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			Prologue

			Bugs

			For as long as I’ve known Cameron, I’ve wanted her. And tonight, I finally get what I need, what I crave. Sure, I’ve been happy in the Friend Zone if it means we can hang out, but the deep, throbbing need to get my hands on her curves has been my daily obsession.

			Looking down at her sweet, sleeping face fills me with so much emotion it makes my chest hurt. I’m not going to lie—the caveman inside is beating his chest and wants to shout about his conquest from the rooftops. But along with that, there’s a protectiveness that makes me want to hold her to me, to be all she needs.

			Obviously, I’m sated after the incredible sex we’ve just had. She was so uninhibited which surprised me. Cam has always had a gentle, kind nature, except when she’s at work and then she’s all business. When she gave me that sizzling look at Matt and Mila’s housewarming party and told me she wanted me, I couldn’t get us out of there fast enough.

			

			Part of me knew this could ruin our friendship forever, but that part wasn’t in charge as her soft, full lips crashed against mine. I couldn’t think straight as I gripped her slim hips and guided her movements on top of me. And my mind was completely blown when she came apart beneath me, moaning and writhing in so much pleasure I released with such power I saw stars.

			Cam shifts in my arms and snuggles in deeper, hooking her long leg over mine, but she doesn’t wake. I can feel my eyelids drooping and the steady rhythm of her breathing is lulling me to sleep. However, I don’t want to miss a second of this time with her. If this is it, if this one incredible night is all I get, then I’m going to hold on to each precious moment.

			This is the last thought I have before sleep finally claims me.

			And when I wake the next morning, I’m alone.

		

	
		
			

			1

			Cameron

			“Don, your three o’clock is here,” I say into the intercom, smiling pleasantly at the sports agent sitting on the sectional couch in my office. She smiles back and busily scrolls through her phone.

			“Just give me a minute, Cam. I’m finishing up with an email,” Don replies in his warm, deep baritone. As the General Manager of a successful NHL franchise, he’s always running from one meeting or email to another.

			“Can I get you something to drink while you wait, Trixie?” I ask, rising from my chair. Trixie is one of my favorite agents, and her firm represents many of our top players, including our Captain, Warren “Bugs” Parker. She looks like a classic English rose with her porcelain skin, chic business suit that barely contains her curvy hourglass figure, and blonde hair cut in a stylish choppy bob. However, as soon as she opens her mouth, she releases a deluge of colorful British slang that I struggle to understand and would make most hardened hockey players blush.

			She’s awesome.

			

			“No, I’m fine. Thanks, love,” she replies. She once told me she’s from East London, but I couldn’t tell you how her accent is any different from any other part of London or England for that matter. “I’ve just had a cuppa with one of my football players. What is it with you Yanks and your fucking terrible tea? He actually tried to microwave the water!” She scrunches up her freckled nose and grimaces.

			I chuckle and shake my head. “I can’t help you with that. I’m strictly a coffee drinker.”

			As we continue to discuss tea versus coffee, Don opens his office door and greets Trixie, who stands and shakes his hand. They share some polite small talk and disappear into his office; I know not to disturb them now. It’s that time in the season when some of our players are involved in contract negotiations, so there’s a never-ending parade of agents and managers going through this office.

			The Whalers have made it to the Stanley Cup playoffs, and the buzz around the office is electric. We start the first series against Vancouver in a few days, so not only am I wrangling a myriad of meetings, I must also get myself and Don to all the away games.

			In fact, that reminds me. I need to head down to the Coaching Floor to liaise with Mila, the Head Coach’s Assistant, to get the travel itinerary. We have home ice advantage for the first two games against the Vikings, so there’s no hurry, but I feel like getting out of the office while I can.

			Coffee with Mila feels like a good idea; we’ve not caught up since her housewarming over a week ago, and I have some important things to talk to her about. Namely the hot night I had with my best friend. Oh, did I mention he happens to be the team captain?

			

			A slideshow of our sweaty encounter flashes through my mind and heats my core, causing me to involuntarily clench my thighs together. Goddamn it, it’s been a week, and my sex flashbacks are just as strong as ever.

			Trying to shake my arousal away, I hit the divert button on my desk phone, grab my cell and my purse, and head toward the elevator.

			As I round the corner to the lobby, I come face to face with a wall of muscles in navy and gold. I expel a loud oof as I bounce off the obstacle, then feel large hands grip my biceps to steady me. The scent of warm man and spicy cologne invades my senses, and I know exactly who it is.

