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        GUNNER

      

      

      

      “God, I love teachers gone wild.” I take a deep breath, observing the bustling hotel lobby. “I can smell the alcoholic regrets already.”

      Romeo, real name, Brock Romero, co-coach and fellow physical education teacher pats his pants pocket. “I plan on acquiring some damning evidence this weekend. Love me some teacher conference blackmail.”

      Shuttles have been coming in from the airport on rotation, filtering into the Gaylord Rockies Resort and Convention Center all afternoon, dumping groups of educators into the pits of academic debauchery.

      Not everyone gets to attend the annual Educators and Scholars for the Children Convention—horrendous name, I know—but those who are lucky enough to be chosen know the kind of honor this is. An extended weekend of free alcohol, wild karaoke nights, long, drink-laden cruises down the lazy river . . . and, of course, seminars (snore).

      But if conducted correctly, you can attend a few seminars, get credit for attending, and then spend the rest of your time making bad decisions prior to the school year starting two weeks later.

      I can hear you now, up on your high horse saying, “Well, Gunner, shouldn’t you care about improving your professional teaching techniques?”

      Listen here, you Know-It-All Karen, my teaching techniques are some of the best in the state of Illinois. It’s why I’m constantly recognized for my job, and for bringing the Forest Heights Baseball team to State Championships every year.

      So back off.

      Sorry, Karen. That was uncalled for.

      I haven’t had a drink yet, can you tell?

      “Where’s Turner?” I ask, looking around.

      “Getting ready for his seminar on some bullshit about English literature and teaching it the right way.” Romeo yawns. “I didn’t pay much attention while he was rattling off on the airplane. At one point, I held my headphones in front of him, made eye contact, and slipped them over my ears, letting him know I was done.”

      “So you’re telling me you need a drink.”

      “Exactly.”

      Since this is our third year at the conference, we are familiar with the hotel and head straight to the open bar in the lodge.

      Romeo and I are not really into the whole conference thing, but since we know the rules, we both have our name badges tucked into our jeans pockets, lanyards hanging out in case anyone questions us. Meanwhile, others are glistening with excitement, conference badges strung proudly around their necks, binders tucked into their arms as they chat up their friends about all of the wonderful things they’re going to learn this weekend.

      Not me.

      I’m here to relax. I plan to take in a seminar about the advantages of creating an all-star staff for a kickball team—yes, that is one of the seminars being offered, and you can bet your ass I signed up for it. And then I’ll spend most of my time shirtless, ass tucked into an innertube, soaking up the Colorado sun.

      We reach the bar and Romeo immediately orders two Blue Moons for us. When in Rome, right? In case you missed that, Blue Moon originated in Colorado. For some reason, it always tastes better on tap at this high altitude.

      Hands gripping frosted pint glasses, we both lean against the bar and take in the bustle around us.

      “Think Turner will come join us at the bar?” Romeo asks about our arrogant friend Arlo Turner. The prestigious Forest Heights English teacher is every female faculty member’s wet dream. Known as Mr. Turns-Me-On behind his back, he would rather have his nose buried in a book, scowling about something in life, than letting loose and having fun.

      “No way in hell.” I take a sip of my beer. “Socializing isn’t on his to-do list this weekend.”

      “Is that so?” Arlo says, coming up behind us, gathering attention from all the female eyes around us. It’s the goddamn man cardigans he wears. I swear. Women can’t resist a man in a cardigan. Doesn’t help that the guy can lift just as much as me—a former baseball player—in the weight room either.

      Like the suave ass he is, he taps the bar with his knuckle and asks for two fingers of scotch.

      “Come to dust the stink off your social game?” Romeo asks with a smirk.

      “Came to make sure you two idiots don’t do anything stupid,” he says, taking his drink from the bartender and giving him a slight nod.

      “He cares about us,” I say, wrapping my arm around Arlo’s neck before he quickly slips out of my grasp. “Oh, you’re tense. Does this have anything to do with the new English teacher Dewitt just hired? Drinking your feelings?”

      “No,” he says gruffly.

      Romeo pokes him in the side. “But you didn’t get your first choice. Your last choice was hired.”

      “Are you trying to get me to leave?” Arlo asks, making both of us laugh.

      “No, just trying to lighten you up,” I say, bringing my pint glass to my lips. Arlo was not happy at all about the new hire. Something about Greer Gibson not being qualified enough to teach in his department. Dewitt saw it differently. She saw a fresh young face with new techniques, and a killer resume in volleyball. Division One athlete, full-ride, straight from UCLA . . . and hot. Holy fuck, is she hot. Pretty sure that’s what has Arlo’s undies in a twist. “Interesting that they brought elementary school teachers to the conference this year. In the past it’s only been middle school and high school. I wonder if Knox’s wife will be here.”

      “Knox Gentry?” Arlo asks. Knox is my former college teammate at Brentwood University and the all-star starting shortstop for the Chicago Bobbies. Dude is a phenom on the field.

      “Yeah, his wife is a librarian over at Cedar Pine,” I answer. “Shit, I haven’t seen him in a while. Him or Carson. Have you?” I ask Romeo.

      He shakes his head. “Last time I saw them was Knox’s wedding. Dude, we need to set up a time to have them come talk to our team. Make all those freshly pubescent nitwits drool with envy.”

      “And then make them run pole lines in front of Carson and Knox. Really get those engines roaring,” Romeo says, making me laugh.

      “Drive them to the ground in front of their heroes.”

      “What positive and uplifting educators you two are,” Arlo says, voice full of sarcasm.

      “All in a day’s work,” I say on a laugh.

      In all honesty, we are good fucking physical education teachers. We’re the kind of teachers who push you, listen to you, and make sure you’re ready for the next step in your life. Romeo and I take pride in what we do and always have an open-door policy.

      Just had to clarify that in case you were developing a different opinion of us.

      “Arlo Turner,” a man with a nasal voice says, waddling up to our group.

      Like the sophisticated man that he is, Arlo turns and extends his hand. “Steven Garrison, good to see you.”

      “I would love to speak to you about your upcoming seminar, do you have a moment?”

      “Of course.” Arlo turns to us and whispers, “Don’t do anything stupid,” before he takes off with Steven—whoever the hell that is.

      “What could we possibly do that’s stupid?” Romeo asks.

