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Blair

I am in love with a man who doesn’t know I exist.

Wait a second, scratch that. He knows I exist. He just chooses to ignore me. Which hurts even more.

Oh, and by “in love with him,” I mean I think he’s superhot and sweet. A phenomenal athlete with strong, silent type-vibes, and I want to have sex with him.

I don’t admit that to anyone though. Not a single soul. Camden Fields, hotshot quarterback at Colorado University, best friend to my overprotective big brother Knox, fuel for my filthiest sexual fantasies and dreams, is my secret.

I first met Cam before I was a senior in high school. Knox brought him home with him in the middle of summer one weekend. They were already at college, preparing for the upcoming football season, and Cam wanted to meet our dad. Or Knox wanted to show off that our father is a retired NFL player.

Whatever the reason, Camden walked into our house and my jaw literally dropped. He was the most gorgeous guy I had ever seen, and I still stand by that statement.

Worse? He was nice. Funny. My parents loved him. He was kind to Ruby, our little sister, who can be a total shit. And when he appeared in a pair of swim trunks to go swimming in our pool? Forget it.

I was drooling.

Kind of like how I’m currently salivating as I lurk on the second floor of the library on campus, spying on Cam sitting at one of the tables nearby. It feels wrong, watching him when he’s unaware, but I need a few seconds to gather myself before I approach him, so why not spend that time unabashedly ogling him?

The man is ridiculously good-looking. Dark brown hair that’s longer on top, which he keeps raking his fingers through as he reads whatever extremely thick and intimidating textbook is in front of him, and I wish it were my fingers in his hair.

I stare at him with longing, grateful he hasn’t noticed me yet as I continue to mentally catalogue his features. Those dark brown eyes and a big smile with the straightest teeth. Strong jaw and chin, with cheekbones that could cut glass. He’s tall because, of course he is, as well as broad and built. Big hands that know exactly how to throw a football. Bet they know how to do other things too.

My entire body flushes at the thought.

“Excuse me,” a guy murmurs from behind me, and I step aside when I realize I’m in his way, offering an apology before my gaze returns to Cam.

To find him looking straight at me, surprise etched on his handsome features.

Oh shit.

Smiling faintly, I offer him a lame wave and slowly make my way toward his table, telling myself it would be rude to ignore him. I stop on the other side of it, reaching out to grip the empty chair directly in front of me, so I have something to hold on to. “Hey, Camden.”

“Blair.” His deep voice washes over me, making me tingle all over. “Surprised I haven’t seen you sooner.”

I’ve only been here for about a month—after two years at community college back home, I transferred to Colorado University.

And what, did he expect me to chase after him?

“I thought you’d stop by our place by now to see Knox,” he continues, probably because he notices my confusion.

“Oh. Yeah, no. Knox and I have met a couple times for dinner, but I haven’t stopped by your guys’ apartment yet.” I was always secretly disappointed Knox didn’t bring Cam with him to dinner too. “I’ve been busy.”

“I bet.” His slow, sexy smile makes my panties feel like they’re made of dissolvable fabric. “How are you liking it here?”

“I like it a lot! It’s great!” I am chirping. I sound like an idiot and need to tone it down a notch or ten. “My class load is kind of tough, but I’m getting used to it.”

“Oh yeah?” He frowns, inclining his head toward the chair I’m currently holding on to for dear life. “You should join me. Unless you need to be somewhere?”

“No, no. I don’t need to be anywhere.” Now I sound like a loser. This man turns me into an absolute fool, just being in his presence. “My next class is in like … forty-five minutes.”

I let go of the back of the chair and he kicks at it, making the chair skid across the floor, nearly bumping into me. I grab it, settle in and drop my backpack at my feet, inhaling discreetly.

His spicy cologne hits me like a drug, slipping through my veins and making me want to sway in drunken pleasure. No one should be allowed to smell this delicious. To look this delicious. Everything about this man just lights me up. It’s criminal, how much I want him.

How much he doesn’t realize it.

“What are you reading?” I ask, needing to distract myself.

Cam holds up the book, so I can see the cover with the title, American Political Thought, on the front of it.

“Sounds boring.” I wrinkle my nose.

“It’s not so bad.” He shrugs. “I’m a poly sci major so … ”

Great. I just insulted his choice of major. “Oh right. Sorry. I forgot.”

Actually, I didn’t even know. Not like Knox and I discuss Cam beyond him mentioning Cam’s name here and there. Mostly in reference to football and the team and stats and all the bullshit that comes with it.

I shouldn’t describe it like that. Football is our family’s life. Dad always says, it’s a part of our legacy. He fully expects Knox to get drafted into the NFL, predicting he’ll get picked by the fifth round, and I don’t doubt it’ll happen. I’m related to a bunch of guys who are currently playing in the NFL, both by blood and through marriage. We are just that family.

“It’s okay. You shouldn’t care what my major is.” He slams the book shut and pushes it aside, before he rests his arms on top of the table, contemplating me. “So, how’s it going?”

“How’s what going?” I stare into his eyes for a beat too long, trying to calm my breathing. My rapidly beating heart. Pretty sure this is the closest I’ve ever been to Cam, beyond that one moment when I got to hug him after a football game last season.

That experience about did me in. My emotions went into a chaotic spiral the moment I felt his arms close around me.

Or maybe that was just my hormones kicking in, reminding me that I’m extremely attracted to this man.

“School. Life.” He shrugs, leaning back in his seat, sprawling his legs out. He’s dressed in a Golden Eagles Football T-shirt that stretches tight across his wide chest and a pair of black basketball shorts. The outfit is nothing special, but heaven help me, he looks amazing. “Knox mentioned you’re doing well since you got here.”

“I am.” I nod—a little too enthusiastically. “I just—I don’t have a lot of friends yet.”

He frowns, seemingly concerned. “Oh? Well, you did just start here.”

While the campus is crowded and my classes are full, I haven’t really been able to fully connect with anyone.

Yet.