			“Shit, Cam. I almost knocked you on your ass.” Warren’s deep voice vibrates through my body as he continues to hold my arms even though I’ve found my balance.

			“You need to watch where you’re going, you big tree,” I grumble, wriggling free from his grasp and stepping back. Ever since he had his hands on me, I find it impossible to be too close to him.

			Concern and hurt shadow Warren’s ridiculously handsome face as he rubs the dark beard that covers his chin, cheeks, and neck. Like most NHL players, he refuses to shave or cut his hair during the playoffs, and I must admit, the rough look suits him. His fern green eyes drop as he thrusts his hands into the pockets of his team sweatpants and rocks on his heels, looking uncomfortable.

			

			“Umm, I was actually looking for Trixie,” he mumbles at his sneakers. “I heard she was in with Don.”

			Oh, this is so awkward.

			I hate that I seem to have a brain freeze every time I see Warren now. I no longer see my best friend; I just see the look he had on his face when he saw me naked for the first time. Ugh, I’m mortified.

			I cough to clear the lump in my throat and say, “Trixie’s just gone in to see Don, so they might be a while. You can wait in my office if you like. I’m just heading out.”

			Quickly, I scoot around him and literally sprint toward the elevator which, to my immense relief, is just opening. I hear Warren calling “Sawyer, wait!” as the doors slide shut, and I slump against the wall, struggling to get my breathing under control. Oh god, it’s so awkward. I slap my hand to my forehead and cringe, flashbacks of our night assaulting my brain as I deal with the fact that Warren has seen me naked.

			What the fuck was I thinking, sleeping with him? We had a great friendship before, although I’ve always known that he’s attracted to me. I gave in to my loneliness and horniness and detonated an awkward bomb all over our friendship.

			The ping of the elevator arriving at the Coaching Floor snaps me out of my pity party, and I smile at the Goaltending Coach as we pass. I feel like it’s time to come clean to my best girlfriend and get some advice. Mila has experience dating one of the players. She’s just moved in with Matt Landon, our center, after a very tumultuous start to their relationship. They tried the friend thing after an anonymous one-night stand, and it ended up becoming a serious relationship. As much as it worked for them, I don’t think that’s what I want with Warren. We were great as friends, and I want that back. I miss talking to him when funny stuff happens and the long runs we go on. I’ve always been a bit of a loner—my mom was my best friend—so when she died, I found it difficult to make friends and let people in. But with Warren, I clicked instantly; I can’t even explain what it was that drew me to him. Yes, we have similar interests and sense of humor, and we share the sadness of losing a parent, but it’s more than that: he feels safe and like home. That is priceless to me, and the thought of losing that over a one-night stand makes my stomach twist up in knots.

			

			Thankfully, Mila is in her office. “Hi, you got time for coffee?” I ask in my cheeriest voice, leaning through her door.

			She looks up from peering at her laptop, her long red hair up in a loopy bun. “Hey, Cam.” She leans back in her office chair, rubbing her eyes. “I could use a break. I swear I need glasses; this screen is fuzzy as shit.”

			“No shame in that.” I laugh, waggling my own glasses at her. I couldn’t face putting my contacts in this morning, so I went for the easy option.

			“I fear if I get them, Matt will have all these sexy secretary fantasies.” She giggles, locking her laptop, diverting her phone, and grabbing her purse and cell.

			“Ewwww, that’s a visual I could really do without, thanks.” I grimace. “It’s bad enough wondering what weird shit Beth and Nate will get up to next, let alone you as well.”

			Mila’s former roommate is also dating one of the Whalers, and to say the pair of them are experimental in their sex life is an understatement. I’m still scarred from the time Beth wore vibrating panties to our favorite bar and had an orgasm right next to me.

			

			It’s a pleasant spring day, and for a change in Seattle, it’s not raining. We walk out of the arena complex toward our favorite coffee shop, and I suddenly have a craving for a massive, sticky chocolate something to go along with my confession.

			Once we’ve placed our order, we find a free table at the back and settle in, first talking about the excitement for the upcoming playoffs before getting into the juicy stuff.

			“I have a question.” Mila smirks, ripping apart her warm croissant and smearing it in apricot jelly. “I lost track of you after the karaoke thing at our party. Where’d you go?”

