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Rave Reviews for CRUSH and Smitten

 


“Crush is an unforgettable, stimulating
romance that will have you reeling in astonishment when the
unthinkable strikes in Cami's world! Which of these characters
will come out of this deceitful web carefully designed by this
wonderfully talented author, Lacey Weatherford!  I give this
book my thumbs up!” ~Jessica Johnson, Book End 2 Book End

 


“Once again, Lacey Weatherford has delivered
a romance so exhilarating, you’ll be left in a puddle of swoony
sighs. Crush has it all – romance, suspense, angst, humor . . . not
to mention amazing one liners from a guy so deliciously sexy, it’ll
leave you breathless and blushing for hours to come! I don't just
have a crush . . . I have an addiction!” ~Belinda Boring,
Bestselling Author of The Mystic Wolves

 


“I absolutely loved, loved, loved, this book!
Lacey takes us on an electrifying ride—there were so many times I
could feel my heart beat faster in anticipation wondering what was
going to happen next! Crush is a 5 star page turner full of
passion, secrets and intrigue...A MUST read!!!” ~Holly Malgieri, I
Love Indie Books

 


“Crush is AH-MAY-ZING. Sparks were flying off
the pages throughout the entire book. The romance isn't the only
thing going on, it has many different levels to it. I absolutely
loved the plot—I was amazed once all the pieces started coming
together. I soooo did not want this book to end!” ~Tishia Mackey,
Paranormal Opinion

 


“Smitten, the sequel to Crush, was definitely
worth the wait! The way that Lacey Weatherford is able to capture
the love between Hunter and Cami is magical. No wonder Lacey has
been named The Queen of Hearts!” ~Lisa Markson Reviews

 


“Ms. Weatherford has done what I thought
impossible and given us a sequel that is just as enjoyable, if not
more enjoyable than the first book. With Smitten, Lacey Weatherford
has cemented her place among my favorite authors.  I can't
wait to see what she comes up with next!” ~Melissa Simmons, Girls
Heart Books

 


“Find a comfy place on the carpet, because
the romance will leave you a melted puddle on the floor, and while
you're down there, the next scene will have you rolling
around in laughter.” ~Irene Hunt, Third Eye Tight Editing
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Chapter One

Cami-

 


Watching from my dorm room window, I couldn’t
help staring dreamily as Hunter got out of his Camaro and jogged
along the sidewalk below. His body never ceased to impress me, his
quick lithe actions causing his sinewy muscles to ripple underneath
his clothes—muscles I loved to run my fingers over all the
time.

As if he heard my thoughts, he glanced up,
catching me spying on him, and that thousand-watt grin of his made
an appearance. His dark hair rippled slightly in the breeze, and he
tapped the watch he was wearing. Instantly, the butterflies, which
had temporarily gone missing, were back in my stomach. For a
moment, I’d forgotten where he was taking me tonight—to meet his
parents.

I gave a little wave of acknowledgement and
signaled I’d be right down. Going to my bed, I grabbed my handbag
before checking my appearance in the full-length mirror one last
time. I hoped I was dressed okay. My thin, white blouse with
short-capped sleeves hugged my figure nicely and overlapped the top
of my gray trousers. I’d paired gray sandals that showed off my
nice summer pedicure, complete with my French tipped toenails.

Sighing, I appraised my thick red hair I’d
left hanging in the naturally curly waves Hunter liked so much. A
knock at the door interrupted me, and I hurried to open it.

“Hey there, gorgeous,” Hunter said, eyeing me
appreciatively before he entered the room and swept me into his
arms. “You look amazing!”

I blushed, laughing before I realized he was
holding me in both his arms. “Hunter!
Err . . . Dylan, you’re not wearing your
sling!”

He grinned as I traced over his bicep to his
shoulder, resting my hand gently there—the memories of him being
shot still too fresh in my mind.

“I went to the doctor today. I don’t have to
wear it anymore. Everything is healed nicely.” He bent to lightly
kiss my forehead. “And I told you
before . . . , call me Hunter if you want.
It’s still my middle name, and it doesn’t bother me one bit.”

“I worry it’ll be awkward around your family.
They won’t know who I’m talking about.” I gave a small laugh and
shook my head. “I’ve been trying to retrain myself, but it’s been
difficult.”

Ever since I’d found out my boyfriend was
actually an undercover cop posing as a student at my high school,
I’d struggled to switch from using his alias, Hunter Wilder, to his
given name, Dylan Wilcock. The problem was, my mind had firmly
implanted him as Hunter. He continued to reassure me it was okay to
call him that, but I felt a little weird since no one else did.
Well, no one else besides Hunter’s best friend, Russ, that is.

