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      Summer is ambitious and never wavering in her goals. She has the chance to make not only the Olympic Women’s Hockey team but be the first woman to play on Ramsey University’s hockey team as well. Watching her work the net reminds me of my love for the sport. She also makes my blood run hot through my veins and brings my dormant libido to life. 

      As her coach, I shouldn’t want Summer. I can’t. It would blow my career. But as a man, I want her spread out on my bed so I can feast on her sweetness. I can be both her coach and lover. No one has to know what we do off the ice.

      But soon the lines begin to blur, and not everyone wants to see her succeed. When our little secret is found out, not only is her future on the national team put in jeopardy but so is her life. I’ll do whatever I have to in order to make sure that Summer is all mine when this is over.

      From award-winning author E.M. Shue, comes the final installment in the Ramsey University Series. This forbidden love, hockey, age gap, tough girl romance will steam up your pages.

      

      Join Surprises from E.M. to be kept up to date on all her new releases and appearances.

      https://bit.ly/SurprisesfromEM

    

  


  
    
      For all those little girls that dream of going to the Olympics.
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      Navigating my way through the medical practice, I stop at the desk to check in. The receptionist ogles me, a common occurrence from the opposite sex. I’ve grown immune to the attention though and ignore it. Glancing past her, I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror. My light brown hair hangs over my forehead, complementing my trim beard and mustache that many women find appealing. However, most of them are attracted to me for my money and status, aspects of myself I’ve never exploited. For years, all I’ve focused on is my career. This is the first time in over twenty years I don’t care about the next game or the renewal of my contract. I don’t care if I ever get back on the ice.

      My neurologist insists I quit the game. The medical staff for my Dallas team and management have strongly urged me to retire. I’ve won a couple of championships. I’ve been a top player for years. But my body has reached its limit. Now, with my thirtieth birthday a couple of months away, I’m finding I want other things in life.

      I want to retire. I’m ready, but my father is against it. My father has always pushed me to do more and be better. Instinctively, my hand rubs the scar on my eyebrow that doesn’t deter from my looks. Memories of the last time I wanted to walk away from it all flash through my mind. I shake them off. I’m a man now, and I know what I want. Who I want.

      I take a seat and wait to be called back. I cross my long leg over the other, resting my ankle on my thigh as I lean back and close my eyes. My mind wanders to the moment I realized I wanted something different.

      As soon as the plane touches down, we are all up, ready to get back to our homes. I was staying between Thor’s and Chase’s before everything went down and we had to go to Minnesota to save Chase’s girl. Now that we are home, all I want to do is find a bed and lie down. The door to the jet opens and we make our way out. I’m almost to the bottom step when I see a woman who takes my breath away. She’s smaller than me, maybe five foot five with a tight, lithe body. The muscles on her arms and legs flex as she runs toward our group in a pair of shorts that should be banned. Her light brown hair is up in a ponytail with long wisps hanging around her face to her chin. Her full bottom lip demands I suck it into my mouth. Her breasts bounce as she runs, and I hurry my steps to close the distance between us.

      I haven’t reacted to a woman in so long. I was beginning to think there was something wrong with me. Not anymore as I’m hard as a rock.

      She rushes past me, and I stop and turn.

      “Laya,” she cries as she slams into Chase. She tries to pull her from his arms, but he won’t let her go. My beauty wraps her arms around both of them, and I hear her sputtered words. “Why? How could you? Daddy and I can’t live without you. You crazy girl.” She is crying now, and Laya’s uncle, Devin, tries to pull her away. I don’t know who he is to her, but I don’t want another man touching my girl.

      I approach them and gently tug on her shoulder with my uninjured arm. “Hey, beautiful, let’s give them some room. You can talk to her when we get to the condo.”

      “Oh my God! You’re Remington Oakley.” She begins to sway, and I lunge forward, catching her as she starts to faint. Okay, she knows my name, but I still need to know hers.

      Devin pulls her from me, and I can’t control the growl that rumbles from my chest. Chase chuckles, and I quickly turn to him.

      “Mr. Oakley.” A voice breaks me from the memory.

      I open my eyes to see a man waiting for me, Conor Branch. He’s supposed to be one of the best physical therapists in Seattle. I just want range of motion back in my shoulder and to be able to lift weights again so I can stay fit.

      “That’s me.” I stand, and we make our way into the next room.

      “I hope you don’t mind, but I’m going to have a student working with us.”

      I’m about to refuse when she walks into the room.

      My sweet, sweet Summer.