			My coffee cup comes to a stuttering halt in front of my face, and latte sloshes onto my sweater.

			“Oh shit,” I curse, dabbing at the liquid with my napkin. Mila’s curious amber eyes bore into me. When the spilled latte is cleaned up, I huff out an exasperated breath and roll my eyes. “From the look on your face, you know exactly what happened.”

			Mila’s eyebrows shoot up, and she attempts to look innocent, but I know she knows about Warren and me.

			“I’ve heard something interesting, I will admit. I would like to hear it from you though.” Mila sits back in her chair and crosses her arms. “And after you tell me, I’m gonna give you shit for holding out on me for so long.”

			I blow out a breath so the strands of light brown hair lift off my face and take a long drink of coffee, preparing myself.

			

			“Warren and I slept together,” I confess, searching Mila’s face for shock, but all I find is a quest for more details.

			“Annnnnnd …” she says, making a “keep going” gesture with her hand, popping another bite of flaky pastry into her mouth.

			“If you know, why are you asking me?” I sigh. “Obviously, Matt’s told you everything.”

			“No, all I got out of him was that it happened. He muttered something about bro code and stomped off into the shower. Even a blow job didn’t get the deets out of him.” Mila smirks, blushing pink at her naughty confession.

			“Ugh, TMI.” I stare at my untouched chocolate brownie, suddenly not hungry for it anymore.

			Mila waits patiently, picking up flakes of croissant from her plate with her finger and popping them into her mouth.

			As I wonder what to say next, I am flooded with memories of Warren’s lips, tongue, and fingers on me. Stroking and licking me into a frenzy before finally taking me with a raw passion that still makes my toes curl and my panties flood with desire.

			Mila chuckles. “I can tell from the dreamy look in your eyes that it was awesome, but I’m confused. What happened? Why aren’t you together? I thought it would be the push you both needed to make a go of it.”

			“Look, I was lonely, horny, and there was all that love in the room with Nate winning Beth back. And he looked sexy as fuck dancing around to The Backstreet Boys, then he was grinding up against me. I’m only human!” By the time I get to the end of my speech, my voice is all weird and high-pitched.

			

			“So it was that good?” Mila asks with a naughty smirk.

			I feel my cheeks blush red, and I have to concentrate really hard on stirring my coffee. Finally, I look up at her. “It was incredible,” I admit quietly.

			After a triumphant giggle, Mila asks, “And you both agreed it was just a one-night thing?”

			“Sort of,” I whisper shyly, remembering the way we ripped at each other’s clothes when we got to Warren’s house, moving through the rooms until we landed on his bed. Warren did plenty of talking after that, but it was mostly the dirty variety.

			“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Cam. You’re killing me,” Mila huffs. “How did you leave it? I’ve seen the pair of you circling round each other since the party, and it’s weird.”

			“I know! It’s awkward,” I confess, feeling slightly ashamed of the way I left things that night. “I kind of skipped out on him while he was sleeping.”

			I can still feel my heart beating out of my chest as I remember gathering my clothes and taking one last look at Warren’s handsome, sleeping face. I felt like shit then, and I still feel like shit for doing that to him. But also for ignoring his texts and calls the next day. I was so confused and embarrassed, I suddenly had all these conflicting feelings for a man who had always been just a friend. When he persisted, I finally had to make up a bullshit excuse for not being able to talk, and I’ve been avoiding him ever since. Today’s encounter at the elevator is the first time we’ve been in each other’s company since it happened.

			

			“Huh! I’ve been there, my friend.” Mila hmphs. She did a similar thing after her one-night stand with Matt, only they’d not known each other. It was fate that brought them face to face at the Whalers.

			“How did you deal with it?” I beg. I need someone to help me process this.

			“Oh, honey. Our situation wasn’t the same as what’s going on with you,” she consoles me. “We didn’t know each other, but you and Bugs have a friendship already. Matt told me he’s kind of hurt and confused that you’re ghosting him. He thinks he’s hurt you or done something wrong. The guy’s all over the place.”

			I scowl at Mila and her hand suddenly flies to her mouth like she knows she’s said too much. “I thought Matt didn’t tell you the details?”

			She giggles and blushes bright red. “I guess the blow job got some information out of him.”

			I finally laugh and roll my eyes. God, this is a fucked-up situation.

			“What should I do? I miss him, Mila. I miss our friendship, but I don’t know if we can be the same after sleeping together.”