      “Famous last words, man,” I say, as I hold my lips close to my pint, my eyes scanning the busy room. I take a sip just as I spot a familiar face.

      Heart-shaped face.

      Red-painted lips. Hell . . . I know those lips. I know them so goddamn well.

      Deep brown—surprised—eyes.

      Is that . . . fuck, is that Lindsay Nelson?
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        LINDSAY

      

      

      

      “Abort, abort,” I say frantically, pushing Emory to turn around.

      “What the hell are you doing?” Emory asks, completely oblivious to the panicky attempt to escape.

      “I said, abort.”

      “Abort what?” Emory swats my hands away. “Knox’s mom is taking care of the child, there’s no risk of having a mini finger shoved up my nose just for fun, and there’s free alcohol a few feet away. I’m not aborting anything.”

      She pushes forward and I whisper, “It’s Gunner. He’s here.”

      Emory’s eyes widen and then she grins. “Oh, is he? Where?” She stands on her toes and glances around the bar area, and I know the minute she spots him because the slyest grin spreads across her lips. “My oh my, Gunner Klein . . . or what did you call him at the wedding? Mr. Fine?”

      “Shut it,” I say, pushing her. “There is another bar, we can—”

      “Yoo hoo, Gunner, is that you?” Emory chirps, waving her hand frantically.

      “Stop it, what are you doing?” I try to pull her hand back down, but her new mom strength is overpowering.

      “Getting you laid,” Emory whispers. “Gunner, over here!”

      “Stop, I don’t need to be laid, I need to get the hell out of—”

      “Emory, Lindsay, good to see you.”

      Fuck . . . 

      Back turned to him, my eyes automatically squeeze shut at the sound of his rich, southern voice that carries just a hint of a drawl.

      “Gunner, it’s been too long,” Emory says while tugging on my arm, forcing me to turn around, and when I do . . . it’s devastating.

      Gunner Klein.

      The only aging this man has done since college is to develop a few laugh lines around his eyes and it only adds to his annoyingly handsome charm.

      Not to mention, he wears a button-up shirt like a glove on his torso, sucking and clinging to every part of his retired professional-athlete body—which I know for a fact doesn’t look retired at all. Match that with his messy blond hair, grey-blue eyes, and scruffy beard, and you have one intimidatingly attractive man—whom I’ve slept with several times.

      Several.

      More than I can remember during college.

      A wild fling one year when he was back in town.

      And of course, the night of Knox and Emory’s wedding—because why not?

      He’s irresistible to me.

      He’s the kryptonite to my strong will.

      And he’s also the father to my son, something he knows nothing about.

      Weren’t expecting that, were you?

      Trust me, neither was I. I just found out.

      How is that possible, you ask? Since my son is eight?

      Well you see, there was a time in my life when I had just finished my master’s and I decided to celebrate. Boobs were loose for a weekend and I had fun. Maybe a little too much fun. It was the weekend Gunner was home. It was a fling, but I also . . . “flung” with another gentleman by the name of Bobby Sharp.

      To give you a little background, Bobby was my study partner. He’d never been more than that while we were earning our master’s degrees. Gunner was long gone by then, playing professionally.

      But when we had finished, and were celebrating earning our teaching degrees, we fell into each other’s drunken arms. The next morning, he went back to Iowa and I was satisfied . . . until I ran into Gunner the next day, but we don’t need to get into those details.

      So yes, I had sex with two men in a weekend. Sue me! It happens. Women are allowed to have sex with whomever they want . . . 

      Anyway, flash forward, I was pregnant, didn’t know who the father was, both men had gone off to their own lives and I had my friends: Emory and Dottie. I decided I was going to make being a single mom work, and I have.

      At least I had, until my son Dylan started asking why he doesn’t have a dad after some little punks at school teased him. After soaking up a lot of tears, I decided to try to find out. So I had a choice: contact Bobby—sweet, kind Bobby—and see if he was the father, or drive up to Forest Heights, look Gunner in the eyes again, and try not to get hard nipples when he spoke to me. I went with the lesser of two evils.

      Talk about a phone call. Bobby was startled to say the least, but complied with a DNA test, and to his relief, he was not the father.

      Which meant one thing . . .

      “You look good, Lindsay.”

      Of course, I look good. I just got my hair done and I don’t have an eight-year-old clawing at me for snacks. Shedding that extra weight for a weekend puts a mother in a different light.

      “He said you look good, Lindsay,” Emory says, bumping me in the boob with her elbow.

      “I heard him,” I say, bumping her back.

      “Then say thank you.”

      Rolling my eyes, I say, “Thank you, Gunner.”

      He chuckles and the sound is so arousing that I already feel my legs starting to part.

      Damn it.

      “I was wondering if I would see you here, Emory, but Lindsay . . .” He gives me a smooth once-over, “I wasn’t expecting you. Pleasant surprise.”

      Not for me.

      This is actually a nightmare for two reasons.

      Reason number one, whenever Gunner and I are in the same vicinity, there’s a magnetic pull that is somehow attached to my clothes and rips them off inside of an hour of seeing him. Guaranteed.

      Reason number two, I swore to myself next time I stumbled across Gunner, I would tell him about Dylan.

      Reason number two is what’s giving me a terrible case of indigestion right now.

      “Maybe you two should catch up,” Emory says, nudging me.

      “No, that’s okay. I’m sure Gunner is busy with Romeo. Don’t want to bother their little bro night. Anywho, it was nice seeing you both.” I bow my head for God knows what reason and then grab Emory by the arm. “Let’s go try that thing we were talking about.”

      “What thing?” Emory asks, not being the friend I need right now. Why can’t she read my mind?

      Abort.

      ABORT!

      “You know, the thing?” I widen my eyes at her. “The thing at the thing with the thing.” I pat my stomach. “Yum. Yum.”

      “Are you two high?” Romeo says, motioning between us as he steps into our circle as well. “I heard some teachers were grabbing edibles, but I never pegged a third-grade teacher and a librarian to get their Mile High on.”

      “We’re not high.” I shake my head. God, do I wish I was though. “Just really want that thing.”

      “What’s the thing?” Emory says, feet planted firmly. When the hell did she get so strong?

      Leaning in with a smirk, Gunner says, “I don’t think there’s a thing, she’s just trying to avoid me.”

      Huffing with annoyance, Emory turns toward me, hands on her hips and asks, “Are you avoiding Gunner?”

