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      This one is for the eldest daughters. It’s okay to find joy and do things for yourself!
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      Watching Peter tell off our oldest brother will be the highlight of Valentine’s Day. The only people who have gone toe to toe with him are Piper and Paula. It’s good seeing Peter choose his own happiness over working all the time. If anyone deserves it, it’s him.

      He’s making googly eyes at his girlfriend. While that’s sweet and all, we have an event to run. Well, be present for. We’ve set it up in a way that it takes care of itself outside of any problems that may arise.

      “Not to kill the vibe, but people are pulling in.” I tap on Peter’s shoulder. “So be all romantic when you get home. I know I will be.”

      “With whom?” He glances over at me. “This whole evening is about couples, and you don’t have a date.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong. Piper included singles tickets and we have our own little area. I’ll be leaving here with one.”

      “You’re way too cocky for your own good.”

      I shrug and walk away. The last place I want to be is around everyone who is coupled up. Not that I have anything against having a partner; it’s just not for me. I enjoy my freedom. I can see and be whoever I want. There’re no expectations from someone else, and it works for me. Tonight is about having fun…no strings. Just the way I like it.

      The first of the couples comes into the event building. I do my job and greet them as they come in. Piper didn’t mention how many tickets she sold, but there are more people here than I realized. A lot of them I don’t even know. I figured Asheville would show up to support our new services, and they have, but the number of faces that come through the door that I haven’t seen is astounding. Our little winery is growing in popularity. Grandpa would be proud of the direction we’re going.

      “So, I have a proposition for you.” I jump at Piper’s voice next to me.

      “Jesus, Piper, you shouldn’t sneak up on people like that. I could have had a heart attack.” I grab my chest to emphasize my point.

      “Please, you are the picture of health.” She waves away my concern. “Anyway, seeing as how you’re so good with people, I think you should take over events.”

      “Isn’t this something that has to be approved by Pierce?”

      “I plan on bringing it up in our next meeting.”

      “After that showdown earlier, you should probably wait on that. Plus, it’ll give me time to think about it.”

      “Fine.” She pouts and turns back toward the room. “I’m gonna check on a few things. Don’t embarrass us tonight.”

      “As if I would ever.” It’s nice to know she thinks so little of me.

      “Please, you’re a walking talking playboy. Keep it in your pants.” She gives me a stern look and walks off.

      She’s not wrong. While I’ll try to be on my best behavior, I still plan on leaving here with a date. Is it so wrong of me to want to have company? Especially on a day that’s all about love.

      Now that quite a few people are here, I leave my position at the door. Latecomers can figure it out. Peter and Callie are staring at each other like lovesick teenagers. I’m happy for them, and it’s about damn time, but ugh. I never want to look like that in front of people. No thanks.

      My first stop is at our wine table. The best idea Piper ever had was to hire servers. We don’t have to worry about it, and we can mingle with our clientele. This is why she makes these decisions, I don’t know why she wants me to do it. I’m probably the flakiest Summers’ kid.

      After getting my glass of wine, I grab a couple of appetizers and lean against the wall, scanning the crowd for someone who might catch my interest. The people who came alone are noticeable. They are standing off to the side with space around them. Nobody is mingling. Well, I say that, but there are a few creepy dudes trying to pick up women who clearly aren’t interested. Maybe I need to get with my sister and figure out a way to keep those people out.

      One them notices me staring them down and quickly backs off. I’m not trying to intimidate them, much, but this isn’t the place to act like that. It’s never a good time to be a creep. One of these days, the guys who partake in those behaviors will realize they’ll never get a date.

      There’s a woman sitting in the corner of the room. Her eyes are wide as some guy makes his way toward her. She does her best to let her long blonde hair shift in front of her face. Clearly the guy walking to her doesn’t seem to notice the clear stay away from me vibes.

      I can tell by the way she’s bouncing her leg up and down; she’s nervous. I’m not sure if it’s because of the attention from this individual or crowds in general. Either way, I need to divert the attention from her.

      I stop back by the table to fill my glass and get another glass of our sangria. I’m not sure if that’s what she’s drinking, but the coloring looks the same.

      “Here’s the wine you asked for.” I hold it out to her and hope she takes the help.

      “Thanks.” She smiles up at me.

      The guy has his mouth open as if he’s about to say something, snaps it closed and heads in the other direction. He looks familiar, and I’m pretty sure he went to school with one of my brothers. I’ll have to ask them about it later.

