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Colton Anders

Quarterback for the New England Warriors.

Playboy, cocky, self-assured, used to getting what he wants.

Skye Hadley

Teacher at a high-profile private school.

Quiet, plays it safe, never breaks the rules.

Unexpectedly, their two worlds collide.

Colton tempts Skye one night, and she throws caution to the wind, taking him home.

Unknowingly propelling herself into a world filled with fans, media, and an abundance of unwanted attention.

The media is grueling, but their chemistry is undeniable. Vulnerable in lust, Skye wants nothing more than to give in to her heart’s desires.

With the world watching, will Colt be able to win Skye over in this fun, sports romance?
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For the readers who purchase my books.

For the bloggers who promote my books.

And for my author friends who lift me up every day.

Never stop dreaming or setting goals.

The sky’s the limit.
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SKYE

Against my better judgment, I’m in a sports bar, a freaking sports bar, with one of the fathers whose child goes to the school where I teach. It’s been so long since I’ve been on a date, but this guy, Derek Geyser, is a douche. He’s already halfway to drunk—okay, maybe I’m exaggerating, but he’s had four beers, and somehow, on a date, it’s my turn to buy drinks. Go figure? I glance over my shoulder, and Derek’s eyes are firmly on my butt. I do a little wave, and he all but drools when he waves back. I spin around, trying desperately to get the bartender’s attention. The sooner I get him a beer, the sooner I can leave.

“Now, beautiful, you’re trying too damned hard. Let me help. Yo, Teddy! This little lady needs some service.”

I look up into deep brown eyes, a perfect smile, and biceps I could bounce pennies off. He’s also full of himself, and he’s grinning at me like I’m his next meal. Great.

“Sure, Colt. What can I get you, little lady?”

I plaster a big smile on my face. “Shinerbock and a Diet Coke, please.”

“Coming right up.”

Teddy puts them on the bar, and I begin to hand over money when Mr. Biceps grabs my hand. “That’s okay... this one’s on me.”

“No, I can’t let you do that.”

“I insist.” He smiles down at me. 

There’s no point arguing, I can tell he’s used to getting his way.

“All right then, thank you.” Mr. Biceps licks his lips while I pick up the drinks. “Better be getting back to my date.” I flash a smile and leave him there with his mouth hanging wide open.

I weave in and out of people to get back to Derek as quickly as I can.

“You know that guy at the bar?” asks Derek.

“No, I don’t. You know, Derek, I should be getting home. It’s late.”

“It’s nine o’clock!”

“I know, but I have a big day tomorrow. You know... school stuff.” I’m trying desperately to give him the hint, and even give him a squeeze on his knee followed by a graceful smile.

Derek leans in. “Ahh... honey, you can’t go yet. We haven’t even had a dance.” He grabs my hand and puts it to his lips.

I swear to God my stomach just rolled in disgust. What was I thinking going on a date with this guy? Jesus, I must be more desperate than I realized.

Pulling my hand away from him, I pick up my bag. “Sorry, I’m not much of a dancer.”

“Nonsense! I’ll lead. You’ll be in safe hands.” Derek winks, then drags me toward the dance floor.

As soon as we step on, the freaking music turns to a slow song. Derek pulls me in close, beer and cheap cologne hit me like a brick to my senses. I try to step back, but he insists and pulls me in closer, then one of his hands goes straight to my ass.

Bringing up both hands, I place them on his chest and push him away. “I’m done. Thank you, Derek, for an interesting evening. I’m going home.” I turn, ready to stalk out, but his hand closes around my upper arm.

“Now, hang on a minute... I paid for dinner.”

“Let me go. And let me be clear, I had to endure dinner. Seriously, Derek. Let. Me. Go,” I hiss at him.

“Is there a problem here?” 

I look up, and it’s Mr. Biceps from the bar. He’s a good four inches taller than Derek, and the man is a walking advertisement for sex.

“I was just leaving,” I say forcefully.

“You’re Colton Anders,” exclaims Derek as the douche lets me go, and I stumble, nearly falling over. Derek grabs Colt’s hand and is pumping it up and down. “I’m a huge fan.”

With Derek now enamored with Mr. Biceps, I make a run for the door. Thankfully, I drove my car. Somehow, I had a feeling Derek wasn’t going to be a fun date. 

Why didn’t I listen to my inner voice? Because it’s been a long time since I’ve felt the touch of a man.

“Honestly, Skye, you have the worst, the absolute worst taste in men,” I say to myself as I search through my bag for my car keys. Upon finding them, I unsuccessfully attempt to open my car door. “Jesus! You can’t do anything right, can you? Just open the freaking door, Skye,” I berate myself.

“Are you okay?”

I twirl around to find Mr. Biceps grinning at me.

“How long have you been there?”

“Long enough to know your name is Skye, and you can’t open your car door.” Mr. Biceps grins at me, takes the keys from my hand, and unlocks my car with ease. “See, it’s easy.” He leans up against the open door and grins at me as he slowly looks me up and down. 

“I’m perfectly capable of opening the door, but thank you.” He’s super cute, and I squirm under his gaze. “Who are you?”

“I’m Colt Anders,” he says it like I should know who he is, but I have no idea.

“Well, Mr. Anders, thank you. If you could step aside, I’ll be on my way.”

“Now, honey, you are five foot four of hotness, and you shouldn’t be going home alone,” Colt drawls.

Clenching my thighs together, a dull ache vibrates from my core. It’s been a long time since I’ve taken a man to my bed, too long. Only this guy’s so full of himself. 

“I’m five foot five.”

“Perfect.” 

Colt licks his lips, and before I know what I’m doing, I blurt out, “Get in, cowboy.”

The grin widens, and he jogs around to the other side of the car. 

As I drive away, I see Derek at the entrance of the bar watching me leave. 

Actually, he probably saw Colt get in. 

Great.

[image: A picture containing game

Description automatically generated]

The drive home takes about twenty minutes. During that time, Colt’s hands are everywhere, his lips are on my neck, and I swear, I nearly drive off the road a half dozen times. 

Damn! This guy knows what he’s doing.

When we arrive home, I open my car door, and he climbs across the seats to get to me, which is no small feat for someone his size. The kissing continues up to the front door of my house. I’m beginning to think we won’t make it inside, but my brain kicks in, and I break the kiss and turn around. My house keys are in my hand, and I’m trying to put the keys in the lock, all while Colt’s hands are pulling up my skirt, and his hands are touching, pinching, and turning me into liquid fire.

The door finally opens, and we fall through it. 

Colt is on top of me, laughing. Somehow, I manage to roll over as he sits up, slams the front door with his foot and begins undoing his belt. 

I grab his hands. “Let’s take this into the bedroom,” I purr.

Colt stands, I hold out my hands, and he pulls me to my feet, then ducks and throws me over his shoulder.

“Colt!”

“Which way?” He laughs.

“Straight and hang a left,” I yell through my laughter.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Colt finds my bedroom and throws me on the bed. I’m laughing so hard, but when he pulls his shirt over his head, the laughter dies on my lips. I’ve never seen a body so perfectly sculptured—he looks like a god. Crawling toward him on the bed, Colt removes his belt, and I smile. 

“Stop. Let me.”

The button to his jeans comes undone easily. Slowly, I pull on the zipper and run my hands over his rock-hard butt before tugging on his jeans and underwear. Both my hands wrap around his large shaft. Lowering my mouth to the tip of his cock, my tongue swirls over it. Colt growls and tangles his hands in my hair. He moves my head up and down, and I relish in the noises he’s making, but he abruptly pulls me up.

“Skye, I want to fuck you. And if you keep doing that, I won’t be able to.” Colt’s voice is ragged, and his eyes are filled with lust. 

Nodding, I reach down to pull my shirt over my head, but he grabs my hands.

“Uh-huh, let me.” Colt’s hands trail down my body, sending sparks of electricity through me wherever they touch. He grabs the hem of my shirt, and I raise my hands above my head. Colt pulls it up and stops once it gets to my head, so I’m vulnerable, trapped. The next thing I feel is his hands on my waist and his lips between my breasts. I’m lost in the sensations he’s eliciting from me and unable to do anything but enjoy them. One of his hands moves up my body to my bra, pulling down the skimpy material, and then his mouth covers my nipple, sucking, licking, biting.

I want out of my prison. 

I want to touch him.

To do to him what he’s doing to me.

“Colt, I want to touch you,” I whimper.

“Not yet. Need you to trust me.”

I’m on my knees with my hands above my head, my face is covered, and I do not know this man at all. Hell, all I know is his name, and he could quite possibly be a serial killer.

“Skye... relax, sugar. Be in the moment. Let this happen.” Colt’s hand shifts between my legs, and all thoughts of a serial killer evaporate as I moan and grind into him. 

“That’s my girl.” Colt’s hands leave my body, and I cry out in frustration. “Shh... relax.”

The next thing I know, he’s lifting me from my knees and laying me flat. Colt pushes my skirt up and my underwear down. I feel his lips on my leg as he makes a slow, lazy trail up to my pussy. 

I arch up. “Please, Colt. Please...” I beg.

“So beautiful. So needy. Tell me what you want?” Colt teases as he licks my slit.

“I want to fuck your face.”

He chuckles, and then I feel his hot mouth on me, his tongue inside me, and I feel like I’m about to split in two. My body is on fire as I grind and ride his gorgeous face, then he inserts a finger, and I know I’m close. 

Colt twists his finger in and out as his tongue swirls on my clit. Finally, he sucks, and I shatter into a million pieces. My orgasm washes over me, and it feels like it’s never going to end. 

“Oh my God,” I scream as I ride his face, abandoning all inhibitions.

After I come down, my body feels like liquid, and I’m so tired.

Colt removes my shirt. “My turn,” he murmurs.

I’m lost in him, I’ll do anything he asks. 

Looking down at his cock, he’s managed to place a condom on and has his hand wrapped around his shaft. I want to please him, to make him feel like I feel right now. “What do you want me to do?”

“Sugar, I want you to grab onto your knees,” he replies with a grin.

I nod and do as I’m told. 

Colt positions himself between my legs and slowly pushes inside. “Fuck, you’re tight and so fucking wet,” Colt growls.

He’s slow at first, moving in and out, and I match his movements arching into his thrusts, then I contract my inner muscles, and he lets out a moan.

“Do that again,” Colt demands.

I match him thrust for thrust.

Colt collapses on top of me, one hand goes to the mattress and the other snakes around the back of my neck. “Keep doing that while I fuck you.”

Colt stares into my eyes as he increases his speed. The friction between us intensifies, and I feel another orgasm building. He’s moving in and out of me with his forehead to mine, then Colt lowers his head and kisses me roughly.

Another orgasm washes over me, and I cry out loudly while he devours my moan in a kiss. Then his orgasm hits him, and he growls like a wild animal into my mouth. Colt keeps moving in and out, kissing me, exploring my body with his hands.

“Stop! Please, stop,” I whisper.

I feel satiated and exhausted. The need for sleep is overwhelming, and I want to revel in the feelings taking over my body, but I just can’t as I’m so tired.

Colt pulls out and leaves the room for a moment. 

I faintly hear the toilet flush, but I’m asleep in a few moments. 
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I wake up with a fright and realize I’m not alone. Inwardly, I groan, Mr. Biceps aka Colt Anders is in my bed. He’s got an arm around my waist and has me pulled into him. My eyes search the darkness for my alarm clock and see it’s three in the morning. 

Delicately, I extricate myself from Colt who murmurs something and rolls over. Tiptoeing to the bathroom, I shut the door, turn on the light, and look at myself in the mirror. My hair is a mess, makeup is smeared across my face, but goddamn, I feel good.

Opening the cupboard, I pull out a washcloth, wet it, and clean my face, then I take a brush to my wild, tangled hair. When I think I look presentable, I put on my bathrobe that’s hanging on the back of the bathroom door and go back to Colt. He’s fast asleep with the sheet pushed down to his waist. 

In this light, he appears peaceful, nothing like the cocky bastard who picked me up in a bar. In all my twenty-five years, I have never done anything like this—my first one-night stand. 

My face flushes at the thought, but I don’t regret it. 

I had fun, he had fun, but now he has to leave.

Poking his arm, I say in a firm voice, “Colt, wake up.” I turn on the bedside lamp and try again. “Colt, time to go.”

He opens one eye and groans. “What time is it?”

“It’s time for you to go, that’s what time it is. Come on, Mr. Biceps, get up.”

Colt’s hand moves at lightning speed, and he grabs my wrist. “Come back to bed, and I’ll make it worth your while.”

“Ahh... sorry, I have work tomorrow, and I need you to leave.”

Colt sits up and stares at me with wide eyes and raised eyebrows. “You want me to leave? Tomorrow is Saturday.”

“Mr. Biceps is catching on... and yes, tomorrow is Saturday, but I have to prepare for next week.” I bend over, pick up his clothes and shoes scattered on the floor, and put them in his lap.

“But... I’m Colt Anders...” Again, it’s said like I should know who he is.

“Yes, I know you’ve told me, and I’m Skye Hadley. Nice to meet you,” I reply with a laugh.

Colt stands, his eyes are blinking rapidly as bewilderment covers his gorgeous face. “You have no idea who I am, do you?”

“Nope! But I do know it’s time for you to go.”

In a daze, Colt stands wearing only briefs and nothing else. 

I wonder when he put them on?

“I could stay... make you breakfast?”

“I have plans tomorrow. Well, today, but maybe another time?” I smile as I push him back toward my front door.

“Sugar, we had fun, right?” Colt’s grinning at me. He’s so cocky, so self-assured.

“Yes, we did.” I reach around him and open the front door. “But now it’s time for you to go.” I give him a final shove, and he’s on my front porch.

Colt looks around, his clothes and shoes are still clutched to his chest. “Come on, Skye, let me stay. It’s late.” 

“That’s right, it is.” I lean in and kiss him. Honestly, this man is so good with his hands, but that tongue alone is enough to melt my resolve. I break away and step back into my home. “It was nice meeting you.” I shut the door in his face.

“Come on! You’re kidding, right?” Colt shouts to my closed door. “I’m Colt Anders.”

I yell back at the closed door. “Good night, Colt Anders.” 

His laughter filters in through the closed door, and I hear him say, “This isn’t over.”

I count to sixty and peek out through the curtains—Mr. Biceps is gone. 

Smiling to myself, I go back to the bathroom. I plan on taking a long shower before sleep claims me again.
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COLT

The minute I saw her at the bar, I knew she was different. I like to spend time there as everyone knows me, and it’s easy to pick up a little something. 

Normally, when I talk to a woman, their eyes glaze over with lust or dollar signs as they realize Colt Anders, quarterback for the New England Warriors, is talking to them. But with Skye, there was nothing, no recognition, no awareness, just nothing. She simply liked what she saw, and she wasn’t after a payday. It’s been a long time since a woman has wanted just me and not the football star. 

I watched Skye as she went back to her date, and even from a distance, I could tell he was more into her than she was him. I was looking for a reason to talk to her, and he gave it to me by grabbing her ass on the dance floor.

Now, after a fantastic night of sex, she’s booted me out in my underwear. I’m standing behind a bush, hiding, attempting to get dressed. The weather has turned cold, and my thought process is all about Skye and what the hell just happened. 

Skye threw me out. 

Me! 

I’m Colt-fucking-Anders! 

I don’t understand. 

No one has ever done this to me before. I’m always the one looking for an out, not the ladies I meet. Shaking my head as I try to pull on my jeans, I trip and land ass first in a bush.

Great. 

Just great! 

Crawling out, I manage to put on the rest of my clothing, hoping I don’t get arrested for being a peeping tom or indecent exposure by anyone who could be out in the early hours of the morning. I am sure that would make the NFL happy. 

Stepping out from behind the shrubbery, I trip and land face-first onto a cobblestoned path, the same path that leads to Skye’s red-painted door. There are no lights on, so she must have gone back to bed. 

Un-fucking-believable! 

The street lights cast their dull illumination over everything. Her house appears cute in the dim light—dark blue weatherboard with white trim, planter pots under the windows with white shutters. The red door gives you a hint of her personality, she’s all nice and cute on the outside, but underneath that exterior, she’s a fantastic, naughty lover.

“Colt Anders, what brings you to suburbia?” asks a voice in the dark, causing me to jump.

I turn around, and a flash goes off in my face. 

Fuck, a damn reporter. 

I don’t need this. 

First of all, I have been kicked out, that’s unheard of, and now a reporter is here to document the experience and tell the whole goddamn world. The press loves you when you are scoring touchdowns, but the minute you fuck-up, you go from the celebrated guy next door to pond scum in one easy move.

“Just leaving a friend’s house,” I reply as I square my shoulders and fake a smile.

“And she’s a cute little friend, too. Care to give me her name?”

“Look, man, she’s a friend. I don’t want her name plastered all over the place. Can we leave it at that? I can give you tickets to the next big game?” I try to tempt him.

The guy shakes his head.

Desperate to get away, I scowl at him and turn on my heel.

“Colt, do you even know where you are?” 

“Sure, I do,” I answer after stopping to look around. I continue forward, not having any fucking clue where I’m going.

“I can give you a lift?”

I wave a hand in his direction without turning around. “I’m good.”

“Colt, you know you’re heading the wrong way, don’t you?” Sarcasm is dripping off his every word. 

This stops me again. I spin around, embarrassed, annoyed, and wishing I wasn’t in this predicament right now. “Okay, maybe a lift would be nice.” 

The reporter points at a car, and we walk over. He unlocks it with his remote, and we both slide in. 

“So, how did you find me?” I ask cautiously.

“Followed you from the bar,” the reporter candidly replies.

“Buddy, you know I am entitled to a little privacy.”

“Yes, you are, but not in football season. Come on, Colt, even you know that.”

Fuck! 

The NFL does not like scandals. I’ve managed to keep my private life private, and I want to keep it that way.

“Can we work out a deal? I don’t need the aggravation or the bad press. Maybe we could come to some sort of monetary agreement?” 

The guy’s hands tighten on the wheel. I’m studying his face, trying to read him, to see if he’ll take the bait and leave this alone. He smiles, then shakes his head. “Let’s keep this between us. I’ll scratch your back, and one day you’ll scratch mine?”

“Thanks, man. Thanks, I appreciate it.” Relief floods through me—sounds like he’s going to do the right thing.

Thankfully, he doesn’t ask me any questions for the rest of the drive back to the bar and my car.

After sliding out, I lean down to the car window. “Thanks for the lift,” I say, 

“No, thank you,” replies the reporter as he smiles and drives away.

I stand there, staring at his red tail lights, wondering what he meant by those words. Owing a reporter a favor can be a dangerous thing. I groan inwardly and head for my Jeep. I need to get home. It’s Saturday morning, and I have a game on Sunday. I need sleep, to train, and then get my game face on. 

Climbing into my car, I dial my agent, Tom Fellow. It’s the early hours of the morning, but the man always takes my calls, twenty-four hours a day, no matter what.

“Colt? Everything okay?” asks Tom in a worried, sleepy tone.

“Think I fucked up, Tommy.”

“Tell me, and for God’s sake, don’t leave anything out.”

“The only thing to tell is that a reporter caught me in a compromising position.”

“With a married woman? A fan? A man?” Tom’s voice rises with each question.

“No, Tom, I was kicked out of a female’s house in my underwear,” I admit sheepishly.

“I’m confused.”

“I picked up a woman in a bar, her name’s Skye, and about an hour ago, she kicked me out. I didn’t realize a reporter had followed me, and he probably has pictures.”

I hear Tom sigh and then laugh. “Are you or her naked? Was there a screaming match? Is she a freak?”

“No, well... I was in my underwear. I yelled at her front door, but I was laughing. And no, she’s not a freak. She’s... she’s different. Beautiful.”

“You have a sponsorship deal with Calvin Klein, at least tell me you were wearing them.”

“As a matter of fact, I was.”

“That’s fine, we can spin it. Do you have the reporter’s name or what newspaper was he works at?”

“Crap! Nope. I got nothing.”

“Not to worry, I’ll get on the phones now. We’ll sort this out. Don’t stress. Go home. Get some sleep. I’ll see you on Sunday. Colt, we are more than halfway through the season, you have a shot at the Super Bowl, don’t fuck it up.”

The line goes dead. The Super Bowl is my life long dream. No way I’m screwing that up.“Thanks, Tom.” I hang up, start my car, and head for home.
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SKYE

The weekend is filled with house chores and preparing for school on Monday. I teach kindergarten and have a little project for the children to do. It’s a fun, learning exercise, and I know they will enjoy.

When I pull up at the school, Derek Geyser is there, handing out something to all of the parents. 

I get out of my car, and someone shouts, “Way to go, Miss Hadley.”

Confused, I give a little wave and continue on toward the school entrance. As I pass Derek, he hands me a newspaper—it’s the sports section from Saturday, and the headline reads: 

Quarterback Gets Dumped!

And under it is a picture of Colt and me kissing. 

“Oh my God! How many of these have you handed out?” I shriek.

“I bought you dinner, drinks, and you repay me by fucking the football hero?” sneers Derek.

My face is flushed with anger, but even more so, embarrassment. “My personal life is none of your business. Why are you doing this?”

“The parents deserve to know what kind of woman is shaping the minds of their children.”

“I should never have gone out with you,” I hiss.

“Well, then you’d never have met the hero,” replies Derek in a mocking tone.

I snatch the remaining papers out of his hands and storm into the school. The eyes of the students, teachers, and the parents feel like they’re scorching into my back as I hurry toward my classroom.

Opening the door, I slam it shut behind me and throw all of the newspapers into the bin with a thud. 


I. Am. Mortified. 


What was I thinking going out with that smug asshole? Now, I’m going to be perceived as some sort of slut.

Much to my dismay, the overhead PA crackles, and then I hear, “Miss Hadley... to the Principal’s Office. Miss Hadley... to the Principal’s Office.” 

I clutch my sides and start taking deep breaths. 

I need this job.

I like this job. 

All I’ve ever wanted to do is to teach. I love coming to work every day, I love my kids, but this is a private school, and any form of public embarrassment will be frowned upon. We even sign a waiver saying we won’t discuss the children with outsiders without the prior consent of the principal. I thought this was unusual, but some of the parents are famous, and reporters often try to discover juicy tidbits about them.

Squaring my shoulders, I open my door and proceed toward the office. I hold my head high while smiling at those coming toward me. I don’t hurry, mainly because I’m trying to convince myself and everyone around me that this is perfectly normal.

As I enter the office, Marion, the secretary, stands and says, “Go right on in, Skye, he’s waiting for you.” She sounds empathetic, and I can feel the tears pricking the backs of my eyelids. I enter Mr. Wilson’s office and shut the door. 

“Sit down, Skye.” He tosses a newspaper at me, and my face goes a deep shade of crimson. “Tell me this isn’t you.”

“It’s me, sir, but what I do in my private time has nothing to do with my job.”

Mr. Wilson nods, purses his lips, and sits back in his chair. “You know what type of school we have here. It’s full of the brightest, and let’s face it... wealthiest children in the city. The parents frown upon this type of... behavior. The only thing which is going to save you is the fact they didn’t mention your name. So, do me a favor and tell people, if they ask, that this isn’t you. And for God’s sake, keep away from Colton Anders, he’s a known ladies’ man.”

“Thank you, sir,” I whisper.

Mr. Wilson leans forward in his chair and smiles. “Call me, Tony.”

“Okay, Tony, thank you.”

“Try and have a good day,” he says dismissively as he begins tapping away on his keyboard.

As I stumble out of his office, I find the entire administration staff staring at me. Walking as quickly as I can, I give them a small smile and head back to my classroom. Opening the door, I step inside and close it as quickly as I can before the first of my tears run down my face.

Bending, I take out one of the newspapers and stare at the picture. Colt is practically naked, and we are pressed together in a passionate-looking kiss. 

For some reason, this stops my tears. 

It was one night. 

It was a wonderful night, and now I’m back to being me—a good kindergarten teacher. 