Russ had thankfully made a full recovery
after being nearly poisoned to death by my previous best friend,
Clay. He was very grateful to Hunter and the role he’d played in
saving his life. It seemed he was almost Hunter’s shadow now—moving
here, to Tucson, for school as well and continuing their friendship
as if nothing between them had changed.

I liked having him here too. Granted, we’d
only been at U of A for a week and had spent most of that time
settling in to our new places, but it was still nice to have a
familiar face on campus to hang around with occasionally.

“Don’t worry about it, Cami. Relax and be
yourself tonight. My family is going to love you.” Hunter leaned in
closer, quickly placing a soft kiss against my cheek, and I gave
him a questioning look. “What?” he asked with a laugh.

“A kiss on the cheek? Really? I must be
losing my touch.”

He flashed me another incredible grin. “I
didn’t want to mess up your makeup. Besides, there will be plenty
of kissing later on tonight.” He winked at me.

“You seem pretty sure about that,” I teased
back, running my index finger over his amazing lips. He grabbed my
wrist, stilling it, and sucked my finger into his mouth. Laughter
escaped, and I bit my lower lip.

Slowly he released my finger, and the grin
was back as he bent toward the side of my head, his warm breath
brushing against my ear. “I’ll let you in on a little secret. I
have something special planned for you later at my place.”

Goose bumps flared over my skin. “Special?” I
managed to squeak out.

He nuzzled his face into my hair. “I’m
finally out of that damn sling, and my muscles are feeling good
after therapy. I figured you and I could celebrate together. What
do you think? Maybe cuddle on the couch and watch a movie?” He
paused, pulling away to look at me. “Or we could skip the movie and
make out instead.” He grinned.

Mental images of the two of us tangled in
each other’s arms flashed through my mind, and my heart rate kicked
to about a thousand. “Why do I get the idea you’re hoping I’ll
choose the second option?” I smiled, loving the excited look on his
face.

“Am I that obvious,” he replied with a
laugh.

I nodded. “Pretty much, yeah.”

“And that’s why I love you. You know me so
well.” He lifted his hands and cupped my face stroking my cheeks
with his thumbs. “My family is going to love you too.” He leaned
forward and lightly kissed me. His chocolate-colored eyes, with
their flecks of honey, looked warm and caring as he locked gazes
with me. I didn’t doubt his love. I could see it shining there.

The butterflies resurfaced at the mention of
his family. “I’m worried they’ll think I’m too young for you.”

“They already know how old you are, Goody,”
he said, using his pet name for me. “I’ve explained everything to
them. My mom didn’t even bat an eyelash. She thinks it’s all
terribly romantic.”

“Really?” Hearing that made me feel
better.

Hunter chuckled. “Really. They’re very
excited to meet you. Chris has told them how wonderful you are too.
He and my sister will be there as well. You have allies.”

I had fond memories of the few times I’d been
able to visit with Hunter’s brother-in-law, Chris. Not to mention
he’d saved both our lives during the incident with Clay, so that
gave him huge brownie points in my book.

“Are we good?” he asked. “No more
nerves.”

I gave a short laugh. “Oh, I still have
plenty of those. I don’t want to screw anything up.”

“You’ll be perfect. Don’t
worry.”

“How can you know? Have you added psychic
abilities to your impressive resume?” I teased him. “Because unless
you’ve suddenly become all-knowing, I don’t see how you can predict
something like that.”

“I know because you’re perfect. Everyone who
meets you loves you. Why would my family be any different?”

“I bet Gabby would beg to differ with you.”
An image of the gorgeous brunette from high school popped into my
head. “She was very clear about wanting me out of the way so she
could have you.”

Hunter groaned. “Please don’t ruin our nice
evening by mentioning her. I’ve quite enjoyed leaving her in the
past—where she belongs.”

“Really? That’s too bad. I was thinking of
dying my hair dark-brown and purchasing a much sluttier wardrobe. I
thought you might like it.” I bit my lip in anticipation of his
reaction.

“Don’t you dare touch your hair. Ever. It’s
perfect like it is.” He picked up one of the lose curls and twisted
it around his finger.

“Ever?” I asked, faking confusion. “It’s
going to be awful messy if I can’t touch it ever.”

He laughed and gently tweaked my nose. “You
know what I mean, Miss Smarty Pants.”

“Smarty Pants? Is that an upgrade or a down
grade from Goody-Two-Shoes?”

His eyes were positively sparkling with
mirth. “Neither. You’ll always be my Goody.” He leaned in and
lightly kissed my lips, before giving me a half-cocked grin. “Do
you know how good you make me feel?”

