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  Chapter One
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M acy Wagner glanced across the crowded room and froze. At the bar, Kevin Storm was working his magic on two unsuspecting women. 
Of all the places to choose for her business meeting, she had to pick this one. 
She might have known he’d be here. Located in downtown Portsmouth, the bar and grill was right around the corner from the Lothario’s apartment. Watching as he casually oozed his charm was not her idea of a good view. The harbor through the decorated window behind him was more what she’d had in mind.
“I appreciate your meeting me here.” Woodrow Feeny, the lawyer she was hoping to do accounting work for, shifted in his chair. “I’ve got a big case on Monday, and this is convenient to my office. I fear I’ll be there for quite a while this weekend preparing.”
“I’m happy to accommodate you, Mr. Feeny. You said your firm only requires someone part-time. As I stated, I already have a full-time accounting job, but I’d love to supplement with a few other clients. From the description of what you need, it shouldn’t be more than seven to ten hours a month. I can easily fit you into my schedule.” The nice thing about her job was she could do it anywhere as long as she had her computer and internet. 
As Christmas music floated in the background, they chatted a little more about exactly what kind of law his firm practiced, how many employees he had, and the amount of business they did. It was all basic, and she occasionally found her eyes wandering to Kevin from her position at the table on the other side of the room. 
Kevin was a detective with the Portsmouth Police Department and her brother, Mitch’s partner. They’d been in each other’s orbits since they were kids, but she’d gotten to know him much better about seven years ago when he’d started working with Mitch. She didn’t always like what she saw. Kevin was a player. He rarely dated any woman longer than a few weeks. According to his cousin, Sofie, who was one of Macy’s best friends, his mother despaired of him ever having a permanent relationship. The thing that drove Macy crazy was she couldn’t quite shake off the crush she’d had on the guy since she was twelve. Since the day he’d come to her rescue against some of the local mean girls. 
Macy had always had a head full of curls, however she hadn’t always been able to get them to dance across her head in the soft ringlets she currently wore. Back then, she’d looked like a mop had landed on her head. By contrast, Kevin, at fifteen, had already started filling out and up. He was the dream of every girl who knew him. Athletic, smart, super cute, and one of the nicest kids she’d ever met. When he’d stumbled on three of her classmates taunting her about her hair, he’d rushed right over and made a big production of saying how much he loved her curls. He’d pulled some of them out and allowed them to spring back, laughing each time with true pleasure. Then, he’d tugged her along saying he wanted to keep her to himself so he could play with her beautiful curls. The expressions on the faces of those girls had been comical, filled with awe, disbelief, but also envy.
Macy smiled, remembering how several of the girls had come around the playground the next day with their hair curled up tightly. It didn’t matter though, especially when after a few hours their tresses went limp and straight again. Whenever Kevin saw her, he made it a point to tug on one of her curls to get it to bounce up and down. 
Across the restaurant, he looked away from his admirers long enough to spot her and frown. Why? She had no idea. Maybe because she’d been giving him a hard time about his Casanova ways lately. It was her goal to fix him up with a woman who could tame him and keep him in line. Keep him wanting to be with only one woman. That woman would never be her, no matter how much she crushed on the man, and as he lifted his shot glass and downed what had to be his third—at least—the reason was brought home to her. 
He drank too much. 
Of course, in her mind, more than one was too much. Having grown up with an alcoholic father who had a tendency to use his fists when he got upset, the last man she’d choose to marry would be someone who liked his alcohol. Too bad he was so handsome and treated her well. 
After another twenty minutes of hammering out details and having Mr. Feeny sign a contract to utilize her services, she tucked the papers in her large bag and waved goodbye as he buttoned up his long coat and hustled out the door. It was probably time for her to do the same, but there were still some pretzels in the dish on the table, and Kevin Storm hadn’t yet chosen which bimbo he was sleeping with tonight. Unless he was taking them both. That thought unsettled her. She could forgive him his amoral ways but not that. Maybe it was time to intervene. After all, he’d promised her he’d slow down on his womanizing.
She crunched on a few of the pretzels and finished her soda, then shrugged her coat on, hefted her large purse over her shoulder, and headed to the bar. Kevin’s grin widened when he saw her.
“Hey there, Bluebell. Did your date ditch you already?”
Bluebell. He’d been calling her that since she was a kid. Both she and Mitch had been blessed with bright blue eyes that got noticed easily. Kevin had a habit of staring at them, saying they mesmerized him. Too bad they couldn’t work some sort of magic where he’d stop drinking and sleeping around. Maybe then she could consider keeping him for herself. That was a fat chance dream.
“It was a business meeting. But you look like you’re having fun.”
Kevin’s eyes were glassy as he waved a hand toward the two ladies he’d been talking to. “These are my friends …” He frowned, and she could tell he didn’t actually know, or remember, their names. 
“Hi there, ladies.” She used the term loosely, since these women were dressed for one thing. Something they might have gotten from Kevin if she hadn’t come over to ruin their night. Too bad. “If you’ll excuse us, my boyfriend and I need to be going.”
