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Boog Logan tipped back his Stetson, adjusting it just enough to shield his eyes from the glare of the klieg lights. A pair of bikini-clad twins balanced precariously on his lap, their bronzed bodies shimmering with the sheen of suntan oil. Boog’s trademark grin—half devil-may-care charm, half smirk—spread wide across his face.

"Ready, Mr. Logan?" the director called, his voice laced with just enough irritation to suggest he’d asked the same question three times already.

Boog nodded lazily, his pearly whites glinting like a toothpaste ad come to life. “Born ready.”

The clapperboard snapped, and the director’s voice rang out. “Action!”

Boog looked straight into the camera, delivering his lines with the kind of easy confidence that had made him the face of everything from cologne to candy bars.

“Hi folks, I’m Boog Logan. Whether I’m playin’ the Red Sox in Boston or the Dodgers in L.A., I always carry my turbo twins with me—Turbo Twin Razor Blades, that is.”

He held up the sleek package of razor blades, turning it toward the camera with a practiced flick of his wrist. Then he leaned in, winked, and shot the lens a wolfish grin. “I’d feel naked without ’em.”

"Hey, he pinched me!" Tiffany yelped.

“Never mind that—he’s got his hand on my boob!” Tanya shrieked.

"Cut!" the director bellowed, his frustration bubbling into a full-on boil.

Tanya wriggled off Boog’s lap, spun on her heel, and delivered a resounding slap to his cheek. “You’re disgusting,” she snapped, storming off. Tiffany followed, heels clicking angrily against the polished set floor.

Boog rubbed his jaw, which was now sporting a faint handprint, and watched the twins storm off. He let out a low whistle, his eyes trailing after them. "Man, they’re even prettier when they’re mad."

The director buried his face in his hands. “Send in the redheads,” he muttered.

The assistant director shifted uncomfortably behind him. “We’re... uh, out of twins.”

The director spun around, his face incredulous. “What do you mean, ‘out of twins’?”

“Agency blacklisted us,” the AD said, with all the enthusiasm of a man delivering a death sentence.

“Blacklisted? For what?”

The AD hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck. “They say Mr. Logan isn’t... professional.”

The director turned slowly to glare at Boog, who was now reclining in the makeup chair and winking at the wardrobe assistant.

“He’s rich, handsome, and single,” the director said, voice rising. “What’s not to like?”

“The models don’t like being groped,” the AD replied flatly.

“Since when?”

The AD sighed. “They also don’t like the smell of chewing tobacco.”

“Who does?”

“Well...” The AD hesitated again, dropping his voice to a whisper. “There’s... something else.”

The director exhaled sharply. “Spit it out.”

The AD leaned closer, his expression shifting into something that resembled mild terror. “Apparently, Mr. Logan is... uh, loaded.”

The director blinked. “Of course he’s loaded. He’s the highest-paid player in baseball history. The man’s practically a walking ATM.”

“Not that kind of loaded, sir,” the AD said, his cheeks reddening.

The director frowned, confused. “Then what kind of—oh.” His face paled. “You’re not saying—?”

“Rock solid, sir.”

The director opened his mouth to reply, but no words came out. The AD continued, his tone now resigned. “It... happens every time a girl sits on his lap. And he can... manipulate it.”

The director stared at him. “And the twins noticed?”

“Oh, they noticed.”

“And it moves?”

“Like a joystick.”

“...Joystick?”

“Clockwise, counterclockwise, up, down. It’s...” The AD cleared his throat. “Trained.”

The director looked over at Boog, who was now whispering something into the makeup girl’s ear. Her face went bright red, and she nearly dropped her blush brush.

“Jesus Christ,” the director muttered, rubbing his temples. “Blacklisted?”

“The agency said if we call them again, they’ll send lawyers instead of models.”

The director groaned and paced back and forth on the set, muttering curses under his breath.

“Maybe we can use some of the interns,” the AD offered weakly.

“Interns?” The director shot him a glare. “They’re here for college credit, not... that.”

The AD shrugged. “Could always just use the Turbo Twin packaging.”

“What?”

“You know, shoot the product by itself. No girls. Just razors.”

The director stared at him like he’d grown a second head. “No girls? Are you insane? We’re selling razors... to men!”

Boog stood and stretched, his Stetson tilting just enough to reveal a cocky glint in his eye. “Relax, fellas,” he drawled, strolling toward them. “Just give me five minutes, and I’ll have those twins beggin’ to come back.”

The director flinched. “Absolutely not. You’re staying right here. Do not leave this set.”

Boog grinned, all dimples and swagger. “Whatever you say, boss.” But as he sauntered away toward the craft services table, it was clear to everyone that Boog Logan never followed orders.

The director exhaled slowly, rubbing his temples. “Have you asked for volunteers from the secretarial pool?”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One

[image: ]




A PYRAMID OF BOOBS

By T.J. Stroker

New York Observer

Spectacular fireworks exploded over the Manhattan skyline, but in the packed Titans stadium, only a handful of eyes bothered to turn skyward. Every other gaze was fixed on the chaos unfolding on the diamond, where players spilled from the dugout, fans surged from the grandstands, and policemen in riot gear failed miserably at keeping the two groups from colliding.

But here’s the twist: it wasn’t just any fans rushing the field. It was women. A sea of them—hot, young, Playboy-centerfold-worthy women—flooding the infield like a fever dream from the collective imagination of every frat house in America. College girls with legs for days, their heels clicking on the concrete steps before hitting the soft grass, charging the field like an invading army of cheerleaders.

One rookie cop—fresh-faced and maybe five minutes out of the academy—bravely tried to block the path of a particularly determined blonde in a lace bra. He didn’t stand a chance. She slinked past him with effortless grace, her bra snapping loose and slapping him right across the face in a move so smooth it defied physics. The poor guy blinked in disbelief as more bras rained down like a surreal storm of lingerie—looping over riot shields, dangling from batons, catching on helmets like trophies of a lost battle. These cops, veterans of urban warfare and protest lines, were rendered utterly helpless in the face of this invasion.