I slid my arms around his neck and hugged him
tightly. “You make me feel good too.” Popping higher on my tiptoes,
I kissed him—lip-gloss forgotten. A soft moan escaped him and he
wrapped an arm around my waist, his other hand slipping to my neck,
tangling into my hair.

I sighed happily at the contact, loving the
feelings his touch evoked inside me. He made me feel the craziest
things. I’d never experienced this kind of intense emotion for
another person before.

He suddenly broke away with a heavy sigh,
leaning his forehead against mine. “We better get going I think, or
I might be tempted to skip dinner. My mom wouldn’t be too happy
about that I’m afraid. She’s been very anxious to meet you.”

The ball of nerves bounced back into my
stomach. “Okay. Let’s get this over with.”

He laughed heartily. “I’m not taking you to
be executed, you know. I really do think you’ll like them.”

“I’m sure I
will . . . especially if they’re anything like
you.” I was doing my best to be positive. I wasn’t sure why the
idea of meeting his parents was so terrifying. Of course, I’d never
been in love before.
Hunter . . . Dylan . . . was
my first love. Making a good impression was a must for me. It was
obvious he was close to his family by the way he lit up when
talking about them. What if they felt I wasn’t good enough for
their son? Horror stories of relationships ending because the
family didn’t get along with the newcomer floated in my mind. That
couldn’t happen to us. I couldn’t lose him.

Hunter grabbed my hand, leading me out of my
dorm room, downstairs, and to the parking lot. He opened the
passenger door of the Camaro, and I slid inside. I dug through my
purse to find my lip-gloss while he went around to get in his side.
He climbed in beside me and watched for a second as I leaned
forward to look into the visor’s mirror.

“You don’t really need to wear that, you
know.”

I glanced over at him. “What do you
mean?”

“I mean you might as well save yourself the
trouble because I plan on kissing you all evening. You’re going to
be constantly reapplying.” He winked at me.

“You’re incorrigible,” I replied with a small
smile and a shake of my head before I finished.

He shrugged. “Just trying to help you
out.”

I recapped my makeup and dropped it into my
bag, leaning back against the seat. “At least let me make
introductions first. Then you may kiss to your heart’s
content.”

“Is that a promise?” He grinned as he started
the car. “I’m going to hold you to it.”

“Does it really matter? You know you’re going
to do what you want anyway.”

He chuckled as he backed out of the space.
“Yeah, I am. You really do know me too well.”

I smiled. “So how far away is your parent’s
house?”

“It’s not too far. About fifteen minutes from
here, if we hit all the lights right.” After he had merged out onto
the road, he reached over to take my hand in his, squeezing it
gently. “I can’t wait for them to meet you.”

A small time later, we pulled through the
open gates of a private drive. My jaw fell open. “This is where you
grew up?” I asked in amazement.

“Yep. Pretty, huh?”

I didn’t know what to say, but pretty wasn’t
the word I would’ve chosen—opulent, maybe, or astounding. The house
was an incredible Spanish styled mansion with cream walls and a red
tiled roof. It stood, towering three stories high, at the end of
the driveway. Tall Sycamore trees bordered the drive and
disappeared around behind the structure. At the end of the drive, a
large, russet concrete fountain sprayed water about two feet into
the air from the top tier, before falling and running into a small,
sparkling pool around the bottom. A well-manicured patch of lawn,
edged with beds full of riotous-colored flowers, surrounded the
pool, spreading out to create a little island in the middle of the
brick-laid driveway.

My nerves skyrocketed. “I didn’t know you
were related to Donald Trump.” I was joking, but there was suddenly
a lump in my throat I couldn’t seem to swallow.

Hunter laughed loudly as he parked the
Camaro. “This place would be a quaint cottage for Donald.” He eyed
me, flashing his perfect grin again. “Relax, Cami. I’d never take
you anywhere that’d make you uncomfortable.”

My voice didn’t seem capable of making any
sound at the moment, so I merely nodded. He hopped out of the car
and jogged around to my door. I could tell he was excited as he
held his hand out and pulled me from the car.

I followed him up the red tiled steps, which
led to the massive double front doors. Hunter pushed one side open,
practically dragging me into the house behind him.

It was time to meet the family.


Chapter Two

Cami-

 


My eyes gravitated to the middle of the
soaring foyer where a giant wrought iron chandelier, layered with
antique glass and small crystal prisms, hung. The curve of an
equally impressive staircase, which boasted a beautifully sculpted
wrought iron banister, accentuated the placement of the fixture.
Large paintings, depicting the Spanish countryside, graced the
golden-washed walls, complimenting the orange-red color of the
Saltillo tile on the floor. It was easily the fanciest house I’d
ever been in.