The brunette’s mouth dropped open. “Your boyfriend? What was he doing trying to pick us up?”
Macy put on her biggest smile. “We have a very open relationship, and he was scoping out who we might like to party with.” She wiggled her eyebrows at them both until they got the message. “But I decided I’m not in the mood for a foursome tonight. Maybe some other time. Have a great night.” 
Kevin’s coat was on the back of the bar stool. She grabbed it and him, then tugged him toward the door. Once outside, she helped him shrug it on, then started buttoning it up. He stood there, staring at her like she had three heads. 
“What are you doing?”
“It’s about twenty degrees out here and three blocks to your apartment.” Hopefully, he could put two and two together in his condition. “Let’s go.”
She tousled his sandy blond hair, then began walking. Kevin soon caught up and slung his arm over her shoulder. He did this often, and it always annoyed her how her body reacted to his touch. Why couldn’t she ignore his animal magnetism or at least not be affected by it? 
“Your boyfriend, huh? I like that. When did we start dating?”
She couldn’t tell if he was joking or just so drunk that he didn’t remember. Pausing for a second, she framed his face with her gloved hands. “We’ve been together for years, babe. Happily, right?” Let him dwell on that.
Kevin’s expression turned dreamy, and she wanted to laugh. “Always happy when I’m with my Bluebell.” At least he knew who she was. He leaned in and pressed a quick kiss to her lips. Oh, no. This wasn’t a good idea either, yet the feel of his soft lips against hers paralyzed her flight reflex. Curling her gloved hands around his neck, she increased the pressure and gave into the kiss. The groan that escaped from his mouth caused some serious tingling in her stomach and lower. 
Unfortunately, they were still on the street in downtown Portsmouth, and it was cold. “Let’s get you home, detective.”
Kevin didn’t argue, just pulled her closer to his side and strutted next to her until they came to his building. When he fumbled for his key, Macy pushed his hand away and dug in his pocket, retrieving his key ring. She didn’t want to dwell too long on what she might have felt when her hand was in there. 
After unlocking the downstairs door, they got in the elevator and she pressed the button for number four, the top floor. She’d been to his apartment numerous times, mostly with her brother, and loved the view of the harbor from his balcony. Tonight, they probably could only see the lights along the water.
Once inside, she directed Kevin toward his bedroom and closed the door behind her. She shrugged her coat off and dropped her bag on the couch, then went in search of her ward. Hopefully, she could simply tuck him in and head out. Her car was parked in a lot a few blocks in the opposite direction from the restaurant, and she didn’t relish walking alone all that distance if it got much later.
When she located him, Kevin was leaning on the kitchen counter, a beer in his hand. Seriously? Grabbing it from him, she said, “Do you really think you need that?” He’d already slugged down half of it. 
“Hey, I was drinking that.” Reaching out, he swiped at the bottle but stumbled forward, the beer tipping in her direction. It spilled all over her blouse and skirt. Oh, God, really? 
“Go. Get in bed. Now,” she yelled and pushed him toward his room, then grabbed a few dish towels to mop up the mess. 
Kevin’s mouth grew into a sexy smirk. “Only if you join me.”
Is that what it would take to make him behave? She pasted on her most sensual expression. “Sure, babe. Get undressed and in bed. I’ll be along as soon as I get cleaned up.”
His eyes widened and he stumbled away, muttering, “You undressed, too.”
Macy glared down at her sodden outfit and knew she couldn’t walk through the streets like this. For one, she smelled like a brewery. Second, the liquid would freeze and be extra cold against her skin. There was a washer and dryer here. She could do a quick rinse and dry before she left. After slipping out of her dress boots, she peeled off her skirt and blouse, thankful Kevin kept his apartment so warm. In only her bra and panties, which had also gotten wet, she padded to the alcove his laundry was in. 
She found a few items in the dryer and snagged a navy tank top to throw over herself. Why had she chosen to wear a thong today of all days? It was hardly for Mr. Feeney’s sake, though he was attractive in a geeky kind of way. She’d wanted to get the job, plain and simple, and the bits of lace made her feel feminine and confident. Until they’d gotten a beer bath. 
With her skirt, blouse, and underwear, as well as the towels she’d used to clean up, on a quick cycle, she went in search of Kevin. She switched on the hallway light and peeked inside his room. There he was. Out cold on the bed. In his birthday suit. 
Oh, boy. She should look away, but she couldn’t. The man had a physique that showed how active he was. 
His clothes lay scattered on the floor, so she kicked them aside, then edged closer to make sure he was okay. She tugged the bedspread down and attempted to move him enough to get it over him. A slight groan drifted through the air, and his eyes fluttered open. 
“Bluebell. It really is you. I thought I was dreaming. But you’re not naked. That’s how I always dream of you.”
