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  To all the beautiful women who are strong but need time to heal before committing, know that you are worth the wait. Find yourself a guy who will respect your journey and will be patient with you… 






  
  Chapter 1

Benjamin


My alarm blares through my silent house. Reaching for my phone on my wooden bedside table, I turn it off. Most people have the basic alarm that comes with the iPhone, a calming tone to ease themselves into a new day. Not me. Mine is “All I Do Is Win” by T-Pain, Ludacris, Snoop Dogg, and Rick Ross for the right kind of morning motivation.  
Rolling myself out of bed, I flinch at my bruised and achy muscles. At least when I rub my eyes with my hands and stretch my arms above my head, there’s zero fogginess. No hangover or nausea rolling in my gut from drinking the night before. The older I get, the less I can handle my liquor. After a couple of drinks, I’m sluggish the next day, constantly reminding myself never to drink so much again. I pick up my phone to check it, seeing there’re no new messages or calls. Then I’m hitting the shower, hoping to wake up my muscles and ease some of the tightness before more training.
Being the second-string quarterback for the Chicago Eels has resulted in my body becoming a punching bag. But it’s what I signed up for and I wouldn’t change it for the world.
After a long, hot shower, I’m in the kitchen fixing up some breakfast, when my phone rings. Grabbing it from the white counter, I see it’s Dad’s name flashing on the screen.
“Mornin’.” I continue to stir the eggs on the stove as I answer.
“I’m calling to see if you want a lift into training today?”
Peering down, I take in the white towel wrapped around my waist. “I just hopped out of the shower and I’m cooking breakfast now. But I can be ready in twenty. Will that work?”
I turn off the burner and grab a plate to transfer the eggs to.
“Yeah. I’ll leave soon because I’ve got food your mom’s made.”
I shake my head, knowing he means I have a week’s worth of lunches, dinners, and snacks. All prepared as per the nutrition plan the coach gives us.
“Does she realize I can cook?” 
He laughs. “I keep telling her. But you know her.”
I do. And this is her way of telling me how proud she is of me. After all the years she and my dad have sacrificed for me to do the sport I love, taking her meals isn’t an issue. I wish I could repay her, but there isn’t really anything I can do. Well, there is one thing. I shake my head—fuck no. Don’t be ridiculous. An engagement is not happening any time soon. The only shiny, expensive item I want to see in my near future is a Vince Lombardi Trophy.
Thinking about winning it this year sends a wave of emotions through me. Nerves mixed with excitement. Most people would think I got here with only luck. Or a guaranteed spot because of my ex-NFL player dad, who now happens to be the offensive coordinator for the Eels. But instead, there was hard work and a lot of sacrifices that paved my way. And, if anything, having connections made me even more eager to prove myself and push myself harder each and every day.
When my dad turns up a little while later, I’ve eaten and dressed. I unpack the food he hands over before sending mom a quick text to thank her, letting her know I’ll call her tonight.
Dad drops me off a short fifteen minutes later, then I’m walking the sidewalk, soaking in the peaceful Chicago sunlight toward training. Only, I almost trip over my damn feet, quite literally choking on my tongue a minute later from the sight in front of me.
A woman’s bent over the front of her car, with the hood propped open as she looks inside. That’s not what gets me walking closer, though. No, it’s those navy-blue pants that hug her perky ass perfectly, and when she reaches farther, a sliver of skin becomes exposed from where her matching navy-blue top has ridden up. I’m certain this image is extra alluring because I’m not currently having sex. Otherwise, I don’t think I’d be responding this way. The reasons are simple. Hard training sessions. Strict diet. Lack of sleep. Not from lack of attention, that’s for sure. No, that I have an endless supply of. I just don’t want the distraction. Keeping my focus on football is where my head needs to stay right now. 