“Right. Well, I have my roommates.” Rita and Cheyenne are perfectly nice, but I don’t really know them, and they are already super close since they’ve roomed together since freshman year. Which means, most of the time, I feel like a third wheel when I’m hanging out with them. “And they’re nice. But I haven’t really talked to anyone in my classes yet.”

“Ah.” Cam nods. “Well, at least you have your brother.”

I roll my eyes. “He doesn’t count.”

That smile is back, closed-lipped and absolutely adorable. “You have me.”

My heart drops, landing between my legs. You have me.

He can’t say things like that unless he means them.

“I’ll be your friend,” he continues. “Knox did mention to me recently that he needs my help.”

Be my friend. Would he freak out if he knew what I truly wanted from him? It’s definitely not friendship.

“Help with what?” I ask warily.

“Watching over you. He says I’m the only one he can trust on the team not to make a move on you.” Cam shakes his head.

And just like that, my heart returns to its normal spot in my chest, all tingly feelings occurring between my thighs disappearing. Great. Cam views me as the little sister he never had, thanks to my completely over-the-top brother.

“Wow, can’t wait to have two overprotective brothers on campus watching out for me,” I say, heavy on the sarcasm.

Cam scratches the back of his neck, seeming a little uncomfortable. “Is Knox too much sometimes?”

His question opens up a dam of opinions. “Too much? If he could put me in a cage and keep me under lock and key for the rest of my time here on this campus, he totally would. It’s ridiculous. He’s ridiculous. I don’t know why he thinks I’m incapable of making rational decisions, but for whatever reason, he believes I’m going to put myself at risk on a daily basis, like I’m stupid.”

“Knox doesn’t think you’re stupid,” Cam says, ready to defend his friend, which is a little annoying. Though not annoying enough to make me think he’s awful. I could never think Cam is awful. “More like he doesn’t trust anyone else.”

I raise my brows. “Meaning?”

“Like all the guys. Everyone we know. The team, mostly.” He crosses his arms, making his biceps bulge. Good lord. It’s hard not to blatantly stare at them. “He knows what we’re all up to when we’re not playing football, and doesn’t want his little sister exposed to our terrible ways.”

“Are you all just a bunch of dirty dogs deep down?” Dirty dogs? What in the world am I saying?

Cam chuckles. “I would say the majority of us think with our dick first, can’t lie.”

Okay. The tingle is back between my legs because hearing Cam talk about his dick is just a bit exciting, which makes me feel a tad pathetic, but whatever.

“Oh, come on. You’re deeper than that, right?”

“Not really.” He shrugs again.

“Says the man who’s reading about American politics.”

“I have to for an assignment in the class,” he explains, that smile still on his face.

I’m getting the sense he’s enjoying this conversation as much as I am, though maybe that’s just wishful thinking on my part.

“You’re telling me then, that when you first meet a woman, you can’t help but think about having sex with her?”

“Well, yeah.” He looks sheepish. But not enough to hold back being honest. “Most of the time.”

“Every woman?”

“If I find her attractive, definitely.” He shrugs, seemingly uncomfortable.

Huh.

The words leave me before I can even think about them, which isn’t normal.

“What about me?”
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Camden

I stare at Blair Maguire’s beautiful face, dumbfounded.

Did she say what I think she just said?

“Never mind.” She waves her hand, her cheeks turning the faintest shade of pink. “Forget I asked that.”

The problem is, I don’t think I’ll ever forget she asked that. I have always found her attractive. Even when Knox and I were incoming college freshmen and she was going to be a senior in high school, and I went to her house that one summer, eager to meet their dad. She was cute then. Blonde and green-eyed and always wearing a friendly smile, yet rarely wearing much clothing, considering how hot it was that weekend. I stayed at her family’s house for three days that first summer I met Knox, and by the end of the stay, I realized something.

My new friend’s sister had a crush on me.

That’s not my ego talking either. I’d always catch her staring at me. She followed me around—a lot. Made sure she was always sitting out by the pool when we were out there too, wearing some little bikini that barely covered her. She has perfect tits and a tiny waist and flared hips. Curves in all the right places that I would mentally tell myself not to look at.

I told my mental, nagging voice to fuck right off every single time I caught myself checking her out. Even though I knew it was a bad idea. As in, me and Blair.

We’re a terrible idea.

The worst part of that one short summer visit? How her sweet voice would always turn softer when she spoke to me, those big green eyes drinking me in. Like she couldn’t get enough of my presence. She’d try to make conversation with me every chance she got.

Can’t lie, it felt good to have such a pretty girl seemingly crushing on me, but she was young. And I wasn’t interested. Not really. One, the age difference—well more the school difference—and two, she was Knox’s sister. And he warned me straight out that his sisters were off-limits.

Having her sit in front of me now, looking prettier than ever and asking me if I ever thought about having sex with her? Fuck.

My answer would be a hell yes, but I can’t say that out loud.

Can I?

I might’ve told myself back in the day I wasn’t interested in her, but it was a lie. I always thought she was beautiful. I would’ve totally made a move on her if she’d been older and not Knox’s sister.

Still can’t make a move because … yeah.

Blair is Knox’s sister.

There are rules Knox has laid down and boundaries established. We can’t touch Blair.

Period.

“Yeah, I’ve thought about it,” I finally mutter, so low she almost didn’t hear me.

But she definitely did. I see the realization dawn. The slow smile that curls her lips, immediately erased, like she didn’t mean to do it.

“Camden Fields,” she softly chastises, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Really?”

She sounds surprised, but come on. Has she looked at herself in the mirror lately? She’s fucking gorgeous. All that blonde hair and smooth skin. Those pink lips that are perfectly-shaped. Not to mention she has a great body. A perfect ass that I’ve stared at more than a time or two.

I scrub a hand over my face, trying to keep my thoughts under control.

“I shouldn’t be talking with you like this.” I sit up straighter, clearing my throat. “Your brother would have my ass.”

“I won’t tell him if you don’t,” she promises, her voice … sultry?