Great. One more guy whose only thoughts of her were for sex. Weirdly, Kevin had never verbalized any desire to be with her that way. From the time he first learned what sex was, he’d been a perfect gentleman any time she’d been alone with him. What had changed? The fact he was inebriated, more so than she’d ever seen him?
“Can you scoot, so I can get the covers over you?” 
“Sure, Bluebell. Anything for you.” 
She tugged the sheets down and then started to pull them up, but he clasped her waist and twisted until she tumbled on top of him, then landed on her side. “Kevin, what are you doing?”
He chuckled. “What comes naturally. Don’t you like it?” His hands wandered over her hips and backside, and she definitely liked that. Not the fact that he’d been drinking.
“You stink like a distillery.”
The man actually pouted and flopped onto his back. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be drinking around you. Please don’t be mad at me.”
It was the puppy dog expression that got to her. Kneeling next to him, she stroked his face. “I’m not mad, babe.” Might as well use the endearment. He wouldn’t remember it. “I just want to make sure you’re okay.”
The smile he gave her settled deep in her heart, but she didn’t want it there. He’d never be hers. She didn’t want him to be hers. Not like this. But she could take a tiny bit of pleasure for herself, couldn’t she?
Placing her elbows on each side of his head, she lowered until their lips touched. Her legs encountered the hair-roughened skin of his, and she shivered. It wasn’t something she was used to. Never allowed herself to get this far. With any man. 
Kevin hauled her in and worshiped her lips in a way no one else ever had. She’d enjoy every second she could. She dug her hands into his light brownish blond hair as she licked the seam of his mouth. Immediately, he opened for her and their tongues tangled. Kissing was such a wonderful thing. She wished she could do it all the time. Unfortunately, it usually led to other things. The hard member nudging her leg reminded her of what exactly that was. She wasn’t ready for that, especially not with a drunk Kevin Storm.
“That’s enough for now, babe. Get some rest.”
“Don’t want rest.” His slurred speech accentuated his condition while his hands reached out for her. “Want you, Bluebell.” 
She laughed softly but backed away and yanked the covers over his enticing body. Man, he was lethal. A few whines followed her as she checked the wash and put her clothes in the dryer on low. It would still take almost an hour to dry with the heavy fabric of her skirt. The last thing she wanted to do was stroll the streets of Portsmouth by herself at this time of night. Damn Kevin and his flirtations. If he hadn’t been in that bar and grill, she would have been home and in her own warm, comfy pajamas by now.
Yeah, and you wouldn’t have sampled his delectable kisses or felt his hands run over your curves. There was that. Not that anything could come of it, but a girl had to have something to dream about, right? Her fantasies were so boring they’d put an insomniac to sleep. Perhaps while she waited for her clothes to dry, she could get a tiny bit more experience kissing his delicious mouth. Or she supposed she could stay in his guest room. Her brother had done it numerous times if he wasn’t able to drive back to Squamscott Falls where they lived. 
However, her plans soon fell flat when she entered the bedroom and discovered him snoring like a jet engine. She arranged the covers more fully over him, and he stirred. In his sleep, he reached for her or whatever woman he was dreaming about at the moment. It wasn’t the right thing to do, but she allowed herself to be tugged into bed beside him. Nothing else happened, except Kevin nuzzling his nose in her hair. Oh, my. She really liked that. He wouldn’t mind if she stayed until morning, would he? He probably wouldn’t even know. She could be up and gone before he woke. 
Sounded like a plan. 






  
  Chapter Two
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T he pounding in Kevin Storm’s head alerted him right away that he’d imbibed a bit too much last night. He really had to stop doing that. Lately, though, it was the only way he could forget …
Wait. How’d he get back to his apartment? And whose warm body was pressed against his? 
Shit. Bad enough he’d picked up some girl last night, but he didn’t even remember who or what they’d done. Macy was right. He was a slime and needed rehabilitation. He should quit sex cold turkey and become a priest. Like the church would ever allow someone like him into their order. 
Taking a peek under the sheet next to him, he swallowed hard. If possible, he tried to hook up someplace besides his apartment. That way he could disappear if he wanted to. Last night, apparently, he’d been in no shape to even choreograph the performance. He still didn’t know who he’d been with. This one, however, had one of the nicest shapes he’d ever seen if her backside was anything to go by. It didn’t appear that she wore any underwear which showed off a tiny flower tattoo on her ass. It looked like she’d snagged one of the tank tops he wore when he worked out. One that was very loose on her and bunched up above her tiny waist. She had her head under the pillow, perhaps feeling the bass drum between her ears like him? 
He should get up and see about finding her clothes, then getting her a taxi or an Uber to drive her home. As he shifted, she groaned and flopped onto her back. Shit, her front was even better. Large breasts, nicely rounded but obviously real. He’d tested enough of them to know the difference. Yes, he was a jerk. He couldn’t deny it. The tank top was askew, so he got a good peek at her attributes. Hope he enjoyed them last night. It was a shame he couldn’t remember. Was she anyone he knew? Most likely not, since he tended to avoid anyone he could run into later. It was one of the reasons he liked living in Portsmouth. The town was bigger and had more tourists who wandered in and out. He didn’t have to worry about bumping into any of his conquests when he went home to Squamscott Falls to visit friends and family. 