“Nice place,” I muttered under my breath,
feeling my distress intensify a notch.

Hunter squeezed my hand reassuringly. “Don’t
be intimidated. You’ll get used to it.”

I didn’t have time to reply. A tall man with
black hair, slightly graying at the temples, entered the room. He
was dressed in a linen shirt unbuttoned at the neck, with dark
pants and shoes. I immediately assumed this must be Hunter’s dad
from the warm smile that crossed his face when he saw us.

“Hello, Dylan,” he said in a rich, low voice,
and I thought I detected a slight accent. “I’m sorry I didn’t hear
you arrive, or I would have greeted you at the door.” He hugged
Hunter affectionately before turning to me. “And you must be Cami.
It’s such a pleasure to meet you. Dylan has spoken nonstop about
you.”

I mustered a somewhat nervous smile. “It’s
nice to meet you too, Mr. Wild . . . err, um,
Wilcock,” I stammered out, feeling like a fool for almost calling
him the wrong name.

Both he and Hunter laughed, and I felt my
skin flush.

“This isn’t my dad, Cami,” Hunter said. “This
is José. He’s . . . well, he’s like the butler,
for lack of a better word.”

“I prefer house manager,” José said with a
nod, extending his hand.

I shook it. “Nice to meet you, José.” I was
sure my face was a lovely shade of red.

“He’s trying to take your bag for you,”
Hunter whispered in my ear.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, feeling my skin heat
even more as I slipped my purse off my shoulder and handed it to
him.

“Your parents are on the back patio with
Chris and Sheridan. They opted for a more relaxed environment and
decided to do a barbeque for dinner tonight. You know how much your
dad loves grilling.”

“I do,” Hunter said with a grin. “And he’s
good at it. This will be fun.”

He gave me a quick squeeze as if he were
trying to reassure me. I relaxed almost immediately. A barbeque?
And Chris was here. I knew he was on my side. This shouldn’t be too
bad.

Hunter led me down the long hallway, which
was as equally ornate as the foyer, with doorways and arched
openings that branched off into other areas of the house, allowing
me a peek at the richly decorated rooms. This family was
loaded.

We reached a wall of wood and glass-paneled
French doors. One set was open to the outside and Hunter led me
through to one of the most lavish patios I’d ever seen, set next to
a large, sparkling pool.

Wood beams crisscrossed over our heads,
draped in fragrant honeysuckle vines, which artfully hid the
misting system cooling the hot desert air. Plush, brightly-colored
cushions decorated the wrought iron furniture arranged in a cozy
seating area next to a large, wooden dining table and chairs.

At one end of the space, an unlit stone
fireplace stood adjacent to a large built-in barbeque grill. A
brown haired man in a white t-shirt and khaki colored pants stood
with his back to us, a large metal spatula in his hand. Delicious
aromas filled the air, and I felt my stomach rumble slightly. A
large granite counter ran beside the grill, and behind it was what
appeared to be a full bar. Chris and a woman with long brown hair
sat on barstools sipping what looked like martinis. A beautiful
woman stood behind the counter shaking drinks and talking to them.
Her black hair, cut in a trendy A-line bob, shook in unison with
the motion of her hands. I knew instantly this was Hunter’s mother.
She was definitely the one he got his dark looks from. She spied us
then.

“Dylan!” she called out, a wide smile gracing
her lovely features, her dark eyes flashing in delight. Everyone
turned to look. She set the shaker down and hurried over to us,
giving Hunter a hug.

“Hi, Mom,” he replied, releasing my hand to
return her embrace tightly. She was slightly taller than I was, and
her figure was both shapely and curvy, shown off nicely in the
sporty orange-striped tank top, white shorts, and matching sandals.
Somehow, she still managed to make the casual outfit seem fancy. I
couldn’t help but notice the large diamond wedding ring that graced
her finger. It caught the light every time she moved her hand to
pat his back.

She let go of Hunter and turned to me,
clasping me warmly. “And you must be Cami. I’m Consuela, but
everyone calls me Connie. We are so happy to finally have you here.
Dylan has spoken so fondly of you.”

“What she actually means is he never shuts up
about you,” Chris interjected with a laugh as he joined us.

I smiled at Connie when she pulled away.
“It’s nice to meet you, Connie. Hun . . . um,
Dylan, speaks very loving of all of you too.” I blushed over my
blunder of Hunter’s name again. “I’m sorry. I still have a hard
time calling him Dylan. Old habits die hard.”

“No worries,” a new voice interjected, and I
glanced behind Connie to see Hunter’s dad coming to join us. “We
call Dylan lots of names around here. Troublemaker, Stinker,
Pain-in-the-butt are some that come to mind. Wouldn’t you agree,
Dylan?” he asked with a grin.

