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      One night. One lie. Now he’s everywhere… and completely off-limits.

      

      I thought he was just the fill-in team doctor.

      He didn’t correct me.

      Neither of us realized who the other really was—until it was too late.

      Two weeks into my job as the Ravenfall Raptors' new PR assistant, and I’ve already broken the number one rule:

      Don’t sleep with the players.

      Especially not Caleb Archer—team captain and my dad’s star player.

      It was supposed to be a one-time thing. A nameless, no-strings, reckless fling.

      Now that mistake is everywhere I turn—meetings, hallways, locker rooms.

      Every glance, every smirk, every brush of his hand is a threat to my job… and my self-control.

      He’s cocky. Gorgeous. Untouchable.

      Worse? He knows it.

      And if anyone finds out, I lose everything. My credibility, my career, my chance to prove to my father that I can stand on my own.

      I already crossed the line once.

      Crossing it again won’t end in the bedroom.

      It’ll end in disaster.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Mistaken Identity

      

      
        2. Cold Reality

      

      
        3. Skating on Thin Ice

      

      
        4. A Game of Wits

      

      
        5. Behind Enemy Lines

      

      
        6. Confrontations and Chemistry

      

      
        7. Turning Point

      

      
        8. Drawing Lines

      

      
        9. The Gala Night

      

      
        10. Out in the Open

      

      
        11. Stepping Back

      

      
        12. Breaking Down Walls

      

      
        13. Out from the Shadows

      

      
        14. Making Amends

      

      
        15. Hearts Aligned

      

      
        16. The Blessing

      

      
        17. Planning the Future

      

      
        18. A Friendly Encounter

      

      
        19. Coincidences

      

      
        20. The Grand Gesture

      

    

    
      
        One More Page

      

      
        Sneak Peek

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            MISTAKEN IDENTITY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Cara

      

      

      "Of course the mic dies right in the middle of the coach's speech," I mutter under my breath. "And of course the mascot sprains his ankle trying to floss in skates, because why not?"

      The arena is finally emptying out, players have escaped to the locker rooms already, D-list celebs who can't skate finally off the ice, reporters packing up their equipment. The disastrous charity event is mercifully over.

      I duck under a crooked banner, my PR badge swinging wildly from the lanyard around my neck. What the hell was I thinking by insisting to do all the planning and coordination from home? I should have come to the arena at least once before the event.

      I’m about to lose it. I just need five freaking minutes to breathe, to hide, to scream into a towel if that's what it takes. I head down the service corridor, the sounds of the crowd diminishing behind me. As I turn a corner, I freeze.

      There's a man—one of the players—standing in the locker room with his back to the corridor. His pants are on the bench next to him, and he's completely naked from the waist down. He's clearly changing, thinking everyone is gone.

      I should back away. I should leave. Instead, I stand rooted to the spot as he turns slightly, giving me a perfect view of his penis—thick, impressive even in its relaxed state. Heat floods my body instantly, a jolt of pure desire that nearly knocks me off my heels.

      It's been—God, how long? Eight months without sex? Nine? The constant travel, long workdays, and endless crises have demolished my love life, but seeing this man’s penis reawakens every dormant nerve ending in my body.

      He doesn't see me. I back away quietly, heart pounding in my chest, that image burned into my retinas. I hurry further down the corridor, my body buzzing with an unexpected electricity. I've never been this instantaneously turned on by simply seeing someone naked. I need a private space to take care of the throbbing between my legs.

      I spot a door marked "Physician's Office" at the end of the corridor. Perfect—quiet, private, and empty now that the event is over. With the team physician out of town and the sub physician already gone, I know the space will be vacant.

      I burst through the door, slam it shut behind me, and twist the lock with a satisfying click. I drop my clipboard onto the desk and it reminds me of the embarrassing charity event.

      "This fucking nightmare circus," I mutter, yanking off my coat and fanning my flushed face. "Worst idea in the history of ideas. Corporate clients never do stupid shit like this. And that number ten should shove his hockey stick up his ass!"

      I pace the dimmed lighting, my heels clicking against the floor.

      "And Dad wonders why I avoided hockey my entire life. What the hell is good about it?"

      "Impressive vocabulary," a low voice drawls from the dark. "Especially that bit about what number ten should do with his own hockey stick."

      My body is already on edge from my unexpected corridor encounter, and now this?

      A man steps out from the small medicine closet across the room. Broad shoulders filling out an expensive henley, dark hair slightly mussed, strong jaw with perfect stubble, intense eyes, and a mouth curved into an amused smile.

      Why is he still here? He isn’t even the team’s regular physician!

      "I—" My professional training kicks in despite my suddenly dry mouth. "I'm so sorry. I thought you had already left."

      "Clearly." His smile widens. "Don't stop on my account. It was just getting interesting."

      I straighten, embarrassment morphing into something more composed as I try not to stare at his chiseled biceps. "You must be the new team physician." I extend my hand. "Cara Myers, public relations."

      His eyebrow raises slightly as he takes my hand. His palm is warm, grip firm. "Working this charity event? Sounds like you've got your hands full."

      "That's putting it mildly." The contact breaks, but the warmth lingers. "It's a special circle of hell and I had a dozen fires to put out, including an actual one when the mascot got too close to the pyrotechnics again. The best part though? Is when amateur skaters meet professional egos and nobody reads their briefing emails."

      He laughs, the sound rich and inviting. "Want to tell me what's really on your mind? I'm pretty good at confidentiality." He leans against the desk, powerful arms crossed over his chest.

      I should leave. But something about him feels like the eye of the hurricane. And it's been so long since I've felt this kind of attraction, this immediate, visceral pull toward a man.

      "The charitable part of this charity event seems to be how much of my sanity I'm donating," I say, surprised by my own candor. "The team forwards were flirting with the figure skaters, the celebrities were demanding special treatment, and the coordinator just bailed with a perfectly timed migraine. And where the hell was the team captain? Of course Mr. Big Shot Archer gets to skip this disaster claiming some bullshit physio appointment. But everyone else had to suffer through it."

      "Sounds like someone needed to take charge." The way he watches me feels penetrating.

      "Someone did. Me. But there's a difference between taking charge and herding a bunch of wild animals on ice while they all only take orders from their handlers."

      He moves closer. "You don't strike me as someone who backs down from a challenge."

      "I am not." Our eyes meet, and something electric passes between us. "That’s how I managed the damn thing all the way to the end. But I also know when to take a strategic five minutes to prevent myself from slapping the players."

      "Smart. I know that dealing with players can be quite frustrating." He stands close enough now that I catch his scent—something crisp and masculine that definitely isn't standard hospital antiseptic.

      When he steps closer, it makes me increasingly aware of how alone we are in this small room. The throbbing between my legs is getting worse and looking at him just makes it worse. I should say something. Silence is dangerous.

      "You seem to understand the players' perspective well," I say, studying him.

      "Let's say I've spent some time around hockey teams." His smile turns wry. "Enough to know that most of them respond better to direct challenge than coddling. Though sometimes a well-timed absence can be effective too."

      "Is that your professional medical opinion, Doctor...?" I realize I never got his name.

      He steps closer, close enough that I have to tilt my chin up to maintain eye contact. My body responds immediately to his proximity, a rush of heat spreading through me. Why is he so hot?

      "Maybe I just knew it was the one place to find some peace and quiet."

      "That makes two of us."

      "Looks like we both had the same idea." His voice drops lower. "Find somewhere private to avoid the aftermath of the chaos."

      I should step back. I should remember that this is where I work now.

      I don't do any of those things.

      "Sometimes chaos makes you appreciate the quiet moments."

      His eyes darken. "And what do you want to do with this quiet moment, Cara Myers?"

      Even though I'm using my mom's maiden name to keep things professional here, the way he says my name sends heat racing through my body. The professional distance I've maintained with everyone since arriving here shatters in an instant.

      "That depends on what you're offering."

      His hand comes up, knuckles brushing lightly against my cheek. "I'm offering a different kind of stress relief than hiding in an office."

      The touch ignites something molten inside me. I've never been this person—the woman who throws caution aside for a moment of connection with a stranger. But looking at him makes it impossible for me to move. My body is screaming for release, for contact, for sex after months of deprivation.

      "That's quite an offer."

      "An honest one," he says, his voice low and serious. "I'm not looking for anything complicated. No dating, no strings. Just this moment."

      That should cool my interest, but somehow it only intensifies it. No expectations beyond right now? Perfect.

      "I'm not looking for complicated either," I admit. "My job doesn't leave room for dating."

      "Then we understand each other."

      Our gazes lock, the air between us charged with possibility. My breath catches as his thumb traces my lower lip. I lean into his touch, an invitation I can't bring myself to voice.

      His lips crash against mine with a ferocity that steals my breath—demanding, hungry—like a man who's been starving for this exact moment. I melt into him, my hands sliding up his chest, tracing the hard contours of his body.

      His tongue teases the seam of my lips, and I open to him without hesitation, our breaths tangling in a desperate, needy rhythm.

      His hand cups the back of my neck, pulling me closer like he can't bear the space between us. His other hand glides down my waist, fingers splaying over my hip with a possessiveness that makes my knees weak.

      I want this. I want him.

      "Tell me you want this," he breathes against my lips, his voice rough and low. His breath ghosts across my skin, and I shiver, my body responding like his words are a command.

      "I want it," I whisper, "I want you."

      He growls softly, the sound vibrating through me—primal, intoxicating. In one swift motion, he lifts me and puts me on the desk. I feel his hard length press against my thigh. I arch into him, craving his touch, desperate for the relief only he can give.

      "You're so fucking beautiful," he rasps, his lips trailing down my neck. He pauses to gently bite my nipple. I moan, raw and unfiltered.

      His hand slips beneath my panties, fingers brushing against my wetness, and I gasp, my hips rocking into his touch.

      "Fuck, you're so ready for me," he murmurs, his thumb circling my clit with slow, deliberate pressure. "So wet. So hot."

      "Please," I beg, my voice trembling. "Don't tease."

      He chuckles, a dark, sinful sound, and hooks his fingers into the waistband of my panties, pulling them down my legs. He steps closer, his erection pressing insistently against my pussy. I reach down, fumbling with his belt, desperate to feel him, to have him inside me.

      "Impatient, aren't we?" he says, voice laced with amusement, but he doesn't stop me. His pants and boxers fall, and I gasp at the sight of him—thick, hard, pulsing with need. I stroke him once, and he hisses through his teeth, his head falling back before locking eyes with me again, gaze dark with desire.

      I reach into my purse on the desk, fumbling for the emergency condom I keep there—just in case, though it's been unused for months.

      "Safety first," I say, tearing open the packet.

      "Smart woman." He takes the condom, rolling it on with practiced ease.

      "You're going to feel so good," he growls. "So fucking good."

      He thrusts into me in one smooth motion, filling me completely, and I cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders. He's big, stretching me, and I'm impossibly tight around him, every nerve lit up, screaming for more. He holds still, letting me adjust, his forehead resting against mine.

      "Move," I plead, voice desperate. "Please. Move."

      He pulls back slowly, then slams into me with force. Each thrust is deep, hitting a spot inside me that makes me want to scream. I'm lost in the rhythm, in the friction, in the way he fills me, claims me.

      "Fuck, you're perfect," he pants, his grip on my hips tightening. "So tight. So hot. So fucking wet for me."

      His words send me spiraling. My orgasm builds fast, heavy and hot.

      "I'm going to come," I gasp. "Don't stop. Don't fucking stop."

      He growls, pace quickening, thrusts rough and urgent. "Come for me, Cara. Come on my cock. Let me feel it."

      That's all it takes. I shatter, my body clenching around him, orgasm crashing through me. I try not to scream, trembling as I ride the wave. He follows with a groan, his thrusts stuttering as he comes, his body tensing and then relaxing against mine.

      "Fuck," he breathes, his forehead dropping to my shoulder, his breath hot against my skin.

      We stay like that for a moment, our hearts pounding, breaths slowly evening out. He pulls out gently, making me gasp, his hands lingering on my hips like he's not ready to let go.

      "That was..." I trail off, unable to find words that won't sound trite after what just happened between us.

      "Unexpected," he finishes, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear with surprising tenderness.

      We've managed to put ourselves back together, more or less, though my hair is a lost cause. The arena feels like it’s in another dimension—the sounds barely penetrating our bubble.

      "I should get back”

      He nods, but keeps his hand lightly on my waist. "Let me see you again. Properly."

      The request surprises me after his earlier declaration. "I thought you said no complications. No dating."

      Something shifts in his expression. "I did say that, didn't I?" He runs a hand through his hair. "This was good, though. Maybe we could do it again sometime. Still no strings."

      "Just sex," I clarify, oddly disappointed despite myself.

      "Just sex," he confirms. "Relationships never work for me anyway."

      My phone blares with a text notification. Reality crashes back.

      "Cara, before you go—I should probably tell you something."

      "Can it wait until we meet again for dinner?" I'm already backing toward the door.

      "It's important." His voice turns serious. "I'm not who you think I am."

      I freeze, hand on the doorknob. "What?"

      "I'm not the team physician." He runs a hand through his hair.

      "Then who the hell are you and why are you in a restricted area?"

      He straightens, something shifting in his posture that suddenly makes him seem bigger, more authoritative.

      "Caleb Archer. Team captain."

      The floor seems to drop from beneath me. Caleb Archer. My dad's golden boy. His star player. Without a helmet, uniform, and in this dim room, I didn't recognize him. Why would I? I've deliberately steered clear of anything hockey-related. I've never watched a game, never bothered to even look interested in hockey.

      "You let me think—" I sputter, heat rising to my face. "Why didn't you correct me?"

      "I tried to, at first. But then you started talking, and I⁠—"

      "Decided lying by omission was fine if it got you laid?" The embarrassment crystallizes into anger.

      "That's not⁠—"

      "Save it." I cut him off, mortification and rage battling for dominance. "This didn't happen. We never met. And if you ever mention this to anyone, especially my father, I'll personally ensure the next team physical finds something career-endingly wrong with your knee."

      His expression shifts from apologetic to confused. "Your father?"

      "Yes, your coach." I said, already yanking the door open.

      "Wait, What?!" His voice follows me into the corridor.

      I don't look back. I can't. Because beneath the anger and embarrassment, I'm still thinking about his hands, his mouth, and the way he made me feel.

      And that's more dangerous than any lie he told.
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      The puck explodes off my stick with more force than necessary, slamming into the top corner of the net. The satisfying ping echoes through the nearly empty rink, but it doesn't quiet the chaos in my head.

      I've been on the ice since five thirty AM, an hour before mandatory practice, skating drills until my legs burn, my lungs ache, and sweat freezes against my skin. Physical exhaustion should drown out everything else. It's always worked before.

      Not today.

      Today, all I can think about is blonde hair splayed across my hands. Soft gasps against my neck. And the look of absolute betrayal in Cara's eyes when she realized who I really was.

      “Yes, your coach.” Her final words haunt me more than any missed shot or lost game ever could. The coach's daughter. I slept with Coach Knight's daughter, who he never mentioned and who—for reasons I'm still trying to figure out—uses a different last name.

      I take another puck, line up the shot, and fire. This one misses entirely—something that never happens—clanging against the boards with an unsatisfying thud.

      "Damn," a voice calls from behind me. "Did gravity change overnight?"

      Noah skates up, ice shavings spraying from his sudden stop as the rest of the team filters onto the ice for morning practice. He circles me once, eyebrow raised. "You look like you haven't slept. Fun night?"

      If he only knew.

      "Something like that," I mutter, retrieving another puck.

      Coach Knight's whistle slices through the air, sharp and commanding. "Line up! First unit center ice, second unit blue line."

      I push off, grateful for the distraction. For the next twenty minutes, I lose myself in the familiar rhythm of practice drills. My body knows what to do even when my mind wanders. Pass. Shoot. Defend. Repeat.

      Then I miss an easy cross-ice feed from Peterson, and Coach Knight's voice booms across the ice.

      "Archer! Wake up!" Coach barks, veins visible at his temple. "That's a kindergarten-level pass you just whiffed on."

      The guys snicker, and I feel heat creep up my neck. I never miss. Everyone knows it, which makes this morning's performance all the more noticeable.

      I glance at Coach, the man who's shaped my career for the past seven years, who took a chance on me as a rookie and helped transform me into captain material. His disappointment cuts deeper than he knows.

      "Damn, Cap, did someone steal your edge overnight?" Noah smirks, skating up beside me. "Or did you suddenly forget how to play hockey?"

      I snort, shoving him off course. "You wish."

      But the chirping doesn't stop.

      "Nah, you know Archer. All about the game, nothing else. No distractions, no attachments—unless…" Martinez trails off with a shit-eating grin.

      The comment hits harder than it should. Because it's true—I've always kept things simple. Hockey first, everything else distant second. No relationships, no complications. Just the game and occasional no-strings fun. That's how I've always operated, how I've always wanted it.

      So why am I suddenly irritated at Martinez for pointing out what everyone knows?

      "Maybe he got cursed by that witch who lives behind the arena," Sanderson calls out, drawing laughs.

      Before anyone can continue the roast, a loud bang echoes through the rink. Every head turns.

      My stomach drops.

      Cara stands near the PR table, a clipboard now at her feet, her expression carefully blank. Her jaw is tight, fingers clenching and unclenching before she bends to pick up the clipboard like nothing happened.

      She's wearing a charcoal blazer over a cream blouse, her hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail that emphasizes the elegant line of her neck. My mind flashes to how that neck arched when I⁠—

      "Eyes on the drill, guys," Coach Knight barks, not even glancing at his daughter.

      The guys don't notice anything unusual, but I do. She doesn't spare me a single glance, not even a flicker of acknowledgment. It's as if I don't exist, as if last night never happened. Her deliberate indifference is more cutting than any glare could be.

      Normally, I wouldn't care if someone ignored me—except I do, and it grates. The realization that I want her to look at me, even in anger, sets off warning bells in my head. I don't do this—don't get caught up in women, don't let them affect my game.

      The memory of yesterday burns hot. The way she came undone in my arms, the way her sharp tongue turned breathless. But all of that's gone now, replaced by a frosty, closed-off professionalism that rubs me the wrong way.

      I tell myself it's for the best. She's off-limits in every conceivable way.

      But "best" shouldn't feel this damn wrong.

      "Second unit, defense drill!" Coach shouts, and I snap back to attention, furious with myself for the lapse in focus.

      Across the ice, Cara discusses something with Jessica from marketing, her back deliberately turned to the players. To me. The team only knows her as the new PR assistant, a recent hire meant to help improve the team's image.

      No one seems to know that she's Coach Knight's daughter. And judging by how she's acting now, she probably wants to keep it that way. But that doesn't change the fact that I screwed up.

      I shouldn't have let things happen the way they did. Shouldn't have let her believe I was someone else, even if it wasn't entirely intentional. Now, I've got more than just the team to worry about—I've got the coach's very pissed-off daughter completely shutting me out from across the rink.

      When practice finally ends, I'm the last one off the ice, staying to run extra sprints as if punishment might somehow clear my conscience. By the time I make it to the locker room, most of the guys have already showered and changed.

      "Archer," Coach Knight calls as I pass his office.

      My pulse quickens, a sudden chill running down my spine that has nothing to do with the ice.

      "A word."

      My blood freezes in my veins. Does he know? Did she tell him?

      I follow him into his office, standing at attention like I've been summoned to the principal's office. Which, in a way, I have.

      Coach doesn't look up from the stats sheet he's reviewing. "Your head wasn't in it today."

      "No, sir. Won't happen again."

      Now he looks at me, eyes narrowed. "Make sure it doesn't. We've got Edmonton tomorrow, and they'll eat us alive if our captain's distracted."

      "Understood."

      He studies me a moment longer, then nods toward the door. "That's all."

      I'm halfway out when he speaks again.

      "Oh, and Archer?" He glances up, expression unreadable. "We need to talk about Alex. His time here will be over soon, he's trouble."

      I nod, keeping my expression neutral. "I've noticed. He's been causing problems in the locker room too."

      "Keep an eye on him until we make it official. I don't want him bringing down team morale."

      "Will do, Coach."

      His expression gives nothing away. "Right. Get some rest. You look like hell."

      I escape to the locker room, relief and guilt warring inside me. She didn't tell him. But now I'm living with a lie of omission that feels worse than any penalty I've ever served.

      Most of the guys have cleared out by now, but Noah's still there, taking his time as usual. He eyes me as I drop onto the bench in front of my locker.

      "You're
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