Something he should think about doing soon. His partner, Mitch, was getting married tomorrow, to his cousin, Leah. He was in the wedding as Best Man and had to get his tux today and make sure everything was going smoothly. Though Leah and her mom and sister certainly had things under control. Crap, wasn’t the rehearsal today? Yikes. He really needed to get this lady gone and find a way to take care of this hangover.
As he carefully shifted the pillow, he spotted a mass of golden curls. Damn, did he do it again? Bring home someone who reminded him of the bubbly little sprite who haunted him daily? Maybe he was still asleep and dreaming that she belonged to him. 
Her delectable body arched, and Kevin’s dick gave a hearty yell of encouragement. Before he could tell it to calm down, the woman sat up and the mass of golden curls shook. Holy hell. It was Macy Wagner, right here in bed next to him.
“Bluebell? What are you doing here?” Did they have sex last night? Why couldn’t he remember?
“Trying to wake up. I need coffee for that to happen, though.”
He’d never seen her this way before. Macy was always immaculate, bouncy head of soft golden curls that fell a little beyond her shoulders, wide blue eyes the color of the ocean on a clear sunny day. Her pert nose crinkled as she shook her head, then that gorgeous mouth with the incredible pink lips widened for one of her award-winning smiles. Well, he’d given it an award in his mind. He’d never seen another that could get his heart beating as rapidly as hers did. 
“What happened last night?”
Pushing the curls out of her face, she settled her hand on his chest. His bare chest. What else was bare? Shit. Everything. 
“Are you serious, babe?” she purred. “You don’t remember. Well, that makes me sad.” Her lips turned into a pout as her hand ran down his chest. “I remember vividly.”
He halted it before it could do any damage. Macy’s hand near his junk would be dangerous with a capital D. 
“You were at the bar last night.” A vague memory surfaced. Macy with another guy at a table. Kevin had slammed back a few to ease the pain. Why he felt it, he didn’t know. He’d never been allowed to even consider Macy, yet here they were in very little clothing. In his bed. 
“I was and so were you, along with several lovely ladies.” Her sneer hit him hard. He hated disappointing her. 
“Did I interrupt your date?” When she shook her head, her mane of curls bounced around, distracting him. 
“No. As I told you last night, it was a business meeting. I’m trying to supplement my income with a few smaller accounting jobs.”
“You do the accounts for Logan at The Granite Grill as well. How much money do you need? Doesn’t The Inn pay well?” Her shapely curves in his tank top were causing quite a commotion under the covers. He tugged the sheet higher and shifted to ease the discomfort.
“They pay what you’d expect from a small family-owned business, but I’m saving to buy a house.”
“You want to buy a house? What’s wrong with the apartment you share with Calista?”
“Nothing for right now. It’s definitely closer to work. Only, I was used to the big house that I shared with Mitch, and the mortgage was paid off, so we only split the utilities and groceries. My apartment is more expensive. Plus, I’d love a place of my own with a yard and plenty of space.”
That ruled out his apartment in Portsmouth. The location was ideal for him with his job in town, yet it wasn’t more than two bedrooms and was on the fourth floor. No yard to speak of, though you could walk to the harbor and downtown. Not that he’d live very long if they moved in together. Mitch would pulverize him in a second.
Macy would most likely be married in the next few years. She was gorgeous and had the most exciting personality he’d ever encountered in anyone. She was a kind person and quite intelligent, even though some people thought she was kind of flaky. He knew better. It was simply her exuberance that gave her an air of whimsy. 
Now that he thought about it, did she date much? Not really. Never seriously, that’s for sure. Mitch would have mentioned it.
Pot. Kettle. 
Macy slid out of the bed, and his mouth dried up. Was his tongue hanging out? He’d seen her in a bathing suit, but somehow his tank top skimming her shape was more erotic than a bikini. His top slid down over her curvaceous ass, hiding the tattoo he hadn’t had a chance to get a close-up of.
She threw him her signature smile. “Think I could borrow a pair of sweatpants or something? It’s pretty chilly out there this morning, and I wore a skirt last night.”
“Sure.” He froze before he pulled the sheet back. 
Her eyes gleamed with merriment. “It’s nothing I didn’t see last night, big guy. It’s too bad you don’t remember.”
Kevin dashed from the bed, scooped up the pair of jeans he’d dropped on the floor last night, and tugged them on. Macy grinned but never turned around. Her gaze followed every move he made. After skirting the bed, he opened his dresser and retrieved a pair of gray sweatpants. “Here you go.”
While she slid her legs into them, Kevin stifled a groan. Macy wasn’t super tall, maybe a few inches over five feet, but her legs were extraordinary. 