Folding the newspaper, I place this one copy in my handbag, wipe my eyes, and get ready for my class to begin.
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COLT

Boy, did I cop a ribbing after the picture of Skye and me hit the stands on Saturday. Tom, my agent, managed to convince the newspaper to keep Skye’s name out of the article. The guys enjoyed seeing me half-naked plastered across every newspaper from here to Timbuktu. We won the game on Sunday, so now the newspapers are full of speculation that we are in for a real chance at the Super Bowl. There’s only a handful of games left to be played.

News is fickle, and my little indiscretion is now forgotten. 

Skye, however, is not. 

I’ve been dreaming about her since Friday night. I even googled her. Turns out, there is a Skye Hadley who works at one of the schools downtown. I checked it out, and now I’m sitting here watching her walk onto the school grounds. 

I’ve sent her flowers, chocolates, knocked on her door, but it’s all to no avail. The woman wants nothing to do with me. 

The NFL likes us to have a good-guy image for the press, and upon further investigation, her school has a Big Brother Program for some of the kids, so I signed up. This will grant me a good reputation with my team and management, and, more importantly, it will get me closer to Skye. The program’s built around kids who don’t have a positive male role model in their lives. 

Walking into the school, I stop along the way signing autographs for the kids and some of the adults as I make my way toward the office. Why is it all schools smell the same? A mixture of chemicals, sweat, and fear. Walking through the door, sitting behind the desk is a petite older woman who’s fussing with her hair. I notice her name tag reads ‘Marion.’

“Hello, sugar, I’m Colt Anders. I’m here for the Big Brother Program.”I give her my best smile.

“Oh, yes, Mr. Anders, so nice to meet you.”

I extend my hand. “Please, call me Colt.”

Marion stands, visibly excited as she shakes my hand. “Oh, to think I’m touching the best player in the league.”

“Marion... may I call you Marion?” She nods frantically. “I’m nothing without my team.” It’s the standard line I give out. The public doesn’t like it if you are too proud or arrogant. I learned it the hard way in the early days that I have to be humble.

“Oh, Colt,” Marion giggles nervously, still hanging onto my hand.

“So, where is my little brother?” I ask and wink at her.

Marion points behind me, and I see a young boy, maybe ten, standing there staring at me. “This is Blaise Geyser.”

Turning around, I hold out my hand. “Hey, Blaise, I’m Colt.”

“Hey, Colt, how’s it hanging?”

I like him, he’s got spunk. “Good, man, good. So, you ready to come meet the New England Warriors?”

Blaise’s face lights up, and he nods. “Hells, yes!”

“Blaise Geyser... you remember your manners around Mr. Anders,” berates Marion.

“Yes, Miss Brown,” replies Blaise, his eyes on the floor.

Marion smiles wide at me, and I grin back at her. 

“Okay, Blaise, let’s get this show on the road.” I place a hand on the middle of his back and guide him out into the hall. 

“You didn’t say anything wrong, buddy. So, you like football?”

“Hells, yes! I want to be just like you and earn a million-dollar contract.”

I chuckle. “Yeah, the money is good, bud, but you have to have a love for the game or it’s work. If it’s work, it’s not fun, and no matter what you do, when you get older, you have to love what you do.”

“Colt?”

I look up and see a surprised Skye staring at me in disbelief.

“Skye... wow! What a small world. What are you doing here?” Even to my ears it sounds fake and somewhat rehearsed.

“I work here.”

“Really? Wow! I’m here as part of the Big Brother Program. Doing my bit for the community, you know?”

“You enrolled in the program? You?” Skye asks, suspiciously.

“Yeah, yeah... ahh, this is Blaise. Blaise, do you know Miss Hadley?”

Blaise nods.

This isn’t the way I thought this would go down at all as I smile awkwardly at Skye. But to my surprise, Skye smiles back at me and beams at Blaise.

“That’s right, you’re on the football team, aren’t you, Blaise? Your team is doing pretty good this year, too. Aren’t they?”

“Yes, Miss Hadley. But we lost the last two games as coach benched Drew for fighting, and he’s our best player.”

Skye looks at me expectantly as if she wants me to say something. I look down at Blaise and back at her, then back down and blurt out, “That sucks, buddy.” Looking back at Skye, she’s frowning at me. “But you know this Drew is one person, he isn’t the whole team. As a team, you need to work together, play fair and clean, and you can succeed.”

I glance at Skye, and she’s now nodding. Thank fuck!

“That’s right, Blaise. Teamwork. Okay then, well, you two have a good afternoon.” Skye walks away. She’s done it again. She’s blown me off. What do I need to do to get this woman’s attention?

“Are we going, Colt?”

I look down at my new little buddy. “Yeah, we are. You like fast cars? I brought the Corvette, and she’s cherry red.”

“Excellent,” yells Blaise as he runs toward the parking area.
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It’s practice, and Blaise is sitting on the sidelines watching us. He’s cheering, and the cheerleaders are keeping an eye on him. Blaise is smitten with one of them, I think her name is Cindy. The league frowns upon us dating the cheerleaders, so I make it a point to be friendly but not too friendly. I don’t want anything jeopardizing my career.

“Go, Colt,” yells Blaise.

“Yeah, go Colt,” mimics my best friend and linebacker, Grayson Moore. 

“Fuck you, Gray.”

“You nailed that pretty teacher again?” Grayson teases.

“Can’t even get her to call me. I don’t know what I’m doing wrong.”

“Have you tried asking her out? Nothing fancy like maybe dinner and a good bottle of wine. I’m sure she’d love it.”

“You are giving me dating advice? Hell has officially frozen over.” 

Gray bursts out laughing.

“Anders... Moore! You finding this funny? Get running until I tell you to stop,” bellows Coach Stevens.

I groan, and Gray runs ahead of me. “Come on, quarterback, let’s see if you can catch me.”

“I hate you, Gray.”

Gray laughs as I jog up and down the field, but he’s always a few steps ahead. Grayson and I were picked for this team at the same time. Although we are completely different, we are great friends. I grew up with the picket fence in a nice neighborhood, and he grew up with a single mother who worked three jobs to give him everything she possibly could.

His dad died when he was five. Grayson’s ma, Minerva, never recovered. She never remarried and lives for him. Gray goes home to her every Tuesday night, and she cooks him a meal. Home is now on the outskirts of town, a lovely ranch-style house on a nice piece of land. Minerva is a good woman, she invites me most weeks to come out and eat with them. I’ve never understood why she hasn’t remarried because, even in her late fifties, she’s a good- looking woman.

After coach wears us out running up and down the field, we jog over to Blaise who’s staring smitten at Cindy.

“Yo, Blaise! You ready to hit the road, little buddy?” I ask.

He looks from me to Cindy and back again and says, “So, Cindy, we’re going for pizza, wanna come with us?” 

“Now, Blaise! I’m sure Cindy has a lot of cheerleading stuff to do,” I interject before Cindy can answer.

Cindy sits on the bleachers. “Maybe, next time, Blaise. I have to go to my other job right now. But you and me, next time for sure... pizza, soda, and ice cream.” 

Cindy flashes him her biggest smile, ruffles his hair, and heads for the change rooms. Blaise watches her go with adoration written across his young features.

“Damn, man, I think she likes you,” I say while grinning at him.

Blaise stands and puffs out his chest. “Hells, yes, she does.”

Gray and I both laugh. “Okay, Romeo, give us a minute to get changed, and maybe you can hook us all up,” teases Gray.

“Man, you gotta have a game, and you don’t have any,” quips Blaise.

“Oh! Burned,” I yell as I high-five Blaise.

“Little punk,” mutters Gray, then he chases Blaise toward the locker rooms.
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It’s after eight by the time I get Blaise home. He’s wide awake, bouncing up and down in his seat talking excitedly about how most of the guys came with us for dinner. He’s telling me again how Gordon Smythe, a wide receiver on our team, sat with him and shared his pizza with him. I think he forgets I was there too. 

“Buddy... I know! We good for next week, or have you got plans?”

Blaise goes quiet and looks uncomfortable. “I, uh... have something on.”

“It’s cool, little man, if you have plans. I get it. Maybe later in the week or next week?”

I pull up in front of his house and look over at him, his eyes are fixed on a car in the driveway.

“You okay?” I ask.

“My dad’s here.” 

There something in his tone I don’t like, so I unbuckle my seat belt and turn off the car. “You know I should probably come in and talk to your ma, she’s probably going to rip me a new one for getting you home so late. Let’s go in and face the music together.” I grin at him, but he simply nods.

As we walk up the pathway to his house, the front door flies open, and a familiar face stomps out. It’s the guy who was with Skye at the bar.

“You!” Derek yells as he strides toward me. His face is flushed with anger, and his fists are balled by his sides.

“No, Derek. Stop!” screams Blaise’s mother, Maria.

Derek reaches me, pulls back his arm, and throws a punch. I deflect, push his arm down, twist him, then pull it up behind his back.

“Be calm, Derek, be calm. Blaise, buddy, why don’t you go inside and tell your ma about tonight and explain why we are late while I have a chat with your dad?” 

Blaise nods, and Maria wraps her arms around him as they head back inside. Derek’s struggling but can’t break free. When they hit the front door, Maria looks back at me. I smile and give a wave with my free hand—she looks concerned but keeps walking.

“Okay, Derek, you need to calm down. I’m going to let you go, but man, if you try to come at me again, I will put you down. You feel me?” I push him away from me, and he rubs his arm furiously.

“It’s not enough to embarrass me by taking my date home. So, what, now you’re trying to take away my son, too?” Derek rages.

“Whoa...” I put up my hands, “... you need to reel this shit in. Your date wasn’t yours to claim, and as for your son, if you weren’t a deadbeat dad, he wouldn’t need me,” I say, my words coming out forcefully.

All the color drains from his face, and Derek stumbles back as though I’ve winded him. He turns and gives me his back. “It hasn’t been easy. I try. My job has been in jeopardy, my wife can’t stand me, and now my son looks at me like I’m a failure.”

“Look, I don’t know what it’s like to have a family, but man, your son loves you. He talks about you... a lot,” I reply.

Derek slowly turns around, all rage gone from his features and is replaced with something else. Remorse?

“I’m sorry, man. I was out of line. It’s just lately, you are all he talks about. He’s been so excited for tonight, it’s been ‘Colt this and Colt that.’”

“I might be his football hero, but you will always be his father. No one can take that away from you. We good?” I ask as I hold out my hand.

Derek nods, looks me up and down, and takes my hand in his. “Yeah, we’re good.”

“Cool. I’m gonna get going. Are you going to be all right here?” I ask as I point to the house over my shoulder.

“Yeah, guess I owe them an apology, too.”

I nod. “Something tells me, they’ll forgive you. Catch you later.”

I walk to my car and glance back at him. Derek has his hand on the back of his neck as he stares at the house. Slowly, but purposefully, he makes his way up the walk and to the front door.

I sit in my car for half an hour out the front of their house just watching—there’s no yelling or screaming. I’m tempted to knock on the front door to make sure everything is okay when Maria steps out of the front door. When she reaches my car, I wind down the window. “Everything okay?”

“Yes, Colt... Derek is asleep on the couch. He’ll be fine. Go home, and thank you for worrying about us.”

I grin and shake my head. “It’s no trouble. Does he do that often?”

“Not for a long time. He was a good man... once. Unfortunately, he put all his self-worth into his job, and when he lost that, he spiraled.” She frowns and looks to the house then back at me. “Anyway, please go.” Maria turns quickly and walks inside. 

I wait around for another minute before I drive off. 

Derek’s lucky he has both of them, blessed that he has a family. It’s a pity he hasn’t woken up to that yet.
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SKYE

It’s Friday night, and I’m in my pajamas watching The Notebook for the hundredth time. Tears are streaming down my face as it plays again. Loud music filters in from outside, and I hear a voice singing, “I like you baaaby, and if it’s quite all right, I need you, Skyeee...”

My tears stop instantly, and I peer out my front curtains with my eyebrows drawn together. 

Standing outside is Colt Anders with a marching band, in what I am assuming, are his team’s colors. There must be a dozen people out there. 

I jump to my feet, open my front door, and yell, “What are you doing?”

“Aren’t they great?” Colt asks as he dances around.

Laughter explodes out of me as he dances and tries to sing. 

“So... do you like?” Colt asks as he shakes his chest.

“Shut up!” yells one of my neighbors. 

I step outside onto the porch and motion for Colt to come inside. “Yes. Please, stop!” I say through my laughter. I live in a nice neighborhood, so having a noise complaint against me is the last thing I need.

Colt turns around and shakes a couple of their hands. “Thanks, guys.” He jogs toward me, ducks and throws me over his shoulder, then he turns around waves at his friends, and we enter the house. Colt takes me straight to my bedroom.

“Hang on! Put me down,” I demand.

Colt throws me on the bed. “Your wish is my command,” he says seductively. Then he looks at me, at my face, and concern washes across his features. “Are you okay, sugar?”

Realizing I must look a mess, I nod frantically. “I was watching a sad movie, and I wasn’t expecting anyone, so I’m kind of dressed... for bed.”

I’m mortified by my appearance as I crawl off the bed and shake my head. 

I shouldn’t have opened the front door. 

What was I thinking? 

“Let’s go back out into my living room, or kitchen, or anywhere there isn’t a bed and talk.”

“Talk?” Colt looks confused. 

“Yes, Mr. Quarterback for the New England Warriors. Talk!”

“Ahh... so you do know who I am?” Colt states with a smirk.

“I googled you. You’re quite famous and a known ladies’ man who’s left a string of broken hearts everywhere he goes.” 

Colt looks uncomfortable, and the cockiness slips from his stance. He looks at me from under his lashes and says, “Maybe once upon a time, but not anymore.”

“Okay then, talk?”

Colt grins at me, and we head toward the living room. “Talk? I’m capable of it.”

I giggle, wishing I was more appropriately dressed as I settle on my couch in my usual spot. Colt sits next to me taking up the rest of it. The silence is deafening as he stares at me expectantly, waiting for me to start this conversation I want.

“How long have you played football?” I ask nervously.

Colt frowns, then looks thoughtful. “Always. My dad encouraged me from a young age. I can’t remember a time when I wasn’t playing football.” He smiles. “My turn, how long have you lived here?”

“I bought the house two years ago. It needed a little bit of a makeover, but now she’s perfect.”

Colt nods and looks at me. “It’s your turn.”

“Oh! Ahh... I read an article that said you’ve always wanted to play for the Warriors. You must have been excited when they picked you?”

“Is this an interview, or do you want to get to know me?” 

I nod as Colt moves away from me slightly, but answers my question. “Yes, football is something I love, but it’s not all of me. You probably know more about my career than I do if you’ve read up on me?”

I feel my face become hot. 

Dammit! He’s right, I sound like a reporter. 

“I’m sorry, I am a little nervous. Do you live near here?”

Colt relaxes and leans back toward me again. “On the outskirts of town. I have five acres near the river.”

“That must be over nearby to the Jackson Estate?”

“Yeah, how’d you know?”

“I would have killed to be able to buy a home over there, but it was a little out of my price range,” I reply, then laugh.

“I guess it’s expensive. I needed somewhere that was secluded and had a good security system. Fans and reporters can drive you mad.”

Suddenly, I’m reminded of the newspaper article and the embarrassment it caused me. 

I should never have let him inside. 

Colt needs to go. 

I stand and look down at Colt, his face is masked in confusion.

“You need to go,” I whisper.

“Why?”

“That article in the paper made my life difficult. I like you, Colt, I do, but I have a job that I love.”

“What does your job have to do with me?” Colt asks as he stands.

“The principal at my school basically made me promise to keep away from you. We, as teachers, aren’t supposed to show the school in any kind of bad light.”

“I’m a bad light? Me? Colt Anders? Skye, if anything, the school should be grateful to me. They’ve received funding from a couple of my sponsors for new football gear and positive press because of it. If anything, they should be thanking me.” Colt moves in and cups my face in his hands. “You feel this, right? You feel this connection we have? I want to see where this goes. I want to try. Don’t push me out because of one bad article. Hell, it wasn’t even that bad, it was funny. Believe me, the guys gave me hell for it.”

“It’s not the way the school took it. I had to deny it was me to anyone who asked. It doesn’t look good if one of their kindergarten teachers is caught kissing a half-naked football hero on her front porch.”

Colt nods but doesn’t let me go. Instead, he leans in and kisses me. My hands betray me as they work their way up his chest and entwine in his hair. When he finally lets me go, I’m flushed, aroused, and wanting more.

“You sure you want me to go?” Colt smirks.

Cocky bastard! 

But he’s right, I don’t want him to go. There is a connection between us. Actually, this feels good, perfect. Almost. 

Playfully, I push him away. “No, I don’t want you to go, but can we slow this down?”

Colt takes a step back with an amused expression on his face. “What would you like to do?”

Floundering for something to say, I blurt out, “Dinner?”

“Dinner?”

“It’s only six. Have you eaten?”

“No, I haven’t. Will you be dessert?”

“What?”

“Will you make dessert?” Colt asks.

I giggle and push past him. “I might do both. Pasta or stir-fry?”

“Let me cook for you. I make a mean spaghetti and meatballs.” Colt grabs my hand and walks me toward the kitchen.

“You sure?” I ask.

“Let me surprise you.” 

Colt opens my fridge and inspects the contents, pulling stuff out as he goes. Then he opens my pantry and does the same thing, the last thing he rummages through is my freezer.

“Why haven’t you responded to any of my presents?” Colt asks.

Frowning, I take a seat at my kitchen counter and try to think of a good explanation. “You’re this famous football player... I’m a kindergarten teacher at a private school. And to be honest, you can have anyone. So, why me?”

Colt stops what he’s doing and looks into my eyes. “Why you?” 

I nod, I want to know what makes me so special. I want to know why he’d even look at me twice.

“You’re beautiful, even in your pajamas with no makeup and your hair up in a... um, what is that, a bird’s nest? Anyway, you don’t care who I am. You have no idea of who I am, and yet you let me into your home.” Colt moves toward me, caressing my face. “And you’re going to let me have my wicked way with you once you taste my meatballs.” Colt grins and then kisses me.

I push him away with a laugh. “This...” I point at my hair, “... is called a messy bun.”

“Definitely messy,” quips Colt. “Now, do you want to help, or you can sit there and watch me work?” 

“Do you like wine?” I blurt out.

“Depends on what you’re serving. A nice red would be good with this.”

“Well, Mr. Anders, you’re in luck, I happen to have a very nice wine collection. And I’d like to sit here and watch you work.” I wink and head off in search of the wine.

Truthfully, I have maybe two nice bottles, and the rest are ones I either liked the look of the pretty label or they were given to me. I pass a mirror on my way, and he’s right, my hair is messier than a bun, so I do a quick u-turn and head for the bathroom.

“I’ll be right back,” I yell. 

I try to brush my hair into submission, apply a little makeup, add some perfume, and go back to Colt. He glances at me as I slink past him to find the wine. 

“You didn’t have to do that.” 

“No, but I wanted to. My hair was a little... out of control.”

Colt grins as he begins frying off some onions with the garlic.

“Hope you like garlic.”

“Umm... yum!” 

My kitchen is small, and Colt is huge, so trying to navigate around him isn’t easy, especially when he deliberately gets in my way. His hands go to my waist as he pretends he needs something from the drawer I’m hunting through for the bottle opener. They move down over my hips, and I look up at him.

“Are we cooking or fooling around?”

“I’d prefer the latter, but I have a feeling you’re going to make me work for it.” A cheeky smirk spreads across his face.

“I need food.”

“Your wish is my command, so get out of my way. I need this...” He grabs a wooden spoon out of the drawer and waves it in the air.

I giggle and hand him the bottle of red and the opener. “Would you mind?”

Colt place the spoon on a plate and opens the bottle for me while I grab wine glasses off a shelf.

“I like your home... it’s small but cozy.”

“My dad helped me get it. I’ve paid him back, but without his help, I would never have been able to afford it.”

Colt puts a lid on his concoction and pours the wine. “That needs to simmer for a bit. Want to move this party to the couch?” he asks, wiggling his eyebrows up and down.

“Follow me.” I lean across the counter, grab my glass, and Colt picks up his and the bottle.

My couch is linen, powder blue in color with big arms. It’s the kind of couch you sink into. I’ve spent more than one night asleep on it. I nestle into my normal spot, and Colt sits right next to me. The television is still on pause.

“What were you watching?”

I laugh nervously. “The Notebook.”

A bark of laughter escapes Colt. “No, no, no! I’m not watching that. Where do you keep your DVDs?”

I point to the cabinet with glass doors. It’s wooden, and it belonged to my mother. Colt places his glass on the small side table next to the couch, and immediately begins rummaging through my collection.

“No.... don’t you have any action films?” There’s surprise in his voice.

“Yeah, I have Thor. It’s down the bottom.”

Colt cocks an eyebrow at me with a smirk on his lips. “Out of all the Avengers’ movies, you have the one romancey one? Skye, you need to get out more.” He turns back to the DVDs. “And you have them in alphabetical order?”

“It makes it easier to find them,” I protest.

Colt laughs and picks out the latest Tarzan movie. “Any good?”

“It has Alexander Skarsgard in it, so yes.”

Colt shakes his head but puts it into the player, then he settles next to me, entwining his fingers with mine. “This is nice.” 

“Yeah, it is. Is it hard to date you?” I blurt out.

Colt chuckles. “I don’t really date... you obviously know that. I’d like to give this a go, but I’m not sure how it’s going to work. The press, the fans, it’s going to be hard, and the last thing I would want is for you to be put in any kind of danger.” His face is so serious as he speaks.

“Danger?”

Colt’s thumb rubs the inside of my wrist soothingly. “It can all get a bit crazy. Gray dated a girl a while back, and she ended up with a stalker. In the end, she broke it off as she couldn’t handle all the attention.”

“Gray?”

“Grayson Moore, he’s my closest friend. She hurt him pretty bad, but he got it.”

“Well, tonight, let’s watch a movie, have dinner, and take it from there.”

Colt grins, settles back, and hits play.
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COLT

Skye is on top of me, her blonde hair loose as she rides me. She has one hand planted on my chest and is concentrating hard with her eyes closed while chewing on her bottom lip. I arch up, she gasps, her beautiful blue eyes fly open, and she smiles down at me.

“Do that again,” Skye demands. 

I do as she asks, and Skye increases her speed. She’s glorious. I’m amazed she let me do this to her again, but this time she’s in control. My hands are tied above my head, and I would do anything to be able to touch her to feel her skin. 

“Let me loose,” I growl.

“No, I’m close. So close,” purrs Skye.

“I’ll make it better for you if you let me loose.”

Skye grinds down on me as a moan escapes her, and she shakes her head. “No, just go with it.”

“Skye—”

“Shh!” She places a finger to my lips. 

I draw it into my mouth and suck, but I’ve had enough of letting her be in control. Straining against my constraints, I pull down, bending the metal she’s tied me to, releasing me from my bonds.

My left hand is the first to be detangled from restraints, so I use my thumb to press and swirl against her clit. Using my other hand, I move her faster. Skye’s pussy contracts around my cock as I push into her harder. The noise she makes as she comes is fucking hot, somewhere between a scream and moan. It’s loud, and I adore it.

With both hands clutching her hips, I continue to drive her pussy down and over my cock relentlessly until she pleads with me to stop. “Stop, please, stop!” The sounds are almost a whimper.

I sit up, claim her mouth, and move her off me in one fluid movement. Standing beside the bed, I draw Skye to her feet.

“Do you think you could kneel on the bed?”

She smiles, nods, and positions herself on the edge. Skye is beautiful, long blonde hair thrown over one shoulder, her ass up in the air, waiting for me to claim her. I run my hands across her ass, grip her hips, and slowly ease into her. Skye lets out a moan of pleasure. I twist her hair around my fist and drive in and out while she matches me thrust for thrust. My fingers dig into her hip as I strive to go deeper and deeper.

