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PRAISE FOR BAL KHABRA

“A blend of heart, heat, and high-stakes competition, Revolve is a must-read for sports romance lovers. It will make you believe in second chances, on and off the ice.”

—Elle Kennedy, New York Times bestselling author of the Off-Campus series

“Bal Khabra is a master of banter, swoon, and lovable characters. I dare you to try and read one of her novels in more than one sitting—they’re simply unputdownable.”

—Hannah Bonam-Young, New York Times bestselling author of People Watching

“Spiral is fake-dating goodness filled with delicious tension and overwhelming tenderness. These two had me kicking my feet.”

—Lana Ferguson, USA Today bestselling author of Overruled

“Charming and brilliant! Bal Khabra’s Collide, equal parts spicy and sweet, shines above the rest. Khabra seamlessly weaves her whip-smart banter, captivating cast of characters, and laugh-out-loud humor into an endearing, timeless love story. Readers will cheer for Aiden and Summer from the first page and think of them long after the end.”

—Peyton Corinne, USA Today bestselling author of Unbound

“Sexy and swoony, Aiden is a perfect book boyfriend.”

—Avery Keelan, author of Offside, on Collide

“[Eli and Sage] are constantly switching between selves—the confident professional, the traumatized child, the teasing friend—and the book’s emotional journey lies in finding where their real, solid truths lie.”

—The New York Times on Spiral

“Khabra’s skillful portrayal of her characters’ personal struggles and their growing bond makes for an engaging read that goes beyond the typical sports romance formula. Thanks to its well-paced narrative and ample steamy moments, readers will find themselves engrossed in this hockey-meets-ballet romance.”

—Library Journal on Spiral

“The diverse cast is refreshing in a subgenre that is still overwhelmingly white, and the leads are lovable. . . .Fans of book one will enjoy this steamy return to the rink.”

—Publishers Weekly on Spiral




For those who love with their whole heart and hope that one day someone will give them theirs too.
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DELICATE | Taylor Swift
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Dear reader,

Welcome back to Dalton University. We’ve got one last semester here, and although it feels bittersweet stepping into the final one, I couldn’t be more grateful that this is where we ended up.

While writing Kian and Scarlett’s story, I made it a point to savor each step of the process, to add in tiny details and moments that so many of you have been here for since Collide. There’s a comfort in knowing you have found a safe space inside a world that I dreamed up.

We all know Kian as the fun, chaotic one, so when I started writing his story, I thought I knew exactly what it would be. But beneath all that was a vulnerability, and like so many of us, he was yearning to be seen by the right person. This story still has the same banter, chemistry, and heat you’ve come to expect, but it also touches on themes that may be difficult for some readers. I encourage you to honor your boundaries and read with care.

This is the final book in the series, but it will always be a home for you to come back to, with the door wide open.

All my love,

Bal




Content and Trigger Warning:

Death of a parent (cancer, past, off-page)

Grief

Alzheimer’s disease

Parent incarceration

Explicit sexual content

Drug and alcohol use




ONE

SCARLETT

I’M GOING TO prison.

Not because I’ve done anything illegal, but because I finally found him.

It has been exactly seven years and thirty-two days since I last saw Victor Hall, my biological father. I still remember the way his eyes lingered on me as the bailiff dragged him away in handcuffs after my testimony, a memory I’ve tried desperately to erase. And then, out of nowhere, I got the call.

I play the voicemail for the third time since I woke up.

“Hello, this is Risa calling from MCI-Norfolk. We received your request to visit an inmate at this facility. Due to high call and visitation volumes, our system is currently delayed. We are reviewing your request and will contact you as soon as your visit is scheduled. Thank you for your patience—”

“How’s my Rosie girl today?” The voice sneaks up behind me, steady and familiar. Safe.

I quickly slide my phone back into my jacket pocket. A dark, guilty pit twists in my stomach as my dad passes by, brushing a gentle kiss on the crown of my head. He’s wearing his royal blue windbreaker, COACH printed across the back.

Shane Kilner is the best hockey coach Dalton University has ever seen, leading our school to the most Frozen Four and ECAC victories in the country.

But more than that, he’s my dad. Well, stepdad, if we’re talking real titles.

Seven years ago, my mom breathed her first sigh of relief after seeing her husband—my biological dad—behind bars. She spent the next year finding herself again. It helped that Shane had always been there for her. They’d known each other since high school and had reconnected, and it was on their wedding day five years ago that he asked if he could adopt me.

