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      Sam

      
      Samantha Montgomery stood in line at Hounds and Grounds, clutching a large bag of coffee beans to be ground.

      “Thanks for starting the car for us, Sam,” Cyndi DiCaprio hollered, linking arms with Brandy Fuchs as they stepped toward the door.

      “I want a remote-start on my next car,” Cyndi’s twin sister Gina groused.

      “It’s nice in the winter,” Sam admitted. “I’ll be out when I’m done, then we can go check out the glampground.”

      “I can’t wait to meet your Aunt Amari. She sounds like a hoot.” Gina sipped her to-go cup, waved, and followed Cyndi and Brandy out into the cold.

      Sam glanced around the new, pet-friendly coffee shop, which was a much needed boon to her tiny hometown. When she had left Bonnie Hole, Tennessee, almost ten years ago, it hadn’t been much more than a four-way stop; a gas station and grocery store owned by the Dupont family, a dive bar, a church, and a dilapidated old feed store. Now the town was flourishing.

      As she stepped forward, Sam glanced across the counter and met familiar eyes she hadn’t seen in a long time.

      Her heart leapt to her throat. “Crystal Kusimoto,” she squeaked, her mind automatically imagining Crystal’s older brother, Peter, Sam’s high school nemesis.

      “Samantha Montgomery as I live and breathe. What brings you home?” A sweet, genuine smile graced Crystal’s shiny pink lips as she took the bag of coffee beans from Sam’s hand. “You want these ground?”

      “Yes, please.” Sam returned the smile. “I’m visiting Aunt Amari for the holidays.”

      “Welcome back to Bonnie Hole. It hasn’t been the same since you left.” They talked about the weather and the locals. Then Crystal winked. “Peter is still single.”

      “There’s a surprise,” Sam mumbled to herself, like dating him would ever happen. He can keep his arrogant, egotistical ass out of my life. “Anyways, my friends and I are here to do a test run on Aunt Amari’s glamping idea.”

      Crystal chuckled as she rang Sam’s purchase and put the coffee in a Hounds and Grounds bag. “I love the glamping idea even if most of the locals don’t.”

      Sam’s brows rose as she reached for the bag. “What’s not to like?”

      “Strangers clogging up the roads. Strangers bringing change–and you know how the locals fear change.” With a wave of dismissal, Crystal continued. “I say bring it. It’ll do the town good. I’m not going to lie, it will help Hounds and Grounds’ business, too. All those townies are used to fancy coffee from their local corner shop, and I can help facilitate their caffeine addiction.” She glanced around the place and then back at Sam. “You should stop back in and see Peter.”

      Thank God, Peter isn’t here.

      Their school rivalry in grades, athletics, and acting had left her bitter, as had her secret crush on that fool. Sam had fled her hometown as soon as she graduated.

      “Fat chance,” Sam muttered, keeping from rolling her eyes.

      “Tell Amari I said hi.” Crystal waved.

      “Will do.” As Sam walked toward the exit she glanced up and noticed a sprig of mistletoe dangling from a red ribbon.

      Before she could grab the door handle, it swung open and a man nearly knocked her over. Then firm, strong hands steadied her. “Whoa.”

      She glimpsed an adorably handsome guy, with short raven hair, a goofy grin, and reflective sunglasses. Her heart skipped a beat. She shivered. But was it from the cold?

      As Sam was pulling out of his hold, a brown-eared basset hound rushed between them into the coffee shop. Its ears flapped comically as it hurried toward Crystal.

      “What the–” Sam’s words were cut off when a second basset hound, this one with black ears, converged on them, pushing Sam against the man’s solid chest. He held her as the dog beat them with its tail. The guy chuckled.

      Crystal came around the counter, bent, and petted the happy dogs. “Sit, Claude. Sit, Dawnie,” she ordered. The dogs sat and each was rewarded with a dog biscuit.

      Crystal met Sam’s eyes then cleared her throat while pointing up.

      Sam and the hunk glanced at the mistletoe, then at each other. A lopsided grin formed on his full lips. She swallowed, and heat radiated off her face. As her mouth dropped open to speak, a car horn honked.

      Brandy leaned her head out the open window. “Kiss him so hard he begs for air,” she hollered, making slurpy sounds.

      Sam gasped. “I’m sorry. Crazy best friend.” She shrugged and giggled nervously.

      “Should we give her a show? I’m game if you are.” He grinned impishly.

      “I don’t think it will shut her up, but it might be worth a shot.” She wished she could see his eyes through his mirrored glasses.

      He tugged her close, then lowered his lips to hers. She closed her eyes and relaxed against him. His tongue teased her lips, and she opened for him with a sigh. He tasted of mint and smelled woodsy.

      As her hands slid around his neck, the bag with the ground coffee slipped down her arm to her elbow.

      She deepened the kiss, and he groaned. Desire lapped at her girly parts, making her wish she didn't have to meet her aunt or go to the glampground.

      He leaned forward slightly, angling his mouth for a prolonged kiss.

      “Hey, Peter, stop harassing my customers,” Crystal sing-songed.