			“But why do you want things to be the same?” she asks, cocking her head to the side. “Why don’t you want to give a relationship with him a chance? You’ve admitted the sex was incredible, and you know you get along really well. What’s the problem?”

			And this is exactly what I’ve been wrestling with all week. On the surface, it seems so simple: Warren and I have a fantastic sexual connection, and on top of that, we actually get along, so why not become a couple?

			I sigh heavily and cover my face with my hands, a sudden rush of emotions overwhelming me. A quiet, hitching sob escapes me, and I hear the scrape of Mila’s chair as she scoots closer to me.

			

			“Oh, honey. I didn’t mean to upset you,” she coos as she gently rubs my back, handing me a napkin.

			“I’m sorry. I’m such a fucking mess.” I sniff, lifting my glasses and dabbing my eyes, thankful the coffee shop isn’t busy today.

			Mila continues to soothe me with reassuring strokes. “I was so messed up after Richard cheated; he stole my confidence and made me feel completely undesirable. He was such an asshole toward the end and made me feel like it was my fault he strayed.”

			“What a dick,” Mila growls. “My ex was the same. Why do they do that?”

			I laugh a little bitterly. “I don’t know? It seems like every man I let into my life ends up screwing me over in some way. My ‘sperm donor’ father was the first.”

			“But Warren isn’t like that. He adores you.”

			“And that’s what makes it so scary,” I blurt. “What if he ends up growing tired of me like all the others? My dad didn’t want anything to do with me, the first guy I seriously dated couldn’t hack it when my mom got sick and bailed, and then Richard. I can’t add Warren to that list. I value our friendship too much. We work as friends—I know that. It’s safe, and I know how that relationship works.”

			Mila sighs and hugs me tightly. “I’m so sorry you’ve had so much heartbreak, honey. I totally understand why you’re scared.”

			Suddenly she releases me, a huge smile on her face.

			“Come over tonight. I’ll call Beth, and we’ll work this out. It’s Champagne Tuesday after all.” Mila grabs her phone and starts typing out a text to Beth to make arrangements, and I finally tear into my brownie, slightly more hopeful that my new girl squad will help me figure out this mess.
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			Bugs

			I’ve been sitting on the couch in Cam’s office for thirty minutes, and neither she nor Trixie have made an appearance. I can hear Trixie’s loud, filthy laugh through Don’s door, so it sounds like whatever negotiations they’re having are going well. I just thank god I’m not the subject of their talk; my contract is airtight for another three years, so I can sleep easy at night. I do, however, want to talk to her about the new ad campaign she’s negotiating for me with a luxury sportswear brand.

			Also, I thought if I came up here, I could take the opportunity to talk to Cam about why the fuck she’s been ghosting me. I know confronting her at work isn’t the smartest idea I’ve ever had, but she won’t answer my calls or texts, and whenever we’re in close proximity at work, she makes damn sure there are other people around. I understand what happened was unexpected. I’ve been in the Friend Zone so long, it took me a few moments to fully understand what she needed. The hooded, lustful look in her eyes and the way she kept biting her lip as she waited for me to respond to her proposal had thickened my cock to painful proportions. And then she just about ended me.

			

			“I need you, Warren. Just for tonight … please.”

			Then that was that; I grabbed her hand, and we drove back to my place for the best night of my life. Her soft, satiny skin and wet needy pussy, the way she keened and moaned as I licked her center. When she finally came apart, she pulled at my hair and bucked her hips in complete abandon.

			I shift uncomfortably on the couch as the recollection of that night gives me a semi, not a good look in sweatpants. However, the sour memory of waking up alone and the shut out that followed takes care of it. I don’t understand what I did wrong, and not knowing is driving me crazy. I’m happy to go back to being friends, but I can’t suggest this to Cam if she continues to ignore me.

			“It was lovely doing business with you, Don.” Trixie’s loud voice jolts me from my thoughts, and I watch as the pair come out of his office. “I’ll get the office to send the papers over to you ASAP.”

			“Always a pleasure, Trixie. I only feel slightly eviscerated by you today.” Don chuckles, smiling warmly at her before he notices me. “Parker. Can I help you with something?”

			I jump to my feet and run my hand over my face. My playoff beard is still at that early itchy stage, and it’s bugging the shit out of me.

