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      He never expected the girl whose heart he stole would get him put behind bars…

      Everyone has secrets. Mine should have come with a warning label: May cause heartache and emotional trauma.

      I’ve only ever been in love once. She ripped my heart out when she dumped me and married another player in the league.

      After a perfect night with Charlotte and an incredible first date, my disastrous ex-girlfriend shows up on my doorstep in the middle of the night.

      I shouldn’t let her in. I ought to chase her away, but it’s the two-foot, blue-eyed little boy that has me awestruck.

      And he might be my son.

      Professional hockey player, yes.

      Father?

      I’m waiting on the paternity test to find out the results.

      No one knows about him. Not my best friends. Not my team.

      And certainly not my new girlfriend, Charlotte. She’s perfect. At least, she seems that way until she calls the cops and gets me dragged off to jail.

      And now I can’t forgive her.

      Arresting the Hockey Player is the third book in the Ice Dragons series but can be read as a standalone. No cheating. No cliffhanger. HEA.
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      Charlotte

      "Do you swear this isn't a prank?" I ask Amber, my best friend. She's lying on my mattress in my apartment on campus, her chin resting on her hands and her feet kicked up from behind.

      "Not a prank. Jasper has been telling me how Noah keeps going on about the hot redhead whom I hang out with. Hence, you," she says, staring at me without so much as a smirk.

      I roll my lips together. "I don't have anything to wear!"

      I'm not usually the frantic, nervous girl falling apart before a date. I've done my fair share of dating, although it tends to mainly consist of college boys and not professional hockey players.

      I've had eyes for Noah Reece since the moment I saw him on the ice. Thankfully, Amber's love interest is Jasper Greyson, and they both play for the Ice Dragons, so there's no rivalry among friends.

      "You have an entire closet of clothes I'd die for," Amber says.

      "Yeah, but there's nothing new in there. I've worn it all before on dozens of other dates with guys I don't want to think about."

      Amber quirks a grin and sits on my bed, sliding her legs around so they dangle off the mattress. "Just wear something casual. It's a coffee date with Noah Reece, not an extravagant black-tie affair."

      "I don't do casual." Doesn't my friend know that about me? I like to dress sexy, but right now, every outfit in my closet is taunting me with my past, mocking me.

      Amber snorts at my remark, and I reach for a pillow on the bed and toss it at her face.

      "All you do is casual," she says. "You don't do boyfriends."

      She's right, but I like Noah, and that thought alone sends butterflies fluttering in my stomach. Casual is easy. It keeps things from getting messy and complicated. I have enough drama to deal with between NYU and my job keeping me busy. When do I have time for a boyfriend?

      I run a hand through my hair.

      Who is to say Noah wants anything serious anyway? He's a professional hockey player. Maybe he's looking for a good time with a new fling? I could be that girl. That's who I'm used to being anyhow.

      I glare at Amber. "You're rubbing off on me."

      Her brow pinches. "What? How?"

      I don't tell her that her anxiety seems to have been thrown at me and stuck like an annoying parasite, stealing my sanity.

      "Find me something to wear," I say.

      She pushes herself off the bed, rummages through my closet, and produces a black leather jacket, dark green shirt, and short black mini skirt. "Wear this with those hot lace-up boots."

      "I thought this was casual drinks?" I ask, staring at the outfit Amber picked out. Nothing about it is quiet or friend-like; it screams let's hook up. At least, that's why I've worn it in the past. And do I want to hook up with Noah Reece?

      Yes, of course.

      I'd throw myself at him if it wouldn't get me a restraining order.

      He's a ten. He's hot. A professional hockey player. And single.

      Why would he be interested in me?

      I'm a regular girl, nobody famous. No one interesting, at least not in his world of professional athletes and superstars. The man has dated models. Well, I'm not sure if he's dated them or just taken them to fancy events, but there's always a gorgeous blonde on his arm.

      Me?

      I'm a redhead, which doesn't fit his type. Fiery. Fierce. And I don't play games.