When the sweats were on, she tied the drawstring to keep them up, and in two steps, she was right in front of him, placing her hands on his chest again. The touch burned his skin and sent chills racing down his spine. “Maybe it’s time to cut back on the drinking and the large quantities of women. Forgetting what was probably the best night of my life is kind of a bummer. For both of us. You need to search for quality. I guarantee you’ll enjoy it more.”
“I’ll get you a sweatshirt, too.” Grabbing one from a clean stack on the chair in the corner, he regretted his actions last night. The fact she’d been out with a guy had jolted him, and he’d reacted by slamming down too many shots. Macy was out of reach, though. Mitch had warned him away years ago. 
“Thanks.” Macy took the sweatshirt and turned to slide his tank top off. Holy cow. Her back was sculpted like a freakin’ goddess. Too soon, the fabric settled over her torso and hung past her hips.
When she faced him again, her expression was neutral. “Don’t forget the rehearsal is at four today.”
“Right, the rehearsal. I should drive you home. If you wait a few minutes, I will.”
“No need. My car is in the garage a few blocks over from the restaurant. I’m going to need it to pick up my dress from the seamstress.” She bounced right into his space, and he sucked in a lungful of air. “I’ve got lots to do to get ready for this afternoon. Don’t forget to get your tux. Save me a seat if you get there before me.” She ran her hand down his unshaven cheek. “Maybe you’ll remember what happened last night. I’d like that. I certainly liked this.” She pressed her delicious lips to his and kissed him like she meant it. The desire that ran through his veins was explosive, and he kissed her back, his hands connecting with her shapely ass to draw her nearer. 
A soft moan escaped her lips, then she eased away. “I could get used to those, Detective Storm. I’ll see you later.” After dragging her hand down his torso, she gave him a wink and a smile, then spun and sashayed out the door.
It took a few minutes after his apartment door closed to shake himself out of his stupor. That kiss was something else, but it shouldn’t have happened. He’d promised Mitch. Well, he’d never actually said the words, but Mitch was his best friend. He wouldn’t disrespect his wishes. 
You just disrespected his sister. Shit.
Kevin roamed around the room, tidying and throwing his clothes in the hamper, then making the bed. Wait, something was missing. Besides Macy back in his bed again. It only took a second to realize there was no used condom. Double shit. Had he done it uncovered? God, he hoped she was on some form of birth control. Not something he could ask Mitch. He’d be a dead man.

      [image: image-placeholder]Why had she allowed Kevin to think they’d had sex? As she let herself into her apartment and got ready for a shower, she asked herself that question. The biggest reason was to make him think about his drinking. She’d hate to see him go the way of her father. She didn’t think Kevin would start beating his wife or kids, whenever he got around to having them, but too much alcohol could give you other unattractive attributes. 
However, somewhere in her subconscious, she wanted to be that close to him. Have him be her first and teach her the ways of intimacy. With his reputation, he must be an accomplished lover. She hadn’t a clue what to do realistically—sexy movies didn’t count—so she’d need someone with a good deal of experience. At twenty-seven, she was too old to learn together with another inexperienced person. Pretty sure her brother and his soon-to-be-wife had figured things out when they’d dated in high school and college. She didn’t really have that option.
She stepped into the shower and let the hot water run over her body. As she rubbed soap into her skin, she imagined it was Kevin’s hands, like the ones that had cupped her butt when she kissed him goodbye. It was ridiculous that at her age she was still a virgin. Still, she couldn’t see where she would have done things differently. Between having an overprotective police detective brother who lived with her and what she’d seen her mom endure, she’d had that bad experience on prom night. The thought of it still made her sick at what could have happened, and it had made her super picky about guys. 
Was it so wrong to want a guy who respected her for her mind and personality and not just her body? She’d been gifted with a Marilyn Monroe figure, which most girls would kill for, but when the first thing a man looked at was her chest, it got old. She’d adopted a rule. Any time she dated someone, if their eyes lingered too long on her breasts, it was over. Not many men made it to the second date, and no one had made it to the third without expecting her to put out. For some reason, guys thought, with a shape like hers, she must be easy. She was hardly a prude, but was it asking too much for a man to respect her and inquire about her interests before wanting sex? 
After a while, her lack of experience had just become embarrassing, so she’d avoided anything that led to the possibility of sex. 
As soon as she was out of the shower, she picked out her hair and patted it with a towel. It took some work to get her curls to look good, but she’d hate to have them go back to the frizzy mess they’d been in her younger years. Several hair products and a diffuser on her hair dryer later, her curls bounced joyfully. 
Later in the afternoon, her dress had been tried on and picked up, along with the shoes and the adorable green plaid cape they’d use for the pictures on the town green. With the recent snow and gazebo, the setting was perfect. 
“That dress is gorgeous,” her roommate, Calista, said after she’d hung it in the closet. She’d come to the last fitting with her. “The color is just right for the season.”
