
  
    [image: Caught Looking in San Diego]
  


  
    
      CAUGHT LOOKING IN SAN DIEGO

      
        OASIS GILA MONSTERS BOOK I

      

    

    
      
        A.G. SANDERS

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by A.G. Sanders

      All rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the publisher, except as provided by United States of America copyright law. For permission requests or information, address the publisher.

      ISBN: 979-8-9948600-0-7 (Caught Looking In San Diego E-book)

      ISBN: 979-8-9948600-1-4 (Caught Looking In San Diego Paperback)

      This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places and events are products of the author's imagination, and any resemblances to actual events or places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

      Cover design by 50s Vintage Dame

      Line editing by Bird and Bear Editorial Services

      Book formatting by Kerry Lockhart

      First print edition 2026.

      Publisher Contact: A.G. Sanders, P.O. Box 446, Wausau, FL 32463

      agsandersauthor.com

    

  


  
    
      To my husband and daughter—Thank you for always supporting and believing in me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Content Warning

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Note to The Reader

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Excerpt from Changeup In Hot Springs (Oasis Gila Monsters Book II)

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENT WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      As an author, I want to be transparent about the content of my books. I know that many people like to have that information before starting a story, and I want to be empathetic to that. I want my readers to trust me.

      However, as a reader, I dislike content or trigger warnings, and I know there are many others who feel the same way. They feel that a warning on the page can reveal plot points and potentially spoil the experience of surprise. I want to respect those readers, too.

      Therefore, I will list all content warnings for my books on my website: https://agsandersauthor.com/pages/content-warnings. Please visit if interested in learning more about potentially triggering content in my books.
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      I guess I set a world record for errors.

      – Mordecai “Three Finger” Brown, Baseball Hall of Fame inductee, 1949

      Camdyn Gallegos stood in shocked silence. Her eyes did not lie. She knew that, but it took a moment for her normally sharp brain to comprehend the scene directly in front of her. Her boyfriend of six months, the same boyfriend who had relentlessly pursued her for nearly a year prior, was cheating on her with their co-worker. She eased back and quietly fled. She didn’t need to see anything more.

      She had come up to the executive level of his family’s law firm, where they both worked, because a case had been misassigned to her. It was Friday, so she wanted to mention it before everyone left for the weekend. It was common knowledge that by one p.m. all the partners and executive leadership broke for lunch, and they would not return to the office until Monday. But today, it seemed quitting time had come earlier, because the place was vacant, except for the couple she’d just seen.

      As she backtracked past empty offices and through a silent reception to the elevators, she tried to process what just happened. Ricky, also known as Richard Anderson Jr.—now known to Camdyn as her cheating ex—had been leaning against the side of his father’s desk. His father’s admin assistant, Cecily, was on her knees in front of him, and what Cam had seen would probably haunt her. No wonder Cecily was always so abrasive and unpleasant to her.

      She didn’t know what kind of game Ricky thought he was playing, but she was nobody’s pawn. If there was one phrase that Camdyn’s grandpa had drilled into her, it was that “Life is like a game of chess, and every action deserves a counteraction”. Ricky was about to become acquainted with that saying.

      Once she made it safely back to her own small office on the lower floor with the other entry-level associates, she sat at her desk and crafted a letter of resignation. She wished that she could just walk out, but she was a professional and had a reputation to maintain. Unfortunately, she’d have to work out her notice for the Anderson Law Firm, and that would be a full month.

      Why had she put herself in this position? She hadn’t needed a job here. Her own family had a dynastic law firm in Arizona. Her plan had always been to join her family’s firm in her hometown of Oasis, but then she’d interned with Ricky’s father while finishing law school in Phoenix and he’d persuaded her to stay on.

      Richard Anderson Sr. was a hustler, and so was she. They got along splendidly, and she’d learned a lot from him. He was a great mentor, so deciding to stay had seemed practical. Later, he’d convinced her to give his smitten son a chance, and now, here she was.

      Joining Anderson hadn’t been a bad career decision. It had brought her a multitude of experiences, knowledge, and contacts that she’d be able to use when she moved on. However, it had been a huge disappointment for her grandpa and her uncle when she’d decided not to join them at Callahan Family Law. She knew they’d be thrilled about her leaving Anderson and joining them, but it was going to be embarrassing for her.

      She could just break up with Ricky and stay on at Anderson, but the idea of that didn’t sit right. She’d just have to deal with the consequences of her decision. After all, it was never too late to change course and admit that you were wrong. And she had definitely been wrong about Ricky.