“Work yourself, come for me again,” I order.

Skye does as she’s told, and I feel her tight, velvet pussy contract, her orgasm washing over her almost immediately. 

“That’s my girl,” I growl as I spill inside her while feeling every nerve ending explode with electricity as I find my own release.

When I’m finished, I pull out, pick her up, and take her into the bathroom.

“What are we doing?” asks Skye.

“I’m staying tonight. You aren’t kicking me out again. So, I’m going to wash you, then we are going to spoon until daylight. Okay?”

A small smile plays on her lips as she nods. “Okay.”
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Hours later, I hear Skye singing. Rising, I pull on her robe, it’s pink and very girly and go in search of her. It’s early morning, the clock in her living room reads seven. She has the radio on and is flipping bacon in a pan, belting out the chorus and dancing as she cooks. 

“Good morning, beautiful,” I say, startling her.

Skye is dressed in beige shorts and a tight black tank top, her off-key singing stops, and she walks to me then kisses my lips. It’s not a chaste kiss, it’s hot and heavy. The robe falls open, not that it was covering much it’s that tight and exposes my rock-hard cock. I lift her onto the kitchen bench, undo her shorts, pull them and her underwear down and off.

“Colt! The bacon.”

“Fuck the bacon,” I say as I claim her mouth again. With ease, I reach over, turn off the stove and move the pan away from the heat. Then I drive into her, and she yells out in surprise.

“Too hard?”

A smile spreads across her lips. “Harder,” replies Skye.

“This is going to be quick,” I tell her.

“It’s morning sex, baby, it’s supposed to be quick.”

I grin and use her beautiful body to pleasure myself. I love morning sex, it’s an excellent way to start the day. 

With a groan of satisfaction, my release hits me quicker than I anticipated, and I stay imbedded in her while simply enjoying the feel of her. My hands trace patterns on her ass, and I kiss the side of her neck.

“I know you said it was going to be quick, but that was quick.” Skye giggles.

“Sorry, it’s you and what you do to me. Come back to bed, let me make it up to you,” I reply temptingly.

Skye leans back and stares into my eyes. “You mean it, don’t you?”

I’m sure confusion is written all over my face. “Yes, Skye, why wouldn’t I mean it?”

“It’s just most guys, that is, when a man, well... when a man finishes, it’s normally the end of the, ahh... show, so to speak.” Her face has gone a lovely shade of crimson. 

“I’m not most guys.” I lift her, and she wraps her legs around me. “And I love the noise you make when you come. It’s fucking as hot as hell.”

The shade deepens on her face, and I chuckle as I take her to the bathroom. Placing her on the vanity, I take off her robe and hang it behind the door, then I turn on the shower. Skye peels off her tank and bra, hops off the vanity, and enters the warm spray.

Skye’s house is cozy, compact, but this bathroom has a shower most homes would envy. Skye said she had it remodeled when she moved in, removing the bath so she could have a large shower. It’s big enough for four, so for two, it’s humongous. I lather up my hands and caress her body. Her skin is silky smooth, and as I glide over it, I revel in its curves. 

When we’re both clean, I push her out of the spray into the far corner, drop to my knees and kiss the golden triangle of fine hair between her legs. Skye grips my head, and I lick her, savoring the taste.

“Put one of your legs over my shoulder,” I command. Pleasing me again with her compliance, Skye does as she’s told. This gives me unfettered access to her pussy, and I suck, nibble, lick, and finally insert my tongue into her until she makes that sound I love. When Skye has orgasmed, I stand, wash my face, then turning back I say, “On your knees.”

Skye immediately drops, and her mouth wraps around my cock. This was not what I meant, but damn, if this doesn’t feel fucking good. One of her hands cups my balls, and the other is wrapped around my cock, pumping me as she sucks and teases me with her tongue. 

As I get closer, I reach down, fist a handful of hair and demand, “Stop! Get on your hands and knees.”

“I can finish,” replies Skye as she flicks her tongue over the head of my cock.

“Get on your hands and knees,” I repeat, more forcefully this time.

Reluctantly, Skye does as she’s told. I sit, legs splayed in front of me, warm water hitting my body.

“Come back and sit on me, Skye, facing my feet.” Shuffling back, Skye straddles my legs and slowly lowers herself on me. “Ride me,” I demand.

“I’ve never—”

“Don’t think, honey, just feel,” I say as I move her up and down on my cock.

Skye moves, and I grip her hips while grinding into her. In moments, I feel the same electric sensation creep it’s way from my balls to my cock, and I groan with delight as she tightens her pussy muscles with each movement. I wrap my hands around her throat and gently pull her back to me, so her back is facing my front. I twist her head kissing her as I come inside her for the second time today.

When I’m done, Skye crawls off me, turns around and straddles me facing me this time.

“That was so good,” purrs Skye.

I laugh and kiss her. “I’m guessing you’ve never done that before?”

“No, could we try that again in my bed, later?”

“Damn, where have you been all my life?” I grin as I engulf her in my large arms.

“What do you want to do today?”

“I thought we could stay here, and I could fuck you all day,” I tease.

“Can’t we go out?”

“Skye, it can be difficult. People will follow us, and you did say your job could be jeopardized because of me.”

“Right.” Skye screws her face up into a frown, then smiles. “We could go in disguises? And you’ll protect me from freaky fans, won’t you?”

I know I’m not going to win this argument, and part of me doesn’t want to. I want people to know she’s mine. Fuck the damn consequences.

“Right...” I slap her ass, “... get off me woman. I’m taking you out for breakfast.”

Skye scrambles off me, cleans herself up, and I do the same. She finishes before me and leaves the shower cubicle. I stay under the spray until it goes cold, wracking my brain as to what place I can take her where we won’t be bothered. 

Drying myself off, I go into her bedroom and dress. Skye’s back in the bathroom, drying her hair. I pick up my phone, call Gray, and he answers in a sleepy voice.

“What?”

“Gray, where’s a good place to take someone and not be harassed by fans or the media?”

“Seriously? You wake me up for that?”

“Come on, Gray, help me. My mind is blank,” I plead.

“Take her to the café on Louis Street. They don’t allow press inside. Most of their clients are upper class. They probably won’t like you there either unless they follow football.”

“Thank you, Gray, and how do you know it’s a she?”

“Man, you’ve been hooked on that teacher for weeks. Doesn’t take a brain surgeon to figure it out. Yeah, and you can thank me by being on time for the game,” quips Gray as he hangs up on me.

[image: A picture containing game

Description automatically generated]

I have on dark glasses, a baseball cap, and the collar turned up on my jacket. Skye is dressed in a floral print dress that clings to her curves, sunglasses, and a large, floppy white hat with all of her hair tucked up under it. We walk into the café, and the hostess recognizes me immediately.

“Mr. Anders, how are you?” 

Grinning, I say, “Good, thank you. Table for two... somewhere private?”

“Of course.” 

She grabs two menus and hurries us toward the back of the café, through a door, and out into the sunshine. There are about a dozen tables, and she sits us in the corner away from everyone. 

“If you need anything, and I do mean anything, Mr. Anders, please let me know.” She smiles seductively at me. I chuckle and wink at her.

As soon as she’s gone, I look at Skye who has a scowl on her pretty face.

“What?”

“What? Flirt much?” Skye asks quietly.

“What? It was nothing. I’m not interested in her.” I take off the cap and glasses. “How could you think I would ever be into someone like that when I’m with the hottest female here?”

Skye smiles. No, she beams at me, and my heart melts. 

“Hottest female?”

“Sugar, you have to know how beautiful you are.” I reach across the table and hold her hand in mine. “Sorry about the wink, unless it’s you, it’ll never happen again.” I chuckle.

“Thank you, and the way she kept smiling at you was kind of funny. What’s it like to be you? To have people fall at your feet?”

“Some days, it’s amazing. You get the best tables, the best seats, but the flip side is people don’t leave you alone. It’s hard to go on a date, and it’s harder to keep your private life, private. You sure you’re up for this?” I ask candidly.

Skye stands and takes two steps away from the table. I think she’s leaving, but she surprises me by turning around and sitting in my lap. With her arms draped around me, Skye says, “Yes, yes, yes. We’ll see where this goes, warts and all.”

“Wait, you have warts?” Skye laughs and goes back to her seat. “No, really... this is something a guy should know.”

“Shut up and order me some pancakes with extra syrup.”

“Yes, ma’am.”
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SKYE

It’s been a week of bliss seeing Colt. We’ve managed to avoid the reporters and most of the fans. It’s Sunday night, and I’m watching the game on television. I must confess I have no idea what’s going on, but I’m enjoying watching Colt and his teammates run around the field in those tight-fitting pants. Damn, those boys look good.

Tomorrow, the team is going over the game to see where they can improve, so I won’t be seeing Colt tonight, but he’s promised to call. It’s halftime, and my phone rings.

“Colt?”

“No, honey, who’s Colt? Someone I should know about?” asks my father.

“Daddy! Sorry, I thought you were someone else,” I answer with a laugh. “Where are you?”

My father travels the globe going from one dig or monument to another. He was a professor of English before he won a large sum playing the lottery. Most of his money is invested, and he gave a lot away. Dad lives on a modest income and has traveled the world. When I take my vacation, I try to catch up with him wherever he is in the world.

“Honey, I’m in England. Do you know they have over thirteen hundred stone circles, sort of like Stone Henge? I’m going to visit all of them.” 

It’s so like my dad. The last time we spoke, he was in Africa experiencing life as a native and getting gorgeous pictures of the wildlife. Now, he’s in the UK.

“That’s great, Dad. How many have you been to?”

“Including Stone Henge, three. Some are over four thousand years old. Amazing! But I want to hear about you and this... Colt?”

“His name is Colton Anders, and he—”

“The quarterback?”

I laugh, my dad never ceases to amaze me. “Yes, Dad, the quarterback.”

“How in the hell did you meet him?”

“Ahh...in a b-bar,” I stammer out, kind of embarrassed.

Laughter greets me. “You... in a bar? Well, that’s fate, then.”

“Dad!”

“Well, honey, it’s not like you. Is he a good man?” asks dad seriously.

“Yes, Dad, he’s a good man. Colt works hard and treats me well. I can’t wait for you to meet him.”

“Must be serious if you want him to meet the old man.”

“I think it’s heading that way, but it’s early days yet, Dad.”

“Well, Skye, keep me informed. Now, I’m off, just wanted to check in and let you know I’m alive and well. Take care of yourself, sweetheart.”

“Bye, Dad, and don’t be a stranger.”

Smiling, I put the phone back in its cradle and resume watching the game.
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COLT

We won the game, and we are another step closer to the Super Bowl. I’ve just gotten home, and I’m in my kitchen, shattered. I was tackled relatively hard, and my shoulder is throbbing. The team doctor took a look at it and said there’s no damage, even the team masseuse checked me out . They told me to ice it and take it easy. Right now, I could sleep for a week. Picking up my phone, I dial Skye, she answers almost immediately. 

“Colt?”

“Did it even ring, sugar?” I tease her.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. A little sore, that’s all.”

“Are you training tomorrow?”

“Depends on how I pull up. Don’t worry, they won’t risk me playing if they think I have an injury. What did you do tonight? Apart from watching the game?”

“My dad called, he’s in England.”

“Has he always lived there?”

“Oh, no, he’ll stay there until he gets bored then move on. Before England was Africa, and before that was Alaska and before that was... um, Australia, I think?”

“What does he do?” 

Skye’s laughter filters down the line. “Whatever he wants. He doesn’t live extravagantly, but he does travel extensively. I try to catch up with him wherever he’s in the world when I take holidays. If it weren’t for him, I don’t think I would have ever left the country. I guess for my next holiday, I’m heading to the UK.”

“Sounds good. I’ve never been. We could stay in London and go from there.”

“We?”

“Well, we’d have to wait until the off-season, but yeah, we. If you want?” I’m holding my breath, waiting for her answer. Skye’s the first female I’ve wanted to spend more time with, to really get to know her, to meet her dad. 

“You know, it could be fun. No one will know you over there, and we could be like a regular couple. Can you do regular?”

I release the breath I was holding and say, “I think so. I’d like to try regular with you.”

“I can’t wait to tell Dad. He’ll be so excited.”

“What about you, sugar, are you excited?”

“Want me to come over? Show you how excited I am?” Skye says seductively.

“It’s late. You have school tomorrow—”

“And... I don’t care. I can be there in an hour. Say, yes, Colt.”

“Sugar, tomorrow’s another game. All I want is sleep, and if you’re here, sleep will be the last thing I’ll want,” I admit truthfully.

“So, it’ll be a test... a test to see if we can abstain.”

I want to see her, and if I’m honest, it’s more than a want, it is a need. I’m nodding, although she can’t see me, and then I laugh. “Okay, Skye, come on over. I’ll tell security to expect you.”
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Within forty-five minutes, there’s a knock at my front door. I’m wearing the only pair of pajamas I own as I wander down the stairs to the front door. Opening it, Skye is wearing pajamas and a long dressing gown, her hair is in a braid, and she’s wearing her slippers. We take one look at each other and begin to laugh.

“Come in. Come in,” I say, trying to suppress my laughter.

Skye walks over the threshold, and I shut the door. “Guess we were both thinking the same thing. Nothing too sexy.”

“Sugar, you’re sexy no matter what, but that old blue dressing gown does help,” I tease.

“Hey! This was a gift from a student... it’s very comfy. I’ll have you know.”

“And that’s why I’ve never even seen it.”

“You have a point. Well, I’ve never seen you in pajamas.”

“It’s ‘cause I don’t normally wear them. Come on, I’ll show you to our room.”

“Our?”

“Well, you are staying, so yes... for tonight, or whenever you stay over, it’s our room.”

Skye beams at me as I take her hand and lead her up the stairs. My home is huge. It’s five bedrooms, six bathrooms, and a six-car garage. It’s styled in a Hampton theme that the decorator picked out, but I like it. It’s homey. I bought the house intending to fill it with my own family one day. I’d like at least four kids, but the more, the better.

“There’s no carpet in any of the rooms I’ve looked in?” 

“Nah, don’t like carpet. I have rugs, wooden floors are best for animals.”

And right on cue, my Great Dane, Beau, comes running down the hallway and jumps up on the bed.

“Oh my God!” shrieks Skye.

I grin at her and pat Beau ruffling his golden head. “Skye, this is Beau. Beau, this is Skye. Now, be nice,” I warn him.

Tentatively, Skye holds out her hand to Beau who immediately, jumps off the bed, knocks her to the ground, and licks her face.”

“Yuck!” yells Skye as she giggles.

Pulling Beau off, I yell, “Sit.” Beau does as he’s told, and I extend my hand to Skye. She grasps hold and gets to her feet.

“I think he likes me,” says Skye as she wipes at her face.

“Yeah, knew he would. The bathroom’s through that door,” I say, pointing behind her. 

“Thank you.” Skye pats Beau’s head as she walks past him, and he takes that to mean he can go too. 

“Beau,” I caution him. He wags his tail and follows her anyway.

When they come back into the room, I’m already in bed.

“Want to watch TV?” I ask.

“No, I’m tired.” Skye undoes her dressing gown, her pajamas are covered in little flowers.

“Sexy pajamas.”

“No, these are not. Are you going to be comfortable in those?”

“What to do you mean?”

“Colt, you said downstairs you don’t normally wear them. I won’t mind if you take them off.”

Grateful to her, I get out of bed, strip and climb back in. “Think you can keep your hands off me?”

Skye’s brow creases with a frown. “It’ll be an effort, but I’ll give it my best shot.” Then her gorgeous face breaks into a smile. Skye climbs into my bed near me but not touching. Beau jumps up on the bed and lays between us, his head on Skye’s pillow.

“Beau, down!” Beau raises his big head and barks at me. “Beau, down!” This time he shakes his head and barks louder.

Skye laughs. “Does he normally sleep with you?”

“Yes, but not when I have company.” Skye doesn’t say anything, and I instantly realize what I’ve said. “Not that I have company. I mean... I do, but not here. I don’t—”

“It’s okay, Colt. We both have a past.”

Sitting up, I look over Beau to her. “Where have you been my whole life?”

“Can I say something corny like waiting for you?” Skye giggles and places an arm over Beau who grunts in appreciation.

“Sorry about Beau.”

“Don’t be, he’s warm and cuddly.”

“Great, now I’m jealous of my dog.”

Skye giggles. “Shh... go to sleep. Tomorrow’s a big day.”
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I slept better than I have in a long time. When I wake, my bed is empty with no Skye and no Beau. Looking over at the clock, it reads nine in the morning. I get up and have a shower, my shoulder feels better, and the heat from the water eases out more of the pain.

Clothes aren’t my thing. I like them, but apart from the sponsored items I have to wear, I pay little attention to my wardrobe, so I throw on some jeans and a black T-shirt. Wandering downstairs, the backdoor is open. Skye is outside wearing one of my old, long-sleeved shirts with the arms rolled up, her hair is loose and wavy as she throws a ball for Beau. She has a cup in one hand, a smile on her face, and has never looked more beautiful than right at this moment.

“Hey,” Skye calls out as she walks toward me.

“Isn’t today a school day?” I ask as I wrap my arms around her beautiful body and kiss her.

“Yes, it is, but I called in sick. I wanted to spend some time with... Beau.”

I fake shock and then laugh. “Well, he’s kind of special.”

Right at that moment, Beau gets between us, standing on my foot and drops his ball.

Laughing, we pull apart, and I ruffle his big head. “Want me to throw the ball?” In response, Beau barks and runs a few feet away. I pick up the ball and throw it as far as I can, the movement causing pain to shoot down my arm. 

“Jesus,” I groan and rub my shoulder.

“Are you okay?” asks Skye, her brows furrowing.

“Sugar, I’m fine, but I don’t think I’ll be playing tonight.”

“Do you have anything I could rub on it?”

“Yeah, up in the house.”

Skye grabs my hand and takes me back inside. “Where?”

“It’s in the second drawer over by the sink.”

Skye opens the drawer and rummages through all my medicines. “What is all of this for?”

“Past injuries. Current issues. There are vitamins in there, too.”

When Skye finds what she’s looking for, she unscrews the lid. “Take off your T-shirt.”

“I knew it. You wanted to get me naked,” I say with a wink.

“Do it, mister,” orders Skye.

Slowly, so I don’t aggravate my shoulder, I take off my T-shirt.

“Damn,” says Skye with a sigh.

“I take it that means you like what you’re looking at?”

“What’s not to like?” Skye shakes her head and grins at me. “Okay, sit at the table so I can do this.”

“Any excuse to touch me?” 

“Oh, Colt, I don’t need an excuse.”

I chuckle and let her small hands work wonders on my shoulder, easing my muscles.

“I like this,” I sigh, contentedly.

“Me giving you a massage?”

“Yes, but not just that. You in my home, in my clothes, even Beau likes you. It feels good, right.”

“I like it, too,” whispers Skye.

My eyes are closed, and I smile automatically. “You should stay here more often.”

“I have a home.”

“Yeah, sugar, I know. But here there are no reporters, no fans... just us.”

“And Beau,” quips Skye.

“And Beau.”
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SKYE

Colt didn’t train on Monday night. The team doctor ordered more tests but was satisfied there wasn’t any permanent damage. He went to training, and they dissected the last game. Colt invited me to his home after, but since I’d used a sick day to spend the day with him, it was time to catch up on some work, so I stayed home.

It’s Tuesday now, and the day is over. You know it’s one of those days that never seem to end, instead they drag? Well, that was my day today. The children had a never-ending litany of questions, which isn’t unusual, but today I wasn’t up to it. Tonight I’m going to Colt’s, and I couldn’t wait for the day to be over. As I’m cleaning my classroom, there’s a knock on the door. Turning, I see Tony Wilson, the principal.

“Hey, Skye, how are you feeling?”

“Good, thank you, Mr. Wilson.”

“Skye, I was worried. In all the time you’ve worked here, you’ve never taken a sick day.”

“Yes, Mr. um... Tony. I’m fine, just a stomach thing.” I avoid all eye contact and start shuffling papers into piles.

“You sure you’re okay?” Tony asks, moving further into the room.

I look him in the eye. “Yes, I’m fine. Absolutely fine!”

“Good. Can’t have our best kindergarten teacher sick. After all, the children and some of the staff missed you.”

Tony is staring at me with more than concern. Blushing, I grab my handbag out of the drawer and say, “Thank you for your concern. The children kind of wore me out today. I’m going home for a well-deserved break.” 

“Can I walk you to your car?”

“Oh, no, that’s not necessary. I’ll be fine. I just need to rest. See you tomorrow.”

Rushing past him, I practically run to my car. I’ve never looked at Tony like that—he’s my boss. When I reach my car, Colt is leaning up against it.

“Hey, beautiful,” Colt drawls as I get closer.

“Hey, lover.”

“You going to kiss me?” asks Colt with a smirk.

“That depends... is there a tall man with blond hair standing near the entrance to the school?”

Colt looks over my shoulder and nods. “Yes, but what does he have to do with anything?”

“That’s my boss, and he was checking on me as I was sick yesterday. I don’t need him jumping to any conclusions about my personal life. And besides, I told him I wasn’t seeing you.”

“Let me get this straight, you’re keeping me a secret?”

“The school doesn’t approve of us dating... so, yes, from them I am.”

Colt pushes off my car and strides toward the school.

“Colt!”

He turns around but continues walking backward. “Don’t worry, Skye, I won’t tell anyone. It’s not like we are serious or anything, right?” He turns back around and keeps walking, going straight past Tony and into the school. 

I’m so confused. 

I open my car door and drive home in a daze. This is not how I thought today was going to end. Tears well in my eyes and spill over once I’m inside my home. Stripping off, I take a long, hot shower, trying to wash the day away. 

I thought Colt would understand. 

I love my job. 

His comment about us not being serious has completely thrown me. I certainly thought we were headed that way? 

When the water turns cold, I get out, dry myself and my hair. I check my message machine, but there’s nothing from Colt, only a telemarketer trying to see if I’d be interested in renewing a magazine subscription. I check my cell phone, but there are no missed calls or texts. 

I don’t know what to do. 

Should I call? 

Should I wait for him to call me? 

Confused, I walk into my kitchen and turn on the kettle. Dad always said the universe can be explained or understood with the help of a cup of tea, and I need that right now. Settling on the couch, I check my phone again, but it’s as silent as my home. 

With a sigh, I put on the television and watch the news.
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COLT

I picked up Blaise from school. It wasn’t my day, but after my conversation with Skye, who’s embarrassed to be seen with me, I called his mom. One of the reasons I like Skye is that she isn’t like every other girl I’ve dated, but her reaction to the principal seeing us together has me confused.

“Colt, are you listening to me?” asks Blaise, breaking through my wall of reflection.

“Sorry, buddy, what were you saying?” I ask as I change lanes. We are on our way to Burger King for dinner. Blaise’s choice, of course.

“Miss Carson is making me take the lead in the school play.”

“That’s cool, isn’t it?” Glancing down at Blaise, he’s staring at me while rubbing his chin and tilting his head to the side.

“Yes and no.”

“Okay, buddy, spell it out for me.”

“I really like acting, but I need to be playing football. If I want to be good, I have to practice.”

“Why can’t you do both?” I glance over at him, and he’s shaking his head. “Okay, what do you like more? Acting or football?”

“It’s not about that.”

“Of course, it is. You have to like what you do, or it’s work.”

“I want to be like you and Grayson. I want to be able to buy my mom a house and have any car I want. Football will get me that.”

Realization washes over me as I pull into the parking lot. Blaise sees Gray and me as his idols. What he doesn’t see is all the hours of preparation that go into our profession and all the deals that happen behind closed doors.

“You know, actors make money, too. Look at Brad Pitt or Johnny Depp or a hundred more I can’t think of right now. But, we all have something in common... we all love what we do and all the hard work that goes with it. I’m telling you, buddy, if you don’t enjoy your job, career, no matter what it is, you’ll regret it forever.”