      The woman’s body visibly relaxes. “Thank you for that, and the wine.” She lifts up the glass in question. “I’m not exactly here to meet anyone.”

      “Then why are you here?” I hope the question isn’t rude, but it feels a little weird for her to be at a Valentine’s event, in the singles section, if she’s not trying to connect with someone.

      “I was forced against my will.” She takes a sip of her wine. “My friend and her boyfriend got tickets. They wanted me to tag along because they think I need to find someone who makes me as happy as they are.”

      “They sound like my sister. It’s perfectly okay to be happy with yourself. Relationships never work out.”

      “Why are you here, then?” She eyes me cautiously.

      It’s a fair question since she doesn’t know who I am. Hell, she probably thinks I’m doing the same thing I just saved her from.

      “I’m working the event.” There, that’s close enough to the truth. I don’t enjoy telling people I’m one of the owners, especially if I don’t know them.

      “They let you drink?” She nods toward my glass.

      “The owners are pretty lax.” I grin at her.

      That seems to appease her curiosity, and she holds out her hand. “I’m Jasmin.”

      “Parker.” I place my hand in hers and lightly shake it before letting it go. “So, where’s the happy couple you came with?”

      Jasmin glances around the room before smiling. She lifts her hand to point out the only couple on the dance floor. “There they are.”

      “Nice. They don’t care what people think about them. It’s a good quality to have.”

      “Yeah, except they are absolutely disgusting in showing how much they love each other.”

      “How?” That piques my interest. “Are they voyeurs or something?”

      “No, nothing like that.” She shakes her head and giggles. It’s adorable. “It’s the heart eyes and notes they constantly send to each other. We can’t hang out without them telling a story about some cutesy thing they’ve done.”

      “And that sounds like my brother,” I groan. “Why can’t the people that care about us understand we like being our own company with an occasional fun time mixed in?”

      “Right? It’s like they can’t fathom a world where people are content in themselves.” She shakes her head again. “Are you on break? You’re making tonight bearable, and I could use a little of that right now.”

      “Give me a few and I can clock out.” It’s not a complete lie. I need to let some of my siblings know not to come to me for anything for the rest of the night. They can go to the person who makes the decisions.

      Peter and Piper are the first two I see. “Hey, if you need me…don’t.”

      “Why? Are you leaving?” Piper’s eyes are laser focused on me.

      “No, I’ll be here.” I hope that changes, though. “But there’s a woman I wouldn’t mind spending some time with.”

      My sister claps her hands and squeals, actually squeals. “Go on. Meeting someone on Valentine’s Day is so freaking romantic.”

      There’s a part of me that wants to correct her, but I know it won’t do any good. It’s better she thinks whatever she wants. She’s already seeing multiple dates for me and Jasmin. She gives me a quick hug and rushes off to find her boyfriend.

      “So, she doesn’t know you’re one of the owners?” Peter asks, putting the pieces together. “Lying is a hell of a way to start something.”

      “She knows I’m working the event; that’s all. Besides, she’s not from Asheville. There’s no chance I’ll ever see her again. Besides, you know I don’t do relationships.”

      “One day you’re going to meet someone who will change that.”

      “Never.” I shake my head and turn away.

      “Famous last words.” Peter calls out as I head back to Jasmin. He’s out of his mind if he thinks anything is going to come out of this. From my quick conversation with Jasmin, I think we’re on the same page.

      I weave through couples mingling with each other and find Jasmin exactly where she was when I left.

      “That didn’t take long.” She smiles and pulls an empty chair next to hers. “Do events like this happen often?”

      “It’s a new thing. I think they’re testing it out.” And we are. If it proves to be as successful as Piper thinks it’ll be, we’re going to continue it. I feel bad not telling her I’m an owner, but she’s being honest with her thoughts. She probably wouldn’t be if she knew.

      “Maybe I’ll email a suggestion to do events that don’t focus around couples. This is a really nice space.” She glances out the window toward the lawn. “The lights in the trees are a great touch. It feels whimsical.”

      “Yeah. It’s growing. The winery used to only sell wine but after blowing up on social media, it’s gotten a lot bigger.”

      “It looks like it.” She turns her attention back to me. “So, what do you do for a living?”

      “Marketing.” That’s my job title for now. If Piper has her way, I’ll be over event management with input from Paula. “What about you?”