“Cami, this is my dad. Watch out for him—he’s
quite the jokester. You can never believe anything that comes out
of his mouth.”

“Weston Wilcock at your service, my dear,”
Hunter’s dad said, stepping forward to shake my hand too. “It’s a
pleasure to meet you. I see Dylan wasn’t exaggerating about your
looks.”

“Well, you can believe that,” Hunter added
with a wink.

I blushed again. “It’s nice to be here. Thank
you for having me.” Hunter definitely got his teasing personality
from his dad.

“You might need to lay off the charm a bit,
Dad, or Cami will be blushing all night long,” Hunter said,
laughing.

“I’m simply reaffirming what you’ve been
saying all along.” Weston smiled. “Please excuse me, Cami. I’m
going to burn the food if I don’t get back to my grill.”

“Come on,” Hunter said, dragging me past his
mom and Chris. “You’ve got to meet Sheridan.”

His sister had turned on the barstool and was
facing us, showing what I had missed before—her slightly rounded
belly. She was pregnant. My eyes automatically flashed to the
martini glass beside her on the counter, and she let out a little
giggle.

“I see you’ve quickly assessed my condition.
Don’t worry. Only virgin drinks for me. It’s great to finally meet
you, Cami.” She brushed her long brown hair over her shoulder and
extended a slender hand toward me. “Chris and Dylan have both told
me so much about you.”

“Well, I hope it was all good.” I wondered
what they could’ve possibly been saying as I flashed her a smile
and shook her hand. For some reason, I felt an instant connection
with her, but I wasn’t sure why, other than knowing how much Hunter
loved her. She resembled Weston more than Connie—a softer, more
feminine, version of her father.

“Only the best. Dylan’s quite smitten with
you, which I’m sure you’re aware of. I’ve never seen him this happy
before.”

I locked eyes with Hunter, and he wrapped an
arm around my waist, pulling me closer to him. “Is that true?”

“Yep.”

“Well, I’m glad. You make me feel pretty
great too.”

“I bet he does,” Chris joked from behind me,
and Hunter turned to punch him in the shoulder.

“You’re one to talk. We can hardly stand to
be in the same room with you and Sheridan. You can’t keep your
hands off her.” He gestured toward Sheridan. “Which is plainly
evident,”

Chris laughed, running his hand through his
short blond hair. “Can you blame me? Look at her. She’s hot!” He
slid back into his seat beside Sheridan and leaned over to kiss her
cheek. I was happy to see I wasn’t the only one here subjected to
blushing skin. It was clear these two were crazy about each
other.

It was interesting to see Chris in this kind
of environment. I hadn’t had the opportunity to interact with him
much when Hunter was undercover, and lately all contact with him
had been related to the case they’d been involved in. He held a
place of tenderness in my heart because he’d been the one to save
Hunter’s life when Clay had attacked him. I realized I identified
him as an all-business kind of guy, but that wasn’t the case when
he was with his wife. He was a total romantic.

“Is there something I can do to help?” I
asked Connie when she stepped back behind the bar. I looked around
to see if there was more food that needed preparing.

“No, just take a seat and enjoy yourself. The
kitchen staff is taking care of the rest.”

Staff? How many people work
here? I wondered as I slid onto a barstool
next to Chris. I couldn’t quite wrap my head around having hired
help around all the time, but I guess the house was big enough it
only made sense.

Hunter scooted his barstool closer to me and
then sat down.

“What would you like to drink, Cami?” Connie
asked, returning to her role of bartender.

“Do you have any soft drinks, or juice?”

“We have both. Anything in particular you’d
like?”

“An apple juice if you’ve got it.”

“Perfect. We’re having apple martinis, so you
can have your apples too.” She smiled and reached into a mini
refrigerator under the liquor shelf behind her.

“I’ll take an apple juice too, Mom. I’m
driving tonight, and I need a clear head,” Hunter said. He slipped
his hand over and patted my leg affectionately. The sweet gesture
made warmth spread through me. I was excited we were getting to
spend the whole evening together. I placed my hand top of his, and
he turned to link his fingers with mine.

“See, nothing to worry about,” he whispered
softly against my hair.

“I like them all,” I replied in the same
fashion, and he flashed a smile before giving me a tender kiss on
the cheek.

His mom slid two apple juices in fancy
martini glasses in front of us, interrupting our private moment.
“Dylan tells me you’re a music major. We’d love to come hear you
perform sometime.”

“That would be great. I’ve started classes,
and we’ll have our first concert next month. I’ll be sure to invite
you.”

“Wait until you hear her, Mom,” Hunter
interjected. “She’ll blow you away. I’ve never heard anyone
better.”