Macy couldn’t disagree. The deep cranberry color was festive, and she loved that Leah had allowed each of the ladies in her party to choose a dress that flattered them as long as it was in the right color. Hers had loose cap sleeves, a deep surplice top, and pinched waist with a flared skirt that ended at her ankles. The long slit on the side gave it an extra bit of sexiness. Would Kevin like the dress? Should she care?
“Thanks. I think it looks good on me.”
Calista rolled her eyes. “Everything looks good on you. You have such a great figure.”
“Believe it or not, there are some styles that look terrible on me. Anything that’s boxy or has straight lines. It’s almost impossible to find jeans that fit me.”
“But you look incredible in leggings and snug dresses,” Calista countered. 
“We wear what fits us, right? Now I need to find something for the rehearsal.”
“How about that black sweater dress with the gold ribbon woven into the waist and hem?”
Macy nodded. “I also had that in mind. With black tights and my suede slouch ankle boots.”
“I don’t know how you wear such high heels all the time. My feet would be killing me, and I’d probably trip and break something.”
“I’ve had years of practice, and when you’re only five-two, it helps to have a little extra height. What are you doing tonight while we’re at the rehearsal?”
Calista stretched and grinned. “I’m going to pamper myself with a facial, mani-pedi, and binge a few movies. I know I’m not in the wedding, but I want to make sure to look good for tomorrow.”
Calista had roomed with Leah prior to Macy moving in, which Macy had only done after Mitch and Leah had decided to get married. Essentially, she and Leah had switched houses, though she doubted Leah was sleeping in her old room. 
Once she was ready, she wrapped herself in a long winter dress coat, tossed one end of her scarf over her shoulder, and waved goodbye to Calista. 
She walked down the road, taking her time. It didn’t make sense to drive when the church was the next block over. Around the corner, the church stood proudly across the street from the town common. At this time of day, the sun was setting and soon the Christmas lights would all turn on. A second later, they did and she laughed. It was like she’d conjured them up. If only she really had that kind of power. The things she could do. 
For a few minutes, she simply stood there, taking in the beauty of the decorations the town had set up. Tonight was the annual caroling and tree lighting ceremony. They all planned to go after the rehearsal dinner, which would bring her right back to this point, close to home. 
At the back of the church, she found Leah, her sister and matron of honor, Sofie, along with the other bridesmaids, her cousins Sara and Amy, who was Kevin’s younger sister. The groomsmen also milled about. Leah’s brother Greg, as well as Sofie’s husband, John, and Mitch’s friend, Logan chatted off to the side. Where was Kevin? Had he not gotten here yet? Still too hungover?
Kristan Campbell, who ran The Inn, also stood there pointing out placements to people. She was acting as the wedding coordinator today as a favor. “Oh, Macy, there you are. You’re partnered with Greg and will go after Amy and Logan. Sara and John, you finish up the procession before the Matron of Honor walks down the aisle.”
Sofie pursed her lips and cocked her hip. “I hate being called the Matron of Honor. Makes me feel so ancient. This is my older sister getting married.”
Leah chuckled. “How do you think I felt when my baby sister got married before me? Thank God Mitch finally had some sense knocked into him.”
“Believe me,” Macy chimed in. “I tried for years, but that man’s head is as hard as a rock.”
“Don’t I know it. But I love him, so I’ll take him. Let’s do this before he changes his mind.” Leah didn’t look all that anxious, though it had taken Mitch too many years to get his shit together enough to realize Leah was the only one for him.
“He won’t,” Macy assured the bride-to-be. “My idiot brother was a bear to live with the years you were apart. He never stopped loving you. I don’t think he ever will. You two belong together.”
A round of cheers went up from the group in the back, then Kristan lined everyone up. Macy peeked into the church and noted the two men standing near the front with the priest. Her brother and Kevin.
Kristan rattled off instructions for when to start and how fast to go. Macy had on three-inch heels. She wouldn’t be going anywhere fast. Taking Greg’s arm, she followed sedately behind Amy and Logan as music played. As she got closer to the front, she admired the two men waiting. Mitch beamed as he caught sight of his bride in the back, and Macy was thrilled that they’d finally put all their crap behind them. 
When she glanced at Kevin, her heart fluttered at the intense look he shot her. Had he realized what had happened, or rather didn’t happen, last night? Was he mad or relieved? Which would she prefer? 
He looked hot as ever in a pair of navy dress slacks that hugged his trim waist, narrow hips, and muscular thighs, paired with a black button down. The sandy blond locks were cut precisely on the sides but fell a bit longer over his forehead. She always had the urge to push it back for him. The total Kevin Storm package was something to behold. With the memories of their kisses and the fire it had kindled inside her, his presence warmed her even more. 
His eyes met hers and a tiny grin lifted one side of his mouth. She returned the smile, attempting an impish expression. Always leave them guessing, especially in the case of Kevin. 
