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Chapter One
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“Set your goals high, and don’t stop till you get there.” – Bo Jackson 

“Come on Lexi, you’ll have fun, I promise.” Cece clasps her hands in front of her pleading with me, she’s my best friend and I can’t tell her no, no matter how much I don’t want to do something. She wants me to go to a baseball game with her, she’s dating one of the players and she doesn’t want to be there by herself. I know exactly zero about baseball, I don’t like sports, but she’s my bestie.

“Fine, I’ll go, but you better not dump me as soon as Nate is done playing. Don’t give me that look, you know as soon as he’s around I’ll be chop liver again. If I go with you, I leave with you.” I cross my arms over my chest and give her my best stern look.

“Okay, deal!” I have serious doubts she’s going to follow through with that promise, but she’s lucky I love her dearly. We met in kindergarten, and she’s had my back since she beat up Billy Franklin for me. He was pushing me around, pulling my pigtails, when Cece came out of nowhere and slammed him into the ground, he never bullied me again. Six years later she was there when I ran away to my treehouse, because my mother died from cancer. She held me tight while I cried my eyes out, then coaxed me out with the promise of pizza and movies. Cece was always there for me, so the least I could do for her was sit beside her at some stupid baseball game, so she could watch her boyfriend play. 

Good gravy it’s hot as balls outside, it’s like hell has taken a holiday and its right in the middle of the stadium. I’m wearing shorts with a tank top, and I’m sweating like a damn pig. I look like death warmed over while Cece somehow has managed to stay looking fabulous. She’s wearing her boyfriend's number and cheering so loud I think he can hear her over the rest of the crowd. I had no idea baseball was so popular, the stands are packed with people yelling, cheering, and drinking. 

“What just happened? Why is everyone cheering so loud? Did he make a touchdown or something? Cece, I’m fucking lost woman help a girl out.” She turns to me giving me her patented you’re-kidding-right look. “I know nothing about this stuff, did he just make a touchdown or something?” Great, now she’s laughing at me, full-blown-bent-at-the-waist-laughing at me. People are starting to stare at her, and me. 

“Lex, seriously? You’ve never watched a baseball game before?” When I shake my head no, she starts laughing hysterically again, I want my seat to just swallow me whole, as I slide down it trying to hide from the onlookers judgmental eyes.

“If you are done laughing at your friend, you think you could tell me what the hell is going on. Cece, stop it already, I get it, I’m hilarious.” She’s laughed so hard she has tears in her eyes, yep that’s my best friend right there ladies and gentlemen, laughing at my expense. 

“Sorry Lex, it’s just I figured you knew something about baseball. Marcus, number sixteen, he just hit a home run.” Somehow she thinks this explains everything, and that I’ll just get back to watching the game, but I really have no clue what that means. 

“And that means what exactly? Don’t you dare laugh at me.” Of course that has the exact opposite effect on her I was hoping for, and she’s back to laughing again. I give up trying to get anything out of her, and I just go back to simply watching the game.

“Don’t be mad Lex, you know I love you.” She bumps my knee with hers causing me to smile in spite of myself.

“Yeah, yeah. You’re lucky I love you too. How many more quarters are left?” And she’s back to laughing, damn it, I need to learn about baseball shit. Especially if she’s going to want me to come to more games with her. Why couldn’t she date a football player? At least I know something about football, geez. 

“Innings, Lex, they’re called innings, and there aren’t any left. See both teams shaking hands? That means the game is over. Come on, Nate has to shower, but we can meet him when he comes out of the locker room. Special girlfriend privilege, I get to wait outside the locker room for my man.” I roll my eyes as soon as she turns to lead us to the locker room, she’s like this with every guy she dates, so wrapped up in him that she forgets about herself. She’ll work her entire schedule around them, and somehow she always manages to find the assholes that take advantage of that devotion. I hope Nate isn’t like all the guys before him, Cece has been bragging for the last few weeks about how great he is, how much he spoils her. My pessimistic side had to bite her tongue to keep from saying something that might hurt her, she deserves happiness, and if Nate is the man for her then I’ll support her.

We make it to the locker room door, the security guard checks his list and lets us in. Wow, I guess being a girlfriend does have its perks. Cece beams with excitement and happiness, I’m happy for her, I want her to stay like this. It isn’t long before guys start ambling out of the locker room, some glancing around to find their wife or girlfriend, a few have kids grabbing for them. 