      I quickly get dressed and apply a heavy dose of eyeliner and makeup. I run my fingers through my thick hair, staring back at the mirror, trying to look sexy without it being overkill. I want to be sexy without trying to be, especially knowing what I'm up against, and I'm sure it's easier for one of his model girlfriends. They probably have an entire team dressing them and doing their hair and makeup.

      I love my bestie, Amber, but I wouldn't trust her with an eyeliner pen to save my life. She prefers little to no makeup. She can wear the natural look well. Sometimes I envy her. The girl can roll out of bed looking girl-next-door-sexy. Me? I work for it.

      There's a knock at the door.

      "I'll get it!" Amber chimes and jumps from the bed, hurrying out of my bedroom. It's not a far jog. I have a one-bedroom apartment. It costs a pretty penny to be near NYU, but I don't have to pay for any of it, which makes it worth it.

      My dad owns the Island Bruisers, the other professional New York hockey team. Not even my best friend knows who my father is. She's never met him. I've made a conscious effort not to mention him, especially when we went to Ice Dragons games and she started dating a player on the Ice Dragons team.

      "Hey, handsome," Amber's voice echoes through the landscape of the small one-bedroom, and I suck in a shaky breath. Why is Amber flirting with Noah?

      I chance a glance out of the bedroom door, and Noah is standing beside Jasper.

      Jasper, Amber's boyfriend, pulls her into his embrace and wraps his arms around her waist. "Hey, sweetheart," he whispers, and I glance away as they share a kiss.

      I sneak back into the bedroom.

      "Is she almost ready?" Jasper's voice carries across the hall.

      "Yes," Amber says. "Let me just help her lace up her boots."

      Her soft feet pitter-patter against the wood floor as she rejoins me in the bedroom. I'm seated at the edge of the bed, tying up my boots that take ages to get on.

      "Ready for your hot date?"

      My eyes widen. Does she realize they can hear us? "Keep your voice down," I whisper.

      Amber shrugs and smiles. "I approve," she says, glancing me over. "He'll like it."

      I glare at her to keep her voice down, but she doesn't seem overly concerned. I stalk out of the bedroom and pause, catching sight of Noah standing by the door with Amber's boyfriend, Jasper.

      "We'll get out of your hair," Amber says and snags her purse on the way to the door. She and Jasper head out, leaving Noah and me momentarily alone in my apartment.

      He smiles the boyish grin, his brown eyes, bright and speckled with amber, shining back at me. "You look nice," he says, glancing over my body.

      My insides warm as his gaze rakes over me.

      "As do you," I say and wrinkle my nose. Nice doesn't do his good looks justice. He's cleanly shaven, smells amazing, and is dressed to the nines, in black slacks and a dark blue dress shirt. "You look handsome."

      This just coffee date feels a lot more formal, with him picking me up at my apartment and seeing what he's wearing. It doesn't feel as casual as I was led to believe. "Should I change?" I ask, tugging my bottom lip between my teeth.

      "Whatever you feel most comfortable in for coffee," Noah says and gives me that boyish smile. "But I think you look amazing."

      I'm certain that I'm blushing. "Thank you." It's rare that a guy compliments me and isn't looking to bump uglies.

      "Are you ready?" he asks, and I grab my keys beside the door along with my clutch that contains my cell phone, wallet, and a few dollars cash.

      I'm unsure what to expect, and we walk to the subway. There's no waiting car downstairs, no fancy transportation. It's very normal, and for a professional hockey player, I suppose I expected something more extravagant. But it is just coffee.

      We switch trains, and I'm curious as he leads me around town through the subway system. "You do know there are good coffee places on campus?" I say with a wry smile.

      "Yes, but I can't impress you at those places."

      I'm unsure what he means until we exit at the next stop and realize we're at the ice arena. We exit the subway station, and he takes my hand, leading me up the stairs and to the main street. "Is there a really good coffee shop near the ice rink?" I ask.

      He smiles and laughs under his breath. "Something like that." Noah leads me around the hockey arena to a back entrance, where he retrieves his identification, and we're granted access inside.

      I don't ask if this is allowed.

      Obviously, the security team let him in because he's one of the Ice Dragons players, but he's not here for practice or to retrieve something from the locker room.