      He was smart, successful, and handsome, but if she was being honest with herself, she’d regretted ever agreeing to date him. He’d lost his appeal very quickly, and she’d been unhappy with him for at least a couple of months, but she hadn’t been able to figure out how to break things off without upsetting his father or her work life.

      She admired her boss and thought he was a talented lawyer. He was fair, a wonderful mentor, and a truly good person. So she had assumed his son would be a good person, too. Initially, Ricky had pursued her relentlessly. He had been completely devoted to impressing her and convincing her to give him a shot, but that interest had just been an act. Within a couple of months, he’d become indifferent. And she’d thought maybe that was the newness wearing off, that maybe this was them settling into a comfortable routine together. But as time went by, she realized they didn’t share any interests outside of work. Rarely did they talk about anything else, and their dates were usually dinners or events they needed to attend for their jobs.

      He’d become dull and she’d felt like arm candy. A beautiful, successful young woman who came from a respectable family whose name meant something in the Arizona law community. A trophy he could pull out of the case occasionally.

      She really shouldn’t be upset, because she would have already broken up with him if not for the complication of Richard Sr. Not that she ever would have ignored Ricky cheating, but using his indiscretion against him for her benefit was a relief. It was a more than valid reason for their breakup. She wouldn’t be the bad guy. However, that did not negate the anger she felt that he’d dared to betray her.

      It took only a few minutes to draft her resignation email. She left it up on her computer while she packed her tote with anything she might need for working over the weekend, if she decided to do any. She shot off a text to her grandpa and her uncle to give them a brief on the situation and let them know that she’d call them later, then she turned her phone off and slid it into her bag. The fallout would begin as soon as she hit send on the resignation email and she wanted to be out of the building and unreachable before either Richard read it. She was checking it for any errors when a tap sounded on her door, and none other than Ricky pushed it open.

      “Camdyn, why don’t you take a break so we can grab lunch?” he said as if nothing had happened. It made her wonder how long he’d been fooling around with Cecily. Then again, he was adept at bending the truth to fit any narrative, just like she was. It came with the territory of their occupation.

      She looked at Ricky, really looked at him. He stood tall and lean, at least a foot taller than her five four. His blond hair was perfectly styled. A navy pinstripe suit that had been custom-tailored fit him to perfection. And his blue eyes were looking at her with what was obviously faux concern because she hadn't responded. The performance of it all just made her more angry.

      She couldn’t stop staring at him like he was a specimen she could dissect. She wrangled down the rage trying to bubble to the surface, and with a straight, unaffected face said, “No, Ricky. We won’t be having lunch together today, or ever again, unless it’s a work obligation. I’m aware of your relationship with Cecily, so I’m ending ours.”

      The transformation of his expression from concerned to panicked was almost comical. He quickly masked it, but he needed to work on that.

      “I don’t know what you’ve heard, but someone is telling lies. I don’t have a relationship with Cecily.” He said the last sentence with such disgust that, had she not seen them with her own eyes, she might have questioned what she knew.

      She threw her hand up. “Stop. Don’t tell me lies. I saw the two of you in your father’s office not twenty minutes ago.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he insisted.

      “Sure you don’t,” she continued. “We’re done. Our relationship is over and I’ve decided to resign from Anderson.”

      His panic returned. “What? Camdyn, let’s go to lunch and talk about what you think you saw. I promise it wasn’t what you thought. And even if you do break up with me, don’t resign. You belong here.“

      She let out a humorless laugh. “I know what I saw; it was kind of hard to mistake.”

      His eyes shut for a moment, and he drew a deep breath before opening them and changing tactics. “Sweetheart, I’m sorry. I came straight down here because I regret that mistake.”

      She needed to get out of the office before her rage won. “Came straight down here and blatantly lied.”

      “I was frustrated, and it was a moment of weakness. I hate that you know how weak I am, but it’ll never happen again. I can be better. Please remember how good things are between us. We’re a power couple together. Unstoppable,“ he pleaded.

      “It doesn’t matter what promises you make or how much you apologize. I’ve made up my mind. You can explain to your father why I’ve decided to resign and why we’re over.” She reached down and clicked send. It was done. No taking it back now.

      His begging continued. “Camdyn, please stop. Just listen to me.”

      She picked up her bag, clicked off her computer, and headed for the door. She was not going to waste another moment of her time on him. “We’re over, Ricky. Let me go and leave me alone.”