      Her eyes widen and she bites her bottom lip. “I’m actually between jobs right now. Trying to figure out what I want to do with my life and avoid upsetting my family.”

      Damn. It seems like she feels the same frustrations I do when it comes to making the family happy. Not that they rely on me for that, but I don’t want to be seen as a disappointment.

      “Understandable.” I’m not sure what to do to fill the silence. “Do you typically go to things like this? I mean ones that aren’t all about love.”

      “Not really. I usually work nonstop and when I’m not working, I’m with my family. We’re very close-knit.” She sighs and takes a drink of her wine. “I’m also socially awkward and scared I’m going to say the wrong thing.”

      “Seems like you’re doing a good job to me.”

      “Only because you saved me from being hit on by that guy.” She places her hand on my leg and jerks it back the minute she realizes what she’s done. But it doesn’t hide the interest in her eyes. “Sorry.”

      “Don’t be.”

      “I bet you thrive in these circumstances.” Her eyes travel over my entire body. “You give off the whole center of attention vibe.”

      “Who? Me?” She’s actually right, but I like the way she teases me. “Yeah, I enjoy events, but this one feels a little too…close.”

      “Yeah, it’s almost like if you don’t have a partner, you’re kind of floating adrift.”

      Finally, someone who gets it. “Do you want to get out of here? There’s a bar in town we can go to. Or, I live close by. We can drink and hang out.”

      “Are you trying to get in my pants?” She jokes, but also leans closer.

      “No, but if you’re trying to get in mine. I’m totally okay with it.”

      “Lead the way.” She stands and finishes her wine.

      I don’t hesitate and stand next to her. She loops her arm through mine, and we head toward the door.
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      “As long as everyone is okay with it, Parker is our new events manager.” Pierce claps his hands together and stands up. “That includes programming and overseeing.”

      I don’t miss the glare he shoots at me. He’s not happy about me leaving the valentines event early. But that was almost a month ago. I don’t understand why he’s not over it.

      Skipping out halfway through was the best decision I made that day. Not only did I get away from all the relationships, but I met Jasmin. Only now I’m kicking myself for not getting her number. I tried, but she wasn’t having it.

      “Is this cool with everyone,” I ask. Stepping on toes isn’t something I want to do. But I’m also not going to let Pierce push me around the way he does everyone else. So far there’s only one brother still somewhat under his control. Not that he really cares either way.

      “You already know I am since I suggested it.” Piper beams. “I think it’ll be good. I already opened up a form for people to fill out if they want to hold events here.”

      Pierce rolls his eyes. He knows he won’t be able to change our sister’s mind about anything she wants to do. He’s learned he needs to go with the flow when it comes to her.

      Peter raises his hand like he’s in school. Our eldest brother doesn’t acknowledge him. I guess he’s still pissed at him for putting him in his place. Dude needs to grow up.

      “Yes, Peter?” I ask since nobody else is going to do it.

      “I’m fine with it. But I agree with Pierce, no ducking out early.”

      Of course he would agree with that. He didn’t approve of it when it happened. Though, really, I think it was the reason he didn’t like. Not the fact I did it. The event was fine to run on its own. That’s the way Piper set it up.

      “Yeah, yeah. I have to be there for all of it.” I nod along. Doing events means tackling the marketing is off my plate now. I’m actually okay with that. Some people can be difficult to talk to because they want to give me their whole life story, and I’m only trying to give them a sales pitch. They either want to do business with us or not.

      “What about you, Phillip? Are you okay with this adjustment?” Piper asks our last brother.

      “It doesn’t affect my job. I don’t care either way.” Him and Peter do a lot of the manual work. Filling bottles and managing stock is their main job. They prefer it to interacting with people. That typically falls to me and Piper. We have a way of putting folks at ease.

      “That settles it then.” Piper smirks. “Welcome to your new title as events manager, Park.”

      “Thank you. Hopefully, it comes with a pay raise.”

      Pierce shakes his head. “Let’s see how you do before we go that far. And if this little experiment works well.”

      I side-eye my brother. But I can see his point. He doesn’t want me to do it and suck at it. Honestly, we all have equal pay in the company. Maybe it would be a commission type of situation depending on the events.

      As far as this “experiment” working, only time will tell. We’ve only ever hosted one thing outside of our events, and it was something Paula handled.

      “Sounds like I need to learn some new things.” I glance over at Piper. “You’re going to train me, right? Mostly, I need to know how you have the scheduling system set up.”