      "Come on," he says and ushers me through the hallways to a locked door. He retrieves an electronic keycard from his wallet and opens the door. The lights automatically flip on, and I take in the sight. It's not the first time that I've been behind the scenes of a locker room or the inside of a stadium. But this isn't the locker room or the equipment room.

      There's a coffee bar against the wall and wooden tables set up for seating. On the wall are photographs of the players during different games, and there are press articles framed that gloat about the Ice Dragons winning the Stanley Cup two years in a row. There are signed jerseys from past players affixed behind glass cases on the opposite wall.

      "The staff, agents, and sometimes the press use the coffee bar for interviews," Noah says.

      "I thought this was a coffee date, not an interview," I say with a smirk.

      Noah chuckles. "I promise, I'm not interrogating you like some of the press like to do. I just thought you might like to see where I work."

      He heads straight to the coffee bar and grabs a mug. "What can I get you? Everything here is automatic. There's a cappuccino, latte, coffee, or I can make you an iced or blended ice coffee drink."

      "Do you moonlight as a barista?" I tease.

      "How'd you guess? What will it be?"

      "A cappuccino sounds wonderful."

      He prepares a cappuccino, working the machine like an expert while I head toward one of the tables to sit. Within a matter of minutes, he comes over, bringing two steaming mugs for the two of us to drink.

      "I feel like I should be tipping you," I joke as he carefully places the mugs on the table.

      He smiles and takes a sip of his drink, not answering me.

      "When you suggested a coffee date, this was the furthest thought on my mind."

      "Good," Noah says. "I aim to impress."

      I take a sip of the piping hot drink. "Let me guess, competitive by nature."

      "It goes with the sport. You're a gorgeous girl. I'd be foolish to think this was your first date. I wanted to make it clear what I have to offer."

      "Backstage access to a coffee bar?" I grin, staring up at him. "You don't have to try and impress me. Just look at you." I wave my hand at him.

      He's seated beside me at the small wooden table. "I could say the same about you." Noah tilts his head, staring at me. He ticks his fingers like checkboxes as he goes through the list. "Smart, ambitious, funny, gorgeous."

      "That's only four things." I nod toward his thumb, that's still bent. "What do you like to do for fun? Aside from playing ice hockey?"

      "Have you ever played?" he asks.

      "I may have dabbled in it when I was younger." I don't mention that when I say younger, it was only a few years ago. I played ice hockey in high school, and we made it to state and won. I'm underestimating my skill level, mostly because he's a professional hockey player. With anyone else, I'd be bragging, but it doesn't feel right.

      His eyes twinkle. "Finish your coffee, then you're borrowing a pair of skates, and we're going out on the ice."

      Twenty minutes later, I've got a pair of ice skates tied up and secured around my ankles. He hands me a hockey stick and takes one of his own, along with a puck.

      My leather skirt is shorter than I'd like for a little ice hockey action, but I appreciate the leather jacket because it's chilly.

      I'm effortlessly gliding on the ice, which I'm sure won't be appreciated come morning, but don't they have to Zamboni the ice before a game anyhow?

      There are two goals, one at each end of the ice arena.

      "Visitors can go first," he says, like he's doing me a favor as he tosses the puck in my direction. It glides across the ice.

      I bite down on my tongue, and I skate along the ice, using the hockey stick to maneuver the puck past Noah for the goal.

      He's either ill-prepared or completely stunned that I know how to play. Maybe he's letting me score, but that doesn't seem like the Noah I've watched at the Ice Dragons games.

      Is he distracted?

      "I thought you were competitive?" I shout at him.

      He shakes his head, and his gaze tightens. "Just warming up. No sense in straining a muscle," he says, and I watch as he stretches on the ice.

      I skate toward the bench, removing my leather jacket. I'm already warm, and we've just begun. I'll be sweating by the time we're knee-deep in a match between us.

      "I'm ready," he says and stands. "Are you sure you don't want to stretch first?"

      He's right, I should stretch before skating around and chasing his ass on the ice, but I want to start the game. "I'm good."