      As Camdyn left the building, he followed behind her all the way to the parking garage, pitifully trying to convince her to listen to his excuses and lies, but Camdyn was decisive, and she always learned from her mistakes. She would not give him more of her time.

      As she drove away with him reflected in her rearview mirror, Camdyn felt lighter. She should have broken up with him months ago. She took a deep, steadying breath and drove on towards her place, but she knew she couldn’t stay there. She needed to escape Phoenix for the weekend. She would not put it past Ricky to come over in an attempt to love bomb her. She now recognized his previous relentless pursuit as just that. Funny how she hadn’t recognized that narcissistic trait when he’d begun to devalue her in their relationship. They say love is blind, but she hadn’t loved him. She didn’t know why she’d been blinded, but it didn’t matter now. She would not re-engage or give him an opportunity to coerce her. She’d be gone when he came around.

      She could always go home to Oasis. It was only a few hours away, and her parents would be delighted to see her, but they’d have questions. So would the extended family; her grandpa and uncle would be over as soon as they heard she was in town, and she didn’t want to talk about what had happened yet. She needed to process. Camdyn didn’t make bad decisions, so it was hard to swallow that her judgment had been so poor. She needed a little time to herself to regroup and plan, then she’d catch everyone up.

      She could go to Oasis and stay with her bestie, Izzy, but Izzy’s man normally worked out of town, and he was home this week. She didn’t want to intrude on their time. And her family would still track her down at Izzy’s if they heard she was in Oasis.

      Her younger brother, Callahan, lived in Phoenix, like her. She could go to his place and lay low, but he was on the road. Cal was a professional baseball pitcher and she was pretty sure he’d be ending a three-game series tonight in San Diego. She’d been a lousy sister lately. Here it was, the end of May, and she hadn’t been to any of his games other than opening day, back in March.

      That reminded her of another reason she and Ricky didn’t work. Ricky didn’t like baseball, a fact that had every person in her family giving the guy a side-eye. She should have ended things with him in March when he’d complained all throughout the season opener. Instead, she’d just avoided the games she enjoyed attending to make him happy. Where had her backbone been for the last few months? Why had she been sacrificing her happiness? Never again would she do that.

      If she went straight home and threw some clothes in a bag, she could make it to San Diego before the first pitch. She could message Cal, and he’d reserve her a ticket. He could probably book her a room at the hotel he was staying at, too. A refreshing weekend in SoCal sounded like just what she needed.
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      A good catcher is the quarterback, the carburetor, the lead dog, the pulse taker, the traffic cop and sometimes a lot of unprintable things, but no team gets very far without one.

      – Miller Huggins, Baseball Hall of Fame inductee, 1964

      Javier La Costa was still buzzing from his new team’s win when he exited the locker room lugging his equipment bag. Catching requires far more equipment than the other positions on a team, and while quite a few players got great endorsement deals for gear, Javi was new to the big leagues. He’d had to invest in his own high-dollar equipment while playing in the minors, and he wanted to make sure to treat it with care because that stuff didn’t come cheap. He didn’t trust the equipment manager to handle it. He’d seen how that kid slung the bags when loading the bus.

      Since he was normally one of the last out, it was no surprise to find only a few people left standing around the family waiting area. But there was no one waiting for him. His dad had passed years ago, and his mother was in Florida. She hadn’t wanted to relocate to Arizona with him. But she’d attended all his minor league home games in Pensacola, and he wondered if she’d watched tonight’s game on television. With the time zone difference, she had probably already gone to bed for the night. So he’d call her tomorrow on the bus ride back to Phoenix. He tried to check in frequently because he didn’t like her living all alone; it was worrisome.

      As he headed out to where the autograph-seekers would be, he saw Jones and Sanchez with their parents. He gave the guys chin lifts as he passed, and they reciprocated. He was still adjusting to and learning his new teammates.

      Outside, he found Miller and his wife talking to a woman he recognized as one of the hot Baseball Annies who’d been shouting at players from behind the bullpen. Miller was signing a card for her. She had to have sweet-talked security to let her around the partition that divided the exiting players and their families from the fans. The Annie was gorgeous. Shapely, with dark hair and pretty features. He could see why a security guard might risk his employment in hopes that she might settle for him if a player didn’t pick her up. She was wearing a thin-strapped tank, jean shorts, and an unbuttoned team jersey. The jersey had Callahan Gallegos’ number on it, and Javi was pretty sure he’d seen Cal at the fence talking with her at one point during the game. But she was still here, so clearly the El Conquistador hadn’t been interested; he’d left ages ago.