      I look between the two of them, sweat starting to prickle the back of my neck. Swallowing hard, I say, “Maybe.”

      “Why?”

      I glance at him, his playful eyes waiting on an answer as well while Romeo leans in with a teasing grin, ears patiently tuned in.

      “Uh . . .” I draw a blank. I can’t tell him the truth. Not sure an open bar at a teacher’s conference is the place to inform someone they are a dad.

      “Ugh,” Emory groans. “She’s just afraid she’ll get naked with you again, I’m sure. Happens every time you’re together.” With an extreme amount of power, Emory shoves me right into Gunner’s arms and says, “Just go upstairs and do it already.” Grabbing Romeo by the arm, she asks, “Want to play some cards? I brought a deck with me.”

      “Hell yeah. Cards and drinks with Mrs. Gentry, I think I just won the lottery. As long as we can take pictures and send them to Knox.”

      “Wasn’t that obvious?”

      Together, they walk off, leaving me with Gunner who’s chuckling and gripping my arms to keep me upright. Setting me straight, he lets me go and says, “Afraid we’re going to have sex, huh? Never been afraid of that before, Linds.”

      Why, God, why did you have to make this man so freaking sexy? Okay, yeah, his face is stunning, but his voice. Just one sentence and my nipples are hard, ready to be freed from my bra.

      “Trying to have standards, you know,” I say, straightening my shirt, which only tugs on the V-neck of my top, displaying more cleavage than necessary. And because Gunner is the type of man who appreciates the woman he’s interested in, his eyes fall to my breasts momentarily, only to bounce back up to my eyes, clear desire in his pupils.

      Hell, there’s more than interest there.

      There’s promise.

      Promise of long, drawn out orgasms.

      Promise of a night I know I can tack onto the list of the best I’ve ever had.

      Promise of satisfaction, followed by a delicious walk of shame.

      “I’m not having sex with you,” I blurt out.

      He smirks and takes my hand in his. “We’ll see about that.”
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      “So, this is your hotel room, huh?” Lindsay says, nodding, while looking around. “Identical to mine.”

      I walk behind her, place my hands on her hips and bring my mouth close to her ear. “They usually are identical in resorts like this.”

      She shivers under my touch and I try to tamp down the excitement racing through me at the mere sight of her.

      For some reason, I didn’t think I would see her this weekend. She’s kind of elusive. Pops in and out of my life when I’m least expecting it—besides the time I saw her at Knox’s wedding, I was prepared for that interaction—and she always leaves me craving more.

      It didn’t take much convincing to get her up here.

      A drag of my finger down her arm.

      A joke accompanied by a wink.

      A quick reminiscent moment.

      And a lot of pleading with my eyes.

      God, I want her.

      So fucking bad.

      In college, I had no idea how good I’d had it when I was with her. I had no fucking clue the kind of high she gave me, and when I went off to play baseball, I realized that with every other girl I took home, I was chasing the high that only Lindsay can give me.

      And then that one fateful day I ran into her right after she’d finished her master’s. Fuck, I don’t think I’d ever had that much sex in a twenty-four-hour period, and before I could grab her number, she was gone. I tried asking Knox for it, but at the time, he wasn’t talking to Emory—they had an eight-year falling out—so I was shit out of luck.

      Until Knox’s wedding.

      Hell, Lindsay in a silk, rose pink dress with a slit that went all the way to her hip, her blonde hair curled and draped over her slender shoulders. I was so fucking gone.

      I needed her.

      And the next morning, when I asked to see her again, she blew me off. Figured she was done with me.

      Until I saw the look in her eyes down by the bar today.

      She’s so not done with me, and I’m fucking determined to make sure she doesn’t slip through my fingers again.

      “For the record, I’m up here to see if your room has a view. That’s it.”

      “Mm-hmm,” I say, running the tip of my nose along her neck, taking in her sweet scent.

      Her head tilts to the side and I feel her relax under my grip. “You have the curtains shut.”

      “Then open them,” I say, bringing my teeth to her earlobe.

      When I lightly nibble on the soft skin, she springs out of my hands and powerwalks to the windows where she throws the curtains open. “It’s . . . uh . . . it’s dark.”

      Walking up behind her again, I say, “Then maybe you should stay until the morning, when it’s light out, so you can examine the view better.”

      I spin her around and gently push her up against the window. She sucks in a sharp breath and her eyes widen when I close in on her.

      Tilting her chin up, my mouth inches from hers, I say, “Stay the night.”

      She swallows. “Like a slumber party?”

      I chuckle. God, she’s fucking cute. “Naked slumber party.”

      “Naked, huh?” Her breath catches in her throat. “I, uh, I don’t have my toothbrush with me.”

      “Why are you looking for excuses?” I push my hand up her side, along her ribs and settle it right below her breasts. She shifts under me, her breath hurried now, her lips barely parting.

      “This isn’t a good idea.”

      “It’s been a phenomenal idea every other time we’ve done it.”

      “Well, yes, but I swore the last time we had sex would be the last time, so . . . you know, keeping promises with myself and everything.”

      “That’s a bullshit promise and you know it, or else you wouldn’t have come up here.”

      “Momentary lapse of judgement.”

      I study her, my eyes flitting back and forth between hers. She wants this, I know she does, she just needs to be nudged past the odd shield she’s wearing.

      Taking a step back, I nod, knowing it’s a risky move, but wanting to see how reluctant she truly is.

      “Well,” I start to unbutton my shirt and I watch as her eyes immediately glue to my chest. “I don’t want to be the reason you’re breaking a promise to yourself.” I finish with the last button and shrug the shirt off. I watch her visibly sigh as she takes in my bare chest.

      “What uh . . . what are you doing?” she asks, motioning to my body.

      “Taking a shower. I’m hard as a fucking rock, Lindsay. Need the relief.”

      Her eyes fall to my crotch and then quickly retreat back to my gaze. “You’re . . . hard?” she gulps.

      That innocent look, the way her chest seems to heave with every passing second, I can feel my cock grow painfully harder. Yeah, I’m going to need relief, and soon.

      “Yeah, Linds. That’s what you do to me. You should know this by now.” I give her another playful wink and then turn my back and head to the bathroom where I leave the door completely open. In order for her to leave, she’s going to have to pass the bathroom.