Well, damn. What do I say to that?

“Look, I should go.” When she rises to her feet, I recall her saying she didn’t have to be at her next class for another forty-five minutes, which was like … ten minutes ago. Tops. “It was nice seeing you. Hopefully we’ll run into each other again sometime soon.”

Before I can say anything, even goodbye, she grabs her backpack and she’s gone.

Without hesitation, I shoot out of my seat, leaving everything behind at the table while I chase after her. She might not be tall with a long stride like me, but she’s fast, seeing as she’s practically to the side doors of the library when I curl my fingers around her upper arm, stopping her.

She whips around, surprise in her eyes when she realizes I chased after her.

“If I made you uncomfortable, I didn’t mean to,” I say, suddenly sweating. I don’t want to piss her off or offend her. And this has nothing to do with Knox. I know he’ll kick my ass if I did something rude to his sister, but really?

I respect Blair. I like her. And I don’t want to hurt her feelings.

Something dawns in her gaze, something I can’t quite figure out, and her lips curve into the tiniest smile. “You didn’t make me uncomfortable, Cam.”

Thank Christ. “Okay, good.”

“It was—interesting though, what you said.”

I’m frowning. “How so?”

“That we’re having the same thoughts about each other.”

I blink at her, the meaning behind her words sinking into my brain.

“I’ve wondered what it would be like with you too.” She blasts me with the full wattage of her smile, before she turns and pushes her way through the double doors, disappearing out of view.

Leaving me at a complete loss.
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PRACTICE IS A BITCH. My arm aches from constantly throwing and that son of a bitch Derek tackled my ass out of nowhere, taking me down to the ground. The coaches went apeshit, screaming at him, and Derek apologized over and over again, making me feel bad for being mad at him.

Still am though, even if it’s unreasonable.

Once I’m dressed and ready to leave, Coach asks me to come into his office, which I do, settling in the chair across from his desk.

“Maguire waiting for you?” he asks. He knows our living situation and how we usually go to practice together.

“He is,” I answer.

“I’ll make it quick then.” He scoots his creaky old desk chair closer, resting his arms on the edge of the desk. “We need to protect you at all costs.”

“Protect me?”

“Your arm. That asshole Derek.” Coach rubs his jaw, his lips firm. “I’m sorry that happened.”

I’m in shock Coach would apologize. “You had nothing to do with it.”

“Still. You’re the best fucking QB we’ve had in years. I can’t risk losing you, not this year. You and Maguire are powerhouses. You two keep this up and you’re on your way to the NFL for sure.”

I refuse to get my hopes up. That is the ultimate dream. But I’m not part of a legacy like my friend. With his retired NFL-playing father and uncle, he’s got an automatic ‘in’ that I will never have, and while I’m not jealous of it, I sure do wish it was me sometimes.

“Thanks, Coach,” I say when I realize he’s done. “That’s all you wanted to tell me?”

“That and I wanted you to know how much I appreciate you. The entire coaching staff does. Your calm demeanor keeps everyone on an even keel which we appreciate. Those boys listen to you, son. Your quiet leadership is outstanding. You are an asset to this team, Fields.” He nods once, and I leap to my feet, taking that as my dismissal. “Don’t fuck it up.”

The same words linger in my brain the entire drive home. I give noncommittal answers to Knox, while what Coach said is on repeat.

Don’t fuck it up.

Talk about freaking me out. I am bound to fuck it up. I’m not perfect. Not even close. And I have a feeling I will do exactly that at one point or another during the season.

“What the hell did Coach say to you to put you in such a funk?” Knox demands.

I send him a look, afraid to repeat anything out loud. “Just tried to pump me up.”

Knox grins, the cocky bastard. “I take it that it wasn’t a success.”

“More like freaked me out.”

“Well, put his words out of your head. Don’t let him get to you.” He pauses, and I know he’s thinking about how this sort of thing always messes with me. “We have a game this weekend. It’s going to be great.”

“You really think so?”

“I know so,” Knox says firmly. “Think about something else. Think about … the pretty girl you ran into on campus today.”

My defenses shoot up. “How do you know I ran into a pretty girl?”

“Because you always do, asshole. It’s that face of yours.” Knox slaps me on the shoulder, making me flinch.

The only pretty girl I ran into just so happens to be related to my best friend and roommate. Blair’s face pops into my brain, her tantalizing words now on repeat, replacing Coach’s.

I’ve wondered what it would be like with you too.

Seriously, what the fuck is she saying? She had a crush on me a while ago, but was she implying she’s still into me?

Hard to believe, but I don’t think she was lying when she said that.

Wild.

Not like we can act on any urges we might have for each other. Knox would chop my nuts off with a machete and make me wear them around my neck as a reminder of what not to do. Blair is untouchable with a capital U. I’d be an idiot to even consider getting involved with her.

And when I mean involved, I use the word loosely. I am not the commitment type. I just don’t have the time and most of the women I’ve spent time with aren’t out for a real commitment either. They just want to have a good time. Same as me.

Relationships aren’t my thing. I’m not ready to have one. I don’t know if I ever will be. I saw the way my parents went at each other’s throats every chance they got through their divorce. My older brother got the hell out of the house the moment he graduated from high school and never looked back. I did pretty much the same. Dad will show up to my football games from time to time, but I don’t talk to him much beyond those encounters. We’re not close. I’m holding on to too many old memories of him yelling at us, drunk off his ass and pissed at the world.

No thanks. I’m doing my best to make my life positive. I don’t need his negativity to bring me down.

“You all right?” Knox asks, once I’ve pulled into our assigned spot in the apartment parking lot. “You seem … preoccupied.”

“Just got a lot on my mind.” Which is the damn truth. I feel like I’m going to cave under the pressure at any moment. From school. Football. A hot girl I shouldn’t fantasize about.

I need to let loose. I need to get out and forget about my troubles, even for a few hours. “Want to go to Logan’s tonight?”

“Nah.” He makes a face. “Still not over what happened last time I went.”