Macy’s attention was brought back to the rehearsal as Leah reached the altar and joined hands with Mitch. The priest walked them through the events, and Macy was glad she didn’t have to do more than stand off to the side. The matron of honor had all the flouncing and straightening of the bride’s dress and veil to do. 
As the priest droned on, Macy’s mind wandered. She, Amy, and Kevin were the only ones in the bridal party who were unmarried. Amy was young and still in graduate school, so she could be excused for not having a partner. Macy and Kevin had no excuse. For the past year, she’d been attempting to get Kevin to straighten up and fly right by being serious about who he dated. Often, he insisted she hang out in whatever location she’d set up for his dates. He said it was so she could evaluate his chemistry with the woman. Too frequently they’d end up finishing the date just the two of them. She thought she’d been good in picking out someone who’d be a good partner, but it rarely worked. She wasn’t sure why.
In all honesty, each time he ended a relationship with someone, a tiny flutter made its way through her. Could she finally admit, especially after his intense kisses, that she’d been relieved? Her little crush on Kevin had become a big crush, something she wanted to explore. But how far did she want to go? When they’d kissed, it had been the first time ever that she hadn’t been filled with anxiety at where it would lead. His lips on hers had ignited a fire inside that had warmed up her desire and gave her the spark to keep going and finally give in. 
With Kevin? She didn’t like that he drank too much at times and that he never committed to one woman longer than a few weeks. But he’d be incredible in teaching you all about your sexuality. She couldn’t dispute that. He could teach you, so you’d be able to explore further with others. Would she want others after having Kevin Storm? Doubtful.
The goal of Project: Kevin was to find him a long-term lady he’d fit in with. Had she failed to consider a better project? Could she change the goals so he’d drink much less? Possibly. 
And if that was successful, maybe she could move onto the next part of the goal. Getting Kevin to be her first lover.






  
  Chapter Three 
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A s the priest finished up the instructions for the next day, Kevin zoned out. His part at this wedding was simply to stand beside Mitch and make sure not to lose the rings. Done and done. The hard part would be keeping his eyes from exposing what he and the groom’s sister had been up to last night. 
Even if he technically didn’t remember the events, he certainly remembered her silky skin in bed next to him this morning, her incredible bare legs as she slid out of the bed, and the sculpted back as she shed his tank top. He couldn’t even think about what she’d looked like with that top bunched around her tiny waist. He hadn’t even realized it was her yet and he’d had the thought of keeping her beside him forever. The tiny flower on her ass had teased him and now he wished he’d taken a closer look. A much closer look. That was going to haunt him, too. 
Shaking his head, he tried to get the images away. If Mitch found out, he’d be dead. Okay, they were cops, so maybe that was a slight exaggeration, but he was pretty sure it would be the end of their friendship and compatible working relationship. He couldn’t chance that for a quick tangle in the sheets. He’d need to talk to Macy at some point today to make sure she’d keep it under wraps. And maybe apologize. Though her reaction this morning hadn’t been anywhere near upset. Except for the pouting when he’d insinuated he couldn’t remember, yet even that had seemed all in fun. 
Now, her hair was back to the soft bouncy curls he itched to touch at all times. He hated to admit how much he’d loved the disarray of them when they’d woken up this morning. The urge to push his fingers through them and tug until she was aligned against him had been strong. Thankfully, he’d resisted. 
As the wedding party lined up to walk out, Kevin wished that he either hadn’t been asked to be Best Man or that Macy had been the Maid of Honor, so they’d be paired together. 
At the back of the church, Kristan got everyone’s attention. “Great job. Does anyone have any questions or need to go over anything again?”
All heads shook in the negative, so Kristan waved and said she’d see them tomorrow.
Logan piped up. “Dinner will be served in The Grill’s back room in about thirty minutes. I’ll see you all over there.” As everyone chatted and donned their coats for the chilly walk to the rehearsal dinner, Kevin maneuvered his way closer to Macy, who was talking with Sofie about the house she and John had renovated. 
“I’m so envious at how big and beautiful the place is and what a great yard you have. Someday I want a yard like that so I can get a dog.”
Macy wanted a dog? She and Mitch had never had one because their father was a mean old man who could go off at the drop of a hat. Or the swig of a drink. 
The memory of how much he’d had to drink last night shot through him, and he grimaced. Definitely time to cut back a bit. 
Macy picked her coat up from one of the pews, and Kevin seized the opportunity. He took it from her and held it up.
“Thank you, sir,” she said, her smile shining like a beacon. It always seemed to call him to her. She slipped her arms in and faced him. He beat her to the buttons, then tucked her scarf around her neck and inside her coat. 
“Gotta keep you warm. Are you driving over or walking?” He planned to walk, since parking on the street in downtown Squamscott Falls was sometimes limited, especially tonight with the caroling and tree lighting starting in a few hours. 
“Walking. I’m doing the caroling tonight after, so figured I’d end up back here later. Now to just make sure I don’t slip with these heels.”
Kevin held his elbow out. “Happy to escort you and keep you from falling.”