The stadium’s massive scoreboard flashed 'World Champions!' in blinding neon, and the crowd roared with a frenzy that shook the earth. More women streamed down, heels abandoned, perfume mingling with the sweat-soaked air. They surged onto the field—some diving straight into the pile of bodies on the infield like it was a pool party at the end of the world. Others hovered at the edges, eyes flicking for an opening like surfers watching for the perfect wave. The scene was as absurd as it was chaotic.

At the very bottom of that human avalanche? Boog Logan. For minutes, he’d been swallowed by the crush, unseen by the roaring crowd. Had he been flattened by the sheer weight of lust or was he reveling in it? Tough to say. His Titans teammates, battered but still grinning, had begun to extricate themselves one by one, sprinting for the safety of the clubhouse like prisoners making a jail break. But for every player that escaped, a dozen more women charged the field, diving headfirst into the writhing mass of bodies.

The dog pile of bodies had evolved—transformed, really—into what could only be described as a pyramid of boobs.

And then, from the center of the chaos, Boog Logan rose. Like a gladiator emerging from the depths of the arena, he pushed his way free, his cap askew, cheeks smeared with lipstick, and his jersey reduced to shreds. He held his arms aloft, flashing the crowd his signature grin—the one that had graced the covers of GQ, Vanity Fair, and Sports Illustrated. It was a grin made for cameras, all dimples and devil-may-care charm.

For a split second, the stadium froze, holding its collective breath. And then came the roar—louder than the fireworks, louder than the frenzy of the moment. It was a roar that shook the bones of the city itself.

Boog cast a glance over his shoulder, his grin spreading wider. “Well, hell,” he chuckled, “didn’t see that comin’.” And with that, he bolted for the outfield, a stampede of half-dressed women in hot pursuit.

What happened next? Well, it’s already carved its place in baseball lore.

Sergeant Martin O’Leary of the NYPD’s elite mounted unit was adjusting the cinch on his partner, a sleek bay named Henry. O’Leary comes from a long line of blue-bloods; his great-grandfather had patrolled the streets of Brooklyn Heights back in the day. As he would later recount, Boog Logan appeared out of nowhere, sprinting up like a man on fire. Before O’Leary could react, Boog seized the reins and, in one seamless motion, swung up onto the horse as if he were born in the saddle—channeling John Wayne, Roy Rogers, and a shot of pure adrenaline all at once.

And then, like a scene ripped straight from a western, Logan galloped across the outfield, whooping like a cowboy on a cattle drive, leaving a swarm of women—and one stunned cop—eating his dust.

For a heartbeat, the entire stadium stood in stunned silence, mouths hanging open in disbelief. And then—chaos erupted, louder and more frenzied than before. Boog Logan wasn’t just escaping—he was performing. He sat on the horse with the ease of a man born in the saddle, reins loose, hat tipped back, looking every bit the part of a rodeo king. He waved his cap high, his deep voice booming over the noise, “Y’all didn’t know Boog Logan was part cowboy, did ya?”

He whooped, urging Henry forward, the horse’s hooves tearing up the turf in its wake, and the crowd lost its collective mind. This wasn’t just baseball anymore—it was a spectacle. Boog straightened in the saddle, letting the horse gallop, but then something—or rather, someone—caught his eye.

Leaning precariously over the railing of the left field stands was a stunning blonde, her curves poured into a skin-tight tank top that left very little to the imagination. She waved frantically, her gaze locking onto Boog like a hunter sighting down a gun barrel, eyes wide with adoration. Boog’s grin widened and in one smooth move, he reined Henry to a skidding stop beneath her, tipping his hat with a flourish.

“Need a lift?” he drawled, extending a hand, his eyes twinkling with mischief.

The blonde’s eyes sparkled with excitement as she grabbed his outstretched hand, gracefully swinging herself over the railing. Once she settled into the saddle behind him, her arms looped around Boog’s waist, he gave Henry a nudge. “Hold on tight, darlin’,” he said with a grin that could melt the stadium lights. “This ride’s just gettin’ started.”

She tightened her grip around his waist, pressing herself closer as her golden hair streamed out behind her, like a banner unfurling in the wind. They galloped along the warning track, the blonde’s delighted squeal rising above the cheers. Boog turned his head just enough to shout back over the roar of the crowd, “You ever been this close to a real cowboy?”

Her laughter bubbled up, free and wild. “Didn’t think they made ‘em like you anymore!”

The fans screamed even louder, but she was lost in the moment, living out a fantasy as she raised one hand high, waving to the adoring crowd like a rodeo queen. The more she clung to Boog, the faster they seemed to fly, the powerful rhythm of the horse’s hooves feeding the electric energy in the stadium.

Every seat was empty now—everyone was on their feet, chanting Boog’s name in unison, as if the stadium itself had come alive. The blonde laughed breathlessly, her cheeks flushed with exhilaration as they raced past the dugout. The stadium lights bathed them in a surreal glow, casting long shadows as Boog, the horse, and his passenger surged forward, like they were the center of the universe. For that fleeting moment, it felt like nothing else in the world mattered.

They rounded the outfield, Boog’s laughter rippling through the night, echoing above the cheers. The blonde clung to him, letting out another gleeful shriek, her eyes shining with excitement as she soaked in every second of the wild ride. She waved once more, blowing exaggerated kisses to the roaring crowd, who seemed ready to charge the field themselves.

Boog slowed Henry to a trot, approaching Sergeant O’Leary, who stood dumbfounded. With a wink, Boog swung down from the saddle, helping the blonde—who the world would later know as Lullaby Sims—off the horse with a graceful flourish.

“Fine horse, Sergeant,” Boog said, handing over the reins with a grin.