Blaise frowns. “I like acting more.”

“Okay, then that’s what you should do. What’s the play about? What part are you playing?”

“It’s a remake of Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs. Miss Carson wants me to play the handsome prince.”

“Way to go! That sounds awesome.”

We both get out of the car and walk toward the restaurant. I glance down at Blaise, and he’s still frowning as the door to Burger King flies open, and a group of girls file out. I pull my cap down lower over my face, and not one of them gives me a second glance.

“Is it really so bad if people recognize you?” asks Blaise.

“No, buddy, but right now, I want to spend my time with you, and I don’t want anyone getting in the way of that.”

Blaise grins at me, his chest all puffed up. “Thanks, Colt.” His admiration is short-lived when he spies the menu board. “I want a cheeseburger, fries, Coke, and a caramel sundae.”

“What? No onion rings?”

“Yuck! No, thank you.”

“Ahh... there they are.”

“What?” asks Blaise looking confused.

“Your manners,” I reply while winking at him.

“Sorry, Colt. Please and thank you,” replies Blaise looking thoroughly chastised.

“It’s cool. How about you go find us a table while I order?”

Blaise walks away as I place our orders with a young girl who knows who I am. She can’t make eye contact and drops one of our drinks on the floor.

“Ahh, Candy? Do you need help?” I ask, flashing her my best grin and pushing my baseball cap up.

“N-No, Mr. Anders. I’m so sorry, I am a clutz today.”

“Call me Colt.”

Candy’s flushed face beams at me as she nods enthusiastically. “Colt, I can do that.”

“Great.”

“Why don’t you take a seat, and I’ll bring your order out to you?”

“Well, thank you, Candy, that would be good.” I wink at her, flash her another smile, and go find Blaise. Being famous sometimes has it’s perks.

Blaise has chosen a seat near a window that he’s now staring out of. Instead of being excited over this play, he looks uneasy. I take my seat opposite him, and he looks at me and smiles.

“Okay, buddy, what’s wrong?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you told me you prefer acting to football, but you don’t seem excited about getting the lead.”

“My mom will have to make my costume.” Blaise looks pained as though this is the worst idea in the world.

“Mom can’t sew?”

“No, and we don’t have the money to buy a costume.”

“How’d you get into Tremont?” I’m confused as it’s an exclusive and expensive school. 

“Mom. She knows the principal, and he got me in on a scholarship.”

That makes sense. I nod. 

“I have an idea. What if I talk to the school and maybe we could do a fundraiser? I could get the Warriors to come, and—”

“No, I can’t ask you to do that, and I don’t want you to pay for it either.”

Blaise’s mouth is set in a hard line, for someone so young, he is very proud. 

“Okay, buddy, so what’s the solution?” 

“I don’t know.”

Candy puts a tray of food down in front of us. “Here are your meals. Enjoy!”

“Thanks, babe,” I say offhandedly as she scurries away.

Shaking my head with a smirk, I look at Blaise, who’s already unwrapped his burger and has it in his mouth.

“Hungry?” I ask.

Blaise grins and shrugs. 

“You should still play football, I can help you with it. And I’m going to talk to Miss Carson to see if there is something I can do for the school drama program. Don’t worry, I’ll tell you everything, I promise.”

“Thanks, Colt.”
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After I drop Blaise at home, I drive by Skye’s house. There are no lights on, so I continue to my home. I walk through the front door, and Beau greets me. 

“Hey, Beau... who’s my good boy?”

Beau barks and runs toward the kitchen. I follow and find Grayson sitting at my kitchen table eating a sandwich.

“How the hell did you get in?” I ask.

“Beau let me in,” Gray says as he takes another bite of his sandwich.

“No accounting for taste.”

“Ha! Beau likes me, don’t you, big boy!” Gray laughs as he tosses Beau a bit of his sandwich. Beau wags his tail and barks loudly.

“Traitor,” I growl as I open the fridge and grab a bottle of water.

“Where were you?” 

“I took Blaise out to dinner.”

“What no school teacher tonight?”

I frown, take a gulp of water and shake my head. “Nope,” I say flatly.

“You fuck this one up already? This one seemed like a keeper.”

“I love the way you articulate your feelings, Gray, very mature... insightful even.”

“Oh... look who’s all upset. Come on, Colt, you know I’m busting your balls. But you might as well tell me.”

“She’s embarrassed to be seen with me.”

Gray chokes on his sandwich, and I thump him hard on his back.

“Wh-What?” asks Gray incredulously.

“You heard me.” 

“That can’t be it,” replies Gray with a shake of his head.

“She’s keeping me a secret from her work colleagues.” 

“What?” Gray laughs.

“Apparently, she told her boss we aren’t seeing each other, and today when I went to see her at the school, she wouldn’t kiss me or anything.”

“Okay, I’m confused. Why would she tell her boss she isn’t seeing you?”

“It’s a private school, and after that photo of us went public, the school was embarrassed. So—”

“You’re an idiot,” states Gray. “She’s not embarrassed by you... she’s trying to save her job. I’m no brain surgeon, but even I can figure that one out.”

“Fuck you, Gray.”

“That’s your comeback? Fuck you? Man, are you slipping. And we’re supposed to go out tonight for dinner, it’s why I’m here. The security guard on the gate let me in, so I made myself a sandwich. Guess you forgot?”

“Shit! Sorry. Yeah, man, I forgot. And I need to talk to the security guards about letting you in.”

“Colt, I’m your emergency contact. Of course, they let me in.”

I grin and shake my head. “Right, I forgot.”

“Dude, get it together, we have a Super Bowl to win.” Gray stands and puts on his jacket. “See you at practice.”

“Gray, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, I know. Next time we go out, you’re paying ‘cause you owe me.” He points at me, grins ,and leaves.

I pull my cell out of my pocket and dial Skye. 

“Colt?”

“Yeah, sugar, it’s me. Look, I’m sorry. I’m a dick. I overreacted today. It won’t happen again,” I blurt out, but silence greets me. “Skye? Sugar, you there?”

“I’m here.”

“Talk to me,” I whisper.

“You hurt me today.”

With those few words, my heart instantly hurts because it’s the last thing I wanted to do. 

“I’m sorry, Skye. I lashed out because I thought you were embarrassed by me. It’s stupid, I know, but when you didn’t acknowledge me at the school...” I trial off.

Skye’s silent for a moment, and I’m about to speak when she says, “You thought I was embarrassed by you?”

“Yeah.”

“Idiot.”

I laugh. “That’s the second time tonight someone has called me that.”

Skye laughs. “They must know you pretty well.”

“That’s nice, real nice,” I tease. “Let me make it up to you. Can I come over or see you tomorrow?”

“I don’t know, Colt. Maybe this is as far as this was supposed to go.”

“No, it’s not. Come on, Skye, we’ll go wherever you want. Please, sugar, let me make it up to you.” I can hear her breathing on the other end of the line, and in my mind, I can picture her face, creased with indecision. “To be honest, love, I’m the one who should be annoyed at you for not telling your boss we are together.”

“Are we, though? Are we really?”

“Yes.” And I know I mean it. I’m ready to take this to the next level. I want Skye, and I want her in my life. “Let me prove it to you.”

“Come over. I’ll make dinner, and we can talk.”

“There’s my girl.”

Skye’s laughter causes me to grin. 

“Okay, Mr. Biceps, be here at seven with a good bottle of red.”

I hang up, grateful I have been given another chance.
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COLT

It’s late afternoon as I enter the school where Skye works. No kids in the halls making loud noises, only quiet as I head for the office seeing Marion sitting in her usual spot.

“Hello, Marion, how are you?”

“Very well, thank you. Miss Carson, Juliette, is down the hall in the auditorium. Do you need me to show you the way?”

“No, I’ll find it, and thank you for setting this up.”

Marion blushes and fiddles with her hair. “It was my pleasure.”

I give her a wink and walk toward the auditorium. When I open the door, I find who I assume is Miss Carson sitting cross-legged on the stage painting a backdrop.

I walk down the stairs toward her. She hears my approach and looks up at me, so I wave and smile at her.

“Miss Carson? I’m Colt Anders, thank you so much for meeting with me.”

Miss Carson is five foot five, dark hair, dark eyes, and as she stands up, I see a figure most women would die for. I’m a lousy judge of age, but I’m thinking she’s the other side of thirty and is wearing no wedding ring.

Using my best smile, I take the stairs to the stage and extend my hand. 

She smiles and takes my hand in hers. “Please, Colt, call me Juliette. Thank you for reaching out to us.”

“Oh, that’s fine. You working on the sets for the play?”

Juliette turns around and looks at her handiwork. “Yes, I am. What can I do for you?”

“I’m in the Big Brother Program here at the school, my little brother is Blaise Geyser.”

“Ahh... my handsome prince.” Juliette grins.

“Yeah, he’s pretty excited.”

“He wasn’t until this morning, before then, he kept telling me football practice was more important. Did you have a hand in that?”

“Blaise said he preferred acting to football, and I told him he should do what he loves, but I also said I’d help him with his football.”

“Good advice. So, why are you here?”

“Blaise mentioned his mother will have to make the costume for the play. I know this is a wealthy, private school, so I was wondering—”

“Why we’d need parents to make the costumes?” I nod at her. “In two years, we’ll have the money we need to fully fund the drama department, but right now, all the extra money goes into the sporting programs. The parents and faculty like it when we win championships and have shiny trophies in the glass display cabinets. Hell, even the debate team gets more funding than we do. It makes other rich parents want to send their children here which means more money. Unfortunately, the school is in the business of making money, just like every other business in town.” 

“Surely, it’s about education?”

Juliette laughs and slaps my arm. “You’re funny.”

“How much does the drama department need for the next two years?”

“Ballpark? I’m thinking two hundred grand and a building dedicated to music, theater, and anything else I can think of.”

I raise my eyebrows at her and repeat, “Two hundred thousand?”

“Easily. That includes wages for a seamstress and another drama teacher,” replies Juliette.

“Okay, I think I can swing the two hundred K, but a building is whole other thing.” Juliette grins at me. “Don’t get too excited, but I have a few friends in this town. Let me make some calls, see if any of them want to help build a new wing.”

“Yay!” Juliette jumps up and down.

“Calm down.” I shake my head. 

Juliette grabs my hand and shakes it up and down vigorously. “Thank you! You’ll need to talk to the school principal and the board, but there’s no way they are going to say no to you.”

“Okay! Let me see what I can do. But in the meantime, is there some way you could tell me what Blaise needs in the way of a costume? I was thinking I could pay for it, but you could say you found it?”

“I can do that, leave it with me. Give me your number, and I’ll call you when I’ve got it.”

Not wanting to give Juliette the wrong idea, I say, “I’m seeing Skye Hadley, but sure give me your phone, and I’ll enter my number.”

“It was Skye in those photos,” shrieks Juliette.

“Ahh... yes, but I’d appreciate it if you kept it to yourself?” I ask cautiously.

Grinning from ear to ear, Juliette replies, “Of course. My lips are sealed.”

She hands over her phone, and I add my details. “Juliette, please don’t give my number to anyone. The last thing I need is a fan ringing me at three in the morning.”

“Your digits are safe with me.” She winks, and I smile.

“Okay, thanks. I look forward to hearing from you soon.”

We shake hands again, and I head for the exit.
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My teammates are all in the gym at the stadium working out. 

Gray walks in, half an hour late.

“Slacker,” I yell without stopping on the rowing machine.

“Some of us don’t need to work out as much when we are this close to perfection,” announces Gray as he turns in a circle.

His teammates heckle and throw towels at him.

“Haters are always going to hate,” says Gray as he shakes his head. 

“How are you?” I ask as I continue to work out.

“Good, Colt. How are you? Fixed things with your girlfriend?”

The gym erupts into laughter as the attention is moved from Gray to me.

“Okay, fellas, shut up,” I say over their teasing.

“Aww... didn’t you want us to know?” asks Dawson Miles, a linebacker.

Ignoring Dawson, I focus on Gray. “You still got friends in the building industry?”

“Some, why?” asks Gray as he sits at the machine next to me.

“The school where Skye works needs two hundred thousand dollars and a new building for its drama department. I thought I could help with the two hundred K, but the building? That’s a big ask.”

The room has gone quiet as everyone goes back to working out but listening in.

“You’re going to front the two hundred K?” asks Gray.

“What?” I ask.

“You’re serious about this one, aren’t you?”

“Gray, she doesn’t even know. This is about my little brother, you know the program I’m in? Blaise has got himself the lead role in Snow White. He got a scholarship to go to the school, but he’s not rich. Blaise admitted his mother was going to make the costume, and he wasn’t too thrilled by it, so I went to the school to ask. The head of the department told me in two years they’ll have the funding they need, but right now, there’s a two hundred K shortfall, and they need a designated building. I thought if I could help, I should.”

“My uncle does construction, I bet he could help,” says the assistant coach.

I stop what I’m doing and look at him. “Really?”

“Yeah, and I’m happy to kick in a thousand dollars to the fund.”

The coaches earn a decent wage, nowhere near what I earn, so I’m stunned he’s willing to help.

“Thank you, coach!”

“If you can set up scholarships for underprivileged kids, I’ll kick in, too,” announces Dawson.

This starts an avalanche of players pledging to help with the school, and then the head coach agrees to help as well. I’m humbled they are all willing to do this. 

I stand, hands on hips, and address the room. “Okay, guys, thank you. I’ll talk to the principal of the school and get you all to write out checks that can go into a special account. If we all chip in, they’ll get the building they need, too.”

“Pretty sure, my uncle will do it for cost,” interjects the assistant coach.

“That would be excellent. Please ask him, and I’ll talk to the school. And guys, don’t feel like you’re obligated, it’s cool if you can’t,” I say to the room.

“All right! Get back to work, you lot. You have a game to win on Sunday,” bellows the coach.

Sitting back on the rowing machine, I look at Gray. 

“When do I get to meet this teacher?” asks Gray.

“You tell me when and where, and I’ll make sure she’s there.”

“She’s good for you, I think I like her already. Why don’t you bring her to dinner at Mom’s? I’m sure she’d like to meet her.”

I grin at Gray. “Yeah, I’d like that. But I need you to keep away from my girl.”

“Oh... look at you being all jealous and shit. I like this woman. I think I’m going to like her a lot!”
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SKYE

The sound of a car pulling up in the driveway causes me to drop the cake I’d made onto the floor. There is chocolate icing everywhere, then there’s a knock at the front door. Great. Stepping over the mess, I head for the door. I don’t check to see who it is as I assume it’s going to be Colt. Unfortunately, it’s Derek Geyser.

“Derek, what are you doing here?”

“Why’d you pick him?” His words are slurred, and he’s leaning heavily on the door frame.

“How did you get my address? You didn’t drive yourself here, did you?”

“Answer the fucking question,” bellows Derek.

“Calm down, okay?” I say soothingly.

“First you, then my kid. He’s taken everything.”

A Jeep pulls up out front, and Colt gets out. I’ve never been more relieved to see him. Derek turns, stumbles, and falls flat on his ass into my garden.

Colt jogs up the path. “What’s going on?”

“You!” yells Derek.

“Derek here seems to think you are the source of all his problems. He drove here, like this...” I point at him while disgust fills my voice. 

Colt helps him to his feet. “You drove here drunk? You could have killed someone,” reprimands Colt.

“The bigger question is what do we do with him? We can’t let him drive home, and there’s no way in hell he’s staying here with me.”

“What? You too good for me now?” asks Derek as he waves his wonky hand in my direction.

“Buddy, she was always too good for you.” Derek looks at Colt, and I can see he’s trying to focus on his face. “I’ll take him to a place downtown. It’s a rehab center some of the Warriors go to.” I raise my eyebrows at him questioningly. “We get hurt, they prescribe meds, and sometimes some of us find it hard to give them up.”

“Wow, really? I’m amazed.”

“The league takes care of its own.”

“Have you ever been there?”

“No, sugar. Can we put him on your couch while I make a call?”

I push my front door open wider and motion for Colt to come inside. “Of course.” It’s then I remember the dinner I have cooking and go straight to the kitchen. Colt follows a few moments later. 

“Dinner smells good, Skye, but I think I’ll skip dessert,” teases Colt.

“Yeah, I dropped it when Derek pulled up out front. I thought it was you.” I step over the mess and turn the stove off. “Make your call, I’ll clean this up, and we can eat when we get back.”

Colt grins. “I’ll buy you dessert, or maybe you’ll be dessert?”

“Make your call,” I repeat with a smirk.

Colt winks, pulls his phone out, and moves back into the living room. I clean up the mess without too many problems and find him sitting next to Derek, talking to him softly. 

“You need to do this for your family. But most of all, Derek, you need to do this for yourself,” advises Colt.

Derek nods drunkenly, swings his head in my direction, and smiles widely. “Damn, you’re pretty.”

“She sure is. You ready to go now, Derek?”

“Okay, is Skye coming with us?” Derek is staring at me like some lovesick puppy.

“Yes, I am. Will they take him?” I ask Colt.

“Yes, as a favor to me, but it’s Derek who needs to do the work. If he doesn’t, no amount of treatment will help. He needs to find a reason to do it, if not for his son, then himself.”

I nod. “I’ll grab my bag, and we can get going.”

Colt stands and helps Derek to his feet. The three of us get into Colt’s Jeep. We put Derek in the back, he promptly falls over, closes his eyes, and begins to snore.

“How romantic,” I say sarcastically.

“Nothing like the soothing sounds of a drunken man to set the mood,” Colt agrees.

The drive downtown takes about twenty minutes where they have private parking at the back of the facility.

“I didn’t even realize what this place was. From the front, I thought it was a private medical building.”

“Well, it is,” teases Colt.

“Yes, I know, Mr. Biceps. But you’d never know it was a rehab facility.”

“That’s one of the reasons we use it. It’s discreet.”

“Does that mean expensive?” I ask because I know the Geyser family can’t afford this type of expense.

“Yes, but don’t worry, I’ll cover it.”

“Why would you do that?” 

“Blaise. He deserves a dad who’s clean and sober. You should hear the way he talks about Derek. He idolizes him as every kid should do.”

“Really?” asks Derek.

We both turn to look at him. “Yes, Derek. Your son loves you.”

Tears well up in his eyes, and he wipes them away. “I’m such a fuck-up.”

Colt raises his eyebrows at me and gets out of the Jeep. A beefy man, dressed in white comes out. Both of them help Derek out of the car and into the building. I follow them in through the doors. Inside is nothing like I had pictured in my mind. It’s painted a soft green and very clinical. There’s a small reception area which is protected by a thick glass partition, next to it is a door with no handles, and behind the glass is another man dressed the same way. 

“Good evening, Mr. Anders, who do we have here?” asks the receptionist.

A buzzing sound signals, the door opens, another large man comes out, and they take Derek away.

Colt focuses on the receptionist. “Here’s his wallet.” Colt slides it under a hole in the bottom of the glass partition. “His name is Derek Geyser.”

“Who do we need to notify of his stay here?”

“He has an ex-wife, Maria. I have her number, and as far as I know, he doesn’t have a job.”

The receptionist nods and goes through Derek’s wallet taking out his license. “Could you fill in this form with her contact details along with the payment method, please?”

Colt frowns, takes the clipboard, and sits on one of the benches. I sit next to him. 

“It’s very plain in here,” I whisper.

“It’s supposed to be calming. They’ll take all his clothes and give him slippers and a tracksuit, so he’s comfortable. It’s also a way of making sure he’s not hiding anything.”

“You seem to know a lot about this...” I probe but trail off.

“Told you, sugar, my team uses this facility from time to time.” Colt stands and pulls his wallet out of his pocket and hands it to me. “Could you read out my credit card number, please?”

I do as I’m told and riffle through his wallet, looking for a credit card, then rattle off the numbers. Colt finishes filling in the form and goes back to the window.

“How long will you keep him?” 

“Thirty days. If he’s coping, we’ll let him leave. A team will go in and sanitize his home to make sure there’s no alcohol on the premises. Some patients have very ingenious ways to hide their addictions. After that, we’ll monitor him for the first week. If he messes up, we’ll ask him to come back in for another thirty days and start all over again. Are you paying for the whole or an extended stay, Mr. Anders?”

“Whatever it takes, I’ll pay, but can we keep that between us? Derek doesn’t need to know.”

My heart melts as Colt says this to the receptionist. He’s a gorgeous man inside and out. The fact he doesn’t want any recognition for helping Derek amazes me. The receptionist nods and takes the clipboard with all of the information written on it.

“Would you like us to notify you when Mr. Geyser is released?”

“Yes, please. I’m sure his family would like to be here when he‘s released.”

“Very good. Thank you, and have a nice evening.” The receptionist turns around and goes through another door leaving us alone.

“They are very cold, aren’t they?” 

“I guess they have to be. Addiction isn’t a pleasant disease to treat. Now, how about you and I go and eat? Do you want to grab some takeout—”

“No! I made dinner, and it’ll be fine. All I’ll need to redo is the pasta, and that’s it.”

Colt grins at me. “Okay, sugar, let’s go home.”

He grabs my hand, and my heart melts some more at the mention of Colt calling my house, home.
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Monday morning as I prepare for my class, Tony Wilson, the principal, knocks on my door. From the expression on his face, I can tell instantly he isn’t happy.

“Tony. Good morning.”

“Miss Hadley, how are you?”

At the formal tone in his voice, I feel my anxiety spike to all new heights. “Miss Hadley? I thought you and I were past formalities? Unless I’m wrong?” I reply cheerfully.

“It has been brought to my attention you are in a relationship with Colton Anders. The relationship you told me didn’t exist.”

My stomach falls to my toes as I try to understand what Tony has just said. “I beg your pardon?”

“I was sent an email from one of the parents showing you and Mr. Anders kissing. We can’t have any negative press showing the school in such a suggestive light. I’m afraid, Miss Hadley, as of this moment, you are suspended from teaching here until we can find a way around this... predicament.”

“What? No! I love my job. Who I date shouldn’t be an issue for the school.” Tears burn the backs of my eyelids, but I refuse to let them fall in front of this man.

“I did warn you, Skye. That first photo of you in the newspaper where Mr. Anders was practically naked didn’t help you at all. You have to see it from the board’s point of view. We don’t want to be associated with a known playboy who clearly doesn’t care about his public image, if he’ll allow those types of photos to appear in every newspaper from here to God knows where. I thought you had better morals than that.”

“Colt and I are in a relationship. I am not some crazed fan looking to get her picture plastered across the media. What we have is a lot more than a fling. Not that it’s any of your or the board’s business,” I snarl.

“I’m sorry, Miss Hadley, until the board says otherwise, you’re suspended. And as for it not being any of our business, you signed an agreement with us before you started. Perhaps you’ll take this time to reflect and think about your choices?”

A security guard, Charlie, walks into the room. My mouth falls open at his presence. I square my shoulders, pick up my bag, and look at Tony, no, Mr. Wilson, with all the professionalism I can muster. 

I will NOT cry.

“This is completely unnecessary, and I will be fighting this decision. Could you please let my replacement know the children are working with numbers according to the class schedule I lodged with you.” I rush out of my classroom and head for the exit. 

Charlie has to run to catch up with me. Once we are outside, he touches my elbow. “Are you all right, Miss Hadley?” asks Charlie in a sympathetic tone. He’s in his mid-fifties, and his job is only for show. There’s never been an incident at the school. To be perfectly honest, this is probably the only time he’s ever had to escort someone from the premises.

The tears that were threatening to fall topple over my eyelids and down my cheeks. “Oh, Charlie, what a mess.”

He places an arm around me and pats my shoulder. “He’s a jealous tool,” Charlie says soothingly.

“What?”

“Mr. Wilson. He’s had a thing for you for ages. After he got that email, he took it to the board last week.”

“He got the email last week? Do you know who sent it?” I ask, tears running down my cheeks.