			“No, sir. I’m just waiting for Trixie,” I reply, nodding at my agent and manager.

			“Good. Well, I’ll leave you to it.” Don looks at Cam’s empty desk and pulls his cell phone out of his pocket. “I’m sure I’ll see you again soon, Trixie.” He waves absent-mindedly at us and disappears back into his office.

			

			“What can I do for you, love?” Trixie asks, glancing briefly at her smart watch. “I’ve got a meeting in an hour across town, and traffic’s a bitch at this time of day. Can we walk and talk?”

			“Sure.” I just about get the word out before Trixie takes off toward the elevators at a hell of a pace for a woman in high heels. I jog to catch up, then match her speed as we walk along the corridor. “I just wanted to check on the progress of the sportswear deal. I’m planning on spending the summer working on my cabin, so I just wanted to check when I needed to be around.”

			“Don’t you worry about that, love. The campaign is for their spring collection, so they won’t need you until you’re back in Seattle for training camp.” Trixie smirks at me as we reach the elevators. “You know you could’ve asked me that question over the phone, right?”

			“I know, but I thought it would be nice to catch up,” I reply. Trixie knows me too well to fall for a line of bullshit like that.

			Her eyebrow shoots up in a perfect arch. “Bollocks!” she blurts, slapping the call button on the elevator. “I know you, Bugs. There’s no way you’d sit on a couch for half an hour waiting to ask me that one question. You were waiting for the lovely Cameron to come back, weren’t you?”

			I feel heat burn my cheeks, and I rub the back of my neck nervously. “Am I that fucking transparent?”

			Trixie slaps me lightly on the cheek and laughs. “Don’t worry, love. I won’t tell a soul. We should have dinner some time, and you can tell me all about it.” The elevator arrives and she strides inside. “Later, lover boy.”

			

			I puff out my cheeks, exasperated at the situation. If I continue to wait around for Cam to come back, I’m bordering on pathetic. The vibration of my phone in my pocket saves me from further procrastination.

			[MATT: Where the fuck are you, Cap? We’re waiting in the gym. You’re late, and Coach is pissed.]

			“Fuck!” I sprint for the stairs. No point in waiting for the elevator and making myself even later.

			[image: ]

			“We have two days before the start of the playoffs,” Coach Casey says, skating back and forth in front of us, a Whalers beanie covering his steel grey hair. “Obviously, I don’t need to tell you how important it is that we take full advantage of playing the first two games on home ice.”

			There’s a deep rumble of agreement from the semi-circle of players surrounding him, all of us having taken a knee after a brutal scrimmage game. Each one of us is dripping with sweat, our muscles flooded with lactic acid but pumped up at the prospect of fighting our local rivals in the first round of the Stanley Cup playoffs.

			“We’ve prepared all season for this, and I want each and every one of you to have your head in the game.” Coach comes to a halt in front of me, and I feel his hard green eyes bore into me. “Whatever shit you’ve got going on in your personal lives—pregnant wives, strained relationships, a sick fucking dog—I want you to leave it off the ice.”

			

			I can feel a blush creeping up my neck, and I clench my jaw. I know he’s addressing the team, but he must have noticed my distraction, and I’m pissed at myself. I’m the captain and as such should lead by example. I can’t get at the guys for being distracted by their personal lives if I’m doing that very thing.

			Coach continues to give us his pep talk, and he runs down the schedule for the next four days. After the two home games, we’re on the plane to Vancouver for the next two games. If we start well, we could take the series with no more games and be fresh for the second round.

			“Parker, a word,” Coach barks at me, and suddenly I realize the rest of the guys are getting up and heading to the locker room. I’m still on my knee, lost in a daydream.

			“Sure thing, Coach.” I rise and we begin to skate slowly round the rink while the equipment team clears the pucks and goals away.

			“What’s going on, son? You seem distracted.”

			Okay, straight to the point.

			“You know that the guys look to you for leadership, especially the younger ones, and if you’re floating around with your head up your ass, it’s gonna give off the wrong signal.” Coach stops skating and we face each other. He’s not pissed, thank fuck, but he is serious.

			I huff out a breath and take my helmet off, stuffing it under my arm. “It’s nothing, Coach. I’m fully committed to beating the shit out of Vancouver and progressing to the second round.” I pull myself up to my full height, which is even more enormous in all my gear. “I’ve got my shit together; this is not a problem.”