The stadium vibrated with intensity, the energy reaching a fever pitch. Grown men were whistling and howling, women screaming themselves hoarse, and the dollar signs were practically visible in the eyes of every concession vendor within a mile of the place. This was peak Boog Logan—turning a celebration into a spectacle so grand it would make Barnum & Bailey tip their hats in awe.

Without missing a beat, Boog spun Lullaby in his arms, dipped her low like a leading man from a black-and-white matinee, and planted a kiss on her that lingered just long enough for the cameras to flash. Lullaby, bless her heart, melted in his arms, swooning like Scarlett O’Hara under the Georgia sun.

And just like that, Boog was gone. He jogged toward the dugout, flashing one final wave to the adoring crowd before vanishing into the clubhouse tunnel, leaving behind a whirlwind of hysteria that would be replayed and retold for years. The legend of Boog Logan had just added another chapter.

Lullaby Sims—yes, that’s really her name, folks—stood there starstruck, blinking in the glare of the stadium lights, no doubt wondering if what had just happened was real. She was, in that moment, the envy of every woman in the stadium and, let’s face it, a good portion of the men too. The magical midnight ride of Boog Logan had etched itself into baseball legend, and Lullaby was now part of it—whether she’d intended to be or not.

But before she could fully bask in her newfound fame, the atmosphere shifted. The flood of stunning women who had been chasing Boog across the outfield were now sizing her up like a pride of lionesses eyeing a lone gazelle. It wasn’t admiration in their eyes—it was something far more primal, the kind of predatory stare that only comes from the realization that someone else has claimed the prize.

To her credit, Lullaby recognized the danger and decided that perhaps a hasty retreat was in order. With one last glance at the advancing mob, she bolted for the grandstand, disappearing into the crowd, leaving nothing behind but whispers, stares and the remnants of her fleeting moment in the spotlight.
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Inside the clubhouse, bedlam reigned. Corks burst from bottles with sharp, celebratory cracks, clattering off the walls and ceiling like popcorn in a skillet. The air reeked of sweat, alcohol, and the dizzying sweetness of victory, clinging to every surface like a second skin. Players whooped and hollered, hugging and dousing one another as champagne frothed across the floor. The roar was deafening—a beast made of joy, uncontained and triumphant.

And then Boog sauntered through the door.

“Boog! Boog! Boog!” The chant erupted, swelling to a thunderous chorus. Players spun toward him, raising their bottles high in a spontaneous tribute, while reporters scrambled over each other like a pack of wolves closing in on fresh prey. It was as if a Roman emperor had just arrived at the Colosseum, his mere presence enough to grant the gladiators their reprieve—at least for tonight.

Boog grinned, throwing his arms wide, palms up, commanding the room like a king before his court. One wave was all it took to silence the chaos. The noise vanished so quickly you could hear the fizz of champagne in a dozen half-empty bottles.

A forest of microphones appeared at his lips, eager reporters elbowing their way closer, desperate to capture his every utterance. He let the moment hang, eyes sweeping the room, savoring the anticipation as it hit its fever pitch. Then, leaning into the mics with that easy, laid-back grin, his voice dropped low.

“Winning’s a bitch, ain’t it, boys?”

The room detonated. Laughter crashed into cheers, and champagne corks popped like firecrackers, sending jets of foam into the already-soaked air. Players surged toward Boog, mobbing him in a wave of jubilation. He grabbed a bottle from the nearest table, gave it a shake, and popped the cork with a loud crack. It rocketed into the ceiling like a missile, hitting with a sharp thunk and lodging there as champagne fountained into the air. Tilting the bottle, he took a long, unapologetic swig. Every eye in the room—players, reporters, cameras—was fixed on him, hanging on his every move.

Boog moved through the chaos like he owned it—because in some ways, he did. He pulled teammates into bone-crushing hugs, dumped champagne over their heads, his booming laughter rising above the shouts and cheers as the celebration swirled around him. Flashbulbs snapped, freezing the moment in bursts of light—sweat, booze, and the raw electricity of victory suspended in time. A bottle was upended over him, drenching him from head to toe, and he only laughed harder. Someone shoved an unlit cigar into his hand, and Boog clamped it between his teeth with a grin that was all teeth and swagger.

And that’s how he was immortalized the following week—on the cover of Sports Illustrated, mid-revelry, champagne-drenched and grinning around a clenched cigar, with a bold headline crowning him: King of Baseball.

As Boog swaggered through the champagne-soaked mayhem of the clubhouse, he was intercepted by Samantha Fox. ESPN’s latest on-air sensation looked like she’d stepped off the red carpet at Cannes. Confidence radiated from her like heat off asphalt, her figure seemingly engineered for high-definition television and glossy magazine spreads.

Boog couldn’t help but grin. Besides being the most striking redhead since Ann-Margret, she also held the unique distinction of being the ex-wife of his agent, Ace Watley—the same Ace who repped half of Hollywood. Rumor had it she had more than just backstage access to ESPN’s anchor desk. Some whispered she had a key to Boog’s penthouse at The Plaza.

She gave him a slow, knowing wink—smooth and practiced, like one of his signature swings—then motioned toward her cameraman: a lanky, bearded hipster with a ponytail and the disinterested air of someone who’d rather be shooting moody indie films in upstate New York. He hoisted the camera onto his shoulder, flipped on the light, and gave her a thumbs-up.

Samantha stepped in close, close enough for their hips to bump. Boog arched a brow, grinning, and casually slipped an arm around her waist.

“I’m standing here with Boog Logan, live from the Titans’ clubhouse,” Samantha announced to the camera, her voice smooth and professional, even as Boog’s hand slid lower.

His fingers traced the curve of her skirt, then casually gave her a squeeze—one cheek, then the other. Samantha’s breath hitched just enough for the mic to catch it, but she pushed on like a pro.