      "Don't say I didn't warn you." He chases after the puck, and I realize he's already started the game.

      I curse under my breath and hurry to catch up, but my best bet now that he has gotten the puck is to defend the goal, which is not my strength. By the time I reach the goal, he's shucked it in for a score.

      "Just warming up," he says.

      I shrug it off. "It's a tie score," I remind him. I started the game before he was completely ready, but he didn't exactly tell me he was going to stretch. I thought we were playing when he handed me the puck.

      He doesn't argue with me, probably because he knows he can easily kick my butt in ice hockey. But I'm not going to bend over and let him win. I'm going to give it my all.

      He shoots me the puck after scoring, and I race on the ice haphazardly with it, doing everything I can to block him as he closes in on me. I keep my back to him. I'm smaller, and while it's harder with his long arms and legs as he reaches for the puck, I outmaneuver him, sneaking by as I hurry away.

      But with his long strides, he chases after me, and our legs tangle, knocking us both to the ice, Noah falling first and my body landing awkwardly above him.

      "Are you okay?" I ask, my body straddling his. He's breathing hard, and our hockey sticks lie beside us, abandoned.

      "Yeah, just got the wind knocked out of me." Noah chuckles as his hands find my hips. "Are you okay?"

      "I think you took the brunt of the fall." I should stand, untangle from his arms. But my body has other ideas. He's buried between me and the ice, and I don't dare admit aloud that the warmth of his chest and the heat he exudes makes my insides burn.

      He smiles, staring at me when I brush my lips against his.

      He takes my bottom lip between his teeth, eager and hungry for more. His fingers slide against my skin, beneath my shirt at my lower back, touching me, pulling me tighter. It's impossible to miss the growing heat between us, nestled at my thighs as I straddle his hips.

      He doesn't try to hide it, either. Why would he?

      The lights in the ice rink flicker, and I pull back slightly, worried someone may shut off the lights, not realizing anyone is inside.

      Thunder echoes overhead, reverberating through the arena, and the lights flicker again. Reluctantly, I move off of Noah and offer him a hand.

      We both grab our hockey sticks, and he snatches the puck as we skate back toward the players' bench and head for the locker room.

      It takes a few minutes to get my boots laced back on. I slip back on my leather jacket as we head toward the exit. Noah swings the exit door wide open and stops, grabbing me before we step outside.

      It's pouring, and rain pelts the pavement. Neither of us thought to bring an umbrella. When we left, the sky was ominous, but it wasn't raining.

      "I can order us a ride share," Noah offers. "We're not likely to see a cab except on game nights unless we walk a few blocks and—" He gestures to the weather outside.

      "Okay, thanks." I shuffle my feet as he orders a car for us, and we wait until the driver has arrived before high-tailing it outside. We're soaked when we reach the vehicle and climb into the backseat together.

      The driver glances in the rearview at us. "Noah Reece. Oh my gosh!" the woman driver squeals with delight. "I saw your picture when I accepted your ride, but I didn't think it was actually you. Can I get an autograph?" The excitement bubbles off her, and Noah smiles politely.

      I can't tell if he's thrilled for the attention or just playing it up because that's part of his job, to make the fans happy. "Sure, do you have something for me to sign? I don't have a pen back here, either."

      "Oh, no problem! Here, you can just sign my arm in marker."

      He laughs and leans forward, using the marker she supplies. I should be relieved the woman isn't lifting her shirt and asking him to sign her boobs.

      "If you plan on getting that tattooed, better keep it out of the rain," I joke.

      "Good idea. I'll head straight to the tattoo parlor after I drop you guys off."

      She can't be serious.

      I give Noah a look, and he merely shrugs, shuffling back beside me. He stretches his arm, resting it along the back of the seat, his fingers grazing my shoulder ever so gently.

      There's a pang of jealousy that sweeps through me. I can't quite explain it. Noah isn't my boyfriend—we barely know each other—but I don't want any other women fawning all over him.

      He smiles, staring at me, watching me intently as he wraps an arm around my shoulder, pulling me closer. "Jealous?" he whispers into my ear.