“I’m not supposed to say, but it was Derek Geyser. Looked to me like he took the pictures on his phone. You appeared to be out at lunch, and I must say, you looked real pretty and happy in the pictures.”

“You saw them?” 

“Yes, Miss Hadley. You going to be okay driving home?”

“Yes, Charlie, I’ll be fine and thank you. I’m so embarrassed,” I say as I try to wipe the never-ending stream of tears away from my cheeks.

“Don’t be. From what I’ve heard, Colt Anders is a good guy. Miss Carson is an admirer of his.”

“Is she a fan?”

“No, ma’am. It’s because of his donation, and how he’s managed to get the money together for the new drama wing. Don’t you know?”

“I had no idea. What are you talking about?” I answer truthfully.

“You mean to say he’s done all this and not told you?” I shake my head at Charlie, who continues, “Well, I’ll be. You should get him to pull the funding until you get your job back.”

“Oh, I’d never do that, Charlie. It’s for the kids.” I open my car door and throw my bag into the passenger seat. “Well, I better be going.” More tears well in my eyes as I climb into my car, and I blink rapidly trying to stop them from falling as I wind the window down. “Charlie?”

“Yes, Miss Hadley?”

“Could you not tell Mr. Wilson I was crying?”

“It’s between you and me, love. Like I said, he’s a jealous fool. You take care now.” Charlie reaches out and pats my arm one more time before turning and going back into the school.
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My body feels heavy as I walk from my car into my home. I’ve never been suspended for anything in my whole life. Heading inside, I go straight to the kitchen and heat up the kettle. I pull out my favorite mug with little red, glittery hearts all over it and make myself a cup of tea. This causes me to think of my dad, so I grab my phone and dial his number.

“Skye, my princess... you are not going to believe where I am.”

“Where are you, Dad?” 

“What’s wrong, honey?” My dad can always tell by the tone of my voice if I’m not right, and today is no exception.

“Oh, Dad! I’ve been suspended from school because of Colt,” I say tearfully.

“What? How can they do that? You are an asset to that school,” replies Dad, his normally jovial tone now replaced with an angry one.

“There were some pictures of us in the newspaper a little while ago, and the school felt they were inappropriate.”

“Please tell me you didn’t do a sex tape?”

This causes me to laugh, and I can’t stop. The idea my father would think I’d do something like that is unbelievable to me.

When I manage to get myself under control, I say, “No, Dad. We didn’t do a sex tape. It was a picture of us kissing, but I’m wearing my dressing gown, and Colt is in his underwear.”

“Is that all? Maybe you should do a sex tape then. Give them something to talk about.”

“Maybe, but I don’t think that’s me,” I say, smiling even though he can’t see it.

“How can they suspend you, honey?”

“It’s a very conservative school. I signed a form when I started saying I wouldn’t do anything that could put the school in a negative light.”

“I still don’t understand. How is a photo of you kissing a football hero... he’s one of the best quarterbacks in the league, you know... showing the school in a bad light?”

“Dad, Colt is known as a playboy, and I guess the school board is concerned I’m acting promiscuously. They’re afraid a loose woman is shaping the minds of their children.”

Now it’s Dad’s turn to laugh, and before long, I’m joining him.

“That’s better, princess. There’s no way on God’s green earth you are promiscuous. Everyone who knows you knows that. I wouldn’t worry, you’ll be okay once they come to their damn senses.”

“I hope so.”

“You could always come visit your dear old dad?”

“I could. Where are you?”

“Ah... yes... I’m standing about five feet away from Stonehenge. Amazing! I’ll send you pictures.”

“I’d like that. Is it cold there?”

“It’s invigorating,” replies Dad enthusiastically.

“That’s code for yes,” I tease.

“You’ll love it. The history, the buildings, the architecture... there are so many reasons to come. And if those buffoons don’t know you’re an upstanding woman, then they don’t know you at all.”

“Okay, Dad, I’ll think about it.”

“When I send you the pictures, I’ll attach my itinerary. That way, if you want, you can catch up with me on my travels. Although I think I might only go a little way from here, there’s a village with a stone circle in the middle of it not far from here I’d like to explore.”

“Thank you, Dad.” 

“What for?”

“For always believing in me, even if you did think I’d done a sex tape.” More laughter bubbles up and out of me.

“I didn’t really. And Skye? That’s what parents are for, to encourage and believe in their children. But in my case, you are perfect, always have been.”

“Laying it on a bit thick now, aren’t we, Dad? You’re still my favorite person.”

“As I should be, but I’m happy if Colt comes in a close second.”

I can hear the teasing tone in his voice, and this short conversation has eased my mind. Dad is right. If they don’t know what kind of person I am, perhaps I don’t need to work there?

“Okay, Dad. And I promise to think about coming to see you, especially if my suspension lasts.”

“Let me know, and I’ll put the money for flights into your account.”

“No, Dad, you’re not doing that, but I will let you know.”

“Willful child. Are you going to be okay?” Dad asks with concern in his voice.

“I think I just needed to hear your voice. So, yes, I’m going to be fine.”

“Good. Talk soon?”

“Yeah, Dad, talk soon.”
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COLT

It’s late, I’m headed to Skye’s place. She sounded weird on the phone, and she said she had something she wanted to talk to me about. It’s never a good sign when the woman you’re involved with wants to talk. I’m not worried, things between us are good. I feel a connection with her unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before. 

Life is fantastic right now. No, it’s better than that. I’m playing well, I have Skye, and everything feels like it’s falling into place. Tonight I’m in the Jeep as it’s easier to lug all my equipment around inside the rear of it. 

When I knock on Skye’s door, she answers in a black, lacy, sheer negligee which hides nothing. I take two steps inside, grab her around the waist with one arm, and push the door shut with the other. Our lips meet, and my body instantly responds. I’m hard and aroused at the sight of her in such a skimpy outfit. 

I wrap my other arm around her, and with lips locked, I carry her into the bedroom. Skye has candles lit all around the room, music playing, and as I place her on the bed, positioning myself over her, I feel satin sheets.

Rising up on my elbows, I smile down at her. “Sugar, if this is what you mean by talking, we can do it all night long.”

A small smile plays on her lips. “This is to soften you up.”

“It’s having the opposite effect,” I growl as I crush her mouth to mine.

I place a leg between hers, and she grinds into me.

Skye breaks the kiss. “Colt, one of us has too many clothes on, and it’s not me.”

I smirk, nod, and climb off the bed. 

Skye goes up on her elbows, staring at me with lust in her eyes. 

Reaching down, I grab the hem of my shirt, and Skye says, “Slowly, I want to look at you.”

Trying to be sexy, I do a dance, and with deliberately slow moves, I pull my shirt over my head. 

Skye giggles uncontrollably. 

Undeterred, I slowly undo my belt, then pull it out of its constraints with what I think is a sexy stripper move. Folding it in half, I snap it in front of her as I wiggle my hips. Skye reaches out and takes the belt from me.

“No pain only pleasure tonight.”

“Pain can be pleasure, sugar.”

Skye grins. “True, but not tonight.”

I trail a hand down my chest, over my abs, and undo my jeans, slowly pulling the zipper down. I turn around, shake my ass, and bend over. Skye’s hands grab my ass cheeks, her lips feel hot against my lower back, then her hands move around to the front and rub my cock.

I grab her hands and turn back around. She’s sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs spread. I drop to my knees then push her backward. As I kiss the inside of her leg, Skye emits a long, sexy sigh. Licking, biting, and teasing, I make my way to her vagina.

“Sweet Jesus!” moans Skye, her voice is ragged with excitement. 

My tongue circles and plays with her clit, and then I suck very gently. The noise she makes is telling me she likes it, so I do it again and again. Skye’s knees are bent, she grabs onto them, arching her pussy and grinding into my face. 

“I need more,” demands Skye.

I stand, remove my jeans, underwear, and shoes all in one swift movement. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me,” purrs Skye.

The only time I hear her use bad language is in the bedroom. Skye never cusses outside of it, and it turns me on.

“Move further up the bed,” I demand.

The sheets are slippery, but she slides up the bed easily. Starting at her foot, I kiss up her leg, lick her slit, and continue to her pebbled nipples. I pull down the sheer material and drawn one of them into my mouth. Skye cries out in desperation while arching up. Needing no further encouragement, I drive my cock straight into her slick, tight pussy.

“Oh, yes! Fuck me!” Skye cries out.

I know my woman likes a little bit of rough, so I do as she asks, and I fuck her hard. Her pussy takes all of me as I pump in and out of her. Biting down on her breast, Skye arches, and I feel her spasm around my cock. As much as she says she doesn’t like pain, her body responds to it every time. I claim her mouth, and as I come, a moan of pleasure escapes me. 

This woman will be my undoing. 

I feel like I’m drowning in her, and I can’t get enough.
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Much later, we are still tangled up in bed together, and I’m lazily tracing random patterns on her back. Skye’s breathing is steady, but I can tell she’s not asleep. 

“What did you want to talk about?”

Skye rolls away from me with a sigh. “I got suspended from school today.” 

“Why?”

“Because of us. The principal, Tony Wilson, was sent more pictures of us kissing. Derek sent them.”

“Sugar, why are you being suspended?” I don’t understand what she’s saying, and I need her to spell it out for me.

“I signed a contract when I started with the school that stated I wouldn’t do anything, either inside or outside the school, to put it in an unsavory light. The school thinks you are an unsavory light.”

Laughter rumbles up and out of me. “Me? Quarterback for the New England Warriors, and the guy who’s donating money to the school as well as being instrumental in helping get the drama wing being built is unsavory?”

“Those first initial pictures of us at my front door, and you do have a reputation—”

“I can fix this—”

“No. I’ve decided to see what happens. I spoke to my dad tonight, and he made me see things in a different light. If the school truly believes I’m a risk to them, then I don’t want to work there. My dad has offered to fly me to see him in the UK, get away from things and sort myself out. I have no idea what I’m going to do if I don’t get my job back.”

“You’re giving up?”

“No, I will fight it. But in the end, if I’m let go, maybe I should travel a bit, get a feel for what I should do next.”

I don’t want Skye to go. The thought of her being away from me makes my heart ache, and the fact I’m the cause of her leaving doesn’t sit right with me.

“Why didn’t you tell me you’d donated money to the school?” 

“I forgot. It’s football season, sugar. I’m either training, playing, or seeing you or Blaise. He’s the one who started it all. He confessed he prefers acting to football, but his family doesn’t have a lot of money, so his mom was going to have to make him the costume. From his description of his mom’s sewing expertise, I made a few inquiries at the school with Juliette and discovered they severely lacked funding.”

“Juliette?” asks Skye with an edge to her voice.

“Yeah, Miss Carson.”

“But you called her Juliette. I didn’t realize you were on a first-name basis.”

I rise on one elbow, grinning at her. “You sound jealous.”

Skye knifes up off the bed and throws her hair over her shoulder, then flounces out of the room. 

I follow her quickly and grab her around the waist. “Sugar, since we’ve been together, there’s been no one else. I want you. I’m here with you. You’re the only one,” I whisper next to her ear.

All tension eases out of her body as she melts into me. “The only one?”

“Yes, Skye, the only one.”

Skye twists in my arms and kisses me softly, her hands go up my sides, and she cups my face. “Let’s go shower.”

“There’s my girl.”

Skye smiles, grabs my hand, and leads me to the bathroom.
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SKYE

I’ve been lost for the last week without a job to go to. My home has been cleaned from top to bottom. There’s nothing at home left for me to do. Colt has seen me most nights or called if he’s busy, but I can’t expect him to fill the void in my life that becoming jobless has opened up. 

My dad has also rung me several times wanting to know when he can book my tickets. Between him and Colt, I’ve never felt so loved. Not that Colt has said the words, but he sure acts like it. 

Tonight we are going to his friend, Grayson’s house, for dinner. I think I’ve changed my outfit six times, finally settling on a light pink, almost white, dress. I have a long coat to go over the top that’s a slightly darker shade of pink and silver slingback shoes. I’m wearing my hair up, and as an afterthought, I grab a pink scarf with silver flecks through it just in case it’s cold out.

I’m applying gloss to my lips when I hear a knock at the front door. Stepping back from the mirror, I give myself the once over again and leave the room. After my run-in with Derek, I check the peephole before I open the door, and standing outside is Colt with a bunch of flowers. 

My heart does a little flutter as I open the door. “Aww, honey, they are beautiful.”

Colt holds them out, I take the bunch and inhale their lovely scent. “Thank you,” I whisper.

“My pleasure. You look beautiful. You ready to go?”

“Sure am. I’ll just pop these in some water.” I hurry off to the kitchen and grab a vase out of one of my overhead cupboards. I fill it with water, put the flowers in, and place it on the kitchen counter. When I turn around, Colt is staring at me funny.

“What?”

“Did you forget something?” asks Colt.

“No, I don’t think so...” I say as I look around the room.

Colt closes the gap between us and kisses me. “Sugar, you didn’t kiss me hello.”

I laugh. “The flowers threw me off. It’ll never happen again.”

“It better not.”

I slap Colt on the chest. “All right, all right... we should get going.” I push him away, take two steps back, and ask, “Do I look okay?”

“Nope, sugar, you look so much better than okay. You look perfect. Minerva is going to love you.”

“Minerva? Who’s Minerva?”

“Damn! Didn’t I tell you Gray’s momma is going to be the one doing the cooking? You’ll love her, she’s like a second mom to me.”

“No, you didn’t tell me. Is this ‘meeting your second mom’ appropriate?” I ask using air quotes then spin around.

Colt laughs and grabs my hand. “Absolutely. This is appropriate for meeting my mom. Don’t stress, sugar, you’re going to love her, and I know she’s going to love you.”

Colt drags me back through the house, I grab my bag and a bottle of wine off the side table, and we head out to his car.
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COLT

Skye must have checked and rechecked her face and hair a dozen times on the drive to Gray’s house. I didn’t seem to quell her nerves even when I told her she looked perfect. It amuses me she would worry so much about Minerva’s opinion. 

If I love her, Minerva will. Simple. 

My heart swells at the thought that I love Skye. 

I do. 

Reaching over, I grab her hand and lace my fingers through hers. “Did you notice we match?”

Skye pushes up the passenger vanity mirror and looks at me. “You’re wearing a light pink shirt.” Laughter bubbles out of her.

“Great minds think alike.” I wink at her with a grin.

“Or fools never differ,” responds Skye.

“I like mine better. They’re going to think we collaborated on our clothing.”

Skye nods. “We look good together.”

“Yeah, sugar, we do.” Pulling up in Gray’s driveway, I turn off the engine and look at Skye. “Don’t be nervous. Minerva is wonderful, and Gray is my best friend. They will love you. Gray says you’ve been a good influence on me.” Skye frowns slightly and chews on her bottom lip. I lean in and kiss her. “Stay there.” I climb out of the car and run around to the passenger door. Opening it, I hold out my hand to Skye, she climbs out and grips onto me for dear life.

“Relax,” I say as I pry her hand out of mine and place it on my arm. “Minerva’s a great cook, too.” I pat her arm, and we walk towards Gray’s front door. 

The door flies open, and Gray smiles at us, then looks over his shoulder and yells, “You were right, Ma. They’re here.”

Gray opens the door a little more so we can enter.

Minerva comes into view, and she’s walking quickly toward us. “Grayson! Do not yell all through the house,” berates Minerva. “Let me look at you, Colton. It’s been too long, honey.” Minerva kisses both my cheeks and beams at me. “Now, introduce me to this beautiful woman on your arm, the one I’ve heard so much about.”

I chuckle. “Minerva Moore, I’d like you to meet Skye Hadley.”

Minerva’s eyes go to Skye, then she pushes me out of the way and hugs her. “It’s so good to meet you, Skye.”

“Thank you. It’s so nice of you to have me in your home.”

Minerva links her arm with Skye’s. “Nonsense! Any woman who can tame my boy here deserves an open invitation to dinner whenever she wants. Now, come on, honey, let’s get you to the kitchen, and you can help me dish out the food. These boys eat like animals, so hopefully, with you here, they’ll remember their manners.” Minerva looks over her shoulder at a stunned Gray and I, then she winks as she whisks my woman away.

I look at Gray, and we both begin to laugh. “Animals?” I ask him.

“Have you seen the way you eat?” states Gray seriously.

“I think you are confusing me with you.”

“Nah... I don’t think so. Drink?”

“Yeah, man, that would be good. You got any wine? ‘Cause if you don’t, Skye brought a bottle which she’s left in the car. I’ll be right back,” I say, immediately heading back outside.

When I enter the house again, wine in hand, I find the three of them laughing in the kitchen and talking like old friends. I knew they’d get along. 

“You met my boy in a bar? And you still went out with him?” Minerva looks at me with fake disgust. “Honestly, Colton... you’re lucky she gave you the time of day.”

Gray doubles over with laughter and slaps his leg. He thinks it’s that funny.

“Okay, this is not... make Colton feel awkward. This is... check out the new girlfriend and give her the once over. You are my people, you should be looking out for me,” I tease.

Gray straightens and looks at his mom. “Did he just say my people?”

Minerva nods, then grins, and her laughter fills the room. “My people!”

“You know what I mean, I think of you two as family. As if I’d mean it any other way,” I say defensively.

As we spar back and forth, all the while, Skye is laughing. “Colt, they know. They wouldn’t tease you so much if you weren’t family.”

Minerva stops laughing and hugs Skye. “We’re keeping this one, Colt.” Then she looks at me seriously. “I mean it. You mess this up, we’ll miss you, but we’re keeping Skye.”

Skye goes a lovely shade of red. “Yes, ma’am. I’ll be sure to be on my best behavior.”

“You better,” agrees Gray.

Minerva smiles. “Dinner is about ten minutes away. Why don’t you take our guests into the living room and get them drinks? Colton, is that bottle for me?”

I’d forgotten I had the bottle in my hand. Holding it up, I say, “It’s from Skye. She left it in the car.”

“I hope you like red?” asks Skye, hopeful.

“My favorite,” replies Minerva.

Skye smiles widely, and I grab her hand and lead her toward the living room.

“This is a lovely home,” says Skye as I guide her through the house. “Very homey. It has a woman’s touch.”

I take in my surroundings as though I’ve never been here before and compare it to my home—Skye’s right. Minerva has added feminine touches everywhere you look, but instead of looking girly or overdone, it’s given the house a warm, inviting feel like only a good woman can do.

Even in the living room, which has burgundy Chesterfield couches, Minerva has added cream cushions to soften them. I’m thinking about this and wondering what Skye could do to my home as her house is very welcoming. Skye’s coffee table would go perfectly in my media room. 

“You look a thousand miles away, bro,” states Gray.

“Just thinking your mom has good taste, and how she’s turned this house into a home.”

“Yeah, Ma knows her decorating and shit.”

That’s about as deep as Gray gets about his momma. 

“The curtains in this room are gorgeous,” says Skye as she goes over to touch them. “What kind of material is this?”

“It’s a damask fabric. It was kind of a pain to line up the pattern, but they turned out beautifully,” informs Minerva.

“You made them?” asks Skye.

“Oh, yes! Have you seen how many windows are in this house? The money they wanted to charge for curtains was highway robbery.”

“Momma, I told you I didn’t mind paying.”

“Nonsense, Grayson. I made them for a fraction of the price those people wanted to charge you. And they look better,” scolds Minerva.

“Yes, ma’am,” agrees Gray.

“You know, Minerva, the school I work for...” she sighs, “... worked for, is hiring a seamstress. If you’re looking for work, I’m sure they’d love to have you.”

“Worked?” I ask.

Skye smooths her hands over the front of her dress, a nervous gesture. “It doesn’t look good. Maybe you could ask Juliette?”

“I could ask Miss Carson if you’re looking for a job?”

Minerva looks at Skye then to me. “I don’t know... it’s been a while since I’ve had to work. It could be fun to do something I love.”

“I could set up a meeting?” I offer.

“How about we have dinner, and I think about it?” suggests Minerva.

“Food, now!”

“Oh, Grayson... the way you carry on, Skye will think I starve you,” chastises Minerva.

Skye giggles. “I think all anyone needs to do is look at Gray and Colt to see they are well fed.”

Looking seriously at Gray, I say, “Did she just call us fat?”

“No,” shrieks Skye.

Gray and I double over with laughter. 

Minerva links her arm with Skye’s. “Oh, honey, let’s leave the children to their own devices, and you can come help me get the food out before they clearly fade away from malnutrition.”

Skye nods, smiles at me, and they leave Gray and me alone.

“Momma likes her,” states Gray.

“Yeah.”

“You mess this up, and Momma is going to whup your ass.”

“Yeah.”

Gray pours me a glass of whiskey, neat, and vodka for himself. “How’s the fundraising going for the school?”

“Good, it’s like they can’t get rid of the money fast enough. With the league’s help, and two construction companies on board, it should all be done and dusted by next fall. Between the league and the team I only had to donate twenty thousand. A far cry from two hundred thousand.”

“You going to donate more?” asks Gray—he knows me so well.

“Depends on what the school needs, but now they’ve let Skye go over some bullshit agreement, I’m not so sure.”

“Man, you know it’s like our deal with Calvin Klein. You don’t do anything to embarrass anyone. You’re lucky you had on the right underwear when that photo of the two of you hit the papers.”

I nod as arguing with Gray is like talking to a brick wall. “Come on, let’s go eat,” I say, changing the subject.

Gray follows me into the dining room as Skye places a bowl of rice on the table.

“Jambalaya?” I ask.

“Momma knows it’s your favorite, but she made my favorite dessert... Key lime pie.”

Grinning at Gray, I tease, “She still made my favorite meal. Dessert is like an afterthought.”

“Now, Colton, don’t you tease Grayson, or you won’t get any dessert,” scolds Minera as she walks into the room with a ladle in her hand.

“Yes, ma’am,” I reply with a smirk.

“You get to serve.” Minerva hands me the ladle.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Yes, ma’am,” mimicks Gray.

“Grayson, you get to put paella in everyone’s bowl,” says Minerva with a stern look.

“Yes, Momma.”

I wink at Gray who grabs my bowl.

“Boy, you were taught better than that. Ladies first.”

Skye giggles and hands her bowl to Gray. “Thank you, Gray.”

Gray gives Skye a quick smile and puts paella in the bottom of her bowl then hands the bowl to me. 

“So, Skye, when did you say you were going to England?” asks Minerva.

I drop the bowl, spilling its contents all over the table. “What?”

Minerva runs off to the kitchen, and I look at Skye. 

“Colt, I told you my dad said to join him if it didn’t work out with the school.”

“I didn’t realize you had made plans to go,” I say, anger lacing my voice.

Gray leaves the room. I guess he senses an argument brewing.

“I don’t understand why you’re so upset.”

“Because I thought we were building something here. That we’d be doing this together after football season.”

“And what am I supposed to do for the next few months? Sit around and wait for you? I can’t do that.”

Minerva walks back in with paper towels in hand to mop up the mess with Gray standing a little behind her.

“Why don’t you two go into the living room while I clean this up?” suggests Minerva.

“Don’t be silly. Please let me help,” replies Skye as she rips some paper towels off the roll. “The sooner we clean this up, the sooner we can eat. It smells delicious, Minerva.”

Minerva gives me a look, and I shrug, indicating I don’t mind. The mess is cleaned up in no time, and Minerva takes the ladle from me and serves the rest of the meal herself. 

Internally, I’m fuming. I’m so angry Skye could think so little of me she’d make plans to leave without so much as telling me. The conversation at the dinner table continues without me as I try to understand what the hell is going on. 

Skye glances at me from time to time, worry etched in her beautiful features.

“Colt?” asks Gray. “Colt, are you listening?”

“Sorry, Gray, what was that?”

“That guy, whose son you’re big brother to, he’s out of rehab soon, right?”

“Ah, yeah, his thirty days are up week after next. I got them tickets to the game at the fifty-yard line. Blaise is super excited.”

“Blaise! That’s right! Cheeky little fuc... I mean... man.”