“In a performance for the ages, you hit four home runs in Game 7 and the Titans captured their second straight World Series triumph.” She lifted the mic to Boog’s face just as his hand crept beneath the hem of her skirt. “Can you tell everyone your thoughts at the moment?”

“Sure,” Boog drawled, his fingers continuing their slow, deliberate exploration. “It’s always a helluva ride gettin’ here. We thought we could go all the way, and we did.”

He glanced down at Samantha, her cheeks now burning the same fiery red as her hair. Her eyes twitched, and she cleared her throat, fighting to maintain her composure as she shifted on her heels.

“There’s never been a performance like that in any Series game,” she said, her voice tightening, “especially not with all the pressure of a Game 7. How do you explain it?”

Boog’s hand settled between her thighs, his touch unhurried. Samantha’s eyes widened, her professionalism hanging by a thread. “Well,” he said, leaning into his best Texas twang, “I guess I perform best when the pressure’s on.”

Samantha’s smile faltered, just for a heartbeat, but she kept it together. The camera was still rolling, and Boog flashed that wolfish grin, fully aware that every eye in the room—and likely every viewer at home—was glued to them.

“An outstanding performance, certainly,” Samantha managed to say, her voice trembling slightly. “You’ve been named Series MVP. It’s been a remarkable season. How do you plan to celebrate?”

Boog’s hand ventured further, and Samantha bit her lip as his fingers danced a slow, rhythmic tango. The microphone wavered in her hand, but she steadied herself, refusing to give in to the chaos bubbling inside her.

“Why, Sam,” Boog said, his voice laced with mock sincerity, “I’m celebratin’ right now—in the best way I know how. With you, and all my teammates watchin’.”

Samantha’s breath hitched, but she managed to squeak out a polite “Thank you” before wrapping up the interview.

Boog pulled his hand away slowly, giving each cheek a parting squeeze. Samantha lowered the mic, her face flushed.

“That was... uh... good,” she stammered. “Thanks for taking the time.”

“My pleasure,” Boog replied with a wink. He leaned down and whispered, “You coming over later?”

“Of course,” she whispered back.

The champagne flowed like the Hudson, and the Titans made sure none of it went to waste. Boog, nursing a nearly empty bottle, heard a familiar gravelly voice cut through the noise.

“Logan!”

Duncan McDonald—“Lugs” to everyone in baseball—had been managing teams longer than most of the Titans had been alive. A lifer with fifty years in the game, he’d seen more chaos than any man should, and Boog’s antics had tested his patience more than most. But Lugs knew greatness when he saw it. And Boog, maddening as he was, had earned his grudging respect.

“Get in here,” Lugs barked, waving a weathered hand toward his office.

Boog sauntered over, swinging the bottle by its neck like a trophy. Inside, he found himself facing the holy trinity of baseball power: Eleanor Von Steiner, the Titans’ icy and imperious owner; Harry Plummer, the team’s no-bullshit general manager; and Sonny Belmont, the commissioner of baseball, who looked like he’d rather be undergoing a root canal.

Boog raised an eyebrow, flashing a grin like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “Moe, Larry, Curly? Didn’t know the Stooges were still doing reunion tours.”

Belmont cracked a thin, uncomfortable smile. Von Steiner—immaculate, silver-haired, and utterly humorless—simply stared at him with an ice-blue gaze. Plummer, looking like a man passing off a live grenade, thrust a phone into Boog’s hand.

“It’s the president,” he hissed. “Please... don’t embarrass us.”

Boog took the phone with a casual shrug. “Mr. President,” he said smoothly.

A familiar voice, tinged with a hint of Boston, came through the line. “Congratulations, Boog. That was a hell of a Series. The First Lady and I watched tonight’s game—we both thought it was extraordinary.”

“Thank you, Mr. President,” Boog replied, his tone polite and casual. “I just put some good swings on a few pitches and got lucky.”

The president chuckled warmly. “Modesty? From you? Now I’ve heard everything.”

Boog grinned. “Worth a shot, Mr. President.”

“Listen, I’d like to extend an invitation to you and the team. We’d love to host you at the White House.”

Boog’s eyes lit up. “We’d be honored, Mr. President—under one condition.”

There was a brief pause on the line, then a note of caution crept into the president’s voice. “What’s the condition?”

Boog leaned in, his grin widening. “Can I borrow the Lincoln Bedroom for an hour or two?”

Plummer slapped a hand over his face. Belmont, pale as chalk, sank into his chair with a groan. Even Von Steiner blinked.

On the other end of the line there was a beat of silence before the president’s chuckle turned into full-blown, hearty laughter.

He was still laughing when the call ended.

The clubhouse had finally started to thin out when Boog sank heavily into the cushioned chair in front of his locker. He’d done the full circuit—smiled for every camera, answered enough loaded questions from keyboard conquistadors to last a lifetime, and by his own count, downed at least three bottles of champagne. His head spun like a Ferris wheel on fast-forward, the room swaying gently, as if gravity itself were drunk and having a laugh.

The last thing he wanted right now was a sermon from The Reverend.

But there he was—Bobby Chandler, crisp as communion linen, standing just a few feet away and knotting a bow tie with irritating precision. He tugged it into place against a starched white shirt, then snapped his suspenders with the flair of a man preparing to deliver a homily. A pair of gleaming Gucci loafers waited on the bench like altar boys.

Bobby Chandler—All-Star second baseman, reigning league batting champ, and the golden boy of every Christian youth group from sea to shining sea—looked like he was headed to a baptism, not a postgame locker room.

The Christian Consortium adored him. Worshiped him, really. All fifty million of them.

Boog hated his guts.

Chandler caught Boog’s eye in the mirror and flashed a smug, self-satisfied smirk as he adjusted his tie. “I imagine that cantaloupe you call a head is feelin’ mighty squishy right about now.”