“Why don’t you sing something for us now?”
Weston asked from the grill, and I choked on my apple juice.

Hunter patted me on the back. “Let’s not kill
her all at once, okay, Dad? Give her a minute to get used to all of
us. I’d like to keep her around a while longer.”

“I bet you do,” Chris said with a knowing
wink, and I coughed again.

Hunter shot him an amused glare. “Cami, would
you like to walk by the pool with me?”

“Sure,” I replied, grateful he was attempting
to rescue me. We took our drinks and walked hand in hand toward the
water. The pool was as impressive as the rest of what I’d seen. A
hot tub was at the far end of one side, and large boulders were
around the backside with a slide fashioned to match the rocks.
Water sluiced down the slide and various places over the stones,
creating mini waterfalls, which fell into the sparkling Pebble Tec
pool. Large and small palm trees dotted the surrounding area, as
well as a few padded lounge chairs for sunbathing, which looked
more like something one would find at a five-star resort rather
than a private residence.

“Your home is very beautiful,” I said when we
stopped at the edge of the pool. “I had no idea your family was so
wealthy.”

Hunter took a sip of his drink before he
shrugged. “It’s all I know. I always thought this was a normal life
for most people.”

I snorted. “Hardly. I can’t even fathom what
it would be like to grow up with this kind of money.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

That comment surprised me. “Why?” I stared at
him, anxious to hear his answer.

“Because you’re perfect the way you are right
now—wholly unspoiled, sweet, real. I like all those things about
you.” He pushed a strand of hair, blowing in the warm breeze, away
from my face.

“You think having money would change those
things about me?”

“Not now, because you’re already you. But it
could’ve if you had it your whole life.”

“You seem to have turned out okay,” I
reminded him.

“Only because I met Chris. I was much crazier
before then.” He grinned. “My dad wasn’t completely kidding when he
said I had lot of names. He called me his wild child. That’s how I
came up with Wilder as my alias. Chris helped me change that
lifestyle.”

I gave a slight chuckle. “You must’ve been
thrilled to find out your sister was getting married to a cop.”

“He definitely wasn’t the type of guy I
expected her to end up with. He’s perfect for her, though.”

We both turned and glanced at them.

“They seem really happy together,” I said.
“Love does crazy things, doesn’t it? It can step in and change
people’s lives completely.”

“Tell me about it. Look what it did to mine.”
He stared at me now, a smoky heat glinting in his eyes, and he
stepped closer. “I thought I was going to go crazy trying to stay
away from you.”

“Now you don’t have to.” I couldn’t look
away.

His heated gaze flared. “No I don’t.” He took
my drink from my hand and placed it on the ground with his before
straightening to wrap his arms around my waist.

I slipped my arms around his neck, and he
bent to kiss first my forehead, then my cheek, before pressing his
lips to mine. He held me tightly, kissing me deeply, his tongue
exploring my mouth as the fire instantly flared between us. One of
his hands drifted downward, pressing us closer together.

Laughter echoed through the air from the
group back at the bar, and I broke away. “Hunter.” I slid my hands
to his chest as I pushed back. I could feel the blush stealing
across my skin. “Your family is watching.”

“Cami,” he said, holding me tighter.

I pushed harder—embarrassed at the show I was
sure we were putting on for everyone.

“Cami, stop,” he demanded again, but it was
too late. I lost my balance, falling backward. Hunter tried to hold
me, but the momentum was too much, and both of us tumbled into the
pool.

 



Chapter Three

Hunter-

 


My head broke the surface of the water, and I
gasped, quickly scanning for Cami. I breathed a sigh of relief when
I found her sputtering behind me. I closed the distance between us
as laughter filled the air from the edge of the pool. I ignored
them as I grabbed Cami’s arm and gently tugged her to me. She wiped
her hair away from her face, and thin black rivulets of mascara
streamed down her cheeks.

“Are you okay?” I asked, concerned. I’d
fallen on top of her when we’d hit the water.

Her skin immediately flushed a lovely shade
of pink. “I will be after the humiliation settles.”

I allowed myself to grin then. “I tried to
warn you.”

She grimaced. “I know, but I didn’t realize
what you meant until it was too late. Sorry.”

“Are you two all right?” My mom’s concerned
voice floated above us.

“You know they have suits you could’ve
borrowed in the pool house. You didn’t have to shove her in,” Chris
drawled out in a joking manner.

I glanced up at him as I started leading Cami
toward the steps. “You’re hilarious. Why don’t you do something
useful—like get us some towels?” I didn’t think Cami had realized
her white blouse was practically transparent now. While I was
enjoying the view, I wasn’t too thrilled with the idea of everyone
else seeing it. She’d be embarrassed if she realized.