      Hopeful, I remove my jeans and just as I slip my thumbs into the waistband of my briefs, I catch her from the corner of my eye. I glance to the side and catch her standing in the hallway, indecisive.

      Please Jesus, let this work.

      I push my briefs down and turn toward her, aiming for the lever for the shower. My cock juts out against my stomach, painfully aware of how close Lindsay is.

      When I look to the side and catch her blatantly staring at me, I keep my hand on the shower lever, not turning it on just yet, but instead letting her get an eyeful.

      “Are you leaving, Linds?”

      She licks her lips.

      Her hands curl at her sides.

      Indecision weighs heavily in her eyes.

      She needs one more little push.

      I step away from the shower and close the distance between us until I can feel the heat pouring off her in waves.

      Skin flushed, her tongue darts out and wets her plump lips, lips I’ve done very naughty things with in the past.

      “Are you leaving?” I ask her again, lifting my hand to her chin and cupping it.

      Her eyes dart between mine.

      Her breath catches.

      And she takes a step closer just as her hand reaches out and connects with my length.

      Jaw clenched, I try to hide the internal response that wants to escape from that little touch. I wet my lips, tamp down my groan, and take hold of her lips with my own as her hand smooths up and down my length.

      “Say it, Linds. Say you want me.”

      “You know I want you,” she answers with ease, her thumb stroking over my tip. “That’s never been the problem.”

      “What’s the problem, then?”

      Her lashes lift and she looks me square in the eye when she says, “I can’t keep doing this.”

      “Taking what you want? To hell with that,” I say, pushing her up against the wall and gripping her jaw. I lower my mouth, centimeters away. “Tell me no, right here, right now. Tell me right now and I’ll leave you alone this weekend.”

      She swallows, her hand stills on my cock.

      And she’s silent.

      I count to five.

      Giving her enough time to answer.

      Four . . . five . . .

      Nothing.

      Which is my cue.

      I run my hands down her body and grip the hem of her shirt, pulling it up and over her head to reveal a front-clasp black bra. Her tits spill over the top as her chest falls up and down.

      Fuck, she’s perfect.

      I undo her bra and let her tits pour out as her bra tumbles to the ground. Bending at the knees, I take one of her heavy breasts into my hand and suck on her hardened nipple. Her head falls back against the wall and her fingers thread through my hair.

      One thing I love about Lindsay is how she frees her mind when she’s with me and just feels. She gets lost in the moment and I can tell that’s exactly what’s happening as her fingers drag through my hair, urging me to do more.

      I pull away and stand tall, gripping her chin again, and then I bring her mouth to mine and press a soft kiss across her lips. “Bed. Naked. Now.”

      Her lips roll as her hands go to her jeans. I step away and watch her peel them from her body, along with her matching black thong. When she pushes her clothes to the side and turns away, giving me the perfect moment to take in her backside, my stomach twists with the knowledge that I get to have this alluring woman one more time.

      It better not be the last time.

      She gets to the bed and looks over her shoulder, her hair floating over her shoulders. “How do you want me?”

      Trying not to swallow my tongue, I say, “On your back.”

      Complying, she lays down on her back and waits for me. Slowly, I walk around the bed, perusing her body, reminding myself of every curve and every erogenous zone that brings her to a fast and sexy climax.

      “Always so fucking ready for me,” I say, dragging my finger down her leg, which voluntarily parts from the other. “When was the last time someone made you come?”

      She swallows hard, her eyes shutting for a brief moment. “You. You were the last man I’ve been with.”

      And holy fuck, that does something to my pride.

      Puffs it.

      Makes me feel like the beautiful woman lying on the bed belongs to me.

      That she’s mine.

      “Do you think about that night?” I ask, kneeling at the base of the bed and moving my body between her legs. “Do you think about how I took you up against the hotel window?”

      Her top teeth roll over her bottom lip as she nods, anticipating my touch.

      “Good, because I think about it all the goddamn time.” I slip my hands under her legs and push them up toward her chest, exposing her beautiful cunt. “Hold them,” I demand.

      One thing I also love about Lindsay, she listens. She takes my commands without blinking and I know it’s because she loves it. She always has. From the very first night I came inside her, she’s always listened to me in the bedroom.

      Outside of the bedroom . . . that’s a different story.

      “You’re already so fucking wet.” I glide my finger down her center, gathering her arousal on the tip before I bring it to my mouth. Her eyes drift shut when I suck on the taste of her. “Fucking perfect,” I mutter. Shifting so I’m fully facing her bottom half, I ask, “Are you with me the whole night?”

      “Do you . . . want me the whole night?”

      “I want you the whole goddamn weekend.” And then more.

      So much fucking more.

      Having her here, waiting for me, hell, it’s a stark reminder of how shitty I’ve handled things with her. That changes now.

      I smooth my hand down her inner thigh and then, with one finger, glide inside her. She sucks in a harsh breath and then follows it with a moan as I curve my finger up.

      “God . . . I’ve missed you,” she says, her body relaxing into the mattress, her pelvis still as I push in and out of her.

      I’ve missed her.

      Desperately.

      I never realize how desperately until she’s right in front of me and then it feels like I can’t fucking breathe unless she looks at me with those soulful eyes.

      Moving my thumb over her clit, I draw circles, applying just enough pressure to feel her pussy clench tightly around my finger.

      “Yes,” she whispers, her neck straining, her legs held tight in her hands. “Yes, Gunner.”

      I apply a little more pressure and her mouth falls open.

      “I want two fingers,” I say, slipping another inside of her, and it’s fucking tight. “Relax, darlin’. Let me in.”

      She breathes out a heavy breath and I take that moment to rub her clit some more, which visibly sends her melting into the mattress, giving me more access. I curve both fingers up and work her, playing with the way her body twists, turns, begs for more. When she’s on the edge, ready to fall over, I pull away, making her eyes fly open and a delicious protest to fall past her lips.

      “Gunner.”

      “I need to be inside of you when you come,” I say, positioning my cock at her entrance. “I want you bare. You still on birth control?”

      She nods.

      “Good, I need to feel all of you.” On a deep breath, I slide inside her, her arousal making it so goddamn easy.

      My cock is sheathed by warmth, the angle so exquisite that I bottom out and hold still. I suck in a sharp breath, feeling the strain in my neck, in every muscle of my body, I’m trying to take this slow, but it feels next to impossible when it’s this good, when this feeling is so goddamn addicting.