I run my hand through my hair and drink in her distracting frame one last time before I approach her.
“Hey there. You need a hand?” I ask, my voice a little deeper from the attraction seeping through. 
As she turns, that interest only piques. She’s gorgeous, especially with those sea-blue eyes. Eyes I could get lost in. Eyes that tell a story. I’ve never seen her around the headquarters before. And I would know, because I’d definitely remember her. When she turned to face me, I didn’t notice the stick she was holding. And unfortunately for me, it flicked oil all over my fresh clothes. Specifically, my white top.
She gasps, a wince transforming her pretty features. “Oh my God. I’m so sorry.” Her hand immediately covers her mouth as soon as the words leave her lips. Through her embarrassment, her eyes quickly travel over the expanse of my chest and arms, and I can’t help but hope she enjoys the view. I know I am. Being taller than her is a plus, as I get a good eyeful of her full cleavage. Though, after a glance, I’m trying with all my might not to look again. 
I’m just about to tell her it’s okay. But I don’t get a word in before she moves. Reaching out, she begins rubbing her hand over the splashes. I bite the inside of my cheek, not wanting to stop her. Instead, I watch on in utter fascination, lost for words. When she rubs harder, my stomach contracts under her palm, making her pouty lips part on an audible intake of breath. But she doesn’t stop. The unexpected touch sends my body temperature rising by the second. As she moves a little lower, I swallow hard and coax down an impending erection. 
Thinking she’s done, she lifts her hands, and the color of her cheeks matches the scorching heat I’m feeling inside. She’s not meeting my gaze, and it’s as if she wants the ground to swallow her up. But, as if a switch flipped, laughter replaces her clear unease. A loud, hearty chuckle that causes the corner of my lips to twitch. I look down to where her eyes are trained, instantly finding the source of her amusement. The mess is definitely not ideal, but I’m about to change into training gear, so it’s no big deal.
As her laughter subsides, her eyes meet mine again. They’re wide as they look up at me, and shining brightly. “Remind me why I thought I was a mechanic.”
I nod toward her hand with a grin. “Hey, don’t sweat it. But maybe put the stick away?”
She closes her eyes briefly, mumbling under her breath, “Get your shit together.” 
And she doesn’t wait, spinning to put it back. Only, she holds the stick in mid-air as she searches around the motor, clearly forgetting where it came from. 
I step forward, biting back a laugh. She’s adorable. “Here. Let me help.” I take the stick out of her hand, putting it back in the oil. Tilting my head, I ask, “You finished here?”
She nods with a small smile. “Yeah. Thanks.” 
Twisting to face her, I lean my hip on the gray Chevrolet Blazer and stare down at her. Her sweet scent hits me hard at this proximity, and I suck in a deep, intoxicating lungful of it to hold on to. Her eyes stay locked on mine, still as large as saucers. Neither of us speaks for a beat, but I’m the one to break the silence. “What happened?” I tilt my head toward the car.
It’s a newer model, so I’m not sure how much help I can be. Cars aren’t my specialty.
She folds her arms over her chest. “A light came on the dashboard, and it started making a funny noise.”
I smirk at what “funny noise” could mean. “Did you need me to look at it? Or call a tow truck?”
She shakes her head. “No. I’ve got it, but thanks. You’ve helped enough. Sorry for keeping you.” 
“I don’t mind.”
She shakes her head. “I’ve gotta get to work soon. I’ll deal with it later.”
“Ben!” Levi calls out from behind me. 
She seems relieved by the interruption, taking the opportunity to turn and rush off. Effectively ending our conversation. It’s like she can’t get away from me fast enough. 
That’s certainly not something that’s happened to me before. And it has me standing here, momentarily stunned, like a fool. 
I didn’t even get her name. 