Sheridan and Chris appeared at the end of the
pool with stacks of the fluffy, white towels my parents always kept
in abundant supply. I helped Cami up the steps, and Sheridan had
her quickly wrapped in a towel, for which I was grateful.

“What happened?” my mom asked, joining us as
I tried wringing the water out of my pants.

“I took a step backward, not realizing how
close I was to the water,” Cami stated mournfully. “Hunter tried to
catch me, but I took him down with me, I’m afraid.”

“Forced into taking the plunge, eh?” Chris
added with a laugh.

“Something like that.” I chuckled. “Sheridan,
is it okay if I go raid any clothes you have left in your closet? I
think you’re probably the closest size to Cami.”

“Of course you can. They may be a little
outdated, but she’s welcome to anything.”

“Thank you,” Cami said, graciously. “I’m so
sorry for the trouble.”

“No trouble whatsoever.”

I quickly used a towel to sop the worst of
the wet before taking my shoes off. “Follow me,” I said with a nod
to my heavily-bundled girlfriend whose hands were buried somewhere
beneath a couple of fluffy towels.

She followed me into the house. “I’m so
embarrassed,” she whispered once we were out of earshot of the
others.

I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and
hugged her. “Don’t be. Accidents happen. Besides it gives me the
opportunity to have you all to myself for a bit.”

She smiled a little then. “But I’m a chlorine
mess now.”

We climbed the staircase. “That’s okay. My
old room has a private bathroom. You can get showered while I find
something for you to wear in Sheridan’s closet.”

“Is there any chance she might have a hair
tie or something I can put my hair in a ponytail with? It’ll be a
frizzy mess without all my hair products to calm it down.”

“I’ll check. I’m sure I can find something
somewhere,” I replied, stopping to open the door to my room. I
gestured for her to enter and stepped in behind her.

She stopped suddenly and glanced around.
“This isn’t a bedroom—it’s a suite.” She stared at me with wide
eyes. “Half my parent’s house could fit in this space.”

I chuckled as I tried to look at it through
her eyes. I supposed to someone who’d never been here it would seem
overwhelming. I stared at the sitting area with black leather
furniture, complete with my own television and gaming system, then
glanced over the shelves on the gray walls, which held my trophies,
awards, and pictures from my years in school. I paused when my gaze
fell on my large bed covered in a black-and-red checkered
bedspread, and I briefly wondered what it would feel like to see
Cami in that bed with her gorgeous red hair spread out over my
pillows. Heat streaked through me at the thought. I wanted her
there.

I cleared my throat, knowing I needed to
clear my head as well. “Um, the bathroom is through this door.” I
ushered her into the large gray-and-black tiled space. “Help
yourself to whatever you need, and I’ll go find you some clothes.
If you’ll leave the door unlocked, I’ll leave them here on the
counter for you.”

She smiled. “Thank you. I’ll hurry so you can
shower and change too.”

I was having a hard time controlling my
thoughts. “You know, they say showering together can conserve
water,” I replied, lifting an eyebrow suggestively. She blushed the
deepest shade of red yet, and I couldn’t help my chuckle. I was
teasing, mostly, but if I were being honest, I’d jump right in if
she gave me the okay. I couldn’t seem to resist tempting her.

“Uh.” She faltered as her gaze traveled over
my wet clothes, and I knew without a doubt she wasn’t immune to me
either. “Are . . . are you serious?”

“Are you seriously considering letting me
join you?” I responded with my own question.

She shook her head and smiled. “No. Your
whole family is waiting for us downstairs!”

I sighed. “Then I
was totally joking—not serious at all.”

She laughed. “I see how it is.”

“Do you?” I laughed. I knew I was way more
daring than she was. She was right, though. I needed to stick with
our plans. I’d be able to have her to myself later tonight. “You’re
right, as usual. I’ll be a good boy.” I gave her a wink, and she
looked a little skeptical.

“Why do I doubt that?” She bit her lip as she
took off her wet towels and laid them on the counter, bringing her
wet shirt back into view.

My blood roared. “Probably because you do
know me.” I didn’t even attempt to hide my appreciative stare over
her clinging, white blouse. “I better go.”

She gave a little wave of her fingers, and I
had to force myself to shut the door before I was tempted to grab
her and kiss her again. I leaned my forehead against it for a
moment, taking a deep breath.

The simple thought of spending time with her
tonight made me smile. I continued to think about her as I made my
way to Sheridan’s room. I couldn’t believe how quickly Cami had
gotten under my skin and into my heart. I’d never been what I
considered a romantic—more like a player in my teen years—but she
brought all that out in me. It had been such a struggle to stay
away from her at the beginning, but it was nothing compared to what
I felt now. I wanted to be with her always, and that was a subject
I intended to approach her with this evening.