      “Fuck,” I breathe harshly as I slowly pull out and then push back in.

      “More,” she says, keeping a hold on her legs. “More Gunner. I’m so close.”

      “No coming.” I stop my hips. “Not until I’m fucking . . . ready,” I say as a twitch of pleasure shoots up my back.

      Fuck, I might be ready.

      Clutching her hips, my thumbs pressing into her skin, I thrust harder, and my balls to tighten with every single pass of my cock into her deep warmth.

      “Holy fuck,” I mutter, clenching my jaw. “It’s never this good. Only with you, Lindsay. Only with fucking you.”

      I pound in harder. She writhes beneath me, her nipples hard as stone, her tits bouncing with every thrust. It’s too goddamn much.

      “You there?”

      “Yes, God, yes.” She reaches up, takes my head and brings it down to her mouth, and her lips press against mine, her tongue diving in, and that’s it’s.

      I’m fucking gone.

      My hips fly.

      My legs tingle.

      My balls start to tighten.

      “Oh my GOD!” Lindsay screams. “Fuck, Gunner. I’m coming.”

      Her pussy clenches around my cock.

      My length swells and holy . . . shit . . .

      Vision blurred, a burst of euphoria shoots through my groin and before I can stop myself, I’m coming so goddamn hard that I lose sight of everything I’m doing.

      All I can do is feel.

      It isn’t until I collapse on top of Lindsay and feel her hand rubbing up and down my back that I realize where I am and what I just did.

      Jesus Christ.

      Lifting up, I look into her sated and pleased eyes, cup her cheek, and mold our mouths together, kissing her like she fucking deserves.

      She grants me with a satisfied moan before I pull away and rub my thumb over her cheek. Speaking the truth, I say, “I’ve missed you, Linds.”

      “You missed good sex.” She laughs, and I shake my head.

      “Nah, I’ve missed you.”

      Her eyes widen and she is about to answer, when her phone rings. As if I weigh nothing, she pushes me to the side and goes to her pants to pull out her phone. One check of the screen and she says, “I have to take this.”

      She walks into the bathroom and shuts the door.

      I sigh and roll so my back is pressed against the mattress, staring up at the ceiling.

      Fuck.

      I rub my hand over my forehead, wondering how the hell I can erase that scared look from her face and get her to realize how great we are together. Throughout the years, we’ve gotten to know each other. It hasn’t always been about sex. Between every orgasm, we’ve spent time talking, and just from those talks, I know she’s someone I want to get to know so much better.

      Not to mention, she’s so goddamn perfect. Sweet, sexy, a total bombshell in bed, so caring with the kids she teaches, so funny . . .

      Why the fuck have I taken so long to realize this?

      Maybe because I’ve been a punk-ass bitch for the better part of the time I’ve known her.

      That, and I’m ready to fucking settle down. Baseball is over. I’m a teacher, a coach, it’s time to start a family.

      Lifting myself off the bed, I walk to where her discarded clothes are to pick them up for her and just as I approach the bathroom, I nearly trip over my own damn feet when I hear Lindsay . . .

      “Okay, I’ve got to go. I’ll call you later. Love you, baby.”

      Baby?

      Is she . . .

      Is she in a fucking relationship?

      And she just had sex with me?
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        LINDSAY

      

      

      

      I hang up the phone and take a deep breath. After going to the bathroom, I clean up and then stare into the mirror.

      My hair is a mess.

      There is a tint of beard burn across my chest and face.

      I have a dazed look in my eyes.

      And I know the girl in the reflection has been thoroughly fucked, the only way Gunner Klein knows how to fuck her.

      And of course, Dylan just happens to call after I finish. I don’t think my heart has ever raced so much and I don’t know why, because it’s not like Gunner knows.

      Off to the side of the bathroom counter is one of Gunner’s shirts, folded neatly. I throw it over my head, feeling all kinds of self-conscious right now. I know damn well I shouldn’t have had sex with Gunner, especially given what I need to tell him, but I couldn’t resist. Not when he looked at me with those pleading eyes, desperation laced in his pupils.

      I wouldn’t have been able to walk away even if I truly wanted to.

      One more deep breath, one more glance in the mirror . . .

      I open the bathroom door only to come face to face with an angry Gunner. He’s wearing a pair of basketball shorts, his arms are crossed over his impressive chest, and there is a heavy furrow in his brow that I’ve never seen before, not even when he would give up a hit on the mound in his pro ball days.

      Something happened.

      “Gunner, what’s—”

      “Are you in a relationship?”

      “What?” I ask, completely confused. Where would he get that from?

      “Because you fucking told me I was the last man inside of you.”

      “You . . . you were,” I say, feeling my voice start to waiver.

      “Then why the fuck are you hiding away in the bathroom, calling someone ‘baby’?”

      “You heard that?”

      “Yeah, I fucking heard it, Lindsay,” he says, his southern accent growing stronger with his anger. “What the fuck?”

      “It’s not what you think.”

      “Then what the hell is it?”

      I stand there, shifting on my feet, nerves crawling up the back of my neck as I twist my phone in my hands. My mouth goes dry, the confession stuck in my throat.

      “That’s what I fucking thought,” he says, with a shake of his head. Dismissing me with his hand, he says, “Let yourself out.” He walks over to the bed where he takes a seat, his corded back to mine.

      My fight or flight kicks in, the need to run starting to rev up my body, but my brain takes over and before I can run off, I quickly shout, “It was my son.”

      Gunner’s head, which was pressed into his hand, pops up and he looks over his shoulder, his brow creased. “You have a son?”

      Oh God.

      I’m doing this.

      I’m really going to do this.

      At a teacher’s conference, naked except for a shirt draped over my body, right after the best sex I’ve ever had.

      I consider just leaving it at that, but then Dylan’s pleading eyes flash through my mind, wanting to know who his father is.

      He deserves to know.

      Both of them deserve to know.

      I slowly nod. “Yes, I have a son. He’s, uh . . . he’s eight.”

      “Eight?” Gunner stands, and oh God, I truly feel like I’m going to throw up. “How come you’ve never mentioned him before?”

      Because I didn’t know if he was your child or not.

      Because I didn’t want to upend your life.

      Because I’m a chicken and was too scared you would connect the dots.