      I inhale sharply. "No. Why would I be jealous?"

      He smiles and shrugs. "No reason." He opens his mouth and quickly closes it as if he were about to say something and thinks better of it.

      I don't push him into telling me what's on his mind. This is new. I don't want to make a mess of a perfect evening, minus the rain and thunderstorm towering overhead.

      The driver pulls up outside my apartment complex. I had been hoping the rain would have ceased or, at the very least, lightened up, but to no avail. I will get soaked when I step out from the dry confines of the vehicle.

      "Wait for me," he tells the driver, "I'll be right back. I want to make sure that she gets inside."

      I glance at him, surprised he's willing to get soaked for the chance at a good night kiss. Inviting him up seems a bit forward, especially since he told the driver to wait for him.

      I hurry out of the vehicle onto the sidewalk and rush up the front steps, water pouring down in buckets as I shove my key into the main door to gain entrance inside.

      Noah is right behind me, standing under the sky, rain cascading down him in rivulets as he squints to see me through the deluge.

      "Do you want to come in?" I ask. "I have coffee." I laugh awkwardly at my offer, given that's where we came from, getting coffee.

      "I do, but I shouldn't," he says, and I hear the engine roar as the vehicle no longer waits for Noah, driving off, leaving him stranded in the rain on my front stoop.

      He curses, and I smile with a soft laugh. "Come on in. We can always call you a cab," I say, managing to get the key turned into the lock and yank open the door.

      The hallway is bright, given the darkness outside from the dark thunderclouds overhead. We are both soaked, our feet squishing and sloshing, leaving a mess behind us on the floor as we head for the stairs. "No elevator," I say.

      "I think I can handle it."

      He's an athlete, a professional one. Of course, he can manage a couple of flights of stairs. I grip the handrail and climb the staircase, dripping in the process.

      Noah is right on my heel, and I keep hoping that I don't slip and fall on my ass, taking him down with me. Thankfully, I make it up to the third floor and yank open the stairwell door, holding it open for Noah to follow.

      He waits beside me until I lead him down the hallway, not that he isn't familiar with my apartment complex. He did pick me up a few hours earlier with Jasper. "This way," I say as I lead him down the hall as we approach my front door. I unlock the door, flip on the lights, and shiver. The heat is barely on. It's been moderate outside the past couple of days, a nice warm-up for fall.

      But with the rain soaking me through, I'm chilly. I need to get out of my wet clothes. I stand at the front entrance inside my house, working tirelessly on unlacing my boots without leaning on the wall because I'm wet.

      Noah watches for a beat and removes his shoes without me asking. His socks are soaked, leaving an imprint on the wooden floorboards. He removes those next and pulls his shirt off over his head, undressing.

      Glancing up at him as I'm bent forward attempting to remove my boots lands me toppling over. He catches me before I hit the floor with about as much grace and elegance as a cow tipping over. I'm a mess, and I can't imagine he has a single sexy thought running through his head while he's undressing.

      However, my mind is entirely on him. His chiseled abs, wet hair, and skin that glistens in the light. My insides stir with a familiar warmth, and the shivering and chills I felt from the cold dissipate as the room is several degrees warmer.

      "Careful," Noah says, his hands on my shoulders, steadying me from falling face-first onto the floor. His touch is warm and firm, and his fingers move from my shoulders down my arms. "How did you even get those boots on?" he asks at my predicament of attempting to remove them. It's an obvious struggle, and I'm grateful he's not laughing at me.

      "They weren’t wet.” I don't intend on stalking into my bedroom with wet clothes and plopping my rear down to remove my shoes. "I swear they shrunk in the rain," I mutter to myself, but he laughs, apparently overhearing my remark.

      "Let me," he says and bends down onto one knee.

      I gasp softly at his position, his nose right near my crotch, my leather skirt riding up slightly from bending forward and nearly falling onto the floor.

      His voice is gravelly and thick as he glances up at me. "Put your hands on my shoulders," Noah instructs.

      I'm at his mercy, the top of my laces loose but not undone enough to free me. He loosens the ties and helps guide my foot from the boot, letting me lean on him for support.