      Sam held on fiercely, shifting her weight, and his breath caught. His erection pressed against her stomach, which left no doubt he was also turned on by their kiss.

      Wait a minute. Sam’s eyes popped open. Peter as in Peter-the-harasser? Shit.

      Her mind recoiled, warning her to run, but her treacherous body wanted another go at his lips. Instead, she shoved at his chest, breaking the kiss.

      Her chest heaved, before she growled, “Peter Kusimoto.”

      Peter smirked, tipped his shades, and met her disgruntled gaze with his sultry brown eyes.

      Sam inched backward. The basset hounds ran behind her, bumping her calves and knocking her into Peter again.  “Son of a–”

      “Welcome back,” Peter whispered, pecking her on the lips. “I always knew you’d fall for me.”

      Sam’s fingers curled, fisting his pea coat. The black-eared canine burst between them, sniffing at Sam and her bag.

      “Down, Dawnie,” Peter scolded, holding Sam by the elbow to steady her. The dog ruffed then playfully nosed the bag again.

      Sam was starting to think pet-friendly businesses were a nuisance. She backed away from her annoyingly-sexy nemesis as the puppy jumped up, making her stumble out of the building. Swinging her bag, Sam spun outside the doorway to catch her balance.

      “Sorry about that. Little Miss Dawnie likes you.” Peter followed her outside, letting the door finally shut.

      Both dogs danced around Peter’s feet, their butts wiggling, tails wagging, and ears flapping. Claude turned, pawed at the door, and whined.

      “Looks like they want another treat.” Sam pointed at the dogs, relieved to have an excuse to escape the stifling memories and Peter’s magnetic presence.

      The dogs turned to face her with tails wagging faster. Their happy brown eyes gazed expectantly.

      “Uh oh. Now you’ve done it.”

      “What?” Sam’s eyes never left the dogs.

      “We don’t use the T word around little ears,” Peter said, motioning toward the dogs.

      Sam tilted her head. “Treat?”

      Both dogs sprang at her. One bit the Hounds and Grounds bag, and the other bounced on its feet, pawing her winter coat and leaving paw prints.

      “Dawnie. Claude. Sit,” Peter ordered.

      The animals circled to his side and sat, tails thumping, their matching collars aligned. He stooped and patted their heads. They gazed adoringly at Peter. “We don’t jump. Especially on pretty ladies.”

      Taken aback by Peter’s tender expression as he baby-talked to his fur babies and by his compliment to her, she found the wall encapsulating her heart softening.

      She rushed toward the car, where Brandy gave her a thumbs up. From the backseat Cyndi smiled, then her eyes widened and she frowned.

      Sam sighed. Cyndi and Gina both had a sixth sense and, sometimes, gleaned unspoken things. Sam was sure her face probably expressed all the emotions–especially warring ones. Negative memories roiling up from the past churned and swirled with today’s unwanted desire.

      She climbed in the car.

      “Wha–?” Cyndi started.

      “Not now. Give me a minute.” Sam shook her head then reversed out of the parking spot.

      Brandy, Cyndi, and Gina all turned to glance at the man with curiosity.

      With one more peek in the rearview mirror, Sam witnessed Peter hugging the black-eared Dawnie, before she returned her gaze to Main Street.

      After a fifteen-minute drive, Sam sighed again. Her friends had patiently waited for her to open up. “I can’t believe I kissed Peter Kusimoto.”

      “That’s the Peter Kusimoto?” Cyndi questioned.

      “You didn’t just kiss him.” Brandy fanned herself.

      “Yes. You performed oral surgery,” Gina teased.

      “Are you okay?” Cyndi reached over and touched her shoulder.

      Sam rearranged her hands on the steering wheel. “I don’t know. It’s weird and awkward. Everyone in town will know. Everyone.” She chewed her lower lip.

      “Look, there it is.” Brandy pointed to a sign that read: Glampground turn right.

      Sam turned onto a narrow lane that wound around a wooded lot, past a pond and up a hill. On the far side of the hill, a few A frame cabins outlined in Christmas lights came into view. The center building was the largest.

      “The big one is the lodge,” Sam informed her friends. “Aunt Amari said she’d be there, waiting for the handyman. Apparently, there’re some issues with the appliances and plumbing. She wants him to hang Christmas decorations, too.”

      “Like mistletoe?” Brandy wiggled her brows. The twins giggled.

      Aunt Amari, dressed in her usual fuchsia caftan, black slippers, and silk hair bonnet, stepped out onto a wide wooden deck and waved.

      “There she is.” Sam waved back.

      After they parked, the girls shuffled out of the car and onto the deck. Sam breathed in the chilly, country air and swore she smelled snow. She shook the notion away as she embraced her aunt.

      “I heard about your reunion with Peter Kusimoto. I always

      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Letter to the Readers
      


      		
        About The Authors
      


      		
        Also by Rochelle Bradley
      


      		
        Also by CJ Warrant
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About The Authors


      		Also by Rochelle Bradley


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/holiday-glamping-1638-x-2560-px.jpg
J WARRANT

Boba Book Babes Mysteries

HELLE BRADLEY & (

>
5

ROC