Boog gave him a baleful glance, barely able to focus as the wall behind Chandler swayed gently and the overhead lights flickered like distant stars. “Four home runs deserve a party,” he croaked, voice gravelly from the champagne. “What’d you do tonight, Rev? Leg out an infield single? Maybe that earns you a nice, lukewarm cup of tea.”

Chandler’s smirk twitched—just barely. He slid a gold Rolex over his wrist, then eased into a sport coat with the slow, deliberate care of a man rehearsing dignity. “Those who practice drunkenness and carousing won’t inherit the Kingdom of God,” he said, his tone syrupy-smooth—equal parts preacher and politician.

Boog grinned through the fog in his head. “Those who do sign three-hundred-million-dollar contracts and live in a penthouse at the Plaza.” He leaned back in his chair, eyes narrowing as his grin widened. “I’ll take the penthouse over your kingdom any day.”

Chandler offered a sad, holier-than-thou smile just as Samantha Fox poked her head around the corner. “Hey, Boog, got a sec?”

Boog nodded, and she glided over—sleek as ever, her ever-present cameraman trailing behind like a loyal hound. “Quick hit for SportsCenter,” she said, that teasing spark already dancing in her eyes. “Think you can make it through without copping a feel?”

“Probably not,” Boog said, managing a lopsided grin. “But I’ll give it the ol’ college try.”

The camera light flared on, a harsh white glare that hit Boog like a slap. He squinted into the lens, champagne still fogging the edges of his brain. Is that a train tunnel? Nah... subway, maybe. Wonder where it goes...

Sam’s voice sliced through the fog. “Boog, you’ll be a free agent in a few weeks. Planning to stay with the Titans?”

He blinked, tried to focus—but his gaze drifted again. Her hair looked impossibly soft, like rabbit fur. What kind of shampoo...?

His eyes dropped lower.

Definitely major league.

“Boog.” Her voice had teeth now.

He snapped upright, blinking hard into the light. “Dunno where I’ll land,” he muttered, the words spilling out like loose change. “Maybe I’ll play for free.”

The camera jerked slightly—Ponytail nearly dropped it, eyes wide as saucers.

Sam tilted her head, her smile freezing mid-shift. “You’re not serious.”

Boog shrugged, the idea starting to root somewhere in the haze. The more he said it, the more he liked it. “Why not?” he said, a little clearer now. “Maybe we all should. Give it to charity—Boys & Girls Clubs, Salvation Army... maybe then they’d stop ringin’ those damn bells.”

Sam hesitated, glancing at the cameraman. He gave her the keep rolling nod.

“So... you’re saying you plan to play for free next season?” she asked, disbelief creeping in. “And you’re calling on other players to do the same?”

Boog nodded, more certain now than before. “Yep. Free. That’s the plan.”

Just around the corner, Bobby Chandler smiled. Wide. And slow. He pulled out his phone and started dialing.

This was gold.

And he knew exactly who to call.
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The old rotary phone jangled at 5 a.m., obnoxious as a brass band in a funeral home. In a villa overlooking the harbor in St. Tropez, Ace Watley groaned, his hand sliding away from the impressive chest of a young French actress whose name—at this ungodly hour—had completely escaped him. She murmured something unintelligible and burrowed deeper under the silk sheets as Ace fumbled in the half-dark, trying to kill the shrill ring.

Finally, he snatched the receiver and pressed it to his ear, wincing as the unmistakable voice of his ex-wife blasted through the line.

“Ace, darling,” Samantha Fox purred, her voice drenched in a cartoonishly overdone French accent, “have you had the pleasure of perusing the morning headlines yet?”

Ace squinted through the lace curtains at the harbor lights flickering in the pre-dawn gloom. “The sun’s not even up,” he mumbled, his voice thick with irritation. “I flew halfway around the world to avoid hearing your voice. What do you want?”

“Oh, just curious,” she replied, her tone as sweet as saccharine.

Ace’s jaw clenched as his grip on the phone tightened. “Curious about what, exactly?”

“What her name is.”

He rubbed his temples, stifling a groan. Here we go. “Whose name?”

“The girl in your bed, of course.”

He sighed, shifting in discomfort. “Sam, give it a rest. We’re divorced, remember?”

“So you don’t know her name, then?”

Ace hesitated, glancing at the sleeping figure beside him. “Bridgette... or maybe Louisa? Could be one of those.”

“Is her cup size bigger than her age?”

He blinked, casting a quick glance at the curve under the sheets. “Most definitely.”

“Well, some things never change, do they?” she quipped, her voice dripping with dry amusement.

Ace sighed, already feeling the weight of exhaustion pressing down on him. “Is there a point to this call, or did you just want to torment me for old times' sake?”

“Your boy made headlines tonight.”

Ace’s pulse quickened, an all-too-familiar dread creeping in. “Which boy, and what did he say?”

“Boog Logan, obviously,” Sam replied, her voice dripping with smug satisfaction.

Ace’s stomach tightened into a knot. “And?”

“He announced he’s playing for free next season,” she said, the words slow and deliberate, like she was savoring every syllable.

The phone slipped from Ace’s fingers, landing on the floor with a soft thud, as if the news had knocked the wind out of him.

“Hello?” Sam’s voice echoed faintly from the discarded receiver.

Ace’s mind blanked. Play for free? He couldn’t process it. His thoughts tangled into a mess of panic and disbelief. Free? He felt bile rising, along with a surge of anger that bordered on homicidal. Thoughts—dark, unpleasant ones—flashed through his head, none of which should be repeated aloud. Or ever thought of again.

“Ace?” Sam’s voice crackled through the haze in his brain. “Still with me? Remember to breathe, darling.”

He snatched up the phone like it had personally betrayed him. “Tell me this is some sick, twisted joke.”

“’Fraid not,” she said, far too cheerfully. “It’s breaking news on SportsCenter as we speak. Thought I’d give you a friendly heads-up.”

Ace’s jaw clenched. “You’re a fountain of generosity.”