Her grateful expression got his insides fluttering. What the heck? He’d always enjoyed her presence, but he’d never had nerves around her. Why now? Because you had sex with her, dumbass. Oh, yeah. And it was something he shouldn’t have done. For several reasons. 
1. Mitch would pulverize him.
2. He respected Macy too much to treat her as a one-night stand.
But could she ever be anything more? Doubtful she’d have him. She was too smart and classy for the likes of him. Today alone she had him tripping over his feet to reach her in that clingy dress that would look like a sack on anyone else. 
They all walked over in a group, so he couldn’t say anything about last night. Not the part he wanted to ask about. Instead, he tried to go in through the side door.
“How was the meeting you had last night? Did he end up hiring you?”
“He did.” Her eyes sparkled with excitement. “It’s only about eight to ten hours a month, but that’s a few thousand more dollars in my house account every month or so.”
“Buying a house is quite an undertaking. Have you planned where you want this house or what kind?”
Macy hugged his arm closer to her warm body. “Definitely in or near Squamscott Falls. Mitch is my only family, and I don’t want to be too far away. That and I hate commuting too much. Right now, I can walk across the town common and be at work in less than ten minutes. As for the type of house, it doesn’t matter too much. It needs to be a place I can make into a home, something cozy. I want a good-sized yard for when I have kids someday and maybe a garden. I started one a few years ago at home, but I won’t be there to work on it as much now that I don’t live there.”
“I’m sure Mitch will let you work on the garden.”
“Of course he will,” she said. “But I’ll have to plan when to go over and make sure I’m not disturbing anyone.”
“I doubt Mitch or Leah would think you’re disturbing them.”
Macy lifted her gaze to him and laughed. “Are you aware what newlyweds do a lot of? There might be times they don’t want me hanging around the yard.”
Heat rose in his cheeks, and he wondered where that came from. He’d never had a problem discussing sex before, even with Macy. Though usually it was in the context of her telling him not to be such a pig with women. The memory of their kiss lingered in his mind. That and the image of the tattoo on her shapely ass made its way down into his pants. Now was not the time for that. Luckily, they’d arrived at Main Street and had to be careful crossing the busy road. He’d never gotten an opportunity to ask about last night’s events. Or comment on her statement that she wanted a big yard for her kids. 
Inside The Granite Grill, everyone hustled into the back room and divested themselves of their outerwear. Kevin made sure to manipulate himself into a chair next to Macy. Unfortunately, his Aunt Luci was on his other side, so he couldn’t exactly get information on the one thing he’d been worried about since he’d woken up with a half-naked Macy in his bed this morning. 
Logan had organized a buffet, and when he and Macy got up to fill their plates, her scent wafted toward him and almost knocked him over. It was the same scent she always wore, some floral thing, but today it had a much stronger effect on him than usual. He’d been worked up ever since this morning. Maybe he needed to get laid. 
Her face beaming, Macy whipped around and dropped a roll on his plate. “I want two of these but don’t want to look like a pig, so take this and give it to me later, okay?”
And that power she held over him, which had been turned up to high lately, was exactly why he hadn’t gotten laid in what seemed like forever. Okay, maybe it had only been a few months, but it felt like forever. And it had been more sporadic over the past year, ever since Macy had made him her pet project.
But you got laid last night. By Macy.
However, he didn’t even remember it. What a louse. 
“Anything for you, Bluebell.” He meant it. 
Macy blew him a kiss, then headed back to their table with her loaded plate. He followed behind like a lost puppy. Mitch shuffled next to him and whispered, “She’s got you on a short leash today, huh?”
Kevin grabbed onto that idea and ran with it. “I’m not sure who she thinks I’ll pick up tonight. Amy is the only single one here, and since she’s my sister, that’s a hard no.”
Mitch chuckled. “There’s always a gaggle of ladies in the bar who’d be willing to flock your way.”
“Your wedding is tomorrow. I think I’ll pass on that for tonight. Can’t have the Best Man show up late for the ceremony.”
“Good man.” Mitch narrowed his eyes. “Maybe Macy’s finally having a good influence on you. Might want to keep her around.”
As Mitch wandered off to find his bride-to-be, Kevin pondered his friend’s words. Keep Macy around. Fine with him, but he had a feeling Mitch wasn’t talking about the same kind of around that he was. Or was his partner finally giving him the okay to pursue his sister? 
That answer never came throughout the next few hours. Mitch and Leah were gloriously happy, and Kevin felt both thrilled and depressed at the same time. Thrilled because these two had loved each other forever, but shit had gotten in the way. They’d finally gotten
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STORM FAMILY TREE

Hans and Ingrid Storm
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Kris & Anna
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Leah (Mitch)
Sofie (John ‘Yiannis')
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-Matteen ‘Matty’, Kinah ‘Kiki’, Joey, Holly
Alex (Gina)
-Alex Jr. ‘AJ’, Antonia
Lukas (Ellie)
-Dawn, Summer, Autumn
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