When he saw that one girl and she sat on his lap after he tried to snag the same chair she wanted. I think he’s got a thing for her. The girl who works at the bookstore or whatever. She’s cute. Not necessarily my type, though I try to rile him up by acting like I’m interested.

Sometimes I’m a prick, but it’s all in fun. Everyone on the team loves to give each other shit.

“Your loss,” I tell him, envisioning a cold, crisp bottle of beer waiting for me at the bar. Hopefully a cute little blonde will be there too, one who doesn’t have green eyes or the last name Maguire.

That would be the best scenario. Doesn’t matter how much I’m interested in her, I can’t have her. Blair Maguire may as well have a sign across her face that says …

Hands off.




3

Blair

“Girls, we are so going to the bar! Logan’s, watch out, here we come!” Rita starts clapping, her red nails flashing every time her hands fly through the air.

Cheyenne yells out an extra loud whoop, making me jump. “Yes, girl, YES. I am so sick of sitting in the library studying every night.”

Please. They don’t sit in the library every night. Every time I’m in there, I never see them, but the building is large and multi-leveled, so maybe they are?

Huh. Doubtful.

“Let’s go find some men tonight,” Cheyenne finishes with a big grin.

“Stat!” Rita adds because she’s been on a Grey’s Anatomy kick and likes to talk as if she works at a hospital every chance she gets.

I watch them with trepidation in my chest, wondering how I can get out of this. Don’t get me wrong, I like Rita and Cheyenne, but they are so high energy while I’m …

Not.

I leave that sort of behavior to my sister Ruby. She’s full of it. Loud and obvious and wanting all the attention, all the time. She would adore Rita and Cheyenne. They’d become fast friends. Maybe I should call her.

“Blair!” I nearly jump out of my chair when Cheyenne screams in my face. “You’re going with us, right?”

My gaze goes to Cheyenne, then to Rita, and back to Cheyenne. I can tell from the looks on their faces, they won’t take no for an answer.

But I gotta try anyway.

“I don’t know … ” I let my voice trail off, grimacing slightly. “I have a test tomorrow.”

“Oh, please.” Rita rolls her eyes, reaching for me. “You’ll have to take a bazillion tests. That first one of the semester doesn’t count.”

I back away from her grabby red claws. “It definitely counts.”

“Come on, Blair. Please?” Cheyenne puts her hands together like she’s begging. Praying. With those big blue eyes and the subtle lash extensions that she’s currently batting at me, she’s hard to resist. “It’ll be so much fun.”

“Plus, maybe you can introduce us to your brother’s teammates.” Rita and Cheyenne share a look. “They’re always at Logan’s.”

My heart sinks. They’re using me to get closer to the guys. Not because they want to hang out with me and get to know me better.

Ouch.

“I don’t really talk to them,” I start, but Rita cuts me off.

“Please. Girl, you talk to them all the time. Knox Maguire is your brother. We want the connection. I’ve been dying to meet that dude since freshman year, but he doesn’t pay any attention to me.”

“Maybe if you let him feel you up in a bathroom at a frat party he might notice you,” Cheyenne jokes, making me wince.

I don’t want to think about my brother feeling anyone up in any sort of bathroom, eww.

“God, Chey! I let one frat boy feel me up in his bathroom and I never hear the end of it!” Rita goes stomping off, leaving Cheyenne and me alone in our tiny living room.

Cheyenne shrugs, her eyes a little wild. “I didn’t mean to make her mad.”

Before I can tell her not to worry about it, Cheyenne is bolting down the hallway, banging on Rita’s closed bedroom door. “Come on, Rita! Let me in! I was just kidding!”

I scoot past her and continue down the hall, locking myself in my room and collapsing on my double bed with a loud sigh. Thank God I have my own bedroom, so I can lock myself away from the chaos that is my roommates.

They love each other fiercely, but they’re like sisters, which means they fight fiercely too. And witnessing their chaotic relationship makes me miss my sister.

Grabbing my phone, I FaceTime Ruby. She picks up on the second ring, though her face doesn’t appear. I can tell she’s in her dorm room. I see movement in the background and I assume it’s her roommate, Becca.

“What are you doing?” I ask, frowning when I hear something crash.

Ruby’s head pops up, a big smile on her face. My sister is gorgeous. Her sparkling personality makes her even more appealing. Guys have been chasing her since she was twelve.

Twelve.

She’s never interested in any of them. Not really. She’s dated guys, here and there, but it never turns into anything, which always makes our dad happy. He thinks we’re all too young to settle down—well, us girls at least.

Doesn’t matter that he got with Mom when she was only eighteen and they’re still blissfully happy, but whatever.

“Sorry, I just dropped my pencil box and it spilled everywhere,” Ruby says.

Ruby likes to draw. She’s always sketching something, though she insists it’s just a hobby and she can’t make a business out of it. I beg to differ, but she doesn’t listen to me ever. I’m just her big sister, always trying to tell her what to do, according to her.

“How’s it going?” I smile at her, watching as she settles into her desk chair, brushing the wild blonde strands away from her face.

“Good! Busy.” She glances over her shoulder, waving at her roommate before she turns to face the camera once more. “I hate it here.”

I frown. “What do you mean?”

“I’m bored. Campus life is dead. I thought it would have more of a nightlife but nope. The sidewalks roll up at nine and there’s nothing going on, ever. Plus,” she leans her head closer to her phone, “I don’t like my roommate.”

“Ruby!” I press my lips together, hating how loud I just was. I’m reminding myself of my roommates. “Isn’t she right there?”

“She already left. And it doesn’t really matter. I don’t think she likes me either.” Ruby leans back, exhaling loudly. “I didn’t think it would feel so good, confessing that. It’s like a weight just lifted off my shoulders.”

I shake my head. “Is it really that bad there?”

“Worse than you can imagine. At least for me. You know how I am. But enough about me. I always make it about me.”