He’s been Dad ever since. I’ve always been his Rosie.

“Alive,” I mutter, still tired from staying up late to organize my dorm. I even set up my mini Christmas tree, complete with ornaments and a star tree topper.

I’m rooming with my best friend and Dalton’s top figure skater, Sierra Romanova. Last year, she got injured during a competition, and her recovery was long and grueling. I took the year away from campus, doing my classes online so I could stay by her side in the hospital.

Now we’re finally back, and not even the grimy communal showers of Iona House can stop us from making this year better than the last.

The back door creaks open, and my mom walks in after her morning run. Dad’s already waiting with her coffee poured, like he somehow knows the exact second she’ll step through the door.

He doesn’t waste a second pulling her into his arms. “I’m all sweaty, Shane!” she complains.

“When have I ever cared?” he murmurs in her ear.

The giggle that bubbles out of her makes a smile stretch on my face. My mom was never a morning person. When I was younger, our mornings were quiet and tense, a rush to get dressed and slip out before Victor woke up and another fight began.

So even though it’s in front of me now, I didn’t grow up with this. I grew up with the hard truth that people who say they love you can also hurt you the most.

“Excited for your first day as a senior, anak?” My mom makes her way over to me, pressing a kiss to my forehead and rubbing her thumbs over my ears before she sits on the stool beside me.

Marielle Dionio-Kilner is a cool mom. She was the prodigal art student at every school she attended, from the Philippines to America, getting interest from magazines and art studios as early as age twelve. Then, at twenty, she met Victor Hall, the wide receiver for their college football team.

That’s the year their lives unraveled. My mom got pregnant with me, Victor ruptured his Achilles tendon just days before the NFL scouting combine. They were dealt pretty shitty cards, but I never felt it, not until she couldn’t hide it from me anymore.

My mom takes a sip of her coffee and, like clockwork, slides her half-eaten pandesal toward me. I’m already reaching for the plate, anticipating her movements the way I always have.

“Yup. I already started my readings, and I have two major assignments due this month before I can put in more hours at the shelter.” I’m officially a senior, which means this is my last chance. No more switching majors last-minute. No more hiding in hospital rooms to avoid coming back to campus and face the mess I’ve made.

My mom’s expression twists with concern. “You should have fun, too, Scarlett.”

“Your mom’s right. You’ll miss your college days,” my dad adds, sipping his coffee from the mug I got him one Christmas. It reads BEST DAD EVER. NO DNA REQUIRED.

When I slip off my stool to wash my bowl in the sink, they’re both watching me. “I can have fun after I graduate. I’ll get to explore somewhere that isn’t Connecticut.” Even as the words leave my mouth, I hesitate.

My parents weren’t exactly thrilled when I told them I wanted to leave after graduation. To them, it sounded like running away. To me, it felt like freedom, like finally giving myself an end date to everything here that hurts. Maybe that’s why I went a little wild those first two years of college, chasing distraction wherever I could find it. I don’t regret it, not all of it anyway. But Hartford holds too many ghosts. Every crosswalk, every streetlight has a memory carved into it. Even a trip to Costco feels like walking through the wreckage of what used to be.

It’s not the memory of Victor getting frustrated with my mom and leaving us stranded in the middle of the store, forcing us to take a taxi home. It’s the good ones that hurt the most. The time I sat on his lap while he let me steer his truck around the empty parking lot. The afternoon I got a nosebleed, he spent the rest of the day with his cool hand pressed to my forehead.

That little girl, who saw that version of Victor and believes he’s still capable of being that man, she’s the one who wants to see him again.

“It’s not like you enjoy your first day back to coaching, Dad. I heard you complaining about the team last night.” I shoot him a knowing look.

“That’s because I have to deal with a bunch of boys who have thought only of women and beer all summer.”

I walk over to him, patting his arm. “Oh, come on, it’s not that bad. You still manage to get them to the Frozen Four.”

“Except now my star seniors are gone, so I’m left with the rookies and two overgrown pieces of work who are full of surprises.”

I’ve partied with most of his players, and not one of them knows I’m the coach’s daughter. It’s easy to keep that secret when no one can look at me and see him in my face, or when I go by my middle name instead of Kilner. No one asks questions, and I’ve never offered answers.

I’ve built my own world at Dalton, and now I’m desperate to burn it down.

Mom rubs a hand over Dad’s back. “You’re getting all worked up.”