      “Oh yeah, that’s okay.” A wide grin spreads across my face, and she tentatively smiles back. She’s dressed in plain black scrubs. Her long brown hair is up in a bun at the back of her head.

      “Mr. Oakley, this is Summer. Like I said, she’s a student, but she’s also quite knowledgeable about hockey.”

      “She is.” I’m aware of that. I’ve watched her whenever I could without her noticing.

      “Hello, Mr. Oakley.” There is a slight quiver in her voice when she says my name. She doesn’t reach out to shake my hand, a wise decision. If I were to get my hands on her again, I wouldn’t release her. She stands off to the side, and I watch her. Conor asks me questions and then turns back to Summer.

      “Log in to his chart and take notes as I conduct his range of motion exercises,” he commands her. I hate him ordering her around. I must growl in disapproval because both of them turn to look at me.

      “A ‘please’ would be nice,” I direct to him.

      “Oh, yes, sorry. Please, Summer.” He turns back to her.

      Her name on his lips irritates me. The urge to get up and pound him is so great that I clench the fingers of my uninjured arm tightly around the edge of the table.

      We begin, and she’s entering the measurements he gives her. I fix my gaze on her, only giving him my attention when he demands it. After a bit he stops, and it takes me a moment before I turn to look at him.

      “What? No more exercises?” I ask him.

      “I believe we’ll continue without Summer.” He turns toward her, and I notice the hurt in her eyes at being excluded.

      “Hell no. I want her to stay.” I stand up and loom over him, using my height and bulk over his to my advantage.

      “That’s the issue. You’re focusing more on Summer than what we’re doing. She’s too much of a distraction. Summer, please step out,” he says, ignoring my request. Reluctantly, she turns toward the door, giving me a sad glance. I don’t like seeing that look in her eyes.

      As soon as the door closes, I advance on him. “Either she comes back in here and helps with my care, or I’ll take my business elsewhere.”

      “You’re free to do that, but you will be the one losing in the end. Summer is skilled and has helped with several of my patients. However, if you can’t stay on task, I won’t have her in here. And let’s not forget, she’s a student, and you’d be her patient. Moreover, she’s too young for any inappropriate attention from you.”

      As if I’m not already aware of all that. I pinch my lips together to stifle my real response as I gather my thoughts.

      “I know her through friends. The rest doesn’t concern you,” I finally say and sit back on the table. I act like I don’t care and fix my gaze on the floor.

      He opens the door and calls her name. Every fiber of my being is hyperaware as she reenters the room. When he returns to my side, I focus on him and not her sweet berry scent. I want to put my nose to her neck and inhale her into my system. I’m so attuned to her that I know when she moves back to the computer. When I hear the clicking of the keyboard, I look at Conor. He’s watching her, and I notice the possessiveness in his stare. He wants her too.

      Over my dead body.

      For the next hour, I work hard to avoid looking at her and instead work out my muscles until they are all screaming.

      “Okay, Summer. Go ahead and get him set up on the ice machine. I’m going to get started on our next patient,” he instructs, and walks out.

      The moment we’re alone, my eyes move to her. A faint blush tints her cheeks, the soft pink blossoming as she bites her upper lip and looks down.

      “This way, Mr. Oakley.” She gestures toward the door. I stand up and want to take her in my arms but don’t.

      We move through the practice to the exercise room, where machines hum with activity and other patients are working out. I follow behind Summer, trying to keep my eyes off her ass encased in those scrubs. She stops at a table and motions for me to climb on.

      “Lie back,” she orders, and I lean into the head that she raised so I’m not lying flat.

      I’m entranced as she proceeds to hook me up to a machine, securing a cuff around my shoulder. She moves to a control panel, her fingers swiftly navigating buttons and twisting knobs.

      “Let me know if it’s too much,” she says. I’m so focused on her that it takes a moment for me to register the cold sensation and subsequent tightening of the cuff around my shoulder. “We call it the freeze and squeeze. It helps reduce swelling from the workout we did to your muscles and promotes circulation,” she explains. As she speaks, the machine tightens to a point before easing off.

      “How long do I have to sit here like this?”

      “About fifteen minutes,” she responds, adjusting a dial slightly before turning back to me. “How does that feel? Is it too much?”

      “No, it was really cold in the beginning. Now it feels good.”

      “Good.”

      She starts to walk away, but I reach out with my other arm and stop her.

      “Please stay.”