			

			Coach seems to relax a little, and he slaps me on the shoulder. “Good to hear. You and Landon make a good team as Captain and Assistant Captain. I’d hate to ruin that dynamic because you’re distracted.”

			“One hundred percent not distracted,” I confirm as we reach the gate and leave the ice.

			“Excellent. Now hit the showers and remind the guys that it’s straight home for a good meal and bed. I don’t want any of those yahoos out on the town tonight because they have a free day tomorrow.”

			“Sure thing.” I smirk. We’ve had a few issues with the rookies being a little too into the Seattle party scene. Knox in particular has been in trouble more than the rest. He’s a hell of a winger, but the kid needs to get a handle on his partying before Coach benches his ass.

			By the time I hit the showers, most of the guys are drying off and dressing, except for Matt who takes a ridiculous amount of time washing his hair. Dude is worse than any woman I’ve ever known.

			“What did Coach want?” he asks, rinsing shampoo from his hair.

			“He thinks I’m distracted and just wanted to make sure I have my head in the game,” I grumble, turning on the water, allowing the stream to cocoon me in heat.

			I hear Matt chuckle through the noise of the shower, so I scrub my hands over my face to push away the water and glare at him.

			“Don’t be a dick, man,” I growl, grabbing my body wash and squirting way too much into my hand.

			

			Matt continues to laugh. “I’m sorry, but that’s bad if Coach has noticed you mooning around here like a lovesick puppy.”

			“I’m not fucking mooning. I’m confused and pissed off.”

			“Okay, good.” Matt turns the water off in his cubicle and grabs his towel. “What do you intend to do about it? Because I’m with Coach on this one; if you go into the playoffs with your head up your ass, we’re gonna crash and burn.”

			“I know, I know.” I sigh, turning my shower off as well, wrapping the towel round my waist, and slipping into my sliders. “I need to talk to Cam, but she’s still ghosting me. We crossed paths today, and she practically ran away from me.”

			We walk into the locker room and begin to dress; the other guys have already left and just the equipment team remain.

			“I know we’re supposed to head straight home tonight, but why don’t you come over and we can grill out? I’ve got some T-bones that I need to use,” Matt suggests, pulling on his jeans and buttoning them up.

			“I don’t know, man. Coach is pretty insistent we head straight home,” I reply, pulling on my hoodie.

			“Come on. You know that’s to stop the younger guys going out and partying too hard.” Matt grabs his duffel. “If he finds out, we can say we were talking strategy.”

			“Okay, fine. I’ll follow you out there.” I zip up my duffel and follow him out of the locker room.

			“And just think—you can always pump Mila for info on Cam. I’m sure the two of them have already put this situation to rights.” He chuckles, pushing through the door.
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			Cameron

			The pop of the champagne cork and Mila’s excited screech makes me almost jump out of my skin and drop the plate of cheese and crackers.

			“For fuck’s sake, Beth! Give a girl some warning before you do that.” I gasp, delivering the snacks to the coffee table intact.

			“Sorry, babe.” Beth laughs, pouring the gushing fizz into the awaiting flutes, flicking her platinum bob. “I guess I blew my load a bit prematurely.” A naughty smirk creases her bright red lips, and she winks at me.

			I roll my eyes at her sexual innuendo and flop down onto the couch, grabbing a fat grape from the plate and popping it into my mouth.

			“Stop being gross, Bee.” Mila chuckles, taking her champagne flute from Beth and joining me on the couch.

			“I can’t help it. When you date a younger guy, you have to keep all your sexual feelings right at the surface. I never know when Nate will want to ravish me.” From the lusty look in her eyes, I’d say she enjoys it as much as Nate does.

			

			“Ugh, enough about you,” Mila chides, slapping her friend’s thigh. “We’ve dealt with enough of your relationship drama. This is about Cam and Bugs.”

			“So, you did fuck him at the housewarming party then?” Beth asks while chomping on a piece of cheese.

			I feel my cheeks burn, and I concentrate really hard on my drink. I love Beth—she’s kind and caring—but I still get embarrassed by her frank and explicit sex talk. I notice a pink stain on Mila’s cheek, and I know she feels it too.

			“Well, not at the party,” I reply. “But yes, that night we went home together.”

			Beth takes a grape, leaning forward and resting her elbows on her knees. “Who made the first move: you or Bugs? I need all the information before I can help you.”