“You’re welcome,” she purred. “Care to make a statement for the press?”

Ace slammed the phone down so hard it rattled on the nightstand. Beside him, the French actress—Bridgette or Louisa or whoever—stirred, peeking out from beneath the sheets with bleary eyes. “Qu’est-ce qui se passe?” she mumbled.

Across the Atlantic, Sam clicked off her phone and rolled over in bed. Boog Logan lay beside her, snoring softly, his breath warm with the scent of expensive champagne. A satisfied smile curled across her lips as she snuggled into the covers, her grin spreading in the soft glow of dawn.

*****
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THE CROISSANT TASTED like cardboard. Ace sat on the villa’s veranda, glaring at the white linen table beneath the cheerful blue-and-white striped umbrella. The freshly squeezed orange juice burned like battery acid. The spinach-and-mushroom omelet? Practically begged to be hurled into the Mediterranean.

He grimaced and checked his phone again, stomach twisting into knots.

BOOG LOGAN TO PLAY FOR FREE, screamed the New York Times.

The Washington Post had followed suit: BASEBALL’S BEST TO PLAY FOR FREE.

Ace let out a long, tortured groan—the sound of a man staring down the barrel of a cannon and realizing it was loaded with his career. For a brief, beautiful second, he actually considered diving into the sea after the omelet. He could already see the headline: AGENT TO THE STARS FOUND FLOATING OFF ST. TROPEZ IN FIT OF DESPAIR.

Behind him, Bridgette—or was it Louisa?—appeared in the French doors, her silhouette haloed in soft morning light. Porcelain skin. Dark curls tumbling to her waist. Eyes like enchanted emeralds. She was the picture of Mediterranean perfection.

Ace barely glanced at her.

His chest tightened with every missed call, every BOOG LOGAN alert lighting up his screen like a slot machine of doom.

He cursed under his breath. I don’t care if it’s the middle of the night on the West Coast—my people should be available.

He stabbed at the screen, dialing Helene’s number. After three rings, his assistant picked up, her voice thick with sleep.

“Ace?” she croaked.

“Why are you sleeping in the middle of a crisis?” he barked, far louder than necessary.

A pause. A yawn. “What crisis?”

Ace closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. He resisted the urge to fling the phone into the Mediterranean. “Put on SportsCenter.”

He heard fumbling. A click. The buzz of a broadcast. Then, a sharp inhale.

Helene didn’t speak right away. He pictured her blinking hard, mouth open, hand frozen mid-air.

“Oh God,” she whispered finally. “He didn’t really say that, did he?”

“Apparently, he did,” Ace muttered. “Now the question is: how do we get him to say, ‘Oops, my bad’—in a way that doesn’t tank half my client roster?”

The line went quiet, thick with disbelief. He prodded the omelet again with his fork, half-expecting it to hiss at him. Across the table, Bridgette-or-Louisa lingered in the doorway, radiant and clueless.

“C’est magnifique, non?” she purred.

Ace groaned, rubbing his temples like he could massage the headlines out of existence.

“Magnifique,” he muttered, “is the last thing on my mind.”
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Chapter Four
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Boog Logan awoke to the shrill, relentless beeping of his phone—each ring driving into his skull like a jackhammer on pavement.

Groaning, he cracked one eye open. Early morning light bled through the penthouse curtains, soft and accusing. His head throbbed with a hangover strong enough to take down a charging bull.

Beside him, a tangle of red curls stirred beneath the satin sheets—Samantha Fox. She was curled against him, one bare leg draped lazily over his waist like a silk sash.

Boog blinked, trying to stitch together the blurry reel of the night before. They’d won the World Series—he remembered that. Champagne. Fireworks. Sam... definitely Sam. The rest? A gaping black hole.

His phone buzzed again, louder this time, sending a sharp spike of pain through his temples. With a groan, he fumbled toward the nightstand, knocking over an empty champagne flute on the way.

The screen lit up: dozens—no, hundreds—of missed calls, texts, alerts.

“What the hell...” he croaked, voice ragged and dry as dust.

Sam stirred, her arm sliding across his chest. “Mmm... morning, champ,” she murmured, her voice husky with sleep. “Rough night?”

Boog didn’t answer. His eyes were locked on the flood of notifications. Twitter was exploding. His inbox, packed to the brim. Ace Watley, his agent, had left a trail of frantic messages. There were emails from players, reporters, the league office—even the commissioner.

His stomach tightened. He scrolled faster, heart thudding now.

One headline from SportsCenter blinked back at him like a neon sign:

BOOG LOGAN TO PLAY FOR FREE?

Boog blinked at the screen, hoping the words might magically rearrange themselves. He rubbed his eyes. Read it again. The words didn’t change. Play for free? What kind of half-baked, drunken fever dream was that?

He kept scrolling. More headlines piled up like debris after a storm:

Logan Urges Players to Donate Salaries

Baseball’s Biggest Star Goes Charity-Mode

Has Logan Lost His Mind?

Boog dropped the phone onto his chest, staring at the ceiling, the pounding in his head now competing with the pounding in his chest.

“What the hell did I say last night?” he muttered.

Boog sat up abruptly, jarring Samantha as the mattress dipped beneath him. She stirred with a frown, still half-asleep, her voice muffled. “What’s going on?”

“I... might’ve said something really stupid,” Boog muttered, his thumb racing over his phone screen, heart pounding.

Then he saw it—fresh from The New York Observer, T.J. Stroker’s newest column. The headline hit like a slap:

THE PRICE OF FREE: BOOG LOGAN’S FOOLISH GAMBLE

Boog clicked the link, dread curling in his gut as the words came into focus:

“In a city where a single square foot of real estate costs more than the average American earns in a month, Boog Logan’s gesture of altruism smells more like the fermented residue of last night’s champagne binge than genuine nobility.

Playing for free? This isn’t a fairy tale, Mr. Logan, and the Boys & Girls Club can’t build futures with empty promises.”