This is not a lie. Ruby used to be one of the most self-centered people I knew, though that might have something to do with the fact that she’s my little sister and was always in my business, in my stuff, in my face, all the damn time when we were younger. But at her core, she cares about others. Her circle is small, just like mine. Just like Knox’s.

I prefer a smaller group of friends. People I adore and trust. People who don’t care that once upon a time, our dad was famous. My brother and sister feel the same way.

“What are you up to? How’s school? How are your roommates? Met any cute guys yet?” Ruby asks.

“Nothing much, school is going well, my roommates are okay, and no, I haven’t met any cute guys yet.” Cam doesn’t count. I’ve known him for a while, so I can’t put him in the ‘just met’ category.

“Why aren’t you hanging out with Knox and all his friends?”

I roll my eyes. “Because the majority of them are ridiculous. And Knox doesn’t want me hanging around them. He’s afraid I might run off and hook up with one of them, as if I have no control over myself.”

“Like Cam?”

Her question hangs heavy in the air, and as always, I regret that I ever told her I was interested in him.

“That was years ago. I’m over him,” I say, but I sound unconvincing even to myself.

“Liar.” Ruby laughs when I give her the finger. “It’s okay that you still have a crush on him, Blair.”

“Not when he doesn’t notice me.” I think about what he said earlier, and what I told him. I then spill my guts to my little sister, giving her an entire replay of the encounter that I had with Cam at the library.

“So, he actually said he’s thought about having sex with you?” Ruby sounds scandalized.

“And then I basically admitted the same thing.” I pause, all my insecurities rushing through me. “Was that a mistake?”

“No, not at all. I’m proud of you. How long have you been lusting after this guy again? And you only just now put it out there?”

“Stop. It’s not easy for me to say stuff like that.” I’m embarrassed. I feel like a child with a crush on some unattainable teen idol or something. Which is fairly accurate when it comes to my relationship with Cam. He feels completely out of reach. He always has.

“I’m not trying to make you feel bad. I’m trying to lift you up. It’s been a long time that you’ve felt this way about Camden Fields. I feel like you’re finally making progress.”

“Nothing happened, Ruby. You’re making a big deal out of nothing.”

“We all have to start somewhere, and this is your start with Cam. When do you think you’ll see him again?”

“I don’t know.” I think about the roomies going to Logan’s. “There’s a chance I could run into him tonight if I go out with the girls.”

“For all you know, you might still be on his mind. Right now is the perfect time to go out and hopefully run into him.”

“I feel like Rita and Cheyenne only want to drag me along with them because of my connection to Knox.” And I don’t like feeling used. It’s not fun. Not at all.

“So? Use that to your advantage to get closer to Cam,” Ruby points out.

“Right, only for Knox to ruin it because he’s so overprotective that he’ll drive Cam away forever.” I sound morose. I am morose. Our brother has this way of ruining everything when it comes to guys.

Poor Knox. I know he means well, but he’s too much sometimes.

Okay fine, most of the time.

“Ugh, forget him. He can say whatever he wants, but ultimately, he doesn’t control our lives, right? I say go for it. Let Cam know you’re interested.”

“But that’s so … ” Scary. Intimidating. Terrifying.

All the above.

“It’s what you need to do,” Ruby says firmly. “How else will Cam know you’re interested, if you don’t tell him?”

I wish I had even an ounce of Ruby’s confidence.

“Maybe he isn’t interested. Maybe he just said that for … whatever reason. I don’t know what to think. But it’s hard for me to put myself out there like that. I mean, he’s the freaking college quarterback, and he’s gorgeous. Everyone knows who he is. He could have whomever he wants, and I’m just—”

“You’re Blair fucking Maguire, that’s who you are. Have you taken a good look at yourself lately? You’re smart, you’re kind, you’re gorgeous. Cam would be an idiot not to be interested in you.”

We may have fought like cats and dogs when we were younger, but Ruby is the best hype woman ever. “I wish you were here right now.”

“Me too. I’d make you talk to him tonight. I’d probably make you text him right now, if I was with you. In fact, you should totally do that.”

“I don’t even have his number,” I mutter.

“One text to our brother and you’d have it.”

“Along with a ton of questions I don’t want to answer.”

“True that.” Ruby’s smile is soft and encouraging. “Just go out with your wild roommates to that bar and see what happens. You might run into him.”

“And then again, I probably won’t. Or he’ll be there surrounded by a ton of gorgeous girls and he won’t even notice me.”

“Please. How could he not notice you?”

After I get off the call with Ruby, I venture out of my bedroom to find Rita and Cheyenne in Rita’s bedroom, Cheyenne lounging on the bed on her phone, while Rita searches through her closet. I stand in the open doorway, take a deep breath and announce, “I’ll go out with you tonight.”

Rita whirls around, a giant smile on her face. “You will? That’s great!”

“But I have one condition.”

“What is it?” Cheyenne asks.

“I’d love to introduce you to my brother.” Not really. That sounds like torture. But I have to say this. “But I can’t guarantee it’s going to happen. Or that he’ll even be there.”

“He goes to Logan’s a lot,” Rita says with complete confidence. “And hey, I get it if you can’t help us meet Knox. He’s a popular guy.”

“Right.” Was that an insult? “Let’s just go to Logan’s and have fun, and if we run into Knox and his friends, well, lucky us, right?”

“Lucky us!” Rita does a little shimmy, waving her hands above her head. “We need to pre-party first. I refuse to spend too much money on alcohol.”

“Perfect. I’ll go make us some shots.” Cheyenne is off the bed and out of the room in seconds.

“Hey, Blair,” Rita calls when I’m about to turn and head back to my bedroom.

I glance over my shoulder. “Yeah?”

“Thanks. I know sometimes we can be … a lot. And you probably think we’re just using you for your connection to the football team, but I swear we’re not. We like you.” Rita smiles and I smile in return. “You’re a true homie though, going out with us tonight.”

“Thanks for including me,” I tell her before I go to my bedroom, shutting the door behind me and leaning against it.