      “I don’t know,” I say, my voice weak. I reach to the floor for my jeans and slip them on, followed by my shoes.

      “Where are you going?” Gunner asks.

      “I . . . I . . .” Tears well in my eyes, the urge to run so strong that I back up to the door.

      “Lindsay, what the hell is going on?”

      “I have . . . oh God, I have something to tell you and I don’t know how to do it.”

      The crease in his brow deepens even further. “Are you . . . in a relationship?”

      “No, Jesus,” I say, gripping my forehead. “I’m not in a relationship. I can’t remember the last time I’ve been in a relationship. I’ve been a single mom for eight years; I don’t have time to date.”

      “Where’s the father?”

      I press my lips together to stop them from trembling.

      “Linds . . . where is the father?”

      Heart beating rapidly, lungs screaming for air, stomach twisting and turning, I quietly say, “He’s . . . uh . . . he’s standing right in front of me.”

      “Wh-what?” Gunner says.

      I look up at him and with all the courage I can muster, I say, “You’re the father, Gunner.”

      He backs away as both his hands go to his head. “I . . . you’re . . . what?”

      Yup, going to throw up. I can feel it. And there is no way I’m going to do it in front of him.

      “I’m sorry.” I shake my head. “I shouldn’t have told you like this. Now. I’m going to . . . I’m going to go.”

      I turn and contemplate heading out the door as Gunner calls out, “You’re just going to leave like this?”

      With my back still to him, I say, “What do you want me to do?”

      “I don’t . . . hell, I don’t fucking know.” He pauses and says, “Look at me, damn it.” I turn to face him and when our eyes connect, he asks, “Do I really have an eight-year-old son?”

      Body shaking, I slowly nod. “Yeah, you do.”
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        * * *

      

      “Not going to lie, Romeo is a good time. If I wasn’t head over heels in love with Knox, I would have considered him as a possible love prospect,” Emory says, setting her stuff on the dresser and switching the light on. “He really knows how to play cards. Damaged my hand when we were playing slap jack. His idea, not mine. At one point, we FaceTimed Knox after his game and he was cheering me . . . wait why are you sitting here in the dark? But more importantly, why are you in our hotel room to begin with?”

      Legs pulled in, arms resting on my knees, I drop my head to my arms and let out a deep sob. I thought I was done crying, I thought I’d gotten it all out, but a questioning Emory brings the wave of emotion back in full force.

      “Oh my God, what’s going on?” Emory asks, coming straight to my bed, where she sits on the edge and places her hand on my back. “What did Gunner do? I’m feeling revved up from cards, I can take care of business. Does he need a punch to the eye? I will knock him dead on in the eyeball, make him think twice about whatever he did to you. He won’t even suspect it. A knock on his door and then a one two bam-bam straight to the eye socket. Is that what you want?”

      I shake my head, even though I appreciate her willingness to come to my defense.

      Lifting my head, I wipe at my eyes and take a deep breath. No one knows Gunner is Dylan’s father. I’ve always told everyone it was a random one-night stand. Knowing Knox and all our friends, they would have forced Gunner to do something. And I don’t want that. I don’t want him forced into anything.

      “Talk to me, Lindsay. What happened?”

      On a deep breath, I say, “After your wedding, Dylan was asking about his father. He really wanted to know who he was. I, uh . . . I actually knew it was between two guys.”

      “What? Really?”

      I nod. “I had one tested and it wasn’t him, which meant . . . it’s Gunner.”

      “Wait . . . what?” I can see Emory’s mind explode right in front of me. “Gunner Klein is Dylan’s dad?”

      “Yeah and I kind of told him tonight.”

      “At a teacher’s conference?” Emory nearly shouts. “Why didn’t you do this some other time?”

      “I don’t know, I was too chicken to call him up and turn his life upside down. But when I was in his room, after we just had sex—”

      “I knew you were going to do it.”

      “Please, Emory.”

      “Sorry.” She waves her hand at me. “Continue.”

      “Dylan called me, I took the call in the bathroom and when I hung up, Gunner confronted me. He thought I was in a relationship because he heard me call Dylan ‘baby.’ I couldn’t take it and I blurted out that I had a son . . . and he’s the father.”

      “Wow.” Emory leans back on the bed. “That’s quite a way to take someone out of post-coital bliss. What did he say?”

      “Not much. He was angry. Fuming actually. After I confirmed he had a child, he snapped his keycard off his dresser and then fled the room before I could. I took it that I should leave too and came back here.”

      “Not even another word? I mean . . . I can understand his anger, but that doesn’t seem very much like Gunner. He’s pretty easygoing.”

      “Emory, this isn’t like I told him I backed his car into a pole, I told him he has a kid.”

      “Yeah, I can see the difference there.” Chuckling, she pulls me into a hug. “It’s going to be okay, Lindsay.”

      “You don’t know that.”

      “Yes, I do.” She nods against me. “Because the greatest thing you have at your disposal is Knox Gentry. If Gunner treats you like shit, Knox is going to let him know about it, and so is every other player on the Chicago Bobbies. You’re part of the family.”

      “If only it was that simple.”

      “It will be. And if it isn’t, we’ll figure something out.”

      “What if Gunner wants to take me to court for custody? I can’t lose Dylan.” Tears stream down my cheeks. “He’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me. It’s been me and him, together. I can’t lose him.”

      Emory squeezes me tighter. “Gunner wouldn’t do that. He might be angry, but he would never take you to court.”

      “You don’t know that.”

      “No, I don’t. But what I do know is that you did the right thing today. Gunner deserves to know, and I think you know that too. It might suck right now, but I truly think it’s going to be okay. Give him a second to calm down. He’ll talk it through with you.”

      Why do I feel like even though she’s trying to make me feel better, her words carry no weight?

      She didn’t see the look in his eyes.

      The hurt.

      The anger.

      The utter rage as he stormed out of the hotel room.

      I don’t think this is going to end well, and I truly wish that instead of being at this conference, I was at home, holding my boy, letting his innocence remind me that everything very well might be okay.

      That I’m not going to lose him . . .
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        GUNNER

      

      

      

      “I thought I told you not to do anything stupid,” Arlo says, walking up to me at the bar.

      I’m sitting at the end of the bar shirtless and shoeless, wearing nothing but a pair of basketball shorts and hovering over a glass of whiskey, trying to comprehend what Lindsay just told me.