  
  Chapter 2

Benjamin


A few weeks later 
“Hurry up, boys!” Levi calls out to the whole team. 
It’s loud with everyone chatting, and most of the players dragging their feet. We’re all walking our way through the modern white corridor of the headquarters to a scheduled meeting. Today’s agenda is to introduce new staff members. 
“For fuck’s sake. We will get our asses kicked if we’re late,” he grumbles as he glances down to check his watch, then meets my gaze with an annoyed look. 
I offer him a nod, understanding his irritation. Showing respect is huge for the team. But that’s not the worst of it. The punishment that our coach will hand out will be in the form of harder training. My body is too tired for that shit right now, so I’m happy to back Levi up and tell them to get a move on.
Turning around to look over my shoulder, I see them still not listening, and it irritates me. “You heard him. Move it,” I grind out through clenched teeth.
After a few seconds, they shuffle a little quicker. Happy with them finally listening, I turn and approach the brightly lit conference room.
Entering behind Levi, I follow him to the head of the white marble table and take a seat next to him. I look around, checking the score of the game playing on the TV in the background, then quickly recognize a group of people standing at the front of the room. General Manager, Head Coach, all the coordinators, including my dad and our medical team. And then there are some who I don’t know yet. I know how excited these new staff members will be, all recently signing a contract of their dreams. I’ve been there. Still, to this day, I can’t quite believe it. 
As I sit back in my chair, a loud clearing of a throat has the room quietening down. The last few staff take their seats, and my dad moves away, revealing a woman I wish I was more familiar with. I watch on in shock. My eyes can’t believe what they’re seeing. The car trouble beauty is in the same room as me. I know I’m staring, but I can’t help it. I’m unable to tear my eyes away. She blinks rapidly as her gaze connects with mine. I smirk when recognition hits her. Even caught off guard, she’s incredibly sexy. Long shiny blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and the poutiest, most kissable lips I’ve ever seen.
She crosses her arms over her chest as we stare at each other, before she caves and looks away, focusing on our General Manager, Dave, who’s now speaking. I’m listening the best I can, but my eyes haven’t left her once. Every now and then, her eyes flick to me, as if to check if I am still watching her. And every single time…I am.
I wonder who she’s replacing. What’s her role here? We’ve had a few staff recently change teams. And then others retire. I won’t have to wait much longer; my question will be answered soon enough. 
My mind goes back to that day a few weeks ago, her navy-blue outfit now making sense. At the time, I didn’t see the logo because her flowy hair must’ve been covering it. However, I can’t lie, the ample cleavage was a huge distraction too. She has great tits. What can I say? And speaking of her tits, the way her arms are crossed, it pushes them up higher for me to admire. I can’t help but lick my lips. Thankfully, her profile is set on Coach and not on me being a total perv. She’s hot, I can’t help it. Her hourglass frame would be any guy’s weakness. Curves in all the right places. 
“Now you’re all up to date on the news. Let’s start the introductions. Starting with Jim.” Dave carries on talking as my brow furrows, wishing it was her name being called. 
I run a hand through my hair, frustrated, before focusing on the new recruits. My gaze bounces between looking at her and Jim. 
Another couple of people are introduced before the next sentence has me sitting up straighter. 
“Next up is the new physician working with John. Let’s give a warm welcome to Doctor Natasha Blackwood.”
I’m simply dumbstruck, watching as she bites her lip with nervousness before she rolls her shoulders back and waves at us. It’s her. Natasha Blackwood.
A fucking doctor. 
She’s not just hot, but smart as well. 
Shit. I wasn’t expecting that. Hell, I wasn’t expecting her to make my body feel like I’ve just played a whole game. I need a damn cold shower again. She does this. This woman, who I don’t even know, has the ability to make me feel like I’m a horny teenager all over again.
Dave wraps up the meeting, and the room begins to rustle as people make their way out. Purposefully, I take my time getting out of the chair, choosing to wait until the room completely clears out, with hopes of catching Natasha for a chat.
“She’s hot,” Levi comments under his breath, so only my ears can hear it, plucking me right from my daydreams.
“Fuckin’ oath,” I say without removing my eyes from her. Only when Levi coughs into his hand to hide a laugh does my head twist to face him. A stupid smile forms on my lips at him, trying to cover it.
“You gonna try to hit that?” Levi asks curiously.
Am I?
“Yeah,” I deadpan with a shrug. 
Amusement flickers in his eyes, and he thrusts his chin out. “Let’s go train.”
Following his order, I stand and turn to leave. But not before I take one last look at her. Running my gaze over her body, I start from her eyes all the way down to her feet. Then I trail them back slower, finding her blue eyes holding mine unexpectedly. I wink at her, watching her cheeks pink, and she playfully rolls her eyes. Biting back a cheeky smile, I walk off.  