      Suddenly, Javi had an itch that he was willing to scratch tonight. He didn’t normally pick up Annies. He didn’t have time for their drama, and he sure didn’t want to end up like Waitkus, a player from the 1940s who’d been shot up by a groupie named Ann in a hotel room. Hence, the reason players referred to them as Baseball Annies. But he might make an exception for this one if she didn’t have her heart set on the pitcher.

      “Hey, Mister!” called two young Hispanic boys who were trying to get Javi’s attention.

      He had a soft spot for kids, so he diverted to the boys. It wouldn’t take him a minute of time to make their night.

      He remembered his dad taking him to a collectible card convention in Orlando when he was about their age. The Canseco brothers, though retired by that time, had been featured guests. They’d each signed a ball and taken pictures with Javi and his dad. It had been an incredible experience to meet fellow Cuban Americans who’d had such success in baseball. And Javi hoped to one day be an inspiration for children like Jose and Ozzie had been for him. Javi took the kids’ outstretched marker and scribbled on each ball while keeping the Annie in his peripheral.

      The truth was these kids probably had no clue who he was and they were just happy to get an autograph from any player. After all, Javi had only been with the team for five games, but they had won all five. He wasn’t saying he was the reason why; heck, he’d been caught looking tonight at his first at bat in San Diego, but he’d later hit a line drive that’d brought home the winning run. So he wasn’t saying that he wasn’t the reason why either. It wouldn’t hurt if the team thought he was their new lucky charm.

      He’d been traded and brought up from the minors to replace an injured player. Once that player healed, Javi could be sent back. To stay in the big leagues, he needed to make himself invaluable to the team.

      That said, even though he was trying to be a good player and an asset to the team, it didn’t make him an angel. Not that he was bad—he didn’t have a horrid reputation like some players—but tonight he felt like letting loose. His teammates were going out and he planned to join them. On the drive over, the guys had talked about San Diego having some of the best Latin clubs they’d ever been to, so they planned to hit one since their bus wasn’t heading back until the morning. Some of the guys had wives and girlfriends that had also driven over. Others would pick up someone at the club or grab an Annie after the game.

      Javi was curious to see how the clubs there compared to the ones in Miami, where he’d lived until he’d been drafted to Pensacola. Northwest Florida was very different from South Florida. Like how there were no Latin clubs. Occasionally some would have a Latin night, but the vibe was not the same. Maybe he could convince this Annie to go out with him tonight.

      As he approached, Miller and his woman broke off, leaving just Javi, a crowd of autograph-seekers, and the Annie. She started to turn and he called out, “Hey. Are you waiting for Gallegos? ’Cause he was one of the first out.”

      She smiled indulgently. “No. I saw him, but he was in a hurry to get back to his room. He was tired, and I got busy talking to the Millers, so he left me.”

      Javi’s jaw nearly dropped. What the heck was wrong with Cal? The woman, based on appearance at least, was Javi’s version of perfection. A curvy brunette who liked baseball. Oh well, he thought. Cal’s loss. My gain. “That was rude, but the Millers are a nice couple. I’m meeting up with them and some of the other players tonight at a club not far from here. They say the club has an excellent Latin room. Gallegos won’t be there, but if you’re willing to settle for the catcher, you could go with me.”

      She gave him an odd look that he couldn’t read. Her expression hadn’t changed, but something had flickered in her eyes. Maybe surprise? Then he realized he hadn’t even told her his name. That had probably caused the look. His game was rusty. “Sorry, hermosa.” He adjusted his bag strap, then extended his hand with his most flirtatious smile. “I should have introduced myself. I’m Javi.”

      She shook his hand, and he noticed how soft and manicured hers was. His own hands were rough from years of hard labor and baseball. Her skin was also a couple of shades lighter than his tan. She obviously didn’t spend as much time in the sun as he did.

      When she pulled her hand away, her eyes were sparkling like she was amused by him, but he wasn’t sure why. “Nice to meet you, Javi. I’m Camdyn.”

      “So, Camdyn, what do you say? Do you like to dance?” he asked her.

      Her smile was more of a smirk, as if she knew some secret he didn’t. “I love to dance. What time should I meet you there?”
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      Temptation is the devil looking through the keyhole. Yielding is opening the door and inviting him in.