      "One down. One to go," he rasps, and for a moment, he's staring at my skirt, directly at my pussy, before his gaze moves up to meet my stare. "You're shivering." His eyes are dark, his voice thick, and I inhale sharply.

      "I didn't notice." Heat floods my very existence as he steadies me. One foot is planted on the cold floor, the other nestled tight in the leather boot.

      Noah's hands graze over my hips, keeping me in front of him, his fingers firm and warm as he guides them across my bare thigh, his touch setting me ablaze.

      His eyes watch mine, his movements slow and methodical as he moves toward his intended target, the laces of my boot.

      I press my lips together, burying the moan inside me like the fire that stirs with an unwavering heat. His touch is electric, the vibration between us magnetic, and I want to pull him to my feet, kiss him, touch him, taste him.

      With dark eyes, he watches me intently while undoing the lace of the leather boot, his gaze never wavering.

      "I feel like Cinderella," I joke, "except you're taking off my glass slippers."

      Noah smiles and chuckles while loosening the laces from the top all the way down to the bottom. My feet ache from the heels but the pain is dulled by his presence. "Hold on," he warns before tugging and gently gliding the boot down my leg and off my foot.

      "Impressive."

      "I'll say. How is it that women can manage to wear those and walk?"

      I didn't have nearly as much trouble getting the boots off during our coffee date when we decided to slip into a pair of skates, but the rain worked like a vise, shrinking the cold, wet leather around my legs and feet.

      "With lots of practice and training."

      Noah hasn't moved off the floor, his hands on my bare legs. His touch is warm and possessive as he guides his palms up my calves to my thighs. He draws soft patterns over my bare skin, my skirt inching up slightly as he guides my legs farther apart.

      He can see my panties from his position on the floor, and my tongue darts out, letting out a soft gasp as his lips move across the inside of my thighs. "I can smell your scent, sweetheart. You smell so good," he whispers, kissing and licking my thighs, moving higher toward my panties. "I want to taste you."

      His tongue darts out, tasting me over my panties, and I'm sure that I'm already soaking wet as his tongue fucks my pussy through the soft cotton material.

      "Noah," I whisper, and my breathing hitches as he finds that sweet, delicate spot, my tiny nub, with his tongue. My hips rock against his mouth, and his fingers press into my sides, holding me in place and guiding me as he teases me through my panties.

      My heart pounds wildly against my chest, the sound all I can hear with my heavy gasps for air as he warms me to the core. I tangle my fingers through his thick dark hair, tugging him closer, deeper, wanting to feel more as I tremble against him.

      "Good girl," he whispers, pulling back slightly, just enough to tug my panties to the side.

      My lips part, and I gasp as his tongue grazes my swollen clit. I reach for the wall behind me, needing support, something to steady me because I feel like I am floating.

      "Eyes on me, baby." Noah's words bring me back, staring down as he watches me. It's intimate and sends my heart soaring, and my insides clench, shuddering and trembling in his embrace.

      He doesn't let up or slow until I've come down from the high, gasping and breathing hard.

      He gently pulls back, fixing my leather skirt, letting it fall back down my thighs as he stands. "The next time we go out, I expect you not to wear panties."

      My cheeks burn, and I bite my bottom lip. He traps me to the wall, his body warm and strong as he pins me, keeping me against him.

      I shiver, my clothes wet from the rain and my insides aching for more. "Bedroom," I whisper, commanding him to follow, although he's the one in charge, pressing me against the wall near the front door.

      We've barely made it inside the house.

      A wry smile crosses his lips, and he pulls me against him, letting me feel his cock through his pants. "Lead the way."

      His hands are on my waist, my hips, grazing every inch of skin, tugging my jacket over my shoulders and disrobing me before I even make it into the bedroom.

      The curtains are closed, and I flip on the light, feeling for it because Noah has me distracted. I’m in my panties and bra, and I spin around to face him, our lips clashing together as I fumble for the last layer of clothes between us. He already removed his shirt, but his pants are still damp from the rain.

