No worries,” Weston replied. “I needed a hug today.” I braved a look up at him. He smiled. There was a slight dimple on his right cheek, not very deep but noticeable, nonetheless. His black hair was a deep contrast to his bright hazel eyes. They sparkled with tiny flecks of green, probably reflected from the trees. He was handsome.

      “I’m Wesley.” I finally turned my attention to the not so friendly one. He was cute, but brooding. Nothing stood out about his looks. His hair was brown, his eyes were brown, he didn’t smile. I hugged him because I had hugged the other one, but Weston’s hug was so much better.

      “Nice to meet you,” I told him when I stepped back. He was the one Charlie had hooked up with. I was surprised she was with him because Charlie only does one-night stands. She rarely ever spends another day with a guy, let alone an hour-long car ride! “What brings you here?” I asked turning back to my friend.

      “We’ll talk about it at brunch. These guys aren’t familiar with the area, so you get to pick where we go.” Weston pulled the back passenger door open and helped us in. Charlie climbed in first and slid across the seat. I climbed in after and he closed the door before taking the seat in front of me.
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      Weston

      
      The house was massive. I half expected armed guards to walk up and demand to know who we are. Instead, Charlie called her friend and she agreed to come outside. “Trust me, you don’t want to be bothered with meeting her brother. Ryan’s an ass,” she told us while we waited. It wasn’t long before a petite woman stepped out of the house followed by a guy who didn’t look too pleased to see us. He probably thought none of us were worthy of anyone that’s ever stepped foot in that house.

      And he’d be right. At least for Wesley and me. I couldn’t speak for Charlie; I don’t know her that well yet. The way my brother’s acting, I was going to learn a lot about Charlie in the coming days…weeks…or forever. Seven months ago, Pops passed away. Months later, Wesley and I learned he’d left his house to us. We were planning to sell it until I ran into some trouble and let my temper get the best of me. Wesley thought it best we move in, take some time away from our tattoo parlor and possibly relax for a bit. I’m sure the guy with the broken jaw was happy we left town too.

      Pops had left us a letter, which was left inside the house, stating that within months of moving in, the homeowner(s) would find their true love. It had
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