Minerva gives Gray a stern look and asks me, “This is the man that you’re taking care of his medical bills?”

“Yes, ma’am. He needs to get his act together and set himself on the right path for his kid’s sake.”

Skye makes a dismissive sound.

“You disagree, Skye?” asks Minerva.

“He’s the reason I’m about to get fired. Although I commend Colt for trying to help him, Blaise needs him, Derek isn’t one of my favorite people at the moment.”

“He still needed a helping hand. I’ll talk to him when he gets out. See if he can help fix the problem he’s created.” 

Skye shakes her head. “It’s a bit late for that.”

“Clearly, if you’ve already made plans,” I say flatly.

Skye raises an eyebrow. “Maybe we should talk about it later?” She gives me a tight smile and turns her attention to Minerva. “I would love the recipe for the jambalaya.”

Gray bursts out laughing. “Good luck. That one’s a family secret... you’ll have to marry Colt to get it.”

Minerva looks at me wide-eyed as does Skye. “Well, one has to stick around for things to get serious,” I say to Gray, who immediately stops laughing.

Gray looks from me to Skye, then announces, “Dessert! We need dessert.”

Skye rises from her chair. “Thank you, Gray, but I think I’ve had enough for one night.” Skye smiles brightly at Minerva then asks me, “Colt, could you take me home?”

I place my napkin on the table, stand, and say, “Of course. Minerva, Gray, thank you for dinner.”

Everyone stands. I can tell Gray and his mom are uncomfortable. 

Minerva links her arm with Skye and walks her to the front door. 

Gray grabs my arm and whispers, “What the fuck are you doing?”

“You heard her, man, she’s made plans to leave. Guess, I mean nothing to her.”

“You know, Colt, you’re a fucking idiot. That girl is the best thing to happen to you in a long time. Don’t let your pride get in the way and fuck this all up. Now, get out there and apologize to her before she leaves the country and finds someone who’s going to treat her right.”

I grunt, shake my head, and stride out to the car. I’m so angry at Skye I can’t even look at her. The drive home is done in silence, but the whole time I can feel her eyes boring into me, and a few times I sense Skye about to say something, but she doesn’t. When we pull up at her house, Sky opens the car door, and I stare straight ahead.

“Colt, don’t be like this. Please, talk to me.”

She sounds hurt, and as much as I don’t want to be responsible for that, I can’t get myself to talk to her just yet.

“I’ll see you tomorrow. I have some things I need to do. We’ll talk later, okay?” I glance up, and she nods. Her beautiful face is creased with worry, but right now, I need to sort myself out. “See you later.”

Skye gets out of the car, shuts the door, and walks to the house. I wait until she’s inside, then I drive home. My mind is filled with thoughts of her. I’m hurt she’d think about leaving without telling me or even letting me in on the decision.

Walking into my home, Beau comes running up to greet me. He stops about three feet away and tilts his big head to one side as though he can tell something’s wrong.

“Hey, bud, she’s leaving us.”
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COLT

The football sails through the air, sweat drips down my back, and the lights from the stadium make the field so bright you’d swear it was daytime. I watch as the receiver, Todd, misses my throw as I’ve sent it too high in the air, then I’m tackled to the ground. The air is pushed up out of my lungs, and I’m left gasping on the ground as the clock runs down at halftime.

We’re behind in points. 

Because I fucked up the damn throw.

Gray looms above me, looking grim, and extends a hand to help me to my feet. Then he hits my helmet. “What the fuck was that?” growls Gray with irritation in his voice.

“I overthrew.”

“No shit, you overthrew! Get your fucking head in the game.” Gray shakes his head and runs off the field.

At a much slower pace, I jog after him, and once I hit the stands an older guy yells out, “You suck.” This is followed by lots of boos and the occasional cup being thrown at me. I wave, smile, and keep on going because I know when I hit the locker room, it’s going to be much worse. 

Silence greets me as I walk in. I keep my eyes on the floor and head straight for my locker. I can feel my teammates’ eyes boring into my back. I sigh, and the next thing I know, I’m being spun around, and my locker is slammed shut next to my head.

“What the fuck was that on the field,” demands Todd.

“I overthrew.”

“You fucking think? What the fuck is up with you lately? We have a real shot at the Super Bowl, but not if you keep playing li—”

“Todd, get your hands off Colt. Colt, get your ass to the doc so he can take a look at your arm,” bellows the coach.

I push Todd off, stare straight ahead, and do as I’m told. Even now, my thoughts are filled with Skye. I haven’t seen or spoken to Skye in nearly two weeks or even been to the school. I’ve spoken to Blaise on the phone but haven’t interacted with him either. I’ve been training, and that’s my life at the moment. 

My agent, Tom, walks toward me. Tom’s been with me since the beginning. He’ll know I’m beating myself up, so he slings an arm around my shoulders as best he can because he’s a good foot shorter than me.

“So, you screwed up...” I look down at him. “You won’t do it again. Stop overthinking this, Colt. Keep your head in the game.”

Camera flash goes off, an eager reporter no doubt enjoying the emotional struggle on my face. Security guards drag him out and I look back at Tom.

“Go see the doc, take a breath. You’ve got this.”

Inwardly, I groan, but outwardly, I smile for him.

I nod once. “You’re right, we aren’t done yet. There’s still another half to be played. The New England Warriors don’t go down without a fight.”

“That’s the quarterback I know and love,” states Tom.

“We aren’t done yet,” I repeat as I stride toward the Doc’s offices.
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Doc Reed has strapped up my shoulder. I know I’m done for tonight. Coach walks in, his piercing eyes and the set of his mouth tell me I’m in for a talking to.

“You’re benched.”

“Figured.”

Coach sits beside me. I glance at him, but he’s staring straight ahead. There’s a picture of the Vince Lombardi Trophy on the wall in front of us. Coach stands and rests a hand on it. His neck is bent, and it almost looks like he’s praying.

“Did I make a mistake with you, son?” Before I can respond, he keeps talking. “We are so close to this. A handful of games and this,” Coach looks up and slowly runs his hand almost reverently down the photograph. “This could be ours.” He turns, crosses his arms, lips in a thin line, and nods. “Get your head in the fucking game. Work out your demons. I want that trophy.” Coach points over his shoulder and leaves me sitting alone in the room.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]



[image: image]


[image: A close up of a logo

Description automatically generated]

SKYE

I watched as Colt made that pass, and my heart sank for him. Even from my position in front of the television, I could tell there was no way anyone was going to catch the ball. The camera followed Colt afterward, showing his disappointment. Gray helped him up and slapped his helmet, then the fans threw stuff at him, and now he’s filling the screen as a camera crew asks him question after question. 

Colt looks tired, but he plasters a grin on his handsome face. I turn up the volume, and Colt’s voice fills my living room.

“It was one of those games. I let my team down. I let the fans down, but it was one game. The fans know I’m dedicated to them and to my team. I won’t play like this again.” Colt nods, does a wave, and is led away by an older, shorter man.

I pick up my phone and stare at it, trying to decide what to do. Colt hasn’t rung, texted, or even dropped by to see me. The school phoned me a few days ago to ask if I’d seen him as he’d missed appointments with Blaise—that’s when doubt filled my mind as to his true feelings for me. Reluctantly, I put the phone down. If Colt doesn’t want to see me, I shouldn’t push it. 

My phone rings, and I jump, the display reads ‘Dad.’ I sigh, pick up the phone, and hit answer.

“Hey, Dad,” I infuse my voice with fake happiness.

“Hey, sweetheart! How are things?”

“Things are good, Dad.”

“Now, tell the truth.”

A single tear slides down my cheek, and my voice becomes husky. “It looks like the school isn’t going to take me back. The board hasn’t made a definitive decision, but it doesn’t look good. And Colt? Well, Colt is...” Words fail me, and a sob tears through me.

“Oh, princess, I’m so sorry. Come to England, and we can travel together until you sort yourself out.”

“He’s upset with me, Dad, and I don’t know how to fix it,” I say as I cry and sniffle into the phone.

“If he cares for you, as you care for him, then maybe some time apart will be good for you both? It’ll give him some perspective. And if it doesn’t? Well, then, princess, he’s not worth your tears.”

I nod, then realize he can’t see me. “Okay, Dad. Give me three weeks. I need to find someone to house sit, and the board should have decided by then.”

“Perfect! I’ll get you to fly to Glasgow, and we can explore Scotland together.”

I wipe my tears away with the sleeve of my shirt. “Sounds good, Dad.”

“Oh, and I am paying. No arguments. Send me through the details, and I’ll book you a ticket...” Dad pauses, and I’m about to speak when he says in a softer fatherly tone, “I am so sorry, princess. I know you cared for Colt. Maybe even loved him. You sounded the happiest I’d heard you in a long time.”

More tears flow down my cheeks, and I splutter, “Th-Thanks, Dad. S-See you soon.”

I hang up the phone, grateful I have my dad. The television gains my attention as Colt’s face fills the screen, so I turn it off and head for the bathroom. It’s time for a long soak in the tub with a glass of my favorite red. 
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COLT

I’m at home, in bed propped up on pillows watching television. Beau is lying next to me taking up the other half of the bed, snoring softly. I have so many channels to watch, but none of them hold any interest as I click from one to the next. It’s been three weeks, and Skye hasn’t contacted me. I’ve royally fucked this up. Beau rolls onto his back, paws in the air, and his snoring becomes louder.

Shaking my head, I grab my phone and walk downstairs. My fridge is close to empty—I don’t even have enough to make a sandwich. Opening one of the kitchen drawers I find a plethora of menus for home delivery and takeout restaurants. I settle on pizza and call them, placing an order for one extra-large meat lovers’, then hang up and get myself a drink. If coach knew I was breaking my diet this badly, he’d probably bench me.

My phone rings, and without looking at who it is, I answer, “Hello?”

“Colt? It’s Blaise.”

The sound of his voice reminds me of how I’ve let everyone around me down, including him.

“Hey, Blaise, what’s up?”

“You haven’t been around much lately.”

One of the reasons I joined the Big Brother Program was it targeted kids who needed a male influence. Shame washes over me as I realize I’ve abandoned Blaise.

“You know what, bud, I’ve only just ordered an extra-large meat lovers’ pizza. What if I come over and you help me eat it?”

“You mean it?” 

“Yeah, I do. I’ll be at your house within the hour. Okay?”

“Cool! My dad will be here, too.”

Fuck. I’d forgotten Derek was even getting out. 

“Sounds good, bud. We can eat it together.”

I walk upstairs to change and find Beau sitting in the hallway. 

“Guess I’ve been ignoring you, too?” Beau cocks his head to one side and woofs at me. “Do you want to come, too? But no pizza for you, it upsets your stomach, and I am not cleaning up after that. Okay?” Beau stands, wags his tail, and barks louder. “The answer is still no for pizza, but you can come and meet Blaise.”
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With Beau on a leash and a pizza in hand, I walk up to Blaise’s front door and knock. Derek opens the door and walks out, closing it behind him. Beau, being the friendly giant he is, sticks his nose in Derek’s crotch which causes him to double over.

Laughing, I pull back on his leash. “Beau! Sorry, man, he’s a friendly beast.”

Derek straightens and ruffles Beau’s ears causing him to bark, then the door flies open, and Blaise comes running out.

“You brought a dog,” shrieks Blaise as he drops to his knees, and Beau licks him all over.

Again, I pull back on the leash and say, “Beau, sit!” 

Uncharacteristically for Beau, he does as he’s told and looks up at me, tongue hanging out of his mouth.

“Blaise, this is Beau.” At the mention of his name, Beau stands and wags his tail, whipping my leg with every wag.

“Can I pet him?”

Sensing Derek wants to talk to me, I say, “What if you take him inside with the pizza, but do not, no matter how sad he looks, give him any. Okay?”

Blaise stands and eagerly takes the leash from me. I hand over the pizza, and they both go inside.

“You know he’s going to give him pizza, don’t you?” says Derek.

“I hope not.” I look him in the eye. “What can I do for you, Derek?” 

The man shuffles from foot to foot and drops his gaze to his feet. “I want to say thank you for what you did... for me.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Derek’s head snaps up, and he looks me in the eye. “No, there’s more. I... I did you and Skye a disservice. There’s no excuse for what I did, but I did send Principle Wilson an email about you both.” Derek looks remorseful and slightly embarrassed as I nod my head.

“Yeah, we know. Skye was suspended and will probably lose her job.”

Derek’s face creases with a frown. “Jesus, what have I done?”

“Maybe you could reach out to the school, explain things?” I ask, hopeful.

“Yeah, see the problem is I know Tony. Principle Wilson has a thing for Skye, so I’m not sure...” Derek’s voice trails off, and now I understand why they’ve come down so hard on Skye.

“Damn,” I mutter, more to myself than him.

“I’m so sorry, Colt. You’ve been nothing but nice to me, and because of you, I got my old job back, and Maria said she’d think about giving us another go. I’ll try and fix this, I promise.”

Looking into his eyes, I can see his remorse. It does nothing to fix the situation, but making him feel bad about my situation isn’t going to achieve anything.

“How about we not worry about this tonight? Tonight we can eat pizza and watch Beau drool and whine because he can’t have any.”

Derek grins, and I see a weight has been lifted off his shoulders. He nods, and we go into the house. Beau is licking his lips and barking at Blaise as he eats a slice in front of him. Maria is laughing at them both.

“Tell me you didn’t feed him?” I ask.

“I gave him the crust...” admits Blaise with a cheeky grin.

I look down at the pizza, and three slices are missing already. I scoop one up and sit. Maria smiles and hands over a napkin. Beau headbutts my leg in protest to not being given a slice. 

“No, Beau. Sit.”

Doing as he’s told, Beau sits and whines every time I take a bite, so in the end, I also give him my crust, which he swallows in one gulp, then barks for more. This causes Blaise to laugh loudly, and his family joins in at his obvious delight.

I quirk up an eyebrow and look at Beau. “No more.” Then I ask Blaise, “How’s school?”

“Good! Miss Hadley recommended Gray’s mom, Mrs. Moore, to make costumes. She’s terrific. My costume is cool,” replies Blaise with enthusiasm. 

“Gray’s mom is working at the school?” I ask.

“Yeah, she’s real nice.

I have been so wrapped up in my own drama, I didn’t realize Minerva had gotten the job. Guilt washes over me as I think of everyone I’m letting down.

“That’s good, bud.”

“How’s Miss Hadley?” asks Blaise as he stuffs another slice into his mouth.

“I don’t know,” I admit with a shake of my head.

“Why not? She’s your girlfriend, isn’t she?” asks Blaise innocently with a mouth full of pizza.

Feeling like I’m under a microscope, I squirm in my seat. Thankfully, Maria can see my distress and changes the subject. “Blaise, don’t talk with your mouth full. How long have you had Beau?”

I reach out and ruffle his head. “Three years. He’s a good roommate, aren’t you, boy?”

Beau barks and wags his tail with excitement.

“He certainly has a loud bark.” Maria laughs.

“That’s my boy.”

Beau puts his head in my lap and looks up at me. I’m not stupid, I know it’s an obvious ploy for pizza. Caving in, I grab a small slice, rip it in half and give it to him. 

Blaise grins at me. “Thought you said no pizza?”

“Yeah, well, later I’m going to regret that.” I screw my face up distastefully and wave my hand under my nose. “He’s going to stink up my home.”

Blaise giggles, clutching his sides at my words.

Maria shakes her head. “Who wants ice cream?”

“Me,” yells Blaise.

I nod, and so does Derek. 

“All right, three bowls coming right up,” says Maria as she walks away.

“Blaise, why don’t you go and help your momma?” asks Derek.

“Yes, sir.” Blaise finishes his slice by stuffing it into his mouth, and then he leaves the room.

“Have you and Skye broken up?” asks Derek when we are alone.

“I don’t know. Things are a little strange right now.”

“Is it because of what I’ve done?” Derek looks even more remorseful than he did outside.

“You played a part, I’m not gonna lie, but there are other things, too.”

“I could talk to her?”

“No,” I say quickly, not wanting him anywhere near my girl. 

“Okay,” replies Derek, but I can tell he hasn’t let this go, so I change the subject.

“How would you and Blaise like tickets to this week’s game? I can have some sent to you, fifty-yard line?”

Derek sits up straighter in his chair, eyes alight with excitement. “That would be amazing.”

“Okay then, man, I’ll hook you up.”

A noxious smell fills the room, and I look down at Beau, who’s lying on the floor. 

“I think that’s my cue to leave.” I stand and look at Derek. “Where would you like the tickets sent?”

Derek rises and holds out his hand, and I grip it in mine. “If you could get them sent here, that would be great. Blaise! Colt has to go,” yells Derek.

Blaise runs back into the room, his face screws up as he smells the gas leaking from Beau’s butt.

“Ewww! Who did that?” shrieks Blaise.

“I told you Beau can’t eat pizza.”
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SKYE

Today’s the day for my official hearing at the school. I’m sitting in a hallway, and I feel like I’m on trial for murder. The door to the office opens, I look up, and Derek Geyser is there.

“Hello, Skye.”

“Hello, Derek, come to wave me off?” I ask caustically.

Derek flinches and has the decency to look embarrassed and then down at the floor. “I, ahh...” his hand goes to the back of his neck, and he continues, “... I came to tell them I was in pretty bad shape when I sent the email, and I wish I hadn’t done it.” Derek lets his hand drop and meets my gaze. “I am sorry, Skye. About everything.”

I’m annoyed with him, and forgiveness isn’t going to come easily. “Thank you.”

I want to rage at him, tell him he ruined everything, but I don’t. Instead, I give him a tight-lipped smile and say nothing. 

“Will we see you at the game?” asks Derek.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, Colt got Blaise and me fifty-yard tickets, so I thought...” he trails off, obviously by the look on my face, he knows not to continue.

I stand, square my shoulders, and look him in the eye. “Colt hasn’t rung me in weeks. My guess is he’s moved on. I suppose I have you to thank for that as well?” Derek blanches and takes a step back. “I do hope you and Blaise have a lovely time, though. Perhaps you could tell Colt I said hello? Now, if you don’t mind, Mr. Geyser, I’d like to be alone.”

Derek nods and practically runs from the building. I must say I feel a certain amount of satisfaction at seeing his discomfort. 

The door to the office opens again, and I see Tony Wilson, the principal, staring at me.

“Skye, if you’d like to come in?”

“Certainly, Mr. Wilson,” I reply.

In the room are eight members of the board, all of who I know by name. Not one of them can look me in the eye, so I’m guessing they’ve come to a conclusion. I clear my throat and look at each of them in turn. Projecting my voice, so each and every one of them can hear what I say. 

“It has been my pleasure to work at this school. I’ve enjoyed every moment I’ve been here. The faculty, students, and parents have all made this a memorable and soul-satisfying employment. I understand why you’ve called me here today, but my personal life has not been a detriment to the school, but more a beneficial one. After all, if Mr. Anders had not entered my life, then the school wouldn’t be getting a new drama wing—”

“That’s not why we are here, Skye.”

“Excuse me, Mr. Wilson, I would appreciate it if you address me correctly, and is it not the very reason we are here?”

“Miss Hadley...” Tony pauses and looks down the line at the board members, all of whom to me look like they want the ground to open up and swallow them whole. “The matter we are here to discuss is your conduct. The way in which we conduct ourselves is a reflection on the school. You, yourself, admitted to me that it was you in the newspaper with Mr. Anders who was wearing nothing but a... smile.” I feel my face heat at the mention of the article. “You did sign an agreement with us when you began your employment as did all of the staff here. What makes you think you are any better than the rest of us?”

Dammit. As much as I feel like I’m the brunt of a witch hunt, he’s right, but it doesn’t mean I have to like it.

“Does that mean, Mr. Wilson, that you and the board are not going to accept Mr. Anders’ generous gift?”

“As I have already stated, Miss Hadley, that isn’t why we are here.”

In a last-ditch effort to keep my job, I ignore Tony completely and address the board. “All of you know me. You know I’m dedicated, and I love my position here. All I ask is you remember that before you make any decision. I am willing to take a leave of absence and go abroad for a time if it will help keep my position here.”

My throat closes, and I fear the tears which are gathering may fall. 

The oldest member of the board, Mrs. White, stands. She’s always been a formidable figure with her steel-gray hair which is pulled up into a tight chignon. Today her suit is charcoal with a red silk shirt underneath. “Miss Hadley, no decision has yet been made. We will take what you’ve said into consideration, and thank you for your time.” Mrs. White offers me the barest of smiles and with a head tilt, indicating I should proceed to the door.

Not wanting to embarrass myself further, I nod and leave. 

The privacy of my car allows me to let the tears I was holding in overflow. A knock at my door causes me to look up, and standing next to my car is the last person I thought would be here, Colton Anders. Humiliated, I dry my tears and wind down the window.

“The meeting didn’t go well?” asks Colt as he kneels beside the driver’s door.

I stare straight ahead and nod.

“Skye, I’m so sorry. I wish things had turned out differently.”

“Me, too.” I force myself to smile and look over at him. “I-I haven’t heard from you.” To my own ears, I sound pathetic. Colt winces, and I instantly wish I could take it back. To cover up his obvious discomfort, I babble on, “Well, must be going, lots to do. Have an awesome game. Derek said he and Blaise will be at the game this weekend. I hope—”

“You spoke to Derek?”

“Ahh... yes. He came to talk to the board for me.”

Colt smiles, and my heart melts. “Damn! He said he would. I’m glad.”

“You and Derek had a conversation about me?”

“He apologized and said he wanted to make amends, he’s been different since he got out of rehab. Derek’s even managed to get himself a job. He is trying hard to prove he’s changed.”

It’s then I take in Colt’s appearance. Dark suit, white shirt, and a red tie with black and white stripes going through it. He, of course, looks to die for, and I realize he’s here for me too.

“You’re here to talk to the board?” I ask incredulously.

Colt grins at me which sets my heart fluttering and my core throbbing. “Yes, sugar, I’m here for you, too.”

My father taught me to be a strong, independent woman, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to lean on someone who hasn’t been there for me.

“Well, that’s very nice of you...” I start my car, put it in reverse, and look at him, “... finally.” With that, I back it out of the parking spot. 

“Skye, come on! Don’t leave it like this.”

I stop and look at him. “The ball’s been in your hands for far too long. You fumbled it when you should have been holding on tight.”

“A football metaphor, really?”

“Seems to me it’s the only thing you understand. ‘Cause, Colt, you sure as hell don’t understand me.”

I put the car in drive and floor it kicking up pebbles. Glancing back in the rearview mirror, I see his form reflected there, arms up in the air, asking me something I can’t hear.
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Colt has left a dozen messages on my phone and texts pleading with me to call him back. 

He misses me. 

He’s sorry.

He wishes he’d handled things better. 

As much as I miss him, I need him to suffer for a while, but my heart is lighter knowing he does care. 

After a day, I call him back, and he answers on the first ring.

“Skye?”

“Hey, Colt.”

“Tell me I haven’t screwed this completely. Tell me we can work this out, sugar?”

He sounds so sincere, I feel the ice I’ve put around my heart melt.

“I’d like that, Colt.”

“Great. Great! Can I come over?”

And as quickly as it melted, it freezes back over. “You want to come over, now?”

“I’ve missed you.”

Not the three little words I was looking for. 

I’ve missed you equals booty call. 

I know at the beginning it may have started like that, but I sure as hell thought it was more than that.

“Colt Anders, if you think for one minute you can tell me you miss me, then invite your ass over to my bed, and I’ll let you, then you’ve got another think coming!”

“Sugar, that’s not what I meant. Calm down. I thought we could talk. That’s all. If it’ll make you happy, we can do that right now... on the phone.”

With doubt still in my voice, I say, “What do you want to talk about?”

“I spoke to the board. I told them I wouldn’t pull my funding for the new wing at the school, but I hoped they’d reconsider your position. Although I couldn’t stop it now if I tried, the whole project has become larger than life. The league is involved, contractors, honestly... the kids are going to love it.”