  
  Chapter 3

Natasha


“Mom, is there anything else you need before I go?” I ask, as I unpack last night’s dishes from the dishwasher. 
“No, love. Just go to work. I’m fine,” she replies as she leaves the kitchen table, walking stick in hand as she goes to sit on her spot on the couch.
I read her profile to make sure she’s speaking the truth. When I’m satisfied, I nod and turn to finish tidying the countertop before making her a cup of tea. My morning routine is still new to me because I’ve only been working for the Eels for a couple of months. I finally finished school and got the job. The hardest part is trying to juggle helping Mom and now working full time. I barely had a social life before, but now it’s almost non-existent. I don’t mind, since I’ve never been one for parties and nightlife, but I would love to see my girlfriends more often. Right now, though, I’m struggling to find any free time. It’s hard enough to get in a workout or homemade dinner some days.
Taking the camomile tea to her, I don’t hover to chat. With no spare minutes, I head to the bathroom to wash my face. The warm water is refreshing, but as I lean forward to pat my face dry with the towel, I can’t help but notice the bags under my eyes. 
Shit, when did my face become this puffy?
I would never have thought I’d be this exhausted. Isn’t college supposed to be more draining than work-life? Except it’s the opposite for me. I’m a real-life zombie.
After rubbing moisturizer onto my face, probably too roughly, I quickly add some bronzer, blush, and mascara to give myself some color. If I go to work without it, I’m sure people would think the doctor needs to see a doctor herself. 
Tying up my hair into a neat high ponytail, I get my uniform on, before wandering back out to the kitchen and grabbing my lunch.
Mom smiles at me as I go to say goodbye for the day. “You ready, love?”
Leaning over, I kiss her cheek. “Yeah, I better go. I’ll see you after work. Call me if you need me.”
She picks up her tea and rolls her eyes, taking a sip. If you wondered where I got the eye roll habit, you can blame her.
I cross my arms over my top, staring down at her. She holds her tea in front of her mouth and peers up at me, amused. I try not to smile at her, instead reminding her she can always rely on me. “I’m serious, Mom. Call me.”
“I will. But go to work. I’ll be fine until you’re home. Enjoy! See you later.” She waves a hand to shoo me away before sipping more of her tea.
I squint as I check her over one last time, making sure she has her walking stick, blanket, remote, and frame close. Ever since her work accident ten years ago, I have been her around-the-clock caregiver, adding to my exhausting school and now work hours. Mom can use her stick or frame during the day, but by night-time, her muscles are fatigued, and the pain gets unbearable. Her movements become restricted, and she requires my help getting to bed. But I wouldn’t change my life for the world. Mom’s one of my best friends, and I’ll always be there for her. 
With nothing else to do for her, I say, “Okay, see you later.”
I spin around, grab my purse from the counter, and leave the house. I don’t want to be late and give John, aka, my asshole boss, any reason to be pissed off at me today. Ever since I started, he’s been irritated by me, and I have no idea why. I follow his instructions to a T. Yet he huffs around and mumbles under his breath about missing the previous physician. A much older, male physician. Insert another eye roll from me at that. Since the other one retired, it’s clear he’s had no other choice but to tolerate me. 
After my residency, I worked in a hospital for two years, receiving my sports medicine board certificate with high scores. Which I’ve mentioned to him on more than one occasion, hoping to win him over. But I only get a glum look or, if I’m lucky, a nod. No matter what I do or say, he won’t warm to me. Not a hint of a smile, or one pleasant word. Just a flat expression that shows his disappointment. But I won’t give up. I’ve always wanted to work as a physician, and I love football, so studying and working as a sports physician for an NFL team was a no-brainer. When the job came up so close to home, I took it as a sign. It was meant to be mine. Hence why, I won’t leave or back down without a fight.
Half an hour later, I stand on the sideline, clutching a board in front of me, watching the team train hard. And hard they are. Wide shoulders, thick waists, lean muscled thighs, and minimal body fat. Yeah, it’s a sight I’m not used to. And I wonder if I will ever get used to it. 
A player gets hit from the side, and I tighten my grip on my board. That’s another thing to get used to: seeing injuries in action, not just after the fact. But they play on as if nothing happened, and my grip loosens, a breath whooshing from my lungs in relief. After starting this morning at nine, I can’t help but yawn, but thankfully, the loud whistles are keeping me awake. The early rise to help mom get organized for the day and then the late nights caring for her are the cause of my chronic tiredness, not that I will complain. If she needs me, I’ll be there for her.
It’s just after halfway through the training session, and I’m scanning the oval, always on high alert, evaluating the players to make sure they are ready for the game. The team is playing so effortlessly today. It makes my job a little easier.