			I huff out a breath and curl my legs underneath me, setting my untouched drink down, ready to spill the beans about one of the most incredible nights of my life. Beth and Mila listen in greedy silence, eating up the details I give them. I obviously don’t give them all the details because some things are private.

			“That sounds really hot,” Beth breathes, eating more crackers. “I mean, if I wasn’t already banging the hottest Whaler, Bugs would definitely be on my list.”

			“Um, I beg to differ,” Mila pipes up. “Matt is the hottest Whaler. Did you see his picture in the team charity calendar?”

			“No, Nate’s hotter,” Beth butts in, waving her glass around, sloshing champagne on the rug. “Have you seen his …”

			“Girls, please!” I yell, holding my hands up. “Can we argue about your boyfriends later? I have an issue here.”

			

			Mila and Beth freeze, looking suitably chagrined. “Sorry,” they say in unison like naughty children.

			At that moment, we hear the front door open, and the sound of male voices echoes through the large foyer. I feel a shiver crawl up my spine as I recognize Warren’s voice immediately.

			Mila’s eyes become impossibly wide, and she flies off the couch to intercept the horribly awkward scene that’s about the play out. I feel like my heart is ready to beat through my ribcage as Beth flaps about, trying to fluff up my hair, pulling my glasses off and flinging them behind me.

			“Will you get off me?” I hiss, slapping her hands away, but also subconsciously straightening my sweater and sitting up a little taller.

			Mila comes barreling back into the room with an apologetic look on her face, followed by Matt and then Warren, who looks about as uncomfortable as I feel. What the fuck is going on? Is this some sort of intervention set up by my supposed best friends?

			“This is a pleasant surprise, ladies,” Matt says cheerfully, clapping his large, tattooed hands together. “We’re gonna go out on the deck and get the grill on if you wanna stay for food.”

			“Would love to,” Beth says. “Although I feel like a fifth wheel, so can I call Nate?”

			“Sure thing, babe. Just tell him to keep it on the DL. We’re not supposed to be hanging out with the playoffs starting on Thursday,” Matt replies, pulling Mila into a breathtaking kiss before disappearing into the kitchen. Warren and I exchange an awkward head nod, and he follows Matt out of the room.

			

			While Beth makes a call to Nate, I stomp over to a blushing Mila and grab her arms. “What the heck, Mila? Did you guys set this up?”

			“Of course not,” she gasps. “I swear, Cam. I had no idea Matt would invite Bugs over. Coach made it clear to the guys that they should stay home tonight.”

			“Oh god, I have to leave,” I grumble, grabbing my glasses.

			“No, please don’t,” Mila begs. “This could be a blessing in disguise. Matt said that Coach has even picked up on the fact that Bugs is distracted. You need to sort this out before the playoffs start.”

			The enormity of the situation suddenly lands square on my shoulders. Shit, our awkwardness around each other can’t affect the team. I have to pull on my big girl panties and deal with it.

			“Okay, okay. Take Beth into the kitchen and send Warren in.” I sigh, feeling butterflies take off in my stomach. I don’t have the first clue what to say to him. I hope he talks first.

			“What’s going on?” Beth asks, sliding her phone back into her pocket, looking between Mila and me.

			“Cam’s going to talk to Bugs, so we need to make ourselves scarce,” Mila says, pulling Beth toward the kitchen.

			I begin to pace, wringing my hands as the voices from the kitchen float around me, and finally I hear Beth yell, “Just get your ass in there and sort this out, you big idiot!”

			Moments later, a very sheepish-looking Warren stalks into the room, his hands buried deeply in his pockets, his green eyes downcast. As I take in his appearance, I notice for the first time that the energy that usually crackles around him is gone. He looks exhausted.

			

			The feeling of guilt and responsibility hits me like a puck to the gut, and I have to catch my breath. My selfish need for a night filled with orgasms has not only caused my friendship with this man to implode; it’s also the reason he’s distracted from his goal. We’ve talked plenty about his dream of leading his team to a Stanley Cup win, and he’s on the way to achieving this.

			I need to fix this, and I need to do it now.

			“Hey, Warren,” I say despite the massive dry lump clogging my throat.

			“Hey, Sawyer,” he replies, locking his fern green eyes on me, the familiar use of my last name suddenly confirming that things will be okay.

			We stand and look at each other for what feels like an age, neither of us wanting to start this awkward as fuck conversation.

			“I’m sