

  

    

      

    

  




  SKIP TO TABLE OF CONTENTS




  Excerpt




  




  His chance to make his dream come true arrived just a week after the end of his stint with his college basketball squad, when he received a call from a scout, who, in turn, arranged a meeting with the assistant coach of the Warriors, a well-known team in the national league.




  Two weeks later, the contract was signed, making Tyler a part of the Warriors reserve pool and receive the minimum salary for the next two years. Tyler, of course, would have been happier if he had been placed on the active roster, but he knew too well that the team already had a lot of talented players so he decided to count his blessings and wait for his turn to shine.




  Someday, he told himself as he stepped onto the practice court of the Warriors. He had been asked to come and join practice for the first time but since he was early, there was no one else around and he decided to tour the place instead, thinking that he would be spending a lot of time there for the next two years at least.




  He walked down the hall and was able to find the viewing room, as well as what he thought was a conference room, then proceeded to the locker rooms – the most spacious he had ever seen. He hesitated before going into the shower room but decided to take a peek anyway just to see how different it was from the one at his school.




  He should have stayed away.




  He had not expected anyone to be in the showers – he had thought he was all alone the whole time – which is why it was such a surprise for him to find a man there using one of the stalls. Completely naked, no less.




  He should have turned away then and there while he still had the chance to escape unnoticed, seeing as the man seemed completely absorbed in getting himself clean, but he was transfixed by the body presented before him.




  The man in the shower was more than six feet tall, one of the players no doubt, his spiky blond hair extending just long enough to cover his nape and brush the surface of a pair of broad shoulders. The droplets of water trickled through the well-pronounced muscles of his back, some of them sliding over his well-rounded ass cheeks and others disappearing into the valley in between.




  Tyler gulped. Was he doing what he thought he was doing? Staring at a guy’s ass?




  Just as Tyler had finally gathered his wits about him and was about to take a step back and leave, the blond-haired man turned around, letting Tyler know just who he was staring at – Seth McNeil, the player he had revered for nearly the past decade, making him freeze at the spot with his heart seemingly caught in his throat.




  That was not all that was revealed, though. In spite of himself, Tyler could not help but stare at the sinewy chest in front of him, one marked with a few scars and a pair of dusky nipples atop a pack of abs that Tyler knew any man would die for. As if under a spell, his gaze followed a droplet of water that made its way past the man’s navel to a patch of blond curls, and it was all he could do to keep breathing as he saw what was nestled there.




  At that moment, Seth opened his eyes – he had them closed the whole time – and Tyler was forced to snap out of his reverie to meet the sapphire ones boring down on him.
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  Tyler Anderson had always dreamed of becoming a professional basketball player.




  He loved the feel of the ball whenever it was trapped between his palms, the thud it made across the hardwood floor and the swish of the net whenever it went in. Best of all, he loved the breathlessness that came with running from one side of the court to another, the excitement that flowed through his veins whenever the ball fell into in his grasp, the exhilaration that resembled floating on air whenever he soared above his defenders as he made his way towards the basket and the pride that burst in his chest whenever he scored, making him feel invincible even for just a moment.
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