      “Sure thing.” She beams at me. “As soon as the meeting is over, meet me in the office. I should be able to bring you up to speed before we open for the day.”

      The rest of the meeting is about sales figures and projections. Not much has changed since last week, but I get why Pierce likes to cover it. We can get a clear vision of how we’re doing and when we need to add more inventory.

      “You ready to learn all about forms and calendars?” Piper claps me on the back as she rounds the table.

      “I guess. It’s not like I have a choice.”

      “Please, you were made for a position like this.”

      “How do you figure?” I know I enjoy talking to people, mostly. But sales and distribution would be a better area for that.

      “With that charming personality and smile. You’ve got it in the bag. Plus, you can sell anything. This is just like that, but event times rather than bottles of wine. Though they’ll have to serve our wines during the event, obviously.”

      I follow my sister out of the area we use for conferences and into her office. Everything is filed away, and the desk is tidy. She grabs one chair and sets it next to hers behind the desk before turning on the screen.

      “I’ve set up an email to collect the forms. So, you’ll need to check it. It will also block off the time on the calendar for consultations.”

      “How do you know how to do all this?” I’m not sure I would have figured out how to make it all connect.

      “Videos and lots of cussing.” She laughs.

      Over the next hour she shows me where all the information is stored on the computer. This is all great, but I’m not going to sit in here waiting for forms to come through. Not when I can be up front helping her.

      “Is this only available on this computer?”

      “No. We just have to download the stuff to your laptop. We can also set up alerts on your phone and tablet if you want.” She shrugs and clicks through a few more screens. “I just didn’t think you’d want a ton of notifications on your phone.”

      “That is what do not disturb is for. I can flip the switch when the work day is over. Not all of us are workaholics.”

      “When it’s fun, it doesn’t feel like work.” She glances at the clock. “I need to get the registers ready for opening.”

      “I’ll help.” I stand and move the chair to the front of the desk. “I’ll come check out the computer during slow times and we can set it up on my phone later.”

      “Perfect.” She must see the unease on my face because I feel like I’ve bitten off more than I can chew. She wraps me in a hug, and I feel ridiculous being coddled by my baby sister. “You’ll do great. I know it.”

      “Thanks.” I’m glad she has this much faith in me. I’m determined to make it a success because I don’t want to disappoint her.
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      Despite it being busy in the front, I feel like I’m not doing as much work as I was when I was in the marketing area. I still help Piper, but this position switch leaves way too much time on my hands. I don’t like being bored, and that’s what it feels like.

      Right now, I’m helping Phillip and Peter get inventory together for the main house. Business picked up a lot after the Valentine’s event. Well, the wine side has. I still haven’t gotten any bookings for event consultations.

      “Why are you out here?” Phillip groans. “You’re slowing us down.”

      “See if I ever offer my help again.” I flip him off.

      “We didn’t ask,” Phillip argues. “We have a system. And it’s nothing against you. We’ve kicked Pierce out, too.”

      At least I’m not the only person they don’t want helping. Not that it makes me feel any better.

      “Piper has nothing for me to do, and I need something to do.” Though a thought occurs to me. She mentioned needing to hire more people. I can always work on the employment applications. We don’t even have one made up because we’ve never needed to hire outside help.

      “She really didn’t think this new position through, did she?” Peter laughs. “She should know by now that you can’t have too much downtime. That’s when you get into trouble. Idle hands and all that.”

      Little does he know, I haven’t wanted to get into trouble. I’ve been spending my time kicking myself for not getting Jasmin’s phone number. I don’t have any way of contacting her, and I’d love to hang out with her again. As friends or in my bed, it doesn’t matter to me. We hit it off in both areas on Valentine’s Day.

      But I need something to keep me busy. Otherwise, I’ll spend every free moment thinking about her, like my brother and sister think about their other halves. That’s so not my vibe, but I can’t stop her soft giggles from entering my mind.

      “I’ll go find something else to do.” I don’t bother saying anything else. If they knew the real reason I need to keep my mind busy, they’d never let me hear the end of it. Especially Peter.

      “Have fun and stay out of my warehouse.” Phillip calls to my back. Asshole.

      My phone dings with the work alert sound, and I pull it out of my pocket to check the message. There’s a message in the email address for events. Finally, something for me to do.

      I hurry to the main house and head to the office. Piper is behind the desk, and I motion for her to move.

      “What’s the rush?”