      I’m a dad.

      A fucking dad.

      Holy shit . . .

      Both of my hands grip the tumbler in front of me as I stare down at the amber liquid while Arlo takes a seat next to me.

      Leaning in close, Arlo asks, “Why the hell are you almost naked, sitting at the bar? Are you drunk?”

      “Wish I was.” I lift the tumbler and take a small sip, letting the burn of the alcohol scorch down my throat.

      “If you’re not drunk, then do you care to explain why Principle Yanez told me one of my teachers was sitting at the bar, shirtless and with no shoes?”

      “Not really.”

      “Where’s Romeo?”

      I shrug. “Not sure, with Emory Gentry somewhere playing cards I think.”

      “Klein, you have three fucking seconds to—”

      “I’m a dad.”

      Arlo rears back. “You’re . . . what?”

      “A dad. Brought Lindsay Nelson up to my room. We fucked. She told me I’m a dad.”

      From the corner of my eye, I see Arlo’s brow furrow in confusion. “You know it doesn’t work that fast, right? You can’t just have sex and then . . . bam, you’re a dad.”

      I drag my hand over my face. “Well aware how making babies works. I have to teach the damn sex ed class every year.”

      “Then what the hell are you talking about?”

      Sighing, I turn toward him, one arm resting on the bar, gripping my drink. “Lindsay and I have a history. A fuck history.”

      “Okay.”

      “And one of those times I apparently got her pregnant and she never told me. Hell, I didn’t even know she had a kid.”

      Arlo’s eyes soften as he looks off to the side. “Fuck.”

      “Yeah, tell me about it.”

      “Why didn’t she tell you?”

      I shrug. “Don’t know. I stormed out of the room before we could dive deep into all the specifics.”

      “You left? Gunner that’s the last thing you should have done.”

      “He’s eight, Arlo. Fucking eight. It’s not like she just had a baby. She’s kept this a secret from me for eight years. Excuse me if I left the room because I couldn’t quite comprehend being a father and I wasn’t about to try to do it in front of her.”

      “You probably should have, you would have gotten answers rather than sitting here, stewing.”

      “Would you have been able to stay and listen?”

      “I’m not sure to be honest.” He rubs his chin. “You know her well?”

      “Pretty well, but there’s so much more I want to know about her, or at least I did.”

      “You like her?”

      I pinch my brow and squeeze my eyes shut. “Honestly, before everything went down, I was planning on making sure she didn’t slip through my fingers again, like every other time we’ve been together. There’s something about her, man, something that makes me fucking happy and it isn’t just sex. There’s more to it than that.”

      “So this shouldn’t change anything.”

      “Are you insane?” I ask, sitting taller. “This changes everything. She lied to me.”

      “Maybe she didn’t have a choice.” Arlo takes my tumbler from me and brings it to his lips. He takes a big gulp and winces as he swallows. When he sets the glass back down, he says, “The boy is eight? You were still in the majors then, playing in Arizona. She was probably doing you a goddamn favor by not telling you.”

      “By being noble and taking care of him by herself? I would have helped in any way possible, despite the demands of being a professional athlete.”

      “Something she probably didn’t consider, since you know . . . you fucked her on multiple occasions and never asked for more.”

      I go to respond, but my comeback falls silent as his words register.

      Hell . . .

      “Got you on that one, huh?” Arlo says with a stupid fucking smirk on his face. He slides from his chair and taps me on the cheek. “Put yourself in her shoes before you chastise her for her choices.” He starts to walk away but then pauses and says over his shoulder, “And put a goddamn shirt on, you’re at a professional conference, not a frat party.”
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        * * *

      

      “This is really stupid,” Romeo says, parking his car and looking up at the apartment complex.

      “I didn’t ask for your opinion.”

      “But you asked for my help, therefore I get to give you my opinion.”

      After I bolted, I found out from a very angry Emory that Lindsay flew home early from the conference, unable to hold it together during the first seminar. I then received an enlightening phone call from Knox Gentry, giving me quite a tongue lashing, full of threats and promises of not only destroying me, but my team’s hopes and dreams of having him come spend time with them.

      He was fucking brutal.

      Once Romeo heard that threat, he told me to get my shit together and fix things.

      When the conference was over, Romeo and I flew back together, and from the airport we drove straight here . . . to Lindsay’s apartment. Emory informed me that Lindsay’s mom would still be taking care of Dylan so we would have some privacy. Thank fuck for that because I’m not sure I would be ready to see my kid.

      Does he even look like me?

      Or is he all Lindsay?

      A little boy with her blond hair and brown eyes? Hell, just the thought of it makes my heart ache.

      “You should have called her, told her you were showing up.”

      I shake my head. “No way, she wouldn’t have talked to me. Not after I bolted. I need the element of surprise.”

      “Yes, because surprising your baby mama after you acted like a tool and abandoned her once she told you that you have a kid is a great way to go about things.”

      “Why is everyone treating me like this is my goddamn fault? I had no fucking clue I had a kid. She was the one who didn’t tell me.”

      “Yeah, but do you know what kind of strength that takes, to tell someone, after so long? That’s courage, dude.”

      “Courage would have been telling me right away.”

      “Courage is raising a fucking child on your on with a teacher’s salary, probably scared shitless, and keeping it to yourself so you don’t upend the life of the professional baseball player daddy.”

      Christ. Romeo and Arlo. Did they have a little pow-wow together on how to knock me down a peg or two?

      “You know I’m right.”

      “I know.” I glance toward the building again.

      “You need to go in there with a compassionate attitude. With understanding and don’t attack her. If you want to get anywhere in the conversation, you can’t attack her.”

      He’s right. Even though I want to rage, I know I can’t. Anger never gets you anywhere.

      With a deep breath, I open the car door. “Take care of my bag for me. Not sure how long I’ll be.”

      “Sure. Good luck.”

      “Thanks.” I shut the door and head up the apartment complex, taking the stairs two at a time until I get to the third floor. Apartment 3B. To the right.

      I spot the door and my stomach bottoms out as the need to run, flee, forget this all happened washes over me. But just as fast as it comes, that feeling disappears.

      You can’t turn back now.

      When I reach her door, I lift my hand and knock on it before I can stop myself. I wait, my leg bouncing, hands in my pockets. And just when I’m about to knock again, the door opens and Lindsay’s bloodshot eyes peek through the crack.