Coach Kilner—because when he’s like this, he’s all Division I NCAA hockey coach and less of my sweet, softhearted dad—takes a deep breath that looks more painful than relaxing. “I’m fine, mahal. Just one more semester,” he mutters, taking his keys from the bowl on the counter. “You want a ride to study group, Rosie?”

My hand tightens around my phone, itching to call the prison back, but it’ll have to wait. I give my dad a stiff nod that makes him study me a moment longer, that familiar Coach Kilner scrutiny written all over his face. He doesn’t ask a single question, not even when I tell him to drop me at Porter’s.

I’ve been coming here since I was sixteen, when my dad would stop by to celebrate with his team. I’d read in the staff room or take pictures in the photo booth. Now it’s become tradition.

Inside Porter’s is the familiar hum of the neon sign flickering overhead and the low murmur of the barback stacking bottles behind the counter. Scott, the owner, waves when he spots me.

“Another memory?” he asks.

“First day of senior year,” I tell him. This photo booth is like my personal memory box—first day of high school, prom, last day of high school, first date, the list goes on.

I slide onto the narrow bench and pull the curtain shut. After popping in a few coins, the three-second countdown blinks across the screen, and four flashes go off. The thing is old as hell, so it takes forever to print the pictures. As I wait, I scroll through my social media, seeing the pictures of move-in day for the new sorority sisters. I have so many memories in the Beta Phi house that I almost miss it. Almost.

The picture falls out of the dispenser, and that’s when I notice the time on my phone.

“Shit!” I shove the strip into my bag and bolt out the front door.

I’m already ten minutes late for my study group. I hate being late. There’s so much that could go wrong when one thing is thrown off, and I really, really don’t like surprises.




TWO

KIAN

I JUMP OUT of the bushes before she’s even had the chance to exit her car.

The door to the gray Altima slams shut, and she steps out with folders upon folders, a laptop bag, and a mug of coffee. She has her phone wedged between her ear and shoulder as she talks.

After our early hockey practice, I only had one goal in mind: to make sure my courses were still confirmed. A five-credit course isn’t handed to someone with my GPA. Getting it approved was a fluke. Athletes aren’t a priority, and those spots usually go to prospective grad students.

“Ms. Lai!” I jump in front of my guidance counselor before I’ve thought this through.

Dorris Lai shrieks so loud I cover my ears.

Her coffee mug goes flying from her grip, the file folders she was juggling flutter to the wet ground, and her laptop bag slips from her shoulder and hits the concrete.

I cringe at the irreparable sound that comes from the bag.

She’s breathing hard, staring at the coffee splatters on her gray pants and fuzzy black sweater. “Mr. Ishida,” she says my name through clenched teeth. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

Sometimes I wonder why she’s so averse to my presence, but then I recall freshman year. I was covered in shaving foam for a rush week challenge and I bumped into her while I was bolting down the sidewalk.

I scratch the back of my neck, finally meeting her sharp glare.

“I need to talk to you about my transcript.” I try to help her gather her stuff.

“Don’t.” She takes a deep, deep breath. “Don’t touch anything.” Then she collects her papers and tosses the ones covered in rainwater and coffee into a nearby trash can. Then I follow her into her office.

“I’ll take those to the dry cleaner for you,” I offer. “Or wash them by hand. I’m great at laundry. Ask Coach.”

She sits at her desk, then gestures for me to take a seat. “That won’t be necessary. Are you here about your missing credits? I received all eight of your frantic emails from last week. I would have gotten back to you.”

I slide onto her desk, but the look she gives me forces me to the plastic seat. “But I need to make sure I’ve secured my spot in Advanced Stats. I got an email that even if it was approved during course selections, it’s subject to change for priority students.”

She raises a brow, typing on her computer. “That’s because it’s an advanced, senior-level course. It’s not an elective. There’s a reason it’s five credits.”

“Exactly. Paired with my electives, it’s the exact amount I need to graduate.”

“Mr. Ishida, you don’t need Advanced Stats. Your GPA is the minimum needed for hockey, and you’ve got a career ahead of you. There are many athletes who come through my office knowing they’re only here until they get called up.”

I’m trying to understand why my academic adviser is advising against academics. It probably doesn’t help that my super-senior status doesn’t inspire confidence.

Even at practice this morning, Coach Kilner ran us into the ground until we were nothing but sludge. I’m sure the man was hoping he’d be done with us last semester. But we had to rotate leadership, which means new captaincy and updating lines. Dylan Donovan, my best friend, got the majority vote, and he was not happy. He was even more pissed when he found out I voted for him. It was supposed to be a harmless joke.