“What’s going on?” Mia asks as she creeps up to stand beside me, causing me to jump.
And it just so happens that my new friend is also the head coach, Chris’s daughter. Since I started here over a month ago, she has helped me settle in. There hasn’t been a day we haven’t chatted. We immediately clicked. It’s nice to have her around, even if she is a bit out there.
“Not much,” I say with a quick smile toward her, trying to keep my eyes on the game. “What are you doing?” I ask curiously.
“Taking it easy before I become flat-out.” 
Mia’s a physiotherapist, but with her dad’s position, she’s able to get away with not following as many rules as the rest of us. Including wearing skinny blue jeans instead of the navy pants. 
At least she wears the top…I guess? 
I can’t blame her, though. If I were her, I’d do it too. John is watching her, but she isn’t worried, unlike me, who needs a job to support my mom.
So, I say under my breath, “I wish I could take it easy, but you know I can’t.” 
She nods and then her lips twist into a wide smile. “How’s Ben?” She peers around, clearly trying to find him, but of course, he’s in his position—which is the second-string quarterback.
“The idiot doesn’t want to listen to John.” My bored tone is the complete opposite of how my stomach flips at the mention of his name. But I was dumb enough to tell her about my car incident with him. And now she keeps begging me to let her set us up on a date. Because, and I quote, “He’s single and you two would make the best couple.”
I watch him move around the field effortlessly with a fixed stare, his large frame bent forward in his start position, ready to go. I grind my teeth together as I remember how dismissive he was to John before the game.
“I’m fine,” he had said simply, and then he gave us a charming grin, so John didn’t press him further. He clearly thinks he knows how to smooth people over, but I didn’t go to school for nine years for him to look at me as just some medic. I want to be taken seriously as one of the physicians here. Even as I stand here watching, he quickly rubs his knee as if no one will notice.
Yet I do.
I pull my pen out and make a note, hoping I can pressure him later to let me look at it. I still need to tell John. If he finds out I knew Ben isn’t 100 percent and I didn’t inform him, I’ll risk losing this job.
As I watch Ben straighten, I can see his pinched brows that give his pain away. I know it’s causing him grief, but he just refuses to listen.
Fucking stubborn.
I wish he would give up and let me do my job.
“I’m sure he’ll be fine. Maybe he’s been training too hard. You know they can’t do anything, like partying, until the seasons over, so they over train,” Mia mutters.
I don’t believe any of these players follow the rules. I don’t trust men as far as I could throw them.
They all lie, disappoint, and are completely selfish.
“Yes, I know, but this job is important to me, Mia. I have to get through and figure out a way to make him listen,” I say, continuing to watch him run across the field. He shows no other displayed concern about the injury, so I move on reluctantly and scan the other players. 
A minute later, my gaze hits a running player from my periphery—Ben. I frown. What’s he doing? He’s sprinting over toward us.
Oh, crap.
I straighten, expecting him to need me. Instead, he picks up the ball and tucks it under one arm. Lifting his top up with the other, he wipes the beads of sweat dripping from his face. With the fabric pulled up, it’s hard to miss his tanned stomach, rippled with abs and a dusting of masculine hair. I blink rapidly and focus back up on his face, feeling the heat hit my cheeks. Unfortunately, when I lock eyes with him, he’s sporting a smug grin and a cocked brow. I’m about to turn away, embarrassed for openly enjoying his body, but as he jogs off, he passes the ball and fails miserably. I gasp, and he turns to briefly look at me over his shoulder before he rubs the back of his neck and ducks his chin, sprinting off.
“He’s so damn hot,” Mia gushes, fanning herself.
I roll my eyes. “Ugh. In your eyes only.”
Her head turns so quickly I’m surprised she didn’t break her neck. “As if! You liar!”
I jerk back, my eyes widening in horror. “Shhh, Mia. You’re so loud, someone will hear you. And I’m supposed to be working!” I giggle before adding, “John will have my balls if I step an inch out of line.”
She elbows me.
“Ouch,” I say with a wince, grabbing my side. “What did you do that for?”
“You don’t have balls,” she says and waves over my lower body. “Under all the dust is a vagina.”
For fuck’s sake.
I shake my head at her crassness, and suck in a deep breath to prevent another laugh that’s bubbling. But it slips.
“Mia.” I grip the board in my hands a little tighter, trying not to indulge her. Not wanting to discuss how long it’s been since I last had sex.
A long time.
“What? It’s okay to want it. They’re the best in the bedroom. A little rough and the dirty talk…” she continues.
I don’t know why I expected her to shut up. It wouldn’t be her if she did. So, I let her go on and on as I continue studying the players.
“He would make you laugh too, and can you imagine the babies?”