      I work the button free and bump against the mattress with the backs of my legs, sitting at the edge while I work his pants down. His cock is barely hidden inside his boxers, and I carefully remove them, pleased with the sight in front of me. He’s gorgeous, every inch of him, and my insides ache just staring at his cock.

      I suck in a tentative breath.

      I’ve been with my share of guys but never had any of them been this well-endowed. My mouth goes dry, and I lick my lips, staring at him, unable to tear my gaze away.

      “Having second thoughts?” Noah asks, his hands on my hips as he grazes the elastic on my panties, his fingers sliding along my waist, slowly inching the material down.

      I shake my head, my gaze locked on his. “Never.” I lean on my tiptoes, reaching his lips, pulling him down for another searing kiss as I drag him with me back onto the mattress.

      He straddles my hips, pinning me under his weight. “Dominate me,” I whisper, staring up at him, challenging him as he grabs my arms, lifting them above my head. He pushes them against the mattress, holding them together with one hand while the other roams over my breasts. “Did you bring a condom?” I ask, realizing where this is heading.

      He grumbles and pulls back. “Let me check my wallet.”

      I miss the warmth of his body as I shuffle to the edge of the bed, watching as he scours through his pants pocket for his wallet. He opens it and glances inside. “I didn’t exactly plan for this tonight,” he admits.

      “Me either,” I say and bite down on my bottom lip. “I mean, I was hoping, but in a rush to get ready, I forgot to stop at the drug store down the street.”

      “I can run out to the store.”

      “In the rain?” I shake my head. Would he even come back? “We can do other things. I can return the favor,” I say, pulling him back onto the bed to lie down.

      “I wasn’t expecting a status quo,” he says.

      “A status quo? Is that what we’re calling it?” I laugh and sweep my hair to the side as I straddle him.

      “I have a better idea. Turn around. 69.” He gestures with his finger for me to turn and face the other way.

      "That's a better idea?" I ask, and the lights flicker from the storm and then go out.

      I curse under my breath, not that I haven't done this in the dark, but I was enjoying the sight of Noah's cock and wanted to memorize every detail in case this is a one-time thing. While I don't usually go out with guys twice, for Noah, I could make an exception.

      Especially if that exception involves condoms for our next get-together.

      Thunder hammers overhead, and the room momentarily brightens with a flash of lightning.

      I shuffle around on the bed, trying not to knee him in the groin, given the fact that I can't see anything. His hands are on my hips, helping me move. "Don't tell me you're scared of the dark," he says.

      "Scared? No, but I was enjoying taking a mental picture of your goods."

      "My goods?"

      I wish the lights were on because I'm pretty sure he's smiling right now. I can hear the laughter in his words, the amusement from my little comment on his not-so-little package.

      My stomach grumbles obnoxiously to the point that there's no way he didn't hear that I'm starving. We skipped dinner, and while I planned on making something when I got home after our coffee date, that plan got sidelined.

      "We should eat before we continue our festivities," Noah says. He smacks my bottom, and I jump from the sudden contact. The sting is slight and feels rather pleasant, not that I'd confess that to him. "Next time, just tell me when you're hungry."

      I laugh under my breath. "I'm hungry. Come on, let's order takeout, and maybe we can convince them to bring us a pack of condoms too."

      Noah wrestles me around, pinning me beneath him. "I like the way you think, Red."

      "Three nicknames in just under three hours," I chide. I'm unsure how long we've been on this coffee date, but I can't help but tease him.

      "Just trying them out to see what sticks."

      Noah insists on paying for dinner, and we order Indian food and have it delivered. In under an hour, our food arrives. Noah is dressed back into his clothes and offers to grab it downstairs while I set up the living room with candles to help make it easier to see our meals and each other.

      I slipped into a pair of comfy sweats and a baggy t-shirt. Maybe I should be dressing to impress Noah, but he's already seen me naked, and the lights haven't come back on yet from the storm.

      It takes a few minutes before he returns, showing me the bag of delivery and the special foil packet between his fingers, sporting a single sealed condom wrapper.

      "You didn't," I gasp, shocked that he asked for a condom from the delivery driver. "I order from them weekly. Oh my gosh! They're never going to look at me the same way again."