Dylan prefers to live by his own rules without having anyone follow. Now everyone is looking to him for leadership.

Dorris stares back at me with an irritated look, but it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. “So you’re telling me I should just leave my degree incomplete, Dorris?”

“You have that option, yes.”

It might be the three classes I flunked in sophomore year, or the electives courses I never bothered to attend, but I was hoping for a little encouragement from the woman today.

“I can’t do that. I need to finish my classes.” I need to graduate.

I thought I was on track to do it, until we got our final transcripts last semester. The plan was that either Dylan and I got called up early to the NHL or we’d finish school before heading to the big show. But we only just got drafted to New York this summer, which means we still have until January to finish school. It hit me like a bag of bricks that I’d get to live my lifelong dream of playing professional hockey . . . only to lose my dad’s by not graduating before leaving Dalton.

“You can still walk the stage, if that’s what you’re worried about,” she offers.

That’s not what I’m worried about.

Four years ago, I got the worst phone call of my life. My dad died, and I had to get on the next flight to Japan for the funeral. He’d been diagnosed with stage four lung cancer six months earlier, and no one told me.

That whole year is a blur to me, and I’d rather it stay that way because I wasn’t myself. My friends noticed, but to everyone else I was coping excellently. Coping. What a joke.

“It’s not about that.” Not like there’s anyone to see me achieve that milestone anyway. “I want to graduate with my degree.”

She huffs before turning back to her computer. “Are you sure you want to take a five-credit course in your final semester? For psychology? That’s a lot to leave on the line.”

“Trust me, I’ve got it handled. My study group starts in an hour, and the girl who leads it is like a mega genius. Once I get her to tutor me, I’m clear. And I’ve cut down on partying. I got home at, like, two last night—or this morning—anyway I’m practically living like an honor student.”

She’s not impressed. “Have you heard of Dr. Dunn?”

My eyes nearly bulge out of my skull. Dr. Dunn was supposed to retire, like, ten years ago. The man is every psychology student’s worst nightmare. Last year, he took a leave of absence, and the entire cohort cheered. His replacement is the reason I wasn’t worried about the course. But if he’s back, I’m screwed.

“From your facial expression, I’m assuming you’ve heard about him. So I’m asking you again, Kian. Are you sure about this?”

I don’t need to think it over. It was my dad’s one wish when he sent me here. “Yes.”

She sighs. “Based on your academic history, I’d normally discourage such sudden optimism when taking a highly intensive course, but who am I to turn you away from education?”

I straighten. “So I can keep this schedule and still meet all my requirements?”

“Yes, if—”

“When.”

“—you complete this course with a C average.”

I take the freshly printed course schedule. “I’ll make you proud, Dor.”

• • •


BUNNY PATROL




Cole: *Sent an image* Shirt or no shirt for tonight?

Dylan: Since when do you have nipple piercings?

Sebastian: And where can we get some?

Aiden: I think we’ve been assaulted by enough needles in this house.

Eli: I second that.

Kian: I haven’t.

Dylan: Your body is so inked up, I can barely see skin.

Kian: You’ve been checking out my body, Dill?

Dylan: You wish, Ishida.



I’m snickering at my phone when it chimes with the reminder for my study group.

The librarian eyes me when I push past the turnstiles, her gaze running down my tattooed arms.

“Can I help you?” she asks, her tone clipped.

“I hope so.” I lean against her desk, letting my fingers walk over to the book she was reading. “But I’d hate to take away from your reading time. That’s a great book.”

Her head rears back. “You’ve read this?”

“Twice. Chapter nineteen is my favorite.”

A blush creeps onto the librarian’s face. Alice, I read on her name tag.

“What has you stopping by the library, Mr. Ishida?”

Of course she already knows who I am. In the past four years at Dalton, I can count on one hand the number of times I’ve been in this library.

“Call me Kian.” I toss her a smile. “It’s my first day at study group. Wish me luck, Al.”

It’s at a far table, with a sign that reads Senior study group in loopy handwriting. There’s a tiny heart cutout glued to the corner, and I don’t miss the glitter. I’m taking the attention to detail as a good sign because if there’s anyone who can help me ace this course, it’s going to be the smart-asses who find their purpose in helping the less academically inclined.

