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Emma

“Come on!” I bounce from foot to foot, searching for my key fob in my pocketbook. Screw it! There’s nothing of value in the car. If someone wants to steal it, let them. I need to get to the bathroom, like ten minutes ago.

“Almost there.” Dramatic music sounds in my head as I race up the steps to the staff entrance like I’m striving for Olympic gold. Thank goodness Michelle remembered to unlock the door! 

The gallon of water I drank yesterday hit hard this morning, creating the fun game of will-my-bladder-burst? Then, I hit every red light on the way here. 

“Morning, Emma,” the school secretary calls as I rush by. 

“Hey, Michelle,” I mumble, half-walking, half-running past the office to the bathroom in the attached teacher’s lounge. 

I reach the door in the nick of time. I made it! The handle turns in my hand, and I release a breath. Another few seconds, and life will be good again. I won’t have to worry that I’ll trail a puddle in my wake. Or that my exploding bladder will take out everyone in a five-foot radius. 

I pull the door open and steady my still-in-motion body as my chin hits the floor. My eyes double in size. What. The. Hell? 

Men aren’t supposed to be here. Not that there’s anything wrong with men. I wish we had a male teacher or two to change the vibe, but to my chagrin, there’s no sausage in this factory.

“Whoah!” Angry gray eyes meet mine. His perfectly chiseled jaw clenches. Dirty brown eyebrows pull close together, directing my attention to a perfect, straight nose. And, oh, is that a dimple in his chin? My brain hiccups and stutters as my eyes crawl down his body, below his waist, taking all of him in—as he continues peeing in the toilet bowl. 

Eww. Gross. But still . . .

“Emma,” Michelle calls from behind as she rushes to catch up. Her hand falls on my shoulder, but I don’t turn around; I’m frozen in place. “Someone’s . . .” Her breathy voice betrays defeat in her high-speed attempt to get to me before I opened the bathroom door. “In there.” Her voice drops.

“This isn’t a show, shut the fucking door!” The man’s angry voice rises, bringing me back to the moment. 

I want to look up. Move. Do something, but holy cow, I can’t pull my eyes away. It’s freaking huge! Is that because he’s peeing? I’m not into golden showers or other gross bathroom stuff, but the eyes, and um, penis I’m staring at leave me captivated and unable to tear myself away. 

Without any further warning, the out-of-place testosterone beast reaches out, grabs the knob on the opposite side of the door, and slams it in our faces. So much for my unplanned and inappropriate peeping session. 

“Holy mother of gorgeousness!” Michelle whispers, leaning on the wall and fanning herself with her hand. “That right there,” she points to the door, “makes this job tolerable.”

I close my eyes and ignore her comment. Not because I’m trying to memorize every detail of the extraordinary male specimen, but to refocus my thoughts so I don’t. I need to remember that I’m about to spend the day with twenty six-year-olds in my care. If only my brain were like an Etch-A-Sketch, I could shake the sight from memory. 

Do I want to forget how perfect the flesh sculpture on the other side of the door is? My brain answers by flashing erotic scenes starring me and Mr. Grumpy Pants. I need to shut this down.

He was peeing. And I watched. That does it. Like a bucket of ice poured over my head. 

Now I can compose myself and shove down any hint of attraction or interest in the grumpkus on the other side of the wood barrier. I tap my pursed lips with my fingernail. Thinking. Gathering my words so I can fuse them together in a coherent string before turning to Michelle, my overfull bladder long forgotten.

“Who the hell is that?” I point at the door. “And why is he in the teacher’s bathroom?”

“Corey Jones.” She says his name with a sigh, like she’s making a wish. I don’t respond, and she raises her eyebrows at me like the name should trigger a hint of recognition. It doesn’t. “Corey Jones?” She says again, this time with emphasis. Still nothing. “Jacob’s father. He’s one of your class chaperones.”

“Right.”

I close my mouth, feeling like an idiot. How am I going to spend the entire school day with that man and all twenty of my students without thinking about his exceptional anatomical appendage every time I look at him? Answer is, I can’t.
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