“There he is.” Cece points to the door, a blonde good looking guy steps out, smiling as soon as he sees her, he makes a beeline towards her. He looks completely enamored with Cece, which gives me hope that he’s less of an asshole than the last couple of guys. “Nate, this is Lexi, my best friend. Lexi, this is Nate my new boyfriend.” He reaches his hand out to shake mine, smiling wide while grabbing Cece around the waist.

“Hey, what’s this new thing, I thought I was your only boyfriend, ever.” She smacks his chest giggling, oh god she’s giggling, before she kisses him. “It’s nice to meet you Lexi, I’ve heard all about you from our girl here.” Damn he’s nice, like genuinely nice, and his smile actually reaches his eyes. 

I’m just about to say nice to meet you too, when Cece jams her tongue down his throat, cutting off anything else he might say. Feeling slightly out of place I go to leave them to their make out session, when another player comes up to slapping his hand on Nate’s shoulder. The guy is hot, like melt-my-panties-right-off, hot. He’s looking right at me, smiling like the cat who swallowed the canary.

“Hey man, you gonna introduce me.” Nate blushes a little, as he disengages himself from Cece’s hold.

“Hey Marcus, you know Cece already.” Marcus is looking right at me, boring holes into my body with his intensity. “Oh sorry, yeah man. This is Cece’s friend, Lexi. Lexi this is Marcus.” Wait this was the guy who scored the touchdown, not wait that wasn’t what Cece called it, damn it my brain is mush.

“Hi Lexi, it’s nice to meet you.” He reaches his hand out, and my body goes on autopilot accepting his hand shake. As soon as his skin touches mine I feel an electric shock travel through my body, straight to places it shouldn’t be going. 

“Nice meeting you too.” I need to get as far away from this guy as possible, he’s too intense, too hot, and he knows it. Turning I ask Cece if she’s ready to go, but as soon as I ask she gives me that look. Fuck, I knew she was going to do this to me, she promised, but I knew she’d ditch me as usual. I grab her hand pulling her away from the guys who give us both a quizzical look. “You promised, remember? No, don’t give me that pouty face, that’s not fair, you know what that does to me. Fuck Cece, fine go with your boyfriend.” She hugs me tightly before bouncing back towards the guys all happy, meanwhile I head towards the exit. I shouldn’t be pissed, she’s happy. I should be happy for her, I feel like a bitch for being jealous. Yes, I can admit it, I’m jealous, but damn it this was supposed to be our day. Weeks have gone by, which only happens when she’s with a guy, where we haven’t spent any time together. Today was supposed to make up for that, but I let her talk me into going to this stupid baseball game. 

“Hey, wait up!” I hear someone yelling, but I’m pretty sure since I know no one there it’s not someone for me, until a hand is grabbing my arm. Instincts kick in and I swing out, three years of self-defense classes will do that to you. I hear an ompf when I make contact with solid muscle. When I look I see that said muscles are attached to Hottie Mchotterson himself, Marcus. 

“Shit, I’m sorry.” He’s taken a step back from me, almost like he’s afraid I’ll continue my assault, I can’t help but smile. At least self-defense class paid off.

“It’s ok, I should know better than to grab a woman, I have three sisters, I’m sorry. Any guy grabs them, they know how to kick their ass too. No worries. I tried yelling for you, but you kept going. I wanted to ask you if you wanted to grab dinner, or a drink, or shit I’m doing this all wrong, aren’t I.” He’s blushing, Mr. Mchotterson is blushing, and he’s even hotter somehow. 
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Chapter Two
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“A champion needs a motivation above and beyond winning.”- Pat Riley

I take pity on him, “Sure.” He looks up slightly bewildered at me.

“Seriously? Cool, what would you like to do?”  He looks so unsure of himself, but he has to know how incredibly hot he is, there’s no way he could look that good and not know. Right? I mean I look like a shit on shingles, from sweating my ass off, while he’s all showered looking yummy. If anyone should be unsure it should be me. 

“Um..I don’t know. I’m starving, Cece didn’t even buy me a hotdog while forcing me to watch that stupid game. Oh shit, sorry, I didn’t mean, shit.” He doesn’t look offended, as I keep rambling. “You know what, maybe this isn’t such a good idea. What would we have to talk about? I know exactly jack squat about baseball, and I’m sure you want a girl who will be like Cece, all into the game.” 

“Whoa there, I never said I wanted someone like that, I’m into other things besides baseball. Baseball isn’t the only thing I have in my life, and it doesn’t define who I am. Jeez, I don’t assume the only thing you have going on is the fact that you’re hot, why would you assume baseball was the only thing going on in mine.” He had a point, I made an
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