      Her gaze shifts to where Conor is entering a room with a kid. The patient is probably about the same age as Summer, but he’s a kid in my eyes. Conor glances toward us, and she nods when he waves at her.

      “I can’t,” she replies, turning back to face me.

      “Just for a few minutes. He won’t miss you,” I urge.

      She licks her lip, and that hint of pink from her little tongue causes my jeans to tighten around my cock.

      “Please,” I beg, and she looks toward the now closed door.

      “Okay.” She turns and stands there looking down at her feet.

      “How have you been?” I try to break the ice.
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        Summer

      

      

      

      Conor is going to be upset that I’m not with him, but he treats me more like an assistant than a student. Plus, I can’t stand the way he looks at me. It’s creepy and unprofessional. The guy he’s currently working on, Trey Cleary, happens to be the goalie for the Ramsey University team, and he despises me. Trey’s pissed I was asked to cover his slot on the competitive league he plays on—a co-ed team that he only joins for extra practice when he doesn’t have any university games. Right now, I need all the practice I can get. Olympic tryouts are just two weeks away. There are also rumors going around that Ramsey might be adding a women’s hockey team or integrating women into the men’s team.

      When Remington begged me to stay, I couldn’t say no if I wanted to. I’ve had a crush on him since the first time I saw him play. He’s the reason I made Ramsey University my top choice when looking at colleges. I’ve followed his professional career too. The fact that he’s best friends with my best friend’s boyfriend is almost as if fate intervened on my behalf. I lean my hip against the bench next to his. I want to lean into his. I want him to hold me again like he did at the airport a couple of weeks ago.

      “I’m good,” I reply to his question. “Practicing a lot and taking summer courses. How about you?”

      “I’m good too. Can’t wait for this to be healed up.” He chuckles and indicates his shoulder.

      “Are you going back?”

      A lot of his fans are speculating that he will. But I poked around his chart when I took notes earlier. I know I shouldn’t have, but I wanted to see if there was anywhere else I could offer help. Conor is just focused on getting him back on the ice, like everyone else. Remington had another concussion that was pretty severe. He shouldn’t return to the game after the amount of them he’s had.

      “I don’t think so,” he answers. “I was just asked to step in and coach for Ramsey.”

      I can’t hide my smile, and he smirks in response. “I’ve heard they might finally be starting a women’s team.”

      “I haven’t heard that, but I’ll do whatever the board and dean want me to do.” He pauses for a brief moment before continuing, “Is it true you’re aiming for the Olympics?”

      I nod. “Yeah, that’s my goal. Going professional is probably not an option for me, but the Olympics could open a new path.”

      “Do it.” He doesn’t tell me how hard it could be or how I shouldn’t dream.

      Every day I’ve manifested my dreams, and some have come true. We got out of Chandelier Lake, Minnesota. I earned a full-ride scholarship to Ramsey University and secured spots on every team I tried out for. The Olympic tryouts are mine to lose.

      “Thank you. I will.” I look down and wish we weren’t out in the open with people watching us.

      “Summer!”

      My head flies up when my name is yelled. Conor is standing outside the door he entered moments ago. Glancing at the machine, I see Remington only has seconds left.

      “He’s almost done, then I’ll be there,” I assure Conor, then turn back to the machine. As soon as it beeps, I turn it off and move toward Remington. My fingers slide across his chilled skin as I remove the ice pack shoulder attachment. His body flinches, and I step back, fearing I hurt him.

      He stands and lifts my chin. “I like you touching me, my sweet, beautiful Summer,” he whispers in his husky voice. I look up into his eyes and can’t stop the shiver that overcomes my body.

      “Summer,” Conor barks, snapping me out of the moment.

      “I’ll see you next time,” Remington says as his hand brushes mine, then he’s gone.

      On shaky legs, I move across the room to where Conor is waiting for me.

      “I will pull your fellowship if you don’t stop flirting with patients.”

      “I wasn’t.” I attempt to defend myself, but he’s already turned and headed into the room. I look past Conor to Trey sitting on the table. He heard him and is smirking at me.

      The rest of the day passes with few issues. By the time I return to my dorm, I’m exhausted and just want to sleep. After locking the door, I collapse onto my bed and pull the pillow over my head to drown out the noise from the other people in the building.

      My thoughts turn to Remington and how he made me feel. The way my body reacted to him. From my nipples puckering to my core clenching when he touched me. I focus on those feelings and not on how Conor made sure to brush against me every chance he could. I hated it.

      I’m so glad my fellowship is only twice a week. Tomorrow, I have classes and practice with my team.
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