They’re all staring at me as I sit down, and then one guy jolts with recognition. “Ishida? What the hell are you still doing here? I thought you and Donovan got called up.”

“January start date. We’re finishing our degrees.”

“Man, I’d be outta here before the ink on the contract dried.”

Everyone’s always confused why I chose to stay and finish my degree, especially with the amount I’m getting in my NHL contract. But they won’t get it, and I don’t bother explaining.

I glance around—eleven faces. Exactly what I’d counted on the sign-up sheet. I scan for the rumored genius and spot her instantly: Post-its, textbook, and laptop all lined up and already scribbling notes. Bingo.

“So, should we get started?” I ask. There’s a guy beside her—probably her boyfriend, judging by the way he watches her—but I’m already planning to wedge my chair between them when breathless apologies drift toward the table, then a girl stumbles up beside me. Her red hair spills over her shoulders, flyaways lit by the sunlight slanting through the library windows, like a pink halo. Brown eyes dart nervously around the table as binders and textbooks slide from her arms and land with a loud thud.

When she pushes her thick, clear-framed glasses into place, her brows pull together in faint frustration, like she forgot she had them on. A wave of citrus scent, and cherry-colored locks engulf my vision. It’s hard not to stare as she sweeps her hair into a clip, a few pieces falling loose and framing her face in wavy outlines. I swear I almost see a flash of ink on her hands before she pulls her sweater over them.

“I’m so sorry I’m late! I promise it’s not a habit,” she says.

Eleven heads nod back at her. “No apology needed. We’ve known you long enough to know you’re never late,” one of them says.

It hits me that I was wrong about the other girl being the genius. It’s her. She’s the academic weapon.

I stand abruptly, knocking my knee into the table. “Hi, I’m Kian. You must be the woman of the hour.” I smile, trying to balance the fact that I’m towering over her. She’s gotta be five two or three max.

Her gaze jolts to mine, first wide with surprise, then shifting into something closer to quiet horror.

Now, that’s a reaction I’ve never had from a woman. Excitement, laughter, teasing, sure. But horror? No way.

“Scarlett,” she says softly, not shaking my hand and instead turning away to study the sign-up sheet.

I lean in and tap the bottom margin where I penned my name last week. “Right there.”

“I—I must’ve missed you. I didn’t bring enough printouts of our schedule.”

I nudge her arm lightly. “That’s okay. I’ll just peek at yours.”

She stiffens, and I instantly regret the touch. I forget that everyone’s not wired like I am. I had my mom and my older sister, which made it feel like I had two mothers, and my dad. He was the most affectionate man on the planet.

Scarlett sits, and I follow suit. She’s close enough that I have to be careful my knee doesn’t touch hers. Her sweet citrus scent fills the air around her.

She passes out the papers to the group. “Most of you already know me from our online study group last semester, but I’m Scarlett. I’m in my senior year, finishing my social work degree, but I took a lot of biology and math courses when I was doing premed.”

Scarlett glances at me again. “This group is meant to keep us on track and be a collaborative support while we work hard through the semester. It’s not tutoring—”

“It’s not?” I blurt in disbelief.

“No,” she says, without facing me. “If any of you require a tutor, you can go to the student aid center. Anyway, we will meet here every Thursday and go over your assignments.”

“But the sign-up sheet said this is for seniors with an intense course load. I thought it would be more than once a week,” I say.

She turns toward me. “It’s once a week in person. We’ll still have asynchronous sessions throughout the week.”

“Will you be there?”

Scarlett stiffens. “Most of them, yes. But we’ll work together as a collaborative group and help anyone who is struggling with their course material.”

“You seriously don’t tutor?”

“I used to, but not anymore.”

This can’t be happening. “Why not? Aren’t you, like, the best?”

I was hoping she’d blush, maybe be so charmed by me that she’d agree. But this girl doesn’t budge. “I don’t have time,” she says.

“I can pay you,” I offer.

She blinks several times, clearly taken aback. Or maybe considering it? “Your hockey money won’t just magically make time in my schedule.” As soon as the words are out, she slaps a palm over her mouth, her face turning almost as red as her hair. Okay, so not considering. “Sorry—I didn’t mean to say it like that. I don’t need your money. I don’t tutor anymore.”

Hockey money? I didn’t expect this girl to know much about hockey—hell, I didn’t think she recognized me.

“Are you a hockey fan? I can get you rinkside seats. Maybe a little meet and greet with the players?”

She looks at me like I
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