“It was nice of you to talk to the board. Not that I think it will do much good. I think they have pretty much made up their minds.”

“I don’t know about that. I spoke to Mrs. White afterward, and she seemed to be on the fence. She was grateful I’d gotten everyone together to help with the funding. Apparently, she’s been trying to organize a fundraiser for a long time but with little success. I told her if it wasn’t for you, it wouldn’t have happened at all.”

“But that’s a lie, Colt. I never had anything to do with all of that.”

“In part, it’s true, sugar... because if I hadn’t have met you, I wouldn’t have met Blaise, and it would never have happened.”

The ice melts again, and I find myself saying, “I’ve missed you, too.”

Colt’s familiar chuckle filters down the line. “I’m glad. How about I come see you after the weekend? How does Tuesday sound? We could go out to dinner?”

There’s a hint of desperation in his voice, and I like it. 

“I’d like that. See you then.”
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Deciding I can’t wait until Tuesday, I buy myself a ticket to Sunday night’s game. The only ones left are high in the stands, so I don’t have a great view. I wanted to surprise Colt, so I didn’t tell him I was coming, but Gray knows. Gray has arranged for me to get close to the locker room at the end of the game with a press pass. I’m excited, and the atmosphere in the stands is electric. The fans are dressed in their favorite team’s colors. Of course, I’m wearing a Warriors jersey and a pair of blue jeans. 

I’m so far up in the stands, there aren’t that many people around me. Gray offered to get me better tickets, but it didn’t seem right after he had already gotten me the press pass. The teams run out of the field, and I look for Colt’s number. The crowd roars to life as they run out. Thankfully, they have huge screens which make it easier for fans to see what’s going on. The camera pauses on Colt, who looks determined, his mouth is set in a hard line.

Over the speakers, the booming voice of a local artist sings the national anthem, and the camera catches the different players singing along. My hair is annoying me, so I put it into a ponytail, securing it out of the way, so I can get a good view of the field and the screens. 

Another family sits near me—mom, dad, a boy, and a girl—all dressed like me except they have their faces painted in the colors of the Warriors—yellow and blue. I smile broadly at them, and they all smile back.

The enthusiasm of the family as they cheer on the Warriors rubs off on me, and I find myself cheering with them. Unfortunately, the other team is ahead by two points. As the game goes on, it looks like the Warriors are going to lose as they can’t seem to best the other team no matter what they do. 

There are five minutes left in the game, the Warriors have the ball. Nervous energy is building within the crowd. If they make this pass, they will win the game. My hair is annoying me, so I pull on the rubber band which secures my hair and shake it out. 

The family in front of me laugh and point at the big screen, my face is staring back at me as I shake out my hair. It looks kind of like one of those shampoo commercials when the model is trying to appear sexy. 

I’m slightly embarrassed. 

When the camera goes back to Colt, he looks angry, and then the final whistle blows, ending the game.
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COLT

There are five minutes left in the game. I’m waiting for the ball to be passed to me from Jones, the center. If I make this, we will win, so I can’t fuck it up. I hear the plays being yelled out, I look up and see Skye’s face on the big screen as she shakes her hair around her shoulders. Momentarily confused and distracted by her, I miss the pass, it flies right by me, then I’m tackled hitting the ground hard. 

What the fuck? 

Was that Skye? 

I’m still on the ground. I can hear the crowd either cheering or booing. Gray’s helmet-clad face fills my vision as the horn signals the end of the game. 

Fuck! I missed the pass! We’ve lost.

Gray moves over me and holds out his hand, pulling me to my feet. I look at the other players, some are staring at me with total disgust and others are avoiding my gaze altogether. I glance at Gray who shakes his head, lightly punches my shoulder, and jogs off the field.

I trail behind my teammates. I’m the last off the field, and my agent, Tom, is there to greet me.

“Shake it off! You’ll do better next time.”

I shake my head, undo the chin strap, and pull my helmet off. I’ve let everyone down, and as we round the corner, it feels like a million lights flash in my face as question after question is fired at me. I look above the crowd and see Skye at the back. She looks worried, nervous, concerned, and I realize she’s the reason I missed the pass.

“Colt! Wasn’t that your latest love interest on the big screen? Are you so in love you missed the ball?” yells out a reporter from CNN.

The crowd laughs, and Tom grabs the mic. “Colt, here, is a dedicated member of the New England Warriors, he has no interest in some would-be fangirl he met in a bar. I can assure you she means little to him, and it did not affect his game on the field. It was just one of those things.”

My head whips to the side, and I glare at Tom. If I could fire lasers out of my eyes, he’d be dead. I look up to where Skye was sitting, and she’s gone. 

Tom waves at the media and pushes me toward the locker room and away from prying eyes.

As soon as we get through the doors, I explode, “What the fuck was that?” 

“That is what you pay me for. That is keeping you a favorite for the media, fans, and your fucking teammates. You are a professional fucking football player, and I need you to act like it! Clearly, this woman is no good for you. You’re playing like shit.”

I blanch at his words, they cut more deeply than they should. All my anger seeps out of me, and I’m nodding as I let what he’s said settle into my bones. 

You’re playing like shit. 

And I know it’s true. 

Ever since Skye and I hit a rocky patch, I’ve been off my game. I can feel myself nodding, I’m in my head, ignoring everyone around me. I can see Tom’s lips moving, I can see my teammates looking at me with disappointment, and when Coach Stevens walks into the room, it’s more than I can bear. I thrust my helmet into Tom’s hands, open my locker, slam it shut and stalk out. 

When I hit the parking lot, I’m greeted with yells and disparaging comments. I don’t let anyone stop me. I get in my car and head for home. I need time to process what the fuck just happened, and I need to get myself right for the next game. 

That’s all that matters. 
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SKYE

With Colt’s agent’s words ringing in my ears, I ran from the stadium. In my haste to get to my car, I fell and scraped my knee through my jeans and took the skin off both palms, but the pain of that is nothing compared to my shattered heart. The angry look on Colt’s face, and the fact he didn’t say anything to deny the comments, crushed me.

I have no idea how I have gotten home. The whole drive was done on autopilot. 

When I pull into my driveway, I wake up as though I was in a trance. Stumbling out of the car and into my home, I close the door and lean against it. Glancing down at my jeans, my left leg feels wet, and the material has a darker patch there.

It’s then the physical pain begins to throb. Limping into the bathroom, I strip off, only leaving my underwear on and take stock of my injuries. The skin on my knee has been pulled back, and blood is running down my leg. With tentative fingers, I push the skin back down, wincing at the pain. I lean heavily on the vanity, waiting for the pain to subside a little. My phone begins to ring. It’s in my jeans pocket, so I bend over and pull it out, the number not being one I recognize, but I answer it anyway.

“Hello?” My voice sounds alien to me, husky and full of pain.

“Skye?”

“Yes,” I reply as more tears run down my face.

“Skye, it’s Grayson Moore.”

“Now is not a good time, Gray.”

“Where are you?”

I look at my hand and see I have something embedded in the heel of my palm. My voice comes out strangled as I think of a way to remove it. “I... I’m at h-home.”

“Okay, I’m nearly there.”

Absently, I wonder how he even knows where I live. I nod into the phone and realize he can’t see me. “It’s okay, Gray, y-you don’t have to c-come over.”

“Skye, I’m here. Come... open your door.”

“I, ahh... I can’t right now. But I don’t think I locked the door.”

I hear the front door open, then Gray yells out, “Skye?”

With my phone still to my ear, I say, “In here.”

I hear footsteps down the hall then into the bathroom. Gray’s eyes widen when he looks at me, and I feel my face flush as I look down and at my near nakedness.

Gray drops to his knees and looks at my knee, and without looking up, he asks, “Towels?”

“In the hall cupboard.”

Gray stands, takes my phone out of my hands, and goes out in the hall. I can hear him opening doors, and when he comes back, he has a facecloth and a towel in his hands. Moving past me, he wets the facecloth then goes back to kneeling. Somehow, he cleans the blood off my leg and dabs gently at my knee.

“Skye, I think we need to take you to a doctor. You have a laceration to your knee, and it looks deep. Did you fall?” I nod my head. “Okay, let’s get you to my car.”

I push off, place weight on my leg, and a loud yelp escapes me. 

Gray reaches around me and wraps the towel around my waist. “I’m going to carry you.”

“Oh, n-no, Gray, can’t I just lean on you?”

“It’ll be quicker if I carry you, okay?”

I nod, and in one swift movement, I’m in his arms and being carried to the car. Gray opens the door and carefully lowers me into it. I look up at him. His features are of concern, and I wish he were Colt. And at the simple thought of Colt, tears run down my face.

“Damn! Did I hurt you?” 

I shake my head, unable to speak.

Gray’s brown eyes probe mine, and finally, he nods. “Skye, where’s your handbag and purse?”

Confused by the question, I answer him. “On the table near the front door.”

Gray nods, shuts the door, and jogs back inside the house. It feels like forever before Gray comes back to the car. He opens the driver’s door and hands me my purse, a black T-shirt and black shorts.

“Oh shit, I’m practically naked.”

Gray chuckles. “I did put a towel around you.” 

I immediately pull the T-shirt over my head and shimmy into my shorts, trying to keep them away from my knee.

“Gray, I’m fine, really.”

“No, you’re not. Colt’s a dick, and you’re hurt. I don’t think they’re going to be able to put stitches in your knee, but it needs care, and your hand looks bad.”

Looking down at the palm of my hand, I can see something is sticking out from under the skin. Sucking in a breath and wincing, I push on it causing me to whimper.

“Leave it be.” I look up at him, his hands are gripping the wheel, and he’s staring hard at the road. “I’m sorry things went the way they did at the game. Tom was out of line, and Colt should have told him so.”

A tear runs down my face. “It’s okay, it wasn’t meant to be.”

“Bullshit!”

I shake my head. “Gray, you tried. I saw Colt’s face...” Another tear rolls down my cheek and drops off my chin. “I’ve never seen him so angry.”

“I’m not going to lie, losing the game sucked. Colt fumbled the ball. Ever since you and he began arguing, he’s been playing badly.”

“You have to be in the same room to argue. I haven’t seen much of Colt since the dinner party with you and your mom.”

“Wait, didn’t he come to the school?”

“Yeah, but I was pissed. He did phone me, but after today, I’m pretty sure it’s over.”

More tears escape, and I wipe them away with the back of my good hand.

“You and Colt are both idiots,” mutters Gray with a shake of his head.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Did you try to phone him? Did you try to see him? The man misses you, but he has an ego the size of ten football fields. You need to fight for him.”

I bark out a hysterical laugh. “I need to fight for him? Come on, Grayson, he needs to grow up and get a set of balls. Not all relationships are rosy. They have their ups and downs, but it’s like he’s always waiting for the downtime so he can bolt.”

With his lips in a hard line, Gray nods. “Yeah, you’re right. Colt is used to things coming easy to him, but you’ve got to understand he cares for you, and it’s more than a little. Colt has never brought a woman home to meet my mom.”

“Never?”

“Nope.” He glances at me. “You’re the only one, and that should tell you something.”

Gray glances at me one more time, then continues to drive. I turn my head and look out the window as silent tears continue to fall. When the car eventually stops, I realize we’re back at the stadium.

“Why are we here?”

“The best doc I know is Dr. Reed, he’s our team doctor. He’s always here after a game checking up on us, and usually the last one to leave.” 

It’s then I take in Grayson’s appearance, he’s wearing a tracksuit.

“Did you follow me home, straight from the game?”

“Uh... yeah,” he replies sarcastically.

“I didn’t even have time to shower. You’re smelling Eau de Grayson. Smells good, doesn’t it?” With a laugh, he climbs out of the car.

I watch as Gray jogs around the hood and opens my door.

“I can walk.”

Trying not to wince, I get out and limp across the parking lot. I’m going super slow, and Gray walks slightly behind me.

“Uh... Skye? You know I like you, yeah? And I’d never hit on you as you’re my best friend’s girl.”

I stop and look at him. “And?”

Gray scoops me up and walks faster toward the stadium.

“Gray!”

“Woman, you’re hobbling. And I know I said the doc is the last one to leave, but he’ll be home, in bed, and asleep by the time you get yourself in there.”

With my arm awkwardly slung over his shoulder, I let Gray carry me. If I’m truthful, my knee is killing me, so not walking on it feels so much better. Wolf whistles pierce the air, but Gray keeps walking, past fans who shout at him, players who tease him, and then we are in the locker room.

“Lady coming through,” yells Gray.

“Why did you yell that?”

“Most of the guys if they’re still here, and a lot will be, could be naked. It’s our inner sanctum.”

Looking around, I see my first bare ass and close my eyes. Gray laughs and keeps moving. It’s not until he places me on a bench, I dare open them again.

“Who have you got here, Gray?” asks a man in a white polo shirt and khaki shorts.

“Hey, Dr. Reed, this is Skye Hadley. She’s Colt’s girl. She had a bit of a tumble in the parking lot. Can you patch her up?”

The man is only in his early thirties, tanned, short back and sides with sparkling green eyes. He smiles at me and nods. “Of course, I can. Now, what have you done to yourself, young lady?”

“I tripped.” I hold up my scraped palms and point at my knee. “I’m such a klutz.”

The doctor touches my knee first, and I jump. 

“You’ve done a good job. I’m going to need to clean your wounds first.”

He walks away, and I glance at Gray.

“Thanks, Gray... for bringing me.”

“No problem. Will you be okay if I leave you here for a little while to go shower?”

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.”

Gray gives me his best smile and leaves me in what I assume is the treatment room. Within moments, Dr. Reed comes back in. He kneels in front of me and frowns at the wound, then applies liquid to a cloth and wipes it over my knee. The pain is instant, and I suck in air through gritted teeth as tears well in my eyes, and I grip the side of the bench I’m on with my one good hand.

“Sorry.” A door behind him opens, and another younger man walks in. “Ah... Jimmy, meet Skye. Colt’s girl. She had a fall. Can you hold this on here for a moment?”

“Hey, Skye.” Jimmy smiles warmly at me. “And sure, Doc.”

Jimmy holds the wad of gauze on my knee as Dr. Reed looks at my hands.

“I need to clean these up, too.”

It’s then I realize just how much they hurt. Slowly, doc unfurls my fingers so he can get a better look at my palms.

“Hmm, looks like something has gone in under the skin. I’m going to go find something to ease the pain. Jimmy, do you have this?”

“Yes, Doc, I’m good.” Jimmy smiles at me. “So, how long have you known Colt?”

“Not very long. I’m not his girl.”

“No? Why’d Doc say you were?” 

“Grayson Moore told him I was.”

“But you’re not?”

“No... I don’t know... things are complicated.”

“Always are with the quarterbacks. You should have picked someone else on the team. Quarterbacks are love-them-and-leave-them types. Colt is no exception.”

Before I can reply, Dr. Reed comes back into the room, black bag in his hand.

“Okay, Skye, I’m going to numb your palm.” He opens the bag and pulls out a vial and a syringe. I feel the blood drain out of my face at the thought of getting a needle.

“Whoa, Doc, I think she’s going to pass out.”

Dr. Reed chuckles. “Not a fan of needles? How about we lie you down?”

Jimmy scoops my legs onto the table, and I lay back, instantly feeling better. I turn my head as the doc holds the needle over my palm.

“Little pinch,” says Doc, and that’s when I feel the sting of the needle going in. “I’m going to leave that for a minute and check out your other hand.” Doc moves around the table and inspects it. “This one is only grazed. Jimmy, can you put some antiseptic on this and give it a good clean?”

Jimmy nods and pours liquid onto a cloth and wipes my palm while Dr. Reed goes back to my other hand. I wince as Jimmy cleans my torn skin. When I look back at the doc, he’s pulling out a chunk of glass from my hand. 

That’s when everything goes black.
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A foul stench hits my senses, and I push the offending smell away.

“She’s awake.”

My eyes fly open, and Gray is standing over me with Dr. Reed who has a small vial in his hand. 

Jimmy is nowhere to be seen.

“I passed out?”

Dr. Reed smiles sympathetically. “Made it easier to treat you if that’s any consolation?”

“It was the feel of the glass being pulled out.” I shiver at the memory.

“Happens to the best of us. Let’s get you up.” Doc chuckles as he places a hand on my elbow and pulls, while his other arm goes around my shoulders, then I awkwardly swing my legs, so they dangle over the table.

“Feeling okay? Not dizzy?”

“I’m fine.” Looking down at my hands, both of them have bandages as does my knee. “How’s my knee?”

“You’ve got a very impressive six stitches.” Doc smiles. “Okay, keep it clean and dry for the rest of today and most of tomorrow.”

“No shower?”

Doc holds up a hand. “You can shower tomorrow night, but try to keep it dry in the meantime. If it does get wet, very gently pat dry it. Are you a runner?”

I laugh and shake my head. “No.”

“Good. I was going to say no running for at least two weeks. That’s when I want to see you again to take the stitches out.” Doc looks at Gray. “But I’d like to see you next week. Can you or Colt bring her in, so I can see how she’s healing?”

“Absolutely.”

Doc looks back at me. “And if you want to help the healing process, put petroleum jelly on the wound. The most important thing is to keep it clean. Take Advil for the pain and rest up.” The doc pats me lightly on my other knee. “And no more running in parking lots.”

I smile ruefully and shrug. “I’ll try.”

“Well, if you do, don’t fall over.” Doc chuckles, pats my knee again, and leaves the room.

“Is Colt here?”

Gray shakes his head. “No, sorry. He left straight after the game.”

“Right.” I sigh and hold out a hand to Gray. “Could you help me down?”

“Think you can walk?”

“It doesn’t hurt.”

“You know it’s going to, yeah? The lidocaine doesn’t last long.”

I shuffle forward, and Gray helps me off the table. “Sounds like you’ve had it before.”

“Too many times to count.”

Testing the weight on my leg, it aches a little, and it feels like the skin is pulling, but I can walk. Well, sort of.

“Want me to carry you?”

I shake my head. “I’m good.”

Slowly, I make my way back to Gray’s car. We don’t talk much on the drive, and when Gray pulls into my driveway, I’m relieved to be home.

“Thanks, Gray. I’m not sure what I was going to do.”

“Well, from the looks of you when I pulled up, a shower?”

I laugh. “Guess that’s not happening now.”

Gray nods. “Are you going to be okay?”

Opening the car door, I slide out carefully, trying to put most of my weight on the good leg. “I’ll be fine, no need to worry.”

“Ring me if you need anything.”

I smile and nod, exhausted from the day. 

There’s nothing left to be said. 

Gray’s a good man, pity some of his gentlemanly ways haven’t rubbed off on Colt.
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SKYE

It’s incredible how quickly a life can be packed up and stored once you’ve decided to move. My tiny home is empty. All my worldly belongings are in a storage facility with a six-month lease, which Dad paid for. He wanted to pay for a year, but I don’t want to be away that long. I simply need a break, and six months seems like a good amount of time to get my head right. 

Dating a famous football player and then break up with him is hard. Every time I turn on the television, he’s there. Every time I go for a drive, his face is staring back at me from a billboard. Or when I open a magazine, there he is, smiling at me, mocking me.

At least in the UK, I won’t stumble across his image anywhere. 

With a sigh, I close the door to my house. The real estate woman, who’s daughter was in my class, is leaning against her car filling out a form. She looks up at me when I get closer. “Hey, Skye, we’re all set. Are you sure this is what you want to do?”

I nod. “There’s nothing left for me here anymore. I’ll be back, though. Until then, will you take care of my home, make sure it goes to a good family?”

“Of course, I will. It’s such a shame you’re leaving. My Maddison will miss you. But in the meantime, I’ll be sure to vet the renters in for you, get some people in who will look after your home.”

I smile and hand over the keys. “Thank you. Tonight I’m staying at the Hilton near the airport, then tomorrow night I fly out. After that, I’ll be in the UK, so if you need anything at all, please call.”

She grabs my hand. “Oh, honey, everything will work out. Things always do. Maybe this move will be good for you?”

Feeling my throat close, I offer her a smile and nod. If I speak now, I know my emotions will get the best of me. 

Pulling my hand out of her grasp, I turn and head for my car. Once inside, I start it, give her a wave, and look back at my home one last time before driving away.
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“Skye, you have to tell him.”

“Gray, he hasn’t called, he doesn’t care. My flight is booked, and I’m going.”

I hear his intake of breath. “Colt is an idiot.” 

“I’m not going to argue that point with you.”

“My momma is going to whip his ass. What time do you fly out?”

“I leave two hours after the game.”

“Keep in touch, yeah?”

“I will, and Gray...”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you for being my friend.”

Before he can say anything else, I end the call. 

Room service was delivered when I was speaking with Gray, and we’ve been on the phone for half an hour, so the food’s starting to cool. Picking up a french fry, I put it in my mouth and turn on the television. 

Dammit! Colt’s face fills the screen, so I quickly turn it off.

Part of me wants so badly to ring him, but it’s been a week, and there’s been radio silence from him. Nothing. I recheck my messages, but there are zero new ones. With a heavy heart, I put my phone on charge, pick up the remote control, and click to the pay per view channel. At least this way I won’t accidentally see Colt’s face on the screen. So as not to torture myself, I pick a comedy and hit play. 

Some mindless entertainment should put me straight to sleep. 

Tomorrow is a new day and a new chapter in my life.
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COLT

The team and I are all in the locker room. We’re dressed and almost ready to hit the field. If we don’t win this match, we can kiss the Super Bowl goodbye. Coach is giving his normal speech to rile us up. I’m nodding, making the occasional grunt to show my support and seem like I’m listening. Problem is, I’m not. As soon as I walked back in here, visions of Skye and the look on her face came flooding back. Someone shoves me, and I look up to see everyone is standing in a circle, and I’m still sitting. 

I stand, thrust my helmet in the air, and shout, “New England Warriors rule!” 

My teammates roar at me and run out of the locker room. Gray is beside me, but I can tell by his wrinkled brow and gaze that he’s concerned about me. “You got this?”

“Yeah, man, I got this.”

“Well, come on then, let’s win this game,” roars Gray.

I nod, my heart not in it, but I jog toward the field. There are equal parts cheering and booing as I run on. Gray uncharacteristically stands next to me while the national anthem is played. 

“Did you ring her?”

“No,” I reply while looking straight ahead.

“You’re an idiot.”

The anthem stops, and I look at Gray. “Thanks, bud.”

“You know she’s leaving tonight, don’t you?”

I shake my head but say, “Maybe it’s for the best.”

Gray grabs my faceguard on my helmet and butts heads with me. “That girl loves you, and you... you’ve fucked it all up.” Gray jogs away, and I go to my position on the field. 

It’s going to be a long-ass game, and I need to focus. 

So, with a growl, I force all thoughts of Skye out of my head.
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There are fifteen minutes left in the game. I’m bloody and bruised, and we are down by six points. 

“For fuck’s sake, Anders, get your fucking head in the game,” one of my teammates loud whispers as we huddle in a circle.

“If you fuckers would actually block their guys, so I could throw the fucking ball, this wouldn’t be an issue,” I growl back. 

Gray straightens, grabs my faceguard, and looks me in the eyes. “She’s leaving. Tonight. She’s on a plane to England, and it leaves two hours after the game. So get the woman out of your damn head. We need to win this game, Colt.” Gray smashes his helmet into mine. “New. England. Warriors!”

The guys cheer, and we run back to our positions. 

Skye is leaving. 

My heart feels heavy. 

I look around the stadium, fans on both sides are going crazy. I look at my teammates and know I have to do better. I rub my chest and nod repeatedly to myself, take in a deep breath and call out the plays. The ball is in my hands, and I throw it just as they break through our defenses and pile on top of me.

Thirteen minutes left in the game.

Gray appears, holding out a hand, and I get to my feet. 

He slaps the side of my helmet. “Make this... and it’s the sky’s the limit, baby. Nothing but champagne and roses. Sky’s the limit!” He jogs back to his position.