I want to believe Rita, but there’s a tiny part of me that makes me think she is just using me to get closer to Knox. It’s happened before. Actually, it used to happen all the time when we were in high school. That’s the main reason I like keeping my friend circle small.

Hopefully, my instincts are wrong.
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Camden

I should’ve never gone to Logan’s.

I’m here with Derek and a bunch of other guys from the team, including Ace, my backup quarterback. The kid is amazing. Fast. Not afraid to run the ball if he can’t find anyone to throw it to. He’s taller than me, wider than me, and charismatic as shit. I refuse to let this kid make me feel less than, but it’s tough. The one thing to my advantage?

I’m on top of my game and set to play the best season of my football career.

Ace will get his shot—after me. He’s a sophomore and set to take over my position next season. He’s currently chomping at the bit to take my place right now, but the fucker needs to learn his place. Luckily, my teammates feel the same way, and we’ve been giving him endless shit all night.

Oh, and I’m well on my way to being buzzed. Drinking my third beer and not in the mood to stop. Girls come around the table every few minutes, all of them overly flirtatious and dressed to kill. As in, showing off all of their physical assets in the hopes to entice us.

Not cappin’ on them, just stating facts.

We’ve got groupies, and most of the time, I’m interested. In fact, ninety-nine percent of the time I’d already have my sights set on one and I’d currently be trying to figure out a way to get her to leave with me. A hookup in the back seat of the Challenger happens more often than not, or I go back to her place. It’s a rare occasion that I bring her back to my apartment. I don’t like doing that.

They don’t deserve to see my inner sanctum. Worse, they get kind of weird and start having expectations. Like maybe they could move in.

What the actual fuck?

For real, I had that happen once, which Knox thought was hilarious. The fucker. He doesn’t really bring girls back to our apartment either.

The groupies tonight though? They’re not interested in me—they’re all swarming Ace. It doesn’t matter that he’s not twenty-one yet and currently drinking copious amounts of beer, thanks to the fake ID he has on him that says he’s from Louisiana. He doesn’t even have an accent.

The asshole is from Washington state for God’s sake.

The groupies aren’t bothered by the fact that he’s only twenty either. The girls are digging him, and I just don’t get it. I guess he’s decent looking. Doesn’t seem to say much to them, just grin like an idiot, but they’re still fawning all over him. The rest of us are giving him grief and he takes it all good-naturedly, which is even more annoying. I play along and steadily sip from my beer, my mood shifting. Darkening the longer the night goes on. I hate being a jealous fuck but …

I’m a jealous fuck.

Until I see her.

The moment I lay eyes on Blair Maguire, every hair on my body feels like it’s standing on end, completely aware of her presence. My heart rate kicks up and there’s a sense of relief, knowing that she’s here.

Within reach.

Not sure when she slipped into Logan’s, but there she is, as beautiful as I’ve ever seen her. Her blonde hair cascades down her back in soft waves, and she can’t stop smiling and laughing at whatever the other two girls she’s with are doing and saying. She’s currently wearing baggy jeans—the girls rarely wear skinny jeans anymore, which I always appreciated because I’m an ass man—and a cropped black T-shirt that shows off the flat expanse of her stomach and emphasizes the generous curve of her tits.

I scrub my hand over my face, like maybe my vision is blurry, and it’ll change, but nope. There she is. Fucking gorgeous and oblivious to my existence.

All thoughts of the rules I made for myself in regards to Blair Maguire fly right out the window at seeing her. I want to go talk to her.

Touch her.

Shit.

“What’s your problem?” Derek slaps my chest, and I glare at him, wishing he’d leave me the hell alone. “What, are you jealous of Ace getting all the ladies’ attention?”

“Of course not,” I mutter.

“Oh. Because I am. That little fucker doesn’t deserve it.” Only Derek would call the six-foot-five, two-hundred-andten-pound backup quarterback little. That’s because Derek is bigger than Ace. “With that pretty boy face and the awe shucks attitude.”

“He’s fine.” I wave a dismissive hand.

“He thinks he’s the shit.”

“He is the shit.” I don’t bother denying it. What’s the point?

“You’re better.”

“For now. Once I’m gone, he’s still got two years to go, and he’s already impressive.” I hate feeling subpar, but I’m wallowing in it tonight, something I rarely do. But shit, when you’ve got a constant reminder that you’re on the way out and your replacement is dying for you to leave?

It’s hard not to focus on that.

“While you’ll be in the NFL, number one in the league and winning championships,” Derek says with way more confidence than I’m feeling.

“Sounds like a dream, bud.” I grab my bottle and bring it to my lips, tipping my head back and taking a swallow, my gaze never straying from Blair.

She glances over at me, our gazes locking, and I don’t look away. Neither does she.

It’s like I can’t. We can’t.

I set the bottle on the table in front of me as a slow smile curves her lips, and we’re still staring at each other. I feel that smile all the way down to my balls. I smile in return and she looks away, like she’s embarrassed or some shit.

Come on. I’ve known her for years. She needs to get over it and come talk to me.

“Oh fuck, there’s Maguire’s sister.” The panic in Derek’s voice makes me chuckle.

“So?”

“I don’t even want to be near her. Knox will kill us.” Derek ducks his head as if he’s in hiding.

“No, he won’t,” I drawl. I stare blatantly at Blair, wishing she’d look in my direction again. Her friends keep glancing over at our table and I can’t help but wonder if they’re talking about us.

Is Blair talking about me? In my fucking dreams. And who are those girls? Her friends? Roommates?

“Oh shit, I think she’s headed over here right now.” Derek sounds completely freaked out. “Who is she with? The dark-haired girl with the long red nails is hot.”

Jesus. Derek bangs anything that walks, I swear.

I play it cool as Blair comes closer, but deep down, I’m agitated. Nervous. The girl makes me feel all sweaty-palmed and ready to make a fool of myself. And when she finally stops right next to me, a friendly smile on her face, her perfume flooding my senses and tempting me to bury my face in her neck so I can inhale her, I brace myself.