      “Gunner, what are you doing here?”

      “We need to talk.”

      “It’s . . . it’s not a good time.”

      “There’ll never be a good time for this conversation,” I say, pushing the door open, revealing a small apartment. I walk straight into the living room where there is a set of blankets and a pillow off to the side, a strawberry ice cream container on the coffee table, and a movie playing in the background. I glance to the left and see two doors, one leads to a bedroom and from where I’m standing, I can tell it’s Dylan’s from the superheroes on the door. The other room . . . a bathroom.

      I spin around, taking in everything.

      Living room.

      Kitchen.

      Small dining nook that can only fit a two-person table.

      Turning toward her as she shuts the door, I ask, “Is this a one-bedroom apartment?”

      She twists her hand in the long hem of her oversized shirt. “Yeah. But don’t worry, Dylan has the bedroom. I wanted him to have some semblance of normal.”

      Fucking hell.

      I furiously push my hand through my hair. She’s living in a fucking one-bedroom apartment when I have a four-bedroom house to myself that overlooks the lake. And from the holes in her sweatpants, I’m going to guess she doesn’t spend a lot of money on herself.

      “Jesus, Lindsay. Why didn’t you say anything? I could have helped you.”

      She walks past me and sits on her couch as she says, “We’ve been doing just fine.”

      “Is that why you sleep on your couch?”

      Her eyes snap up to mine. “This is a great school district. The apartment is what I could afford on my salary to make sure Dylan stays with his friends. Don’t come in here and tell me—”

      “I’m not telling you anything.” I say, sitting down next to her. “Jesus, I’m just trying to understand.” I glance around her meager dwelling, feel the lumpiness of the couch, and hell, my heart breaks. “I could have helped. Knowing you’ve been sleeping on a couch, doing the best you can, giving Dylan everything you can, it . . . it fucking kills me.”

      Her eyes lift up to mine. “I didn’t want to bother anyone.”

      “This isn’t like you’re asking me to help you move, Linds. This is informing me that I’m a dad so I can hold up my end of parenting. This shouldn’t all be on you. I played just as much part in getting you pregnant. This is my responsibility, despite what you might think.” She’s quiet, so I ask, “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “I wasn’t sure it was your kid,” she says with a hint of shame. “I . . . I slept with another man that weekend, before you. Bobby. He was nothing compared to you and if I’d known I was going to see you that weekend, I never would have even entertained the idea of Bobby, but I did. By the time I realized I was pregnant, both of you were gone. You were off playing baseball and Bobby got a job in another state. I just thought not finding out whose it was would be easier. That was until Dylan started asking questions about his father. Then I had no choice. I contacted Bobby, he took a DNA test, and it came back negative, leaving me with just one other option . . . you.”

      Jesus Christ.

      “I swear I was going to tell you, I just didn’t expect to do it at the conference.”

      “Yeah, I wasn’t expecting that either.” When she doesn’t say anything, I decide to drop the bomb I’ve been thinking about the entire weekend. “I want to be in Dylan’s life.”

      Her eyes lift to mine, panic searing through them. “Are you going to take him away from me?”

      “What?” I reach out and take her hand. “No, Linds. I . . . hell, I just want to get to know him. I would never take him away from you. Do you really think that little of me?”

      Her eyes slowly shut as she lowers her head. “I’m sorry. I’m just . . . God you were so angry, my mind bounced to the worst-case scenario, like you were going to seek revenge or something.” She shakes her head. “I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t apologize. I was angry. I didn’t handle it right. I was shocked as shit. I didn’t even know you had a kid, let alone had one with me. It was a lot to take in.”

      “I don’t blame you. I blindsided you.” She glances up at me, the smallest of smiles playing on her lips. “What a weekend, huh?”

      I chuckle. “Fuck, I have no idea what the hell any of those seminars were about and there was no lazing on an innertube, either.”

      “Sorry.”

      I tip her chin up. “Don’t apologize.”

      She wipes a tear away and sucks in a deep breath. She reaches to the ice cream carton and holds it out to me. “Ice cream? It’s how I like to drown my feelings.”

      “I’ll have some ice cream if you let me stay and show me pictures of Dylan.”

      She smiles brightly. “Gladly.”

      Going to stand, I quickly grab her hand and force her to look at me. “Linds?”

      “Yeah?”

      “I should have done this back in college. Frankly, I’m an idiot for not realizing how good I had it with you, but . . . could I take you out on a date sometime?”

      “You want to date me?”

      “I do. Desperately.”

      She bites her bottom lip. “We’ve never dated before.”

      “We haven’t. I think we need to fix that.”

      Smiling, she asks, “Want to start tonight? This could be our first date.”

      “As long as we don’t have sex, I’m good with that.”

      “You don’t want to have sex with me?” she asks, confused.

      I shake my head. “No. I think we know how good that can be. I want to get to know you more. I want to get to know Dylan. I want to see if we can become something.”

      “Become something?” she asks, her hand trembling in mine.

      “We can start small, just dates, nothing more, then you can introduce me to Dylan when you’re ready. And we can see where this goes.” Taking a deep breath, I add, “I like you, Linds. A lot. My fucking heart goes crazy when I see you and you’re the only girl who does that to me, which means something. I’m an idiot for not asking you out earlier. But I’m here now, wanting to make something of this pull I feel whenever I’m around you.”

      The corners of her lips tilt up. “I feel the pull too.”

      “So you’ll go out with me?”

      “I mean, we do have a kid together.”

      “It’s only logical.”

      She chuckles. “So are we going to do this? Finally date? Try to make something of this chemistry?”

      “We are.” I grip her cheek and pull her in close. Inches away from her face, I say, “Not letting you get away this time, Linds. No fucking way.” And then I bring her lips to mine and claim her.

      And her mouth on mine, it feels so right, like heaven. And this is only the beginning.

      

      Thank you so much for reading. Want more? Don’t worry, Gunner and Lindsay have so much more to say, find them in SEE ME AFTER CLASS which is about ARLO and GREER. Arlo has some naughty, naughty tendencies and he can’t seem to hold them back whenever he’s around Greer. Read HERE.

      Also, if you’re interested in Knox and Emory and their love story, or just like some HOT baseball boys, start with THE LOCKER ROOM. Read HERE.
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