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      Home Stretch: The concluding straight part of a racecourse.

      

      Kade Camp is about to graduate and start his dream business with his two best friends.

      

      He's been racing for the last four years, trying to save up enough money for his share, and now he finally has enough. 

      

      Then some rich prick puts up his date as collateral, and Kade knows he would do anything to rescue her. 

      

      So, he races... and he wins. 

      

      Too bad for him, Malia has no desire to be traded like she's property. 

      

      Now he's spinning his wheels, trying to figure out how to prove to her that he would never bet her because he's not willing to ever risk losing her. 

      

      When her parents cut her off because she insulted their friend’s son, he has a choice to make. 

      

      When he's in the home stretch, will Kade stick to the plan or follow his heart?
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      Malia

      

      Well, this was a terrible mistake.

      I knew it would be, but that doesn’t do much to comfort me now.

      I’m currently trapped in the backseat of my date’s car as he laughs with his two pretentious friends and races down the backstreets toward the Stud Farm.

      “And then I was like let’s bet, and the dude tried to make it for fifty bucks,” Thatcher says before cackling. His friends join in, and I roll my eyes.

      Thatcher, Sterling, and Francis are all rich pricks born and raised in Los Angeles. They went to the best private schools and vacationed at only the swankiest hotels in Europe, Asia, and the Hamptons. They’ve never had to worry about money or well… anything.

      And I grew up the exact same way. Cold, hard cash; cold, hard parents, and all the opulence in the world to fill the void we all carry around in our souls. I hated every minute of it, which is why I chose to go to college in the tiny town of Sequoia, California.

      Maybe the last few months here have spoiled me, and that’s why I’m extra-sensitive to how abrasive and horrible these assholes “from the city” are being. I hope and pray I was never like them, even at my worst. From what I’ve experienced so far, I’m confident that none of them have ever thought about the condition of their souls.

      “Ha! Did you tell him to come back when he had big boy money?” Sterling, my unfortunate date for the night, asks.

      “No, I took that chump’s money,” Thatcher says. Francis and Sterling both laugh and start high-fiving each other.

      I roll my eyes as the guys go back to bragging about something else, wondering why I’m even here. Sterling seems as interested in me as I am in him, which is to say, not at all.

      Sighing, I stare out the window, wishing for the millionth time I didn’t agree to this stupid date just to appease my parents. I’ve replayed the conversation a dozen times in my head over the last few days, and I’ve come up with a few zingers I should have thrown their way.

      It’s antiquated for them to set me up with their friends’ kids just to secure some sort of wealthy family connection. My mother and father don’t see it that way, and I doubt anything I tell them would convince them otherwise. I wish I had made up a lie, an excuse, anything to get out of going out with Sterling tonight.

      My parents have been introducing me to their friends’ kids for as long as I can remember. They’ve been trying to set me up with someone respectable, someone with the right social status, since I was born. That’s all that they care about. It doesn’t matter what I want.

      That’s part of why we’ve never been very close. They don’t care about me, not really. They only care about how I can make them look. Mom was always on me about my weight, how I’m pretty but too curvy to catch the right kind of man. She started doing my hair and makeup when I was ten, telling me how beauty is pain. How messed up is that?

      When she called to inform me that Sterling had agreed to take me out, she seemed pleasant and polite, but it was like she was talking to a stranger.

      I guess part of me was hoping Sterling wouldn’t actually come. I mean, why would he drive an hour to the middle of nowhere to meet some random girl?

      Apparently, Sterling has a lot of time on his hands. Or maybe he just mindlessly does whatever his parents ask. I wouldn’t be surprised if he couldn’t get a date in Los Angeles either, even with all his money and connections.

      The dude is seriously insufferable.

      I wonder if my parents knew he was going to be bringing his friends on our date or that he’s taking me to the racetrack near campus.

      “This is where the racetrack is?” Francis scoffs from his seat next to me.

      “Yeah, why the hell are we in this small town? No girl is worth coming to a place like this,” Thatcher says with a laugh. Am I invisible? They’re talking shit about me and my home, and I’m right here!

      “Only if she has magic pussy,” Sterling says, looking at me over his shoulder from the front seat. He winks, and my stomach turns. I try giving him my best glare, but I’m trying not to throw up in my mouth.

      “I guess you’ll find out tonight,” Francis crows.

      I want to knee every single one of them in the balls.

      We follow the line of cars until we can park at the end of a row. My date and his friends are busy talking about how much more expensive and better their car is compared to everyone else’s.