“Hey, Cam.” Her sweet voice wraps around me, leaving me dizzy, and I tell myself it’s just because I drank too much beer.

But I know the truth. It’s the girl.

It’s always been the girl.

“Blair.” I nod, trying to maintain my calm façade. “How are you?”

“Great. Haven’t seen you in a while.” She’s teasing. Her cheeks are flushed and her eyes are sparkling, and I’d guess she’s had a few drinks already.

When the hell did she sneak in here anyway, and how did I miss it?

“Right. Only a couple of hours.” I glance over at Derek, who’s watching our interaction with a mixture of curiosity and fear in his eyes. “You know Derek, right?”

“I don’t think so. Hi.” She holds out her hand, leaning across me as she does, her tits brushing against my arm, my chest.

Fuck.

“Hey.” Derek shakes her hand, releasing it quickly like she might bite. “Knox’s sister, right?”

“Right.”

“Speaking of Knox.” The dark-haired girl with the red nails suddenly appears behind Blair. “Is he here tonight?”

“Afraid not,” I say.

The disappointment on her face is clear, but it’s also gone in an instant, her focus shifting to Derek. “Aw, that’s too bad. I’m Rita, by the way.”

“Derek.”

“We had Intro to Communications together,” Rita tells Derek, moving over, so she can stand right next to him and continue their conversation.

Blair glances over at the other girl standing just behind her, indicating she wants her to scoot closer. “This is my other roommate, Cheyenne.”

“Cam. Nice to meet you.” I shake the girl’s hand, who’s watching me with wide eyes, like she can’t believe she’s in my presence.

“Nice to meet you too,” she squeaks like a mouse.

Oh boy.

“When did you get here?” I ask Blair.

“About an hour ago or so.” Blair brings the glass, that I just notice she’s clutching, to her lips, sipping from the skinny black straw. “It’s packed tonight.”

“It’s crowded every night,” I say, glancing around the busy bar. Everyone comes to Logan’s. They have the best drink specials and they’re not too strict when it comes to the fake-ID situation. This is why Ace is having the time of his life tonight.

Cheyenne touches Blair’s shoulder. “I’ll be right back.”

We both watch her go, silent for a moment, Blair continuously sipping from her straw, which is giving me all sorts of thoughts I shouldn’t be thinking. Like how good her lips would look wrapped around something …

Thicker. And attached to my body.

Shit. I need to say something. Maybe even make a move, but Knox’s face is suddenly looming in my mind, reminding me of what he’ll do to me if he finds out I was talking to his sister while thinking all these pervy thoughts, which keeps me silent.

“I was hoping I’d run into you here,” Blair finally says, shocking me.

“You were?”

She nods, her cheeks pinker than normal. “Yeah.”

“Why?”

She blinks, seeming at a loss until she says, “I forgot to tell you earlier when I ran into you at the library.”

“You forgot to tell me what?”

“I had a dream last night and you were in it.” She says the words all at once, so they sort of run into each other, and it takes me an extra couple of seconds for my brain to compute.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.” Her voice is a whispered rasp. “Yep. Yes.”

“Well, what happened?” I’m curious. Now this girl is dreaming about me?

That’s promising.

“What do you mean?”

“What happened in your dream? What did we do?” I pause, giving in to my curiosity. “Did I do something to you?”

I can think of about a bazillion things I’d like to do to her in my dreams. And my reality.

“Oh … ” her voice fades, and she swallows hard. “You were, uh, chasing me across a football field.”

“No shit?” I don’t know if I believe her. Maybe she’s just saying this to make conversation.

“Weird right?” She laughs nervously. “I don’t know why you were in my dream.”

If she wasn’t Knox’s sister, I would take the opportunity to explain that I’m in her thoughts because she’s into me, but I keep those observations to myself simply because of her last name.

But then I go ahead and do it anyway.

“Can’t stop thinking about me, huh?” I raise my brows, pissed at myself for even bringing it up.

I shouldn’t carry on this conversation with Blair, but it’s like I can’t help myself.

“Maybe.” She scoots closer, so she can set her glass on the table in front of me, her shoulder brushing mine, and it’s like an electric jolt to my system, making me aware of how close she is. How warm she is and how sweet she smells. Fuck, what perfume is she wearing? “I’ve known you a long time, Cam.”

“A few years,” I agree with a nod, grabbing my beer bottle and taking a giant swig. I hold the bottle in front of me like a shield of armor.

“And we’ve never really had any … deep conversations.”

“I don’t know you that well. You went to another school.”

“Right. And you’re busy with football.”

“Extremely.”

“Plus, you’re my brother’s best friend.”

“Damn straight.” I bring the bottle to my lips once again.

“Which is probably preventing you from making any type of move on me, right?”

I nearly spit out the beer currently in my mouth, instead swallowing it down with extreme difficulty. “Blair … ”

“Or maybe you’re not interested. I get it. I’m just me while you’re you and you can have any woman you could ever want. Take your pick.” She laughs, but it sounds nervous, and she’s waving her hand around the room, indicating all the other options I supposedly have. Like I’d rather be with anyone else than her.

The woman is obviously mistaken.

“Blair.”

Those big green eyes meet mine once more, blinking at me in seeming confusion. “You don’t have to let me down easy. I’ve got liquid courage flowing through me and I had to say something.”

“To me.”

“Yes.”

“That you’re into me?”

She blinks again, but doesn’t say a word.

“Or you could be into me?” I amend.

She shrugs one shoulder.

“Don’t you think that’s a terrible idea?”

“Why would you say that?”

“Your brother will kick my ass if I disrespect you.”

Blair shifts closer, her sweet floral scent getting stronger as she tilts her head toward mine, her mouth right at my ear. “Maybe I want you to disrespect me.”
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Blair

I cannot believe I just said that to him.

Slowly—reluctantly—I pull away from Camden, a lump the size of a boulder stuck in my throat. I watch him, holding my breath, terrified he’ll push me away or worse …

Laugh in my face.

He does neither of those things, thank God.