Sky’s the limit. 

Skye’s the limit.

I need to go get my girl.

I call out the plays, the ball is in my hands, I throw, Jordane catches it, but is quickly tackled. We move forward ten feet, crawling our way toward the end zone. 

Nine minutes left in the game.

Again, I call out the plays, and again the ball is in my hands. No one is clear, so I tuck it under my arm and run. My legs are pumping as I give it my all, running toward the line. There’s someone at my back. If he tackles me, we’re finished. I hear a growl and grunt but don’t stop, I keep going, increasing my speed, my legs burning. 

I cross the line.

The stadium erupts in cheers. 

Holding the ball high in the air, I turn around. Gray is on the ground lying next to the other team’s man. He flips and stands, one fist in the air, the other hand pointing at me. 

We are tied.

Four minutes left in the game.

We reassemble. All we need to do is kick the ball through the goalposts, and we’ve won. Breathing out, I release all of the air in my lungs. There’s nothing left for me to do, it’s all up to Roman. Taking a breath, I watch as he runs toward the ball, his foot makes contact with it, and I know before it even reaches its destination, it’s gold. The crowd cheers, the whistle sounds, my teammates surround me. 

We’ve won.

The New England Warriors are going to the Super Bowl.

I rip off my helmet and charge through the chaos. Running toward the parking lot, I realize I don’t have my keys or my wallet, and I’m still in my uniform. I spot a car leaving, so I run toward it. 

The driver sees me and stops. “Colt Anders?”

Inside the car is a husband and wife and two young boys all dressed in the New England Warrior jerseys.

“Yes, sir. I was wondering if you could do me a favor?”

“Name it.”

“I need a lift to the airport. It’s a matter of life and death.”

“Get in.”

Opening the car door, the two boys scoot over as I sit on the seat then the dad drives away.

“You didn’t stay for the end of the game?” I ask.

The youngest of the two boys look at me. “You were losing.”

I grin broadly at him. “We won.”

“What?” erupts the family in unison.

“Yeah, I scored a touchdown, then Roman kicked a field goal.”

The wife slaps the husband on the top of his arm. “We missed it! All because you wanted to get out of the parking lot early.”

“Yes, dear.” The man points over his shoulder at me. “And if we hadn’t, Colt Anders wouldn’t be sitting in our car right now.”

The woman narrows her gaze, then looks at me and smiles. “I’m Jeanette Ruthven, this is my husband, Roy, and our two boys, Tom and Jack.”

“Nice to meet you all.”

“Colt, could you sign my ball?” asks Jack, the younger one.

“Sure, buddy.” 

I’m signing the ball when Roy asks, “Which airport are we going to Colt?”

“The Boston International Airport... I have to stop my girl from getting on a plane.”

“You have a girlfriend?” asks Jeanette.

“Yes, ma’am.” I frown at her. “Well, sort of. If I don’t make the flight, and she leaves for the UK, I may not have one.”

Jeanette again slaps Roy’s arm. “You heard the man, Roy, step on it!”

“Yeah, Dad,” chimes in Jack.

Tom pulls a face and whispers, “Gross.”
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The Ruthven’s pull up in the drop-off zone at the international airport. 

“Thank you so much. I’ll get you tickets for the next game.”

“But that’s the Super Bowl,” says Tom.

“Sure is, and we’re going to win.”

“Wait!” yells Jeanette. “How are you going to get us the tickets?”

“Give me your phone.” 

Jeanette hands it over, and I type my number into it quickly. “This is my private number, please don’t give it out. Call me tomorrow, and I’ll arrange everything. I owe you guys big time.” I open the door to get out.

“Wait!” yells Jeanette again.

I quirk an eyebrow at her.

She holds up her cell and clicks away. “No one is going to believe me when I tell them I had Colt Anders in our car... this is proof.”

I lean over and put my arm around the boys. “Quick,” I say as I grin widely. “Got it?” 

Jeanette smiles at me. “Thank you, now go get your girl!”

I get out of the car, wave, and run into the terminal, looking a sight in my uniform. Usually, I stand out as I’m tall, but I can blend in if I try, dressed like this there’s no hiding who and what I am.

“Oh my God! That’s Colt Anders,” yells a woman, but I don’t even look as I run toward the flight board.

There’s only one flight leaving for London—it has to be Skye’s. Walking past everyone in line, I go to the front and wait for the next available check-in person. A young man yells “next please,” and I run toward him.

“I need a flight to London.”

He clicks away on his keyboard. “Ahh... I’m sorry, sir, but all flights to London are booked out today.”

“I have to get in there. My girl is leaving, and I have to stop her.”

“You need to get into the terminal? Just buy any international ticket, all I need is your passport.”

My passport.

I don’t even have my wallet on me. 

Looking at his name tag, I try for honesty. “Steve, I’ve been a jackass. I let my girl down, and she’s leaving to go to the UK to be with her dad. I can’t let her go without first telling her how I feel. The problem is, Steve, I don’t have any ID. Nothing. I came straight from the stadium. Steve... can you help me?”

“I’m sorry, sir, but there’s nothing I can do.”

Turning around, there’s a sea of people behind me, and it feels like everyone is staring—which of course, they are.

“You’re Colt Anders,” gasps a middle-aged man with glasses and thinning hair.

“Yes, sir,” I reply, automatically holding out my hand.

“Bill Watts,” he practically yells as he pumps my hand up and down, grinning like a maniac. 

“Nice to meet you.”

The grin falls off his face. “What’s wrong, Colt?” 

“My girl is leaving, and I haven’t told her how I felt. I might lose her for good.”

Bill’s jaw drops, he scrambles under the barrier and bangs on Steve’s desk. “This is Colt Anders. You heard what he said, he’s gotta get to his girl.”

“Sir, I’m aware of his predicament, but rules are rules.”

“Colt. Anders,” repeats Bill more forcefully.

“Sir, you said that already. I don’t care if he’s the President of the United States, he’s not getting in there without a passport.”

Bill looks horrified and turns to me. “What can I do?”

“I need to stop her from getting on that plane.”

Bill turns back around and thrusts his passport at Steve. “I’m going to Paris. Give me my ticket.”

Steve does his job, and Bill turns back around with both arms in the air. “Everyone! This is Colt Anders, quarterback for the New England Warriors. We need to help him get his girl. Who’s with me?” yells Bill.

The crowd behind me erupts with many shouting, “I will!”

Holding up my hands, I shake my head. “That’s okay, you don’t—”

“Nonsense! It’s the least we can do after you won the game. What’s your girl’s name, and where’s she going?”

“Skye Hadley, and she’s going to the UK. London to be exact.”

“Everyone... her name is Skye Hadley, she’s going to London. Let’s go get her.”

Bill hugs me, and with his fist in the air runs toward border security. He looks like a mad man. To my surprise, many other people are doing the same thing, and I hear chants of Skye Hadley ringing throughout the terminal.

I look back at Steve, his mouth is open and his eyebrows are raised. “Are you famous?”

“Only if you like football.” I smile, then get out of the way. 

Many people are shaking my hand and wishing me luck. 

Steve stands and walks briskly away. I can see him talking to a female employee, and then they both approach me through the thickening crowd.

“Mr. Anders, I’m Daisy Small. Could you come this way, please?”

As I follow Daisy through the crowd, many people take photographs, and a paparazzi camera crew pushes through for a better shot.

“Colt! Is it true you’re here to get your girl?”

“No comment,” I reply as try to keep up with Daisy.

She takes me to a counter and picks up a phone.

“Okay, Mr. Anders, what’s her name, where’s she going, and what does she look like?”

“Skye Hadley. London. Blonde. Five foot five. Blues eyes. Beautiful.”

Daisy dials a number, putting the phone to her ear. “Hey, Lena, this is Daisy. Lena, there’s a passenger getting on a flight to London, Skye Hadley, can you flag her and have her come back out to the front of the terminal?” Daisy nods. “Just tell her there’s an issue with her luggage.” Daisy rolls her eyes. “Please, just do it.” Daisy hangs up the phone. “She should head back through the doors in arrivals. You best get going.”

“Thank you, Daisy.”

“You can thank me by making sure I don’t get in trouble for this.”

“I promise you won’t.” 

Moving around the counter, I hug Daisy, kiss her cheek, and run for the arrivals terminal.

“Good luck,” she yells.

Without turning around, I wave in the air and keep moving. 

Most people get out of my way, but a few recognize me and stand stock still as I maneuver around them. I’m dragging ragged breaths, scanning the crowd looking for my blonde bombshell. 

In desperation, I yell, “Skye Hadley, where are you?”

Those closest to me move away, and the immediate area goes quiet.

An older lady with an ample bosom approaches me. “Who you looking for?”

“Skye Hadley.”

“Yo, people! This here is Colt Anders, and he’s looking for a Skye Hadley. Can any of you help a brother out?” booms the woman with a lot of flair and sass.

“Colt?”

I turn around, and Skye is there.

The woman with the voice touches my arm. “I got you, bro.”

“Umm... thanks?”

She grins broadly. “Well, you best go get her.” Then she shoves me in Skye’s direction.

I stumble a little then lock eyes with Skye. “I’m sorry. I’m a jackass. I don’t want you to go. Please stay. We can go together as soon as the season is over.”

“What?”

She’s dressed in jeans, a long-sleeved top, black boots, and is carrying a large blue backpack. Skye doesn’t have a scrap of makeup on, and she’s still the prettiest girl in the airport.

Closing the gap between us, I take her hand in mine. “I’m sorry. I love you. Please stay.”

“Y-You love me?” she asks, then her mouth hangs open.

Reaching up, I move a stray hair away from her face and nod. “Yes, and I’m sorry.” Tears well in her eyes. “Don’t cry.”

Skye shakes her head and drops her gaze to my chest. “You’re... um, in your uniform.”

I bark out a laugh. “Yeah, we won.”

“I saw.” Skye sniffles. “You smell bad.”

I tilt her head back up with my finger, so I can stare at her gorgeous blue eyes. “Yep. I didn’t want to miss you. I need you. Will you stay?”

The woman with the big booming voice leans in. “Girl, if my man was Colt Anders, and he declared himself like that, I’d stay whether he smells bad or not.”

We both turn and look at her, red blooms on her face with embarrassment as she takes a step back.

“Will you stay?” I whisper.

The tears which were threatening to fall spillover as she nods. I bend and pick her up at the waist, crushing her to me.

“Colt,” yelps Skye.

I twirl her around once and put her down, then claim those lips as mine. Letting Skye go, I grab the busy-body by the face and kiss her, then reach for Skye’s hand and her backpack, and we run for the exit.

“Colt! What are we doing?”

“I ran out after the game. I have a press conference to get to, but I’m not letting you out of my sight.”

“Honey, my bags are checked in. I have to tell someone.” Laughs Skye.

Coming to a stop, I nod, she’s right. “I know someone, come on.”

Dragging Skye through the airport, we jog back to Daisy’s counter.

“You found her?” 

“Yes, Daisy, I did.” I hold up our hands. “Skye, this is Daisy.”

“Err... hello, Daisy?” 

“Daisy, Skye’s bags are checked, but she’s not getting on the plane. What do we do?”

“Leave it with me. Skye, give me your tickets and write down where I should have the bags sent.”

Daisy hands Skye a form and a pen. Skye hesitates a heartbeat, smiles, then I watch as she writes my address on the paper.

Raising an eyebrow at Skye, she shrugs. “My home is rented, so I can’t send them there.”

I don’t care, so long as she stays, Skye can live with me. 

As she hands over the form, Daisy grins. “Okay, you’re all set.”

“Thank you,” says Skye as I grab her hand and once again head for the exit.

“Good luck, Colt and Skye, I want an invite to the wedding,” yells Daisy as I move Skye faster.

“Wedding?” asks Skye.

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.”

With her hand firmly in mine, I walk out through the exit doors, only to run smack bang into a camera crew and reporter.

“Colt Anders, we see you won the game and now you’ve got the girl?”

I smile down at Skye. “Yes, I did.”

“How does it feel to be going to the Super Bowl?”

All I want to do is hide and be with Skye, but that’s not going to happen.

“The New England Warriors have worked hard this year, and we deserve our shot at Super Bowl.”

“You won the last game for your team. Without you, the New England Warriors wouldn’t stand a chance at the Super Bowl.”

I shake my head and smile. “That’s not true. I couldn’t have won the game by myself. It’s a team sport.”

“And the girl? Did you win her, too?”

I can’t help it as my smile widens. “Yeah, the Skye’s the limit with this one.”
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SKYE

Colt’s declaration of love at the airport floored me. Since then, I’ve been living at his house with him and Beau. Beau is completely smitten with me. Colt calls him a traitor. 

Today is the Super Bowl. 

I’m being chauffeured to the stadium and then escorted to the owner’s box to watch the game. I have on my best Miss Me jeans, a glittery black spaghetti strap top and six-inch strappy heels. My hair has been curled, and I’ve applied a little more makeup than usual. As I take in my appearance in the mirror, I feel good. Colt has been nothing but loving and caring, and he’s treating me like a princess. There’s no more tension. It’s like he came to the decision that I am his, and he doesn’t care who knows.

There’s a knock at the front door, and Beau barks out a loud greeting.

“Beau!” I yell fondly. 

The big guy comes bounding up the stairs toward me. I pat the top of his big head.

“You have plenty of treats, and we’ll be home later. So, be a good boy.”

Beau’s tail wags frantically as I make my way down the stairs. Opening the front door, a huge man stands there.

“Ms. Hadley?”

“Yes.”

“I’m here to escort you to the Super Bowl. Are you ready?”

I pick up my clutch from the table near the front door and nod. “Sure am.”
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It’s the last fifteen minutes of the game. The Warriors are winning. The excitement in the owner’s booth is palatable. There’s a lot of alcohol flowing, and I’m having an awesome time. As I look around the room, a statuesque black woman is standing off to one side, eyes glued to me. I offer her a tentative smile, and she nods, throws back her drink, and strides toward me.

“Skye Hadley?”

I take the hand she offers and nod. “Yes. Do we know each other?”

“No. I’m a friend of Grayson Moore. My name is Diandra Evergrow.”

“Oh, are you here as Gray’s guest?”

“Ahh, no... I haven’t seen Gray in years.” Diandra nods at the owner of the New England Warriors, Tyson Reed. “Ty and I go way back, he invited me.”

“Okay.” 

I feel like she’s studying me, and I have no idea why. The crowd roars, and my attention goes back to the big screen. The Warriors have scored again, and there’s no way the other team can win.

“Hell, yes,” I cheer.

“Skye?” asks Diandra.

“Yes?”

“Do you think you could take me with you when you meet up with Colt?”

“Umm, okay.... I guess. Is there a reason you don’t want to go by yourself?”

“It’s been a while, and I have something to share with Grayson, and I have no idea how to do that on my own.” 

Looking at Diandra, she’s beautiful, seems confident, the kind of woman who unknowingly makes every other woman in the room feel inadequate. 

“It’s nothing bad, is it?”

“Oh no, just unexpected. Something I should have told him three years ago and never did. Tyson Reed knows. We thought it was best at the time if we kept it to ourselves, but times have changed.”

The clock runs down, and the whistle blows signaling the end of the game. 

The New England Warriors have won. 

I hug Diandra and laugh. “Woohoo! They won.”

“Was there any doubt?”

“You never know.” I let her go and stand back. “You’re not going to hurt Gray, are you?”

“I promise it’s not my intention.”

“That’s not a no.” 

A frown creases her pretty brow as Diandra grabs my hand. “Please, Skye.”

Tyson Reed walks over, grinning from ear to ear. He thrusts out his hand, and I take it. 

“Congrats, Mr. Reed,” I gush.

“I never doubted them.”

Diandra quirks an eyebrow and puts a hand on her hip. “Really?”

Tyson goes red and shakes his head, then he looks down at me and gives Diandra a sideways look. “Did you tell her?”

“No, I only said I needed to talk to Gray.”

Tyson puts his lips together and puffs out his cheeks. “Good luck.” He looks around the room. “I have a press conference to get to, and you two have a celebration. Have fun.”

Tyson pats my upper arm, kisses Diandra on the cheek, and leaves us.

I cock my head to the side and look into her dark brown eyes, seeing nothing but sincerity in their depths.

“Is Gray going to be upset?” Diandra takes a moment then nods once. “Then why should I let you come?

“Because it’s something he needs to know. And I picked tonight as it’s going to be the best night of his life so far, and it might soften the blow.”

I look from her to the team owner who’s staring at us, and then back again at Diandra. Surely, if it were something incredibly bad, he wouldn’t want one of his star players upset? 

“Okay, you can come. I’m supposed to meet Colt and Gray downstairs in a limo. They’ll still be talking to reporters and changing, so it’ll be an hour or so. Do you want to wait here or go wait in the limo where it will be a bit quieter?”

Diandra smiles and looks relieved. “Quieter sounds good.”

“And I can probe you for information while we wait,” I reply with a grin.

We make our way to the limousine, amid much cheering and jostling from the New England Warriors fans.

The big guy who picked me up is waiting next to the car. “Miss Hadley, you found a friend?”

“Yes, I did. This is Diandra Evergrow. She’s a friend of Grayson Moore’s.”

The man nods and opens the door to the car. We both climb in, and I open a bottle of Cristal in preparation for the upcoming celebrations.

“Want one?” I ask.

“Yes, please, might settle the nerves.”

“How do you know, Grayson?”

The smile that was on her face falters when I hand her a glass, and she takes a large gulp.

“We met in college. Gray was playing college ball then, but he got a contract with the New England Warriors. He was moving onto bigger and better things, and I didn’t want to hold him back.” She looks sad, a small frown marrs her forehead. 

Diandra catches me staring at her, and she shakes herself and smiles. 

“I broke it off. It was my decision. At the time, Gray was not happy. Tyson helped me. He made it so Gray was too busy, too worn out, and surrounded by his teammates that I became a memory.”

“What did you need help with?”

Diandra puts the glass down and looks serious, she moves forward on the seat. “We have a son.”

My mouth drops open as I watch Diandra smile. “What?”

“I know. I should have told him, and I was always going to, but he’s been chasing tonight for so long, and Gray has done so well for himself, I didn’t want to complicate things.”

The glass partition between the driver and us comes down to which I jump at the intrusion.

“Ms. Hadley, they’ve just sent word that’ll they’ll be another half an hour. Do you two need anything back there?”

“Something for shock,” I reply.

“I’m sorry?”

“Exactly how much alcohol is back here?”

“It’s fully stocked, Ms. Hadley.”

“We’ll be fine, then,” I say as I nod at him.

The glass partition goes back up slowly, and I’m left staring, once again with Diandra.

“A son?”

“His name is Dawson. He looks just like Gray.”

“And you never told him?”

“No.”

I finish the rest of my glass of bubbles. then lock eyes with her. “Did you come out of the woodwork now because he’s worth more money?”

Now, it’s her turn to looked shocked with her mouth hanging open and her eyebrows raised. “What? No, no, no! I don’t want money. That’s the last thing I want, you have to believe me.”

She seems sincere, but a child?

A child she never told Gray about? 

I’m questioning whether I should even have her in the limo. I don’t want to upset Gray or Colt.

“I promise you, I don’t want money from Gray. I have my own accounting firm in New York.”

“But you do want something?”

Diandra nods. “I do.” She drops her gaze to the limousine floor. “He’s not going to like it. In fact, I’m pretty sure he’s going to be pissed, but we need him.”

“We?”

“Dawson and I.”

There’s so much I want to ask, but it’s not my place. Instead, I refill my glass and hold up the bottle to her.

“Yes, please.”

Diandra holds out her glass, and we both sit in silence waiting for the men.
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The door to the limousine flies open.

Colt, with freshly washed, damp hair, falls into the limousine. “We won!”

“I know, baby. Congratulations.”

The smile on Colt’s gorgeous face freezes as he sits opposite me with his eyes glued to Diandra.

“What are you doing here?” demands Colt.

“I’m here for Grayson.”

Colt shakes his head. “He’s meeting us at the club.” Colt’s eyes flick to me. “He wanted to give us some alone time.” Colt pushes his hair off his face. “Why are you here, Diandra.”

She glances at me, her pretty lips turn down. “We have a son. His name is Dawson. He’s sick, Colt, and Gray may very well be the only one who can save him.”

Colt frowns and looks at me. 

“Wow! What a night! You won the Super Bowl, Gray has a son, and I love you. Seems like a perfect night to me.” The words rush out of me in an attempt to divert the conversation.

Colt’s face softens, and he cups my jaw. “You chose now to tell me you love me?”

“Felt like the right time.” I scoot over and sit next to him. “And I do love you.”

With a shake of his head, Colt kisses my lips. “I love you, too.”
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Grayson’s and Diandra’s story will continue in: 

Tackling Life

If you liked this story, you might also like:

An MC/Band of Brothers Romance

Spark: MacKenny Brothers Series Book 1

BLURB

One big secret can change everything.

A feisty waitress.

A loner with his guard up.

The attraction is mutual, but Eric must decide if he can protect the secret he holds close to his chest without destroying Cherie, or whether he must walk away from the small-town girl he’s falling for.

She’s a dreamer.

He’s overprotective.

Are you ready for the spark?

This is a standalone book and the first in series for The MacKenny Brothers.

ALSO IN THE SERIES: 

Spark of Vengeance: MacKenny Brothers Series Book 2

Spark of Hope: MacKenny Brothers Series Book 3
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MORE BOOKS FOR YOU TO ENJOY:

The Savage Angels MC Series

Savage Stalker Book 1
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BLURB

Isn’t it funny?

How one accident can change your entire path.

I was an international rock star and the female lead singer for the Grinders, but now I’m hiding in the mountains away from everything and everyone.

That is until the President of the Savage Angels MC, Dane Reynolds, gave me a reason to feel again.

He’s fierce, strong, and loyal, but someone sinister hides in the shadows.

Can Dane save Kat? Or will the savage stalker get to her first?
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Savage Fire Book 2

Savage Town Book 3

Savage Lover Book 4

Savage Sacrifice Book 5

Savage Rebel (Novella) Book 6

Savage Lies Book 7

Savage Life Book 8

Savage Christmas (Novella) Book 9

Savage Angels MC Collection Books 1 – 3

Savage Angels MC Collection Books 4 – 6

The Grinders Series

Truth Book One
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To all the readers, bloggers, supporters and other authors in Kelly’s Angels—you guys lift me up every day.

Without the readers, there wouldn’t be a reason to write.

The bloggers let everyone know when I have a release. I am eternally grateful to you all for helping me spread the word about my books.

The supporters are the friends and family who might not read me, but share my posts and always have my back.

Authors, some of you are my closest friends. You are part of my tribe, and as I know you want the same for me, I only ever want you to succeed and for all of your dreams come true.

Some of you will fall into all of these groups. 

But all of you are important to me.
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Check these links for more from Kathleen Kelly

READER GROUP

What access to fun, prizes, and sneak peeks?

Join my Facebook Reader Group.

Click here

NEWSLETTER

What to see what’s next?

Sign up for my newsletter.

Click here

BOOKBUB

Connect with me on Bookbub.

Click here

WEBSITE

Click here

TWITTER

Click here

INSTAGRAM

Click here

EMAIL

Click here

FACEBOOK

Click here
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Kathleen Kelly was born in Penrith, NSW, Australia. When she was four, her family moved to Brisbane, QLD, Australia. Although born in NSW, she considers herself a QUEENSLANDER!

She married her childhood sweetheart, and they live in Toowoomba.

Kathleen enjoys writing contemporary romance novels with a little bit of erotica. She draws her inspiration from family, friends, and the people around her. She can often be found in cafes writing and observing the locals.

If you have any questions about her novels or would like to ask Kathleen a question, she can be contacted via e-mail: kathleenkellyauthor@gmail.com or she can be found on Facebook. She loves to be contacted by those that love her books.
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