      "Don’t worry. I gave him a really nice tip. He even offered to bring an entire box the next time you order takeout."

      "Now, I know you're joking." I glare at him and pray that the driver didn't say that. "I might need to start ordering Indian food from someplace else," I mutter.

      "What fun is that?" Noah quips. "Unless you want me to send you my guy?"

      "You have a guy?"

      Noah removes the plastic takeout containers from the bag, placing everything on the table, while I grab two glasses from the cabinet, filling them with water.

      "I've hired a chef once or twice—"

      He lets the words hang in the air as we take a seat at the table and dish a serving onto each of our plates, sharing the dishes. "What's your catch?" Noah asks, staring at me, his fork in his hand.

      "What do you mean?" I ask.

      "I know why I'm single. Hockey is my life. I live and breathe the sport. It doesn't offer a lot of time for a partner. What I can't figure out is why you're single. You're cute, smart, and witty. Not to mention, you're sexy as hell."

      I take a bite of my dinner, starving and also trying not to answer his question. His flattery makes my heart race. I avoid his intense gaze as I stab my chicken with my fork. "What are you looking for?" I ask, avoiding his question.

      "Someone honest, loyal—"

      I hold up my hand, stopping him before he ticks off every box that is pretty standard on a guy's list of wants.

      "Do you want something serious or a fling?" I need to know what he's expecting because bringing him back to my apartment isn't exactly new for me, but if he wants a second date, that isn't something I'm accustomed to doing.

      He shifts in his seat. "You go right for the tough questions," he says, and I glance up, meeting his dark gaze.

      Maybe I shouldn't have looked up and met his stare, because now I can't look away, no matter how much I want to, because the butterflies take flight in my stomach the longer he watches me. It's like he's staring right through me, seeing everything inside of me, and it makes me slightly uncomfortable. Not that I'd tell him as much.

      "I just want to know what your expectations are. We haven't talked about it," I say and take a bite of my dinner.

      "I'd like to get the opportunity to know more about you," he says. "Not that what we did earlier wasn't fun." He's got a boyish grin that crosses his features and makes him look incredibly youthful and innocent. Although I know he is anything but that in terms of what goes on in the bedroom.

      He's a professional athlete. I'm sure he's been with dozens of women.

      "But my career comes first. Always," Noah says.

      That bothers me far less than I thought it might, hearing the words leave his lips. "I'm okay with that," I say. "I knew what I was getting involved in when you asked me out."

      He takes a bite of dinner, savoring the taste. "This is good," he says, pointing with his fork toward his plate.

      I can't help but wonder if there's something else I haven't seen or don't know about him. Unlike my bestie, I didn't stalk him online before our date. "How is it you're still single? No wife. No kids. Unless you have a secret family?"

      He smiles, shaking his head. "Funny. I've never been married and no kids," Noah says. "Don't get me wrong. I like children most of the time. Have you met Kyler's daughter yet? She's quite a handful." He laughs, watching me intently.

      "We were introduced at one of your hockey games. Bright kid, Bristol." The little girl is my best friend's niece, so of course, I'd meet her. Amber and I are like sisters.

      "The kid is smart and is always causing Kyler and Emerson trouble."

      The storm begins to settle, and mid-dinner, the lights come back on in the apartment. "Do you want to watch a movie after we finish?" I ask, taking another bite of my meal.

      My grumbly stomach has at least ceased embarrassing me.

      "A movie sounds good," Noah agrees. "I'll even let you pick the film. Just promise me it won't be one of those girly films."

      "A chick flick? No promises, handsome."

      "Come on, Red." He grins, staring back at me. He tilts his head slightly, his gaze moving down over my body.

      I practically feel him undressing me, and I glance away with a nervous laugh. "You are such a flirt. How many girls have you taken for a coffee date to the hockey arena?"

      "You're the first," he says, and that admission steals my breath.

      I tuck my hair behind my ear, trying not to fidget as I bite my bottom lip. "Never took you for a virgin," I joke.

      "Trust me, Red, when it comes to sex, I'm not a virgin."
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