“I don’t think it matters what you want, or what I want,” he finally says, his deep voice so low I have to scoot even closer to hear him. “Knox will rip my heart out of my chest if I lay a single hand on you.”

The blood is roaring in my ears and I swallow past the disappointment coating my throat. “No, he won’t.”

His smile is small. Almost sad. “Yes, he will. And you know it.”

An irritated noise leaves me and I take a step back, needing the space. “That’s so annoying.”

“What, me telling you no? Or your brother being the problem?”

“Both. If you ask me, it sounds like you’re just making excuses.” I reach across him to grab my glass and drain the last of my drink with a furious sip from my straw—I am so ridiculous—before leaning over Cam to set my glass back on the table. His body is like a solid wall of heat and muscle. Touching him in even the most innocent of ways sets off a fiery path of tingles all over my skin.

Which makes me even more frustrated.

“You know how he is.” I refuse to look at him, averting my gaze. Taking in everyone else around me, but the guy sitting too close. The guy who I’ve had a massive crush on for months. No, years, and who just let me down easy. “Blair. Look at me.”

I hate hearing him say my name because it sounds so good coming from his lips. I barely glance in his direction, noting the pain in his expression. Like he’s hurting too.

Please. He can’t be hurting that badly.

“You’re afraid of my brother,” I retort.

“I’m afraid of myself,” he returns, his response making me frown. “I’m a shithead. I treat girls like garbage.”

“I don’t believe that.” I make a dismissive noise. “And you’ve never treated me like garbage.”

“You’re different. I know you. You’re my best friend’s sister.” He pauses. “And that’s the reason why we can’t do this. I don’t do relationships, especially with a girl who’s related to someone I’m close to.”

I roll my eyes. “Why do all men assume that’s what we’re looking for?” When he sends me a questioning look, I explain further, “Relationships.”

“Because you’re the type of girl who deserves nothing but the best. A casual hookup with some asshole will only leave you feeling … empty.”

Cam is right, damn him.

An irritated noise leaves me. “Woman.”

He frowns. “What?”

“I’m not a girl, I’m a woman. I’m twenty-one. I don’t think you can call me a girl anymore.”

“Trust me, you’re definitely a woman in my eyes.” The knowing look on his face makes me want to smack him. Or kiss him.

Take your pick.

“Well.” I cross my arms. “You got the ‘some asshole’ part right.”

He grins. Actually grins. Like I amuse him. “You’re kind of cute when you’re angry.”

“Do not say nice things to me right now.” I thrust my finger in his face and he grabs it, sending an electric current down my arm, but he immediately lets me go, like his body just had the same reaction. “I can’t believe I tried to hit on you and you turned me down.”

“Would you believe me if I said it was painful to do that?” He raises his brows.

“No,” is my immediate response.

“It was,” he reaffirms. “You’re beautiful. You’re smart. You’re brave. And I’m a dickhead.”

“It’s getting old, Cam, hearing you call yourself names. Trying to imply that you’re not good enough for me.”

“I’m not. That’s why you’re better off.” He opens his arms to me. “Now come here.”

I go to him as if in a trance, not about to turn down a shot at being hugged by the one and only Camden Fields. I let him pull me into his embrace, sliding my arms around his solid torso, turning my head so my face is pressed into his neck. He wraps his arms around me, his fingers teasing my bare sides, just above my hips, and lord help me, I might pass out just from that singular touch.

“I had to get one more hug out of you before you hate me forever,” he murmurs close to my ear, his moving lips brushing against my sensitive flesh. “I’m a fucking idiot.”

“Yeah, you are.” I pull out of his arms, immediately missing the solid weight of him pressed against me. “You don’t know what you’re missing.”

“That’s the problem,” he murmurs, his gaze skimming over me slowly, lingering on the places where I tingle the most. “I’m pretty sure I know exactly what I’m missing.”

We stare at each other for a moment longer until I can’t take it anymore.

I have to get away from him. As Rita would say, stat.

With an annoyed huff, I turn and walk away, holding my head high, my posture perfect. Trying my best to remain composed versus completely falling apart like I really want to do. I take one step in front of the other, moving through the crowd, making my way toward the bathroom, and once I’m in there, I crumple, leaning against the wall and covering my face with my hands.

Taking a deep breath, I drop my hands and scream, startling every single woman that’s in the bathroom with me, and there are a few. A couple of them scream along with me. Some of them even start laughing.

Only one approaches me, a knowing look in her gaze when she reaches out and rests her hand on my arm.

“Was it a man?” she asks.

“Isn’t it always?” I respond.

She pulls me into a hug while everyone claps around us and I can’t help it.

I start to cry.

[image: ]

TWENTY MINUTES later and I’m back out in the bar, like nothing ever happened between Cam and me. I’ve got my shit together. No evidence of tears remains on my face and I’m completely composed.

Well, composed might not be the right word to describe my current mood. I’m another two drinks in and complaining about life in general with Cheyenne, who nods in agreement with everything I say and keeps downing screwdrivers with the logic that it’s the only way she’s going to get screwed tonight.

I laugh every time she brings it up.

We’ve lost Rita to a group of hockey players, who are on the other side of the bar. She flirted with Derek for a few minutes, but she said he wasn’t into her, so she bailed on him, coming over to fill us in before she found some hot hockey players and ditched us completely.

“I hate men,” I announce, slamming back a shot of whiskey before I practically drop the glass on the table.

“You’re talking about one man in particular, right?” Cheyenne sips from her shot, making a face as she quickly sets it on the table next to mine.

“No,” I say way too quickly, shaking my head. I immediately stop that because my brain feels like it’s scrambling. “They’re all terrible.”

“Not a bad assessment,” Cheyenne gives me. I grab my other drink and sip from it. “But I’m pretty certain you’re referring to Camden Fields.”

I spit out what I just slurped up back into my glass, grossing myself out. “Not at all. There’s nothing between us.”

“If you say so.”

The doubt in her voice is obvious. She doesn’t believe me.

I don’t believe me.

“Seriously.
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