Boog’s stomach sank.

“Maybe it was the four home runs, or the tidal wave of cleavage that crashed onto the field, but somewhere between the champagne showers and his third wardrobe malfunction, Logan decided to crown himself baseball’s moral compass.

Wrapped in arrogance, ignorance, and a paper-thin PR stunt, his announcement is already setting off alarm bells across every front office in the league. By the time this hits print, agents, owners, and players will be scrambling—because Logan’s ‘noble gesture’ could cost him far more than he ever intended to give.”

Boog dropped the phone to his lap, his pulse thundering in his ears. Stroker hadn’t just taken a swing—he’d connected, clean and hard.

Beside him, Sam yawned, fingers tracing lazy circles on his chest. “What’s the big deal, Boogie? It’s not like I didn’t warn you.”

Boog turned, eyes wide. “Warn me about what?”

She slid closer, lips curling into a teasing smirk. “Your big announcement to the world,” she said, tapping his sternum. “Right before you groped me on national television.”

Boog stared, stunned. “I actually said that? About playing for free?”

Sam arched an eyebrow, amused. “Oh yeah. Right after bottle number four. You’re not exactly known for your filter.”

Boog groaned, snatching up his phone. Texts flooded the screen, dozens from Ace Watley. Each one more frantic than the last.

5:03 a.m. — CALL ME. NOW.

5:12 a.m. — What the HELL were you thinking?

5:26 a.m. — We need to fix this. Say nothing until we talk.

Boog rubbed his eyes, trying to summon clarity through the fog. Flashes of the night returned—Sam’s perfume, the champagne, the blinding lights, that interview...

Oh God. The interview. With Sam and Ponytail. He’d said it then. Something about charity. Something about playing for free. It had felt clever at the time—maybe even noble. But now?

He collapsed back onto the pillows, face in his hands. “What the hell am I supposed to do now?”

Sam stretched beside him, content as a cat in a sunbeam. “You’ve got yourself a PR nightmare, champ,” she said with a satisfied smile. “You better figure it out fast—because the wolves? They’re already howling.”

*****
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BOOG SLUMPED DEEPER into the couch, staring blankly at the television. Talking heads raged and speculated, headlines screamed in ticker-tape terror, but the noise barely penetrated. His hangover buzzed behind his eyes like a mosquito trapped in a jar.

He reached for his phone again, then stopped. What was the point? He’d already read every furious text from Ace, every frothing column from Stroker, every panicked message from teammates. His finger hovered over the screen, trembling slightly.

What the hell had he done?

For a moment, Boog felt genuinely sick. Not just from the champagne or the smoke or the four hours of sleep—but from the creeping realization that he might’ve just set the whole league on fire. A few words, a little swagger, a little charm—meant as a joke, a half-soused flourish—and now... this?

“I didn’t mean it,” he muttered aloud, the words dry and papery in his throat.

But that wasn’t true. Not entirely.

Somewhere, in the blurry fog of last night, he remembered the rush. The lights. The roar. The electric pulse of the crowd and the way Sam’s eyes had sparkled, even as she’d rolled them. That feeling—the one he chased every time he stepped onto a field—had gripped him, and in the heat of it, the idea hadn’t just made sense. It had felt right. Noble, even.

He groaned and leaned forward, elbows on knees, rubbing his face. “God, I’m an idiot.”

The voices on TV swirled around him like gnats.

“Owners are salivating over this,” one analyst crowed, his grin practically punching through the screen. “No salaries. No contracts. Profit margins through the roof.”

“They won’t stand for it,” another shot back. “The union’s in crisis mode. Boog Logan’s reckless comment has thrown the sport into a tailspin.”

Boog winced. Tailspin felt generous. This was a nosedive—and he’d been the one to cut the engines mid-flight.

On-screen, the commentary reached a fever pitch.

“The owners are licking their chops,” one panelist said. “They’ll make Logan the face of player excess and turn his ‘noble gesture’ into a budget-cutting blitz.”

Boog sank deeper into the couch, wishing the cushions would swallow him whole. It was like watching a train wreck in slow motion—except he was both the conductor and the guy tied to the tracks.

He flipped the channel. No relief. SportsCenter had an emergency panel: retired legends, C-list commentators, and anyone with a pulse weighing in on Boog Logan’s so-called revolution.

“Is this the end of the mega-contract?” one pundit mused, all faux gravitas.

“The owners are laughing,” another said flatly. “But the players? They’ll revolt. Guys work their whole lives for those contracts. And now Boog wants them to just... give it all away? It’s absurd.”

The feed cut to stadium fans waving signs: BOOG FOR PRESIDENT! and PAYCHECKS TO THE PEOPLE! A grinning college kid held up a cardboard cutout of Boog’s face, while a woman beside him danced with a neon green poster like she was at a protest rally, not a baseball game.

A soft ding echoed through the penthouse. The private elevator. The keycard door slid open. Boog didn’t move. Only two people had access to his place—and one of them was already here.

Ace Watley stormed in like a hurricane in a Tom Ford suit. Without breaking stride, he flung his sunglasses onto the marble counter. His jaw clenched so tightly it looked like it might shatter. His hair, of course, was immaculate.

“Boog. Logan.” His voice was ice. “What. In. The. Hell.”

Boog blinked from the couch, all faux innocence. “Afternoon, Ace. Coffee? I think we’ve got some of that fancy oat milk you like.”

“Don’t give me that aw-shucks grin of yours,” Ace growled. “This is DEFCON 1. Players are calling me, agents are calling me, the union is calling me—and every single one of them is pissed. The owners? Oh, they’re over the moon, because they’d love nothing more than for every player in the league to give up their salaries like it’s a PTA bake sale!”

Ace paused at the unmistakable click of stilettos against the marble floor. Samantha, wrapped in nothing but one of Boog’s button-down shirts, the collar lazily hanging off one shoulder, sauntered into the room.