      “My dick is so small, I have to make up for it with a shiny car,” Sterling says as we climb out of the car. Thatcher and Francis both nod in agreement.

      Okay, that didn’t really happen, but it’s all I’m hearing when any of them talk from now on.

      I take a few steps away from them and try to put space between us as more people walk toward the fence bordering the racetrack.

      I bump into someone and turn to apologize.

      “Sorry about – Oh, thank god!” I say, throwing my arms around him when I realize it’s Kade.

      “Uh,” he starts, and I squeeze him tighter.

      “It’s so good to see you,” I say against his shirt. I might be sniffing him a little, tiny bit, but it’s only because he always smells so good. Like wintergreen and musk and something uniquely Kade.

      “It is?” he stutters out, still not hugging me. I should probably stop holding the man hostage, but my body doesn’t get the hint.

      “Yes. I’m here with the worst people. Save me!”

      Kade finally circles his arms around me, gently pulling me closer. My body heats up, and I’m aware of every single place we’re touching. It feels too dang good.

      I’ve been into Kade Camp since the first time I saw him. Cliche, right? Weeks later, my feelings for him have only grown the more time I spend around him. And we spend a lot of time together. My two best friends and roommates are dating his two best friends and roommates. We also attend the same small college in this small town, so we’re constantly running into each other. I don’t mind.

      “Are Hendrix and Thorne here too?” I ask.

      I figure if they are, I can hang out with my friends instead of my date.

      “No, they took Locklyn and Elodie out tonight, so it’s just me.”

      I nod as we start to walk up to the fence. He wraps his arm around my waist, protecting me as we push past the crowd. I bite my lip, trying to ignore how much I love being around him and having his big strong hands on me.

      I wish Kade was my date tonight.

      I push that thought aside. My parents would be furious if I brought Kade home. Besides, it’s not like Kade has ever shown any interest in me. I would know. I obsess over every interaction with this man. If he gave me even one hint that he liked me a fraction of the amount I liked him, I’d be in his lap in an instant, begging him to make me his.

      Desperate? Yes. True? Also yes.

      “Uh, I think your date is looking for you,” Kade says. I frown as I look over my shoulder to where he’s staring.

      Sure enough, Sterling has finally noticed that I’m not hanging on his every word and is glancing around for me. He’s about six inches shorter than Kade, lanky, and far too manicured for my tastes. I know I shouldn’t compare every man to Kade Camp, but it’s hard not to. Especially when I’m standing right next to him, willing him to tell my date to fuck off so he can have me for himself.

      When that doesn’t happen, I sigh, dreading the rest of the evening ahead of me. Turning, I give in to the urge to hug Kade again, hoping it gives me the strength to deal with Sterling and his awful friends.
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      Kade

      

      I force myself to step back from my dream girl, even though everything in me wants to toss her over my shoulder and march her straight into my bed where I can worship her the way she deserves.

      I’ve been obsessed with Malia since the moment I laid eyes on her bright red hair and dazzling smile. However, I’ve been very careful not to show my feelings around Malia or my friends. I want her to feel comfortable around me, so I’ve been keeping my crush on the bright, sweet Malia to myself.

      It’s getting harder the more time we spend together, though, and almost impossible when she wraps her arms around me. When she hugged me earlier tonight, I nearly collapsed with desire. As soon as her curvy little body pressed against me, I wanted to blurt out that I loved her or beg her to let me kiss her.

      I know if my friends found out about my little crush on Malia, they would encourage me to ask her out, but I can’t bring myself to do it. Malia is from a well-off family. The world is at her fingertips. There’s nothing that I, a country boy from Texas, could offer her.

      I saw her when she climbed out of that shiny Porsche 911 with those other guys. Obviously, they’re not from Sequoia and come from money. I love this town, the slower pace of life, and the community here. I don’t know how well I would do in a big city, and I never want to stifle Malia by making her slum it with the likes of me.

      Shoving those thoughts way down deep, I lean back against the fence and try to make small talk while her asshole of a date glares at me and starts walking toward us.

      “I’m surprised to see you here,” I say, giving her my most charming country-boy grin. Her cheeks flush red, but that’s probably just from being outside. It’s a little chilly out tonight.

      “Yeah, my date wanted to come,” she says darkly. I glance back at the short, scrawny dude, narrowing my eyes as his two goons join him.

      “Your date brought you to the racetrack?” I ask.





OEBPS/images/fl-sRGB-314-70.jpg





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/fl-sRGB-143-70.jpg