      “As if you didn’t see the email come through for an event consultation.” I roll my eyes at her. Playing dumb isn’t her strong suit. “But I’m glad you’re in here so we can make sure everything worked the way it’s supposed to.”

      “Of course it does.” She crosses her arms. “Beau helped me set it all up after I almost threw the computer out the window.”

      “I thought you said you did it on your own.”

      “I did most of it. Now, are you going to complain or come see if this is working right?”

      She’s so freaking bossy. She’s been this way since we were kids. I shouldn’t be surprised.

      “Fine. Fine.” I move next to her and watch as she clicks the email and checks it against the form. “What do I do once I know those two things match?”

      She moves the mouse to a little box at the end of the form. “Click this and it will send them an email that says their appointment is confirmed and you’re happy to meet with them.”

      “Hold on.” I put my hands in front of me. “Does the email sound like me or you? If it sounds like you, that’s going to be a problem.”

      She pulls up the email confirmation email. “I made sure it sounds like you. Professional but candid.”

      I scan the email to make sure she doesn’t make me sound ridiculous. I’m impressed and slightly scared. She shouldn’t be able to mimic me this well.

      “You did good.” Too good, but I don’t mention that part. “Looks like I have an appointment with Daniela Campos in two days.”

      “It’s for a wedding, so make sure you brush up on your wedding lingo.” She taps a finger on the desk. “And don’t forget to suggest Whoopsie Daisy for the flower arrangements and Ashes for alcohol outside of wine.”

      “Do I also recommend their food?”

      “You can, but ultimately that’s up to them.”

      “Maybe we shouldn’t be talking like we already have this booking in the bag.” It feels like bad luck. The last thing I need is for my consultation to be a complete bust.

      “That’s the wrong way to look at it, Parker. You need to speak it into existence.” She smiles at me. “Now go get some research done. It’ll keep your mind off that girl you met last month.”

      “How did you know?”

      “Please, you haven’t been the same since that night. I knew there was chemistry when I was watching the two of you.”

      “You should be a lot less creepy.” I don’t bother telling her it doesn’t mean anything. Me and relationships don’t go together. But I know she’ll argue her point.

      I’m perfectly capable of wanting to spend time with someone without it turning into anything more. Too bad I’ll never see her again.
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      The last thing I want to do is hear this story again. My sister has told it a million times since Valentine’s Day and it’s getting on my nerves. Of course, I’m happy for her. But it doesn’t change.

      “Then he pulled the blindfold from my eyes and stood me in front of a sign lit up with the words ‘Marry Me’. He was down on his knee to the side. It was so freaking sweet.” She shows the picture to everyone around the table. As if we haven’t seen it before, and not only us, our mom, and brother. “I’m so happy he hired a photographer to capture the moment.”

      “So sweet.” Mom nods her head while taking a sip of her coffee. “I’m glad to have him as part of the family.”

      “He’s happy to be a part of it, too.” She smiles at her phone as if her fiancé is actually here.

      “Now if we could find your sister someone…” Mom lets the sentence drift off. She knows this is a hot topic for me. I have nothing against relationships, but I need to spend some time with myself.

      So much of my life has revolved around taking care of things for our family. Making sure everything happens when it’s supposed to that I’d like to focus on me in my adulthood. Why can’t anyone else understand?

      “Mom, I’m not looking for love. There’s too much I want to do before I even think about settling down.”

      “Your baby sister is getting married before you. That’s not right.” She sets her cup on the table. “I just want you to be happy.”

      “I am happy.” The urge to roll my eyes is strong. It takes everything in me not to because I know she’ll see it as a sign of disrespect, and that’s a whole other can of worms. Dad doesn’t give me this treatment. Honestly, I don’t think he cares if I ever get married. I wish he were here to defend me instead of at work. “And I’m excited for Daniela, but you can’t force your ideas of happiness on me.”

      “If you marry her off, who is going to help me with my class work?” Adam groans.

      “You shouldn’t need my help. All of your classes are pretty much the same introductory ones you had last semester.”

      “Yeah, but I hate working on it by myself.” He lays his head on the table. “I miss high school.”

      Mom shakes her head and stands to leave the table. It’s a sign for the rest of us to clean up the mess from breakfast.

      But Daniela makes a noise before she gets too far. “Before you go, I have a question.” My sister turns toward me. “Would you be my maid of honor?”

      I knew this question was coming. As annoying as she’s
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