“Morning, darling,” she purred, as she strolled over to the coffee machine, her hair spilling over her shoulders like fire.

“S-Samantha?” Ace sputtered, eyes bulging, the color draining from his face as if he’d just witnessed Dracula rise from his coffin.

“Oh, Ace,” she cooed, flicking her hair back with a practiced elegance. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Ace’s face twitched, his voice barely a growl. “This is a nightmare. A serial killer dressed like a clown nightmare.”

Samantha took a slow sip of her coffee, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “You should relax, Ace. You always get so... twitchy when things don’t go your way.”

Boog pointed at the screen where the live shot of fans waving placards remained.

“See, they love me,” he said. “This is the kind of thing people remember. Imagine the headlines next year when the whole league plays for free. We’ll be heroes. Legends.”

Ace’s jaw went slack. He stared at Boog as if he’d had just suggested they move to Mars. “Heroes? You’re out of your damn mind! Heroes don’t pay for their own private jets! Heroes don’t live in multimillion-dollar penthouses, and they sure as hell don’t hand over thirty million dollars to charity because they polished off a few bottles of Dom Pérignon!”

Boog tilted his head, looking thoughtful. “It was more like four bottles. Maybe five.”

Ace’s face reddened, the vein in his temple pulsing visibly. “Do you know how many zeroes are at the end of your contract? How many commas are in my commission?”

“Not enough on mine,” Boog said with a grin, “and too many on yours.”

Samantha snorted. “Good one,” she said.

Ace growled, pacing in front of the window, Central Park’s skyline looming beyond. He dragged a hand through his hair, muttering under his breath. “I need sedatives. Lots of sedatives.”

Boog leaned back, folding his arms behind his head. “Hey, look, this is on me. I said it and I’m going to own it. If other players want to follow, I’ll welcome them aboard the Logan Express.”

He grinned. “Maybe you should play for free, too. Show some solidarity.”

Ace’s left eye twitched. “You think this is a joke?”

Boog shrugged. “Come on, Ace. Lighten up. It’s not like I’m backing out of my contract. Hell, I’m a free agent. Get it? Free agent.”

“Yeah, hilarious.” Ace’s voice cracked like a whip. “This is career suicide! The owners are circling like vultures, the players are ready to riot, and Reggie Flaggoli? He’s gonna tear you apart on live TV.”

Boog waved a dismissive hand. “Flaggoli? That blowhard? I’ll talk to him.”

Ace’s laugh was sharp and humorless. “Talk to him? Flaggoli’s already drafting a press release that’ll make it sound like you just announced the end of civilization. You think he’s gonna sit down with you for Sunday brunch?”

Boog grinned wider. “Sure, why not? Plaza’s got a killer brunch. Crab legs and mimosas.”

Ace stared at him, dumbfounded. Finally, with a long, exasperated sigh, he shook his head. “You’re unbelievable.”

“I know,” Boog said, reclining once more, his smirk unfaltering. “That’s why you love me.”

Ace shot him a murderous glare. “No. I tolerate you.”

“Same thing.”
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Chapter Five
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Bobby Chandler reclined in the plush leather seat of the Christian Consortium’s private jet, a Bible open in his lap, the words of Romans 12:1 echoing like a steady drumbeat in his mind: “Present your bodies as a living sacrifice, holy and acceptable to God...” He smiled, the righteousness swelling within him. Playing for free wasn’t just the next step for baseball—it was a divine calling. And he, Bobby Chandler, was the chosen vessel.

Across from him, Billy Grantham exuded his usual air of quiet command, fingers tapping a slow rhythm on the leather armrest. Every inch of him radiated control—his movements precise, his gaze sharp, his smile the kind that whispered promises but never quite reached his eyes. Grantham was more than the mastermind behind the Christian Consortium; he was a man who bent people—and situations—to his will with practiced ease.

“This is it, Bobby,” Grantham purred, his voice as smooth as a honeyed sermon. “Boog’s little PR disaster? It’s a godsend. We’re going to twist it, shape it into something monumental. You’re going to be the face of this movement. The networks, the papers, the podcasts—they’ll all come running. And we’ll give them exactly what they’re starving for.”

He leaned forward, smiling just enough to show teeth. “Everyone’s watching. And we’re the ones writing the script.”

Bobby nodded solemnly, flipping a page in his Bible as if searching for divine affirmation. “I’m ready. This is what the Lord wants. Baseball has become a den of greed, of sin. We need to remind people there’s more to life than million-dollar contracts.”

Grantham’s smile widened. “Exactly. With the Consortium behind you, this isn’t just baseball—it’s revival. A moral awakening. And the press? They’ll eat it alive.”

As the plane began its descent toward New York City, Bobby felt a surge of purpose rising in him, a divine fire kindling deep inside. He could already picture the headlines: Bobby Chandler, Savior of Baseball. It had a nice ring. His phone buzzed nonstop—CNN, The New York Times, even Good Morning America—all clamoring for a slice of the story. Grantham had arranged a press conference for later that day, and Bobby could feel the moment calling to him like the voice of God Himself.

Striding through Midtown, Bible in hand, Bobby moved like a man on a mission. The Christian Consortium’s tower gleamed ahead like a modern-day tabernacle. Every step carried the weight of destiny, the burden of his mission growing heavier with each footfall. This wasn’t just another press conference—it was the start of something bigger. A movement. A calling. Something that could change baseball—and the world—forever.

The sun reflected off the towering glass facade as Bobby neared the entrance. But just beyond the crowd gathering for the press event, he spotted something out of place—a small group of players loitering on the corner, half-hidden in the shade. Carter from the Phillies stood with his hands stuffed deep in his jacket pockets. Jamison from the Mets leaned against a lamppost, while O’Toole from the Pirates kept his arms crossed, staring at the ground as if trying to blend into the pavement.
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