Rummaging through Sheridan’s old clothes, I
found a sunny-yellow tank top I knew would make Cami’s red hair
glow beautifully. I chose it and a pair of tan shorts before
realizing she wouldn’t have any under things. I didn’t relish the
idea of going through my sister’s underwear drawer, but Cami was
going to need something. I quickly chose the first pair of panties
and bra folded next to each other, hoping they might fit her okay.
There was no way I was holding them up to look. Some things a guy
shouldn’t know about his sister.

Remembering her request for a hair band, I
dug through the drawers in Sheridan’s bathroom and picked out
several before heading back to my room.

I knocked on the bathroom door. “It’s
me—bringing your stuff in,” I called out as I entered.

“Okay, thank you. I’m almost done,” she
replied over the noise of the shower.

I placed the items on the counter and opened
my drawer to get out a comb and hairbrush for her, placing them on
the counter. I closed the drawer and glanced into the mirror.

Immediately, I recognized my mistake, but I
couldn’t look away from the outline of her body behind the frosted
glass of the shower door. It hid enough to protect her privacy, but
what I could see made my imagination run wild. I closed my eyes and
swallowed hard, clenching the edge of the counter. I needed to cool
off in a big way. “Hey, I’m going to go shower real quick in
Sheridan’s bathroom so you don’t have to rush. Go ahead and rejoin
the others when you’re ready. I’ll meet you there shortly.”

“All right. See you in a few minutes.” She
was completely oblivious to the effect she was having on me.

I didn’t even bother to turn on the hot
water, climbing straight into the cold spray. My skin prickled, and
I couldn’t help letting out a little gasp of surprise followed by a
shiver. I braced my hands against the wall and hung my head as the
chilly liquid sluiced over me for several minutes.

When I felt sufficiently frozen, and much
calmer, I finally turned some of the hot on and quickly finished
washing. As I stepped out and dried off, I realized I hadn’t
bothered to grab any clothes in my rush to get away; I was so
intent on putting some distance between us. So, tucking the towel
around my waist, I headed back to my room.

I wasn’t expecting the sight that greeted me,
and I stopped in the doorway. Cami stood with her back to me,
studying items on my shelves, looking at pictures of me through the
years and trophies I’d won. The clothes I’d picked seemed to fit
her nicely from this angle, hugging her curves and showcasing her
long, pretty legs. She’d pulled her curly hair into a loose, messy
bun of sorts with several wild tendrils escaping to brush the
creamy skin of her neck.

She turned and instantly locked eyes with me
before allowing her gaze to travel hungrily down my towel-clad
form. Instantly, the effects of my cold shower were null and
void.

“Sorry,” she said, apparently completely
oblivious to the way she was making me feel. “I couldn’t resist the
opportunity to see pieces of your life from before I knew you.”

“No reason to apologize. I’m happy to share
them with you.” I shut the door behind me. I went to my dresser and
grabbed some clothes, and she gave me a smile before she turned
back to the shelves. I dressed quickly and went to join her,
wrapping my arms around her from behind and resting my chin on her
head.

“Where was this picture taken?” she asked,
pointing to one of me in my red and white football gear.

“That was after the state championship my
senior year.”

“Wow! State? That’s awesome! I can understand
why you’re smiling so big. It’s a huge accomplishment. I’m assuming
your team won?”

“Yep,” I pointed to the hat sitting on the
shelf beside the picture. “We got these after the game and this
too.” I picked up a small box and flipped the lid to show her my
championship ring inside.

“Holy cow! That’s enormous! I didn’t know
they did that kind of stuff for high school football. Have you ever
worn it?”

I laughed. “Heck yeah! I wore it the rest of
my senior year clear until I started the police academy. I had to
take it off for training, and I never put it back on, but I still
love it. We made it to the playoffs all four years, but this was
the only time we got to the state game. It was pretty awesome.”

“I wish I could’ve known you then.” She
leaned her head against my shoulder, and I hugged her tighter.

“How come?” I was curious to know why.

She shrugged. “I think I really would’ve
enjoyed getting to experience all these things with you.” She
picked up a picture of me in my basketball uniform and ran her
fingers gently over it.

“Did you have a girlfriend?”

I snorted. “Several,” I answered honestly.
“And not one of them can hold a candle to you.” I kissed the top of
her head.

She turned and wrapped her arms around my
neck. “I think you’re just trying to butter me up now.”

“Always.” I grinned. “But it happens to be
the truth too. No one has ever made me feel the way you do.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/328748
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

cover.jpg