      – William “Billy” Sunday, professional baseball outfielder & American evangelist

      Camdyn hadn’t expected to go clubbing while in San Diego, so she hadn’t grabbed anything appropriate to wear when she’d been in a mad dash to finish packing. She’d only brought comfortable clothes for the game, an outfit for the next day that could double as workout wear if she hit the gym, a swimsuit, pj’s, intimates, and her toiletry bag. She hadn’t felt that she needed more than that for a quick weekend trip, and she’d been sure if she had forgotten something she could just pick it up. Unfortunately, she didn’t have time to go buy club appropriate attire.

      Lucky for her, though, she was friends with Morgan Miller, who had told her all about the guys’ plans to go out after the game and had invited her to come along. At first she’d declined, citing nothing to wear, but Morgan insisted she had something Cam could borrow. Third wheeling with Morgan and Garrett hadn’t really sounded appealing, but when Javi had invited her, she hadn’t been able to resist. A quick call to Morgan and she was set…and she had to admit, she felt hot in the little black dress she’d borrowed. It wasn’t a perfect fit, because Morgan was a bit slimmer than her, but that just meant Cam’s well-endowed places were showcased a little better by the tight material.

      Camdyn had become friends with Morgan a couple of seasons back. Morgan had been dating Garrett at the time and dealing with a stalker ex-husband. They often sat together when watching games, but Cam’s last-minute ticket hadn’t allowed for that on this trip. Instead, Cal had gotten her a ticket by the bullpen, which is where her reliever brother spent most of the game anyway.

      When she’d realized Javi thought she was one of the baseball groupies that had been hanging around the bullpen, she’d almost laughed and corrected him. But she’d kept a straight face and thought, why not play along? She knew who he was and that he’d been called up while Thorton was out with an injury. She may not have been to any games recently, but she still kept up with the news about her brother’s team. And Javier was a gorgeous addition with dark hair, dark eyes, and a muscular physique. His quads and glutes filled out baseball pants better than anyone she’d ever seen…and she’d spent a lot of time in ballparks.

      The idea of playing the part of a groupie had been instantly appealing. She could have some rebound fun tonight without expectations. Plus, she loved to dance. She’d taken a variety of dance classes throughout her adolescence, yet she rarely danced now. So, if nothing more came from going out tonight, at least she’d have gotten to dance again.

      Her only real concern was Callahan possibly ruining her fun, but it wasn’t like her brother would be at the club. He hated places like that. So there was no chance of him crashing the club tonight, and if she played her cards right, his teammates would just think that she had shown up at Morgan’s invitation.

      Outside the club, Camdyn could feel the vibrations of the bass coming from the club as Garrett helped Morgan and then her out of their rideshare. She’d ridden with them but had already informed both that she didn’t plan on riding back with them. She hoped to snag a ride with Javi, not that she shared that with her friends. But if her plan didn’t work out, she’d arrange her own transportation. The team’s hotel, where she was also staying, was only a couple of blocks away. Garrett hadn’t liked that, but he knew better than to attempt a debate with Camdyn…though she didn’t doubt that he’d tattle to Callahan if he thought she was being reckless or unsafe.

      Inside, the music blared and Camdyn was immediately pulled into a crush of bodies as she trailed behind her friends to the back area, where the reserved VIP tables were. She let them lead by just enough that it wouldn’t look like she’d arrived with them. She could see a few of the guys from the team, including Javi, lounging at a booth with drinks in front of them. She also clocked a couple of other guys from the team on the dance floor nearby.

      She danced alone, yet surrounded by the bodies of strangers, for a couple minutes within view of the VIP area before making her way over. She’d been hoping Javi would see her and that she could draw him away from the table. When that didn’t work, she decided to approach the table instead.

      Like she’d suddenly entered his magnetic field, his eyes locked onto her and his face immediately brightened. He stood and stepped around Morgan and Garrett, who were chatting with the guys.

      “Ah, Camdyn, you came!” he said in greeting.

      Javi’s departure from the table drew the others’ attention and they quickly spotted Cam. Several lifted their chins in acknowledgment or gave small waves, and she smiled back but didn’t bother to speak as it was too loud to be heard at any distance. She eased to the side, hoping Javi would follow. She needed to separate him from the group before one of the guys blew her cover and exposed her as Cal’s sister.

      She had no doubt that they’d tell Cal she’d been here, but she’d rather they not know that she planned to leave with Javi. She didn’t truly know how Cal would react if he knew. She was grown. Older than him, even. But the guys on the team viewed each other as brothers, and they loved drama, bickering, and were fiercely
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