She’s already trying to marry me up, and I could not think of anything worse right now. I worked too damn hard to get where I am now. To get further ahead, to let a man impede where I want to go with my future...love isn’t on my agenda. I’m not about to depend on someone again, hence why I want this career. No, I need it.
“Well, you’re dating Levi, so shouldn’t you keep your eyes on him?” I ask with a raised brow.
She and Levi aren’t in a relationship when her dad is around. He would not approve of his daughter dating a player from his own team. It’s a secret we all keep, but I continue reminding her that secrets have a way of coming out, so she’s better off being open and telling him than him finding out from someone else.
I move my gaze onto the subject at hand, sitting on the sidelines, more solid than Ben, but at the same height of six-three. As I flick my gaze between the two, Ben takes a three-step before throwing the ball. Every day, there’s a moment when the sheer excitement of doing my dream job causes me to smile. And this is it. I almost don’t realize Mia is talking again.
“I am, and Levi is sexy, but that doesn’t mean I’m blind. Ben’s just charming, like, look at that cheeky boy grin.” Mia’s words pull me back to glance at Ben. That part I can agree with. The small snippets of charm he’s directed at me are hard to ignore.
“Mia, you’re not helping the situation,” I say with a groan. “This is not how you speak when you’re with someone. The only person who should matter or who you find attractive is the one right in front of you. The one you can’t stop thinking about, breathing about, and dreaming about. Your whole life revolves around that one person’s air.” I tsk and turn toward her. 
She flicks her long black hair over her shoulders, and I’m reminded she doesn’t wear a nametag. I have argued with John, but he insists on making me wear one all year round. 
How embarrassing, as if the guys won’t remember my name on their own.
“See, that’s where you’re wrong,” Mia argues, and it makes me smile, waiting to hear her take on it.
“You overthink everything, Tash. The way you talk about love, it’s just so beautiful. You really want to be with someone. It’s just we’ve got to find you the right guy. Not every guy will let you down, and I know one in particular who’s totally into you.” She pauses, her gaze moving back to the field, and then she continues. “And there is nothing better than a tall, delicious, sandy-blond man with blue eyes to have you falling head over heels for.”
I snort. “There is no need to find love. I don’t need it or want it. I’m trying to juggle a new job, John, Mom, bills, and maybe just a minute of time for myself. I can’t possibly put a guy into the mix.” 
“Bullshit,” she coughs into her fist. 
I purse my lips to stop the smile that’s trying to split open on my face. “John told me his rules and expectations. And one specifically includes not dating a player.”
“No!” she gasps, grabbing my upper arm and facing me with a surprised expression.
I nod. “Yep. He even made me repeat what he said, so he knew I was listening.”
“What an asshole!” she sneers, her eyes narrowed.
I snicker. That I can’t disagree with.
We stay silent after that. And I’m kind of grateful. With only ten minutes left, my eyes keep drifting to Ben. I’m unable to deny that I would be interested in somebody like him. But as I rake my gaze over his gloriously fit body that’s glistening in sweat, I internally kick myself for thinking about him like that. John made it loud and clear, and I need to focus on my new job. I don’t want to risk losing this incredible opportunity for a fling. It makes me physically sick thinking about it.
Ugh.
“I think they have a very good appetite,” Mia says with a chuckle, still looking at the guys, breaking up our peaceful silence.
“Talking about them eating like pigs isn’t appealing,” I mutter with a shake of my head, and wonder what she’s on about.
She tips her head back, laughing. When she straightens, she says in a whisper, “Oh, you idiot. Not that kind of hunger.”
She wiggles her eyebrows at me with a funny expression written across her face.
The penny drops.
Her mind is back in the gutter.
Oh.
“Oh my God.” I laugh, but it’s strangled with shock. 
Ben moves close to us again, and I drop my gaze to the board, avoiding eye contact with him. When I feel him jog away, I peer back up and finish the conversation with Mia, ignoring the tension coiling in my back.
“I really need to concentrate, Mia. John will be up my ass, as per usual, if I don’t keep my mind on the job. He hates me. I heard him mutter today about this being a man’s world,” I say, trying to not let the comment get to me. Even if it has already stung the way it was intended to.
After a few deep breaths, I’m feeling my body slacken, and I’m able to focus back on the task at hand.
“John is an asshole. Women can do just as good of a job as any man. I’m proud of you. Don’t let him get the better of you.” 
I smile at her comment. “No chance. This is my dream job. I’m not going anywhere.”
“Good for you, babe. Well, I better get back and leave you to it. Come find me after the game, or should I say, training.” She air quotes the last bit before kissing both my cheeks and pulling back.
I smile as I watch her walk away.
Returning my gaze to the game, I spot that sexy blond and mentally run through different ways to convince him to let me assess his knee. If he does, I’ll need to not get lost in how dreamy he is…or worse, get swept up in his boyish charm.






  
  Chapter 4

Benjamin


The next week 
“Let’s hit the showers,” Levi yells across the field to all of us guys. 
I want to argue, and practice longer, but I can’t. It’s not as if I can tell the quarterback no. Friends or not. Rules are rules. With my head hung low, I walk toward the locker rooms. My hands on my hips, I suck in deep breaths, refilling my lungs that have been deprived of oxygen.
“You coming to my house tonight?”
I lift my head to meet Levi’s questioning face. Dropping my hands, I swipe a bottle of Gatorade and down the cold, refreshing liquid before I give him an answer.
“As in, you’re hosting a party or playin’ PlayStation?” I ask, with a raised brow, knowing he likes to push the rules.
“Are you actually going to attend a party?”
His tone is laced with a mix of humor and accusation, but I laugh it off.
“Not unless it’s for work. And Coach will kick our asses if we aren’t following our regime,” I say, reminding him of our rules.
“I know,” he mutters, before taking a decent guzzle of his own orange drink.
“So, it’s not a party?” I press, not wanting to get caught off guard and end up attending a non-team organized event. Training twice a day is wiping me out. I’m not gonna lie. My body is tired, sore, and achy. I don’t want to jeopardize my position for a stupid party. Even if hot girls are offered on a silver platter. That means very little to me and always has. 
My relationships with women have always been casual. Life as a pro football player has me traveling too much for commitment. If I need stress relief, I find a no strings attached hook-up.
He bumps my shoulder, and I stumble for a second as I steady myself. “Nah, no party. Let’s just have a beer and play COD.”
I shove his shoulder back with a sly grin, watching him now fumble and the orange liquid spilling out. I chuckle as I watch him recover. Beating his ass in Call of Duty again sounds good. “No beer for me, but yeah, I’ll come for a bit. I can’t stay too long, though. These two-a-days are wiping me out.”
“Yeah, they are lethal, but fuck, man, you’re killing it. I’ve never seen you work harder.”
A slow, stupid grin forms on my face from his words. I know they ring true. I’ve been working hard with my trainer. I love the feeling of pushing myself to my limits, even in practice. Nothing satisfies me more than my job.
Walking into the shower, I welcome the water on my tired, achy muscles. I make it a quick one, because I’ll need another after strength training later. Knowing a few players will skip the second training session, but I can’t. This is my life. My eye is on the prize—win the Super Bowl. Keep outside distractions to the minimum and follow all of our coach’s rules. 
Nothing and no one will stop me.
Well…fuck, except maybe Natasha. It’s as if fate drew us together after meeting that first time, and ever since, I’ve found my mind wandering more than I’m used to.
As I walk out of the shower, I look over at her now. She’s holding a clipboard in her hands, sporting the biggest shit-eating grin I’ve ever seen at practice. She’s so damn hot. But, as John steps toward her and speaks, her stunning mouth closes, and the lightness on her face quickly fades. I frown, wondering why the change. As I come closer, I run my gaze over her. As usual, she’s wearing the boring ass uniform, but on her, it’s eye-catching. That fabric can do nothing to hide her tight figure when she moves. 
The closer I am, the more a thrill catapults inside me. My heart beating a little faster and my body temperature rising. I don’t know why my body keeps having this reaction to her. I’m not mad about it, just…more confused. She’s much better to look at than John, that’s for damn fucking sure. I’ve only seen glimpses of her in the corridor or around the field, and every single time I catch her eyes, there’s a spark between us. She’s quick to look away, but not before I take a moment to let my gaze explore her high cheekbones and luscious lips that her silky blonde hair can’t hide. Her full lips were made to be kissed.
That single thought makes me hard.
A smack on my back pulls me away from Natasha. I grind my teeth. Goddamnit. I just wanted to soak her in a little longer.
“You killed it out there.” Andrew slaps my shoulder, and I tilt to look up at our offensive lineman. He’s a big bastard. About 6’5” and weighs fifty pounds more than me.
I chuckle. “I could say the same about you.” And I slap his shoulder back, but he barely moves an inch.
“We’re in the best shape of our careers. Nothing can stop us. Now, I need a shower. I fuckin’ stink,” he says, still out of breath. 
I nod. But as we hit the locker rooms, a gush of air leaves my lungs at the sight of the stunning blonde squatting. She’s picking up a large number of scattered papers. Without thinking about my lack of clothes. I step toward her and squat down. As I help, I can’t help but take in her pretty face from being this close to her. Her cheeks are dusty pink and when she looks up, I swallow a growl. Her eyes are wide and so vibrant, the blues brighter than I’ve ever seen before. They are so damn hypnotizing that until she moves, I’ve forgotten what I was doing for a moment. 
The air has shifted, and the already steamy room is now combustible. She stands and I follow. My over six feet frame means she has to tilt her head back to look at me. I don’t miss the way her eyes trail up slowly over my almost naked body. It sends a warm thrill through my chest and a knowing smirk splits on my face. 
When she finishes her assessment, I cock a brow and hold out the papers. “Here you go.”
I pass them over and, with purpose, I touch her hand with mine. Static scatters over my skin and up my arm. 
She stares and licks her lips before muttering, “Thanks for your help—again.”
Taking the papers from me, she loses her footing and falls. She curses under her breath, and I can’t help but break out into a wide smile.
I’m quick to bend and give her a hand up. “I seem to have that effect on women.”
I wink when she meets my gaze. 
She rolls her eyes and the words, “Lucky women,” leave her lips in a dry tone. 
I frown, not understanding what I said to get that reaction. 
She turns to leave, and a piece of white paper catches the corner of my eye.
“Wait up. You missed a piece.” I pick it up and step over to her. I hand it out and she’s quick to rip it out of my hands. She’s avoiding touching me. The knowledge causes me to grin. Glad to not be the only one affected.
I don’t want her to leave just yet. Before she turns, I blurt, “Congratulations on your new role.” Not the best conversation starter, but she seems a little weary of me and I couldn’t think of anything else on the spot. It’s like her beauty stole my brain.
She stares at me before giving me a small smile. “Thanks.”
“Nice to meet you.” I grin and thrust my hand out.
I want to kick my own ass right now. Where the fuck is my game? Why am I wanting to shake her hand? It’s not as if I can take it back now. 
She looks at my hand briefly before awkwardly putting her hand in mine and shaking it. Adding to my already embarrassed ego. She’s quick to yank her hand away. “Same. I’ve gotta go. John needs me.”
Before I have a chance to argue and say he’s busy talking to Andrew, she’s gone. Leaving me standing there in the middle of the locker room. With my mouth hanging open and my hand tingling from the way her dainty hand fit perfectly in mine.






  
  Chapter 5

Benjamin


The next afternoon, I’m leaving the gym after stretching and conditioning, when I see Natasha walking ahead. She’s holding a book and there’s a pen tucked behind her ear, clearly on display thanks to the way she’s tied her hair up into a slick bun. Her exposed neck is sexy, but the pen gives her the irresistible-nerdy-girl vibe. I can’t deny she’s tempting. My feet seem to move on their own accord as I pick up my pace, heading behind her toward her office. 
Once I approach, I notice she’s removed the pen, and she’s now sitting behind a large wooden desk. She opens a book, nibbling on the end of the pen as she flips through the pages, looking for something. She’s too perfect, and now is my chance to have a conversation with her that doesn’t have her running away from me.
Knocking on the wooden doorway, her head lifts as she jumps slightly in her seat, surprise written on her face. She lowers the pen away from her mouth and down to the desk but doesn’t say anything. 
“Hey. Can I come in?” I was going to ask if she’s too busy, but then she might say yes, and I didn’t want to give her the option.
“Is everything okay? Are you hurt?” Her eyes scan my body quickly. 
I like her attention on me, but not when she thinks I’m injured.
I let out a sigh. “No.”
Curiosity flashes across her face before her eyes narrow a bit. I step to the vacant seat in front of her desk, figuring if she isn’t telling me to leave, I have five minutes to get to know her better. 
“What is it, Ben? Is there something I can help you with?”
Pursing my lips, I contain any smartass comment from leaving my mouth. I don’t want to fuck this up. “Just checking in on you.”
Her face is perplexed, and I chuckle, a soft smile sitting on my lips. “No one checks on you, Doc?”
“To be honest, no.” Her eyes flash with sadness before I sense a wall going back up. I already had a feeling she would be hard to crack, but this proves it could be harder than I thought.
I draw my mouth into a thin line, staying quiet for a beat to think before I speak. “That’s sad. You deserve to be asked if you’re okay, just as much as you ask any of us.”
She leans forward, putting her hands under her chin. “Is that what you think?” Her eyes bore into mine, not giving anything away. I think that’s what has me so interested. There’s something about her that’s alluring without trying to be. 
“That’s what I know,” I say, and lean to one side of the chair.
She laughs at that. And there’s a little softness to her eyes now as she drops her hands to the desk. “That’s kind of you. But I’m a big girl, and I don’t need anyone checking on me.”
“But what if I wanna check on you?”
She blinks, looking a bit nervous as her fingers move to tug on her earring. Simple white gold studs. They suit her. She doesn’t seem to be a woman who needs large diamonds, unlike most women I’ve met. “You’d be wasting your breath, Mr. Chase.”
My dick twitches at the way she says my name. 
“Mr. Chase...mmm.” My thumb grazes my lip, and my eyes never leave hers. I don’t miss the way she watches the movement. “I like that. But just so we’re clear, you wouldn’t be a waste of my time.”
She looks conflicted, but then she shakes her head. As if to snap herself out of it. Then she’s putting on her smooth, controlled, professional voice, which I’ve come to look forward to hearing. Peering around her office, I take in a frame on her desk, and without hesitation, I grab it. Reading the contents of her certificate. 
“Is there anything else I can help you with, Ben?”
Lowering it back down, I shake my head. “I liked Mr. Chase better,” I tease, as a smirk forms on my lips.
She rolls her eyes again, and it stirs something in me. She hasn’t left my mind since the moment I met her. Every one of her mannerisms, and the way she speaks, how she looks at me, it’s all impossible to ignore. The only problem is, she’s the one woman who won’t give me a chance. No matter how I look, my celebrity status, or what flirty advances I attempt.
“Well, Mr. Chase, if you want to help me, you can let me assess your knee.”
The way her face lights up with amusement…I want to see more of that. 
I know she’s challenging me, and fuck, I’m competitive by nature. 
Staring back at me, wearing a smug smile, she knows it.
She knows she’s won. 






  
  Chapter 6

Natasha


“Fine. Let’s do it. Even though I think you’re wasting your time,” he says, sarcasm dripping from his voice. 
I swallow the lump that’s formed in my throat from the nerves. I’m about to touch his knee, while being in close proximity, alone in this office. His large frame already fills up too much space, making it hard for me to breathe without sucking in his dizzying, masculine scent. Pushing out of my office chair, I stand, grateful for my wooden desk to lean on. Because the second I stood, he followed suit, immediately ripping off his black training top.
My stomach flips with butterflies, and I want to scold myself. It’s not like I haven’t walked through the locker room, having seen many players half-dressed, with their dicks out, or asses on display, and hell, it’s not like I haven’t seen a naked man, but I’m not gonna lie…it’s been a while. And by a while, I mean a couple of years. 
Ignoring the way my body is responding to all his testosterone in the room, I look down to gather my thoughts. I need to avoid staring at his hot, toned body that’s currently making me flustered. 
After a moment of gathering my wayward thoughts while pretending to look over a paper on my desk, I straighten my spine. 
“Ready?” he asks, popping a brow as I meet his curious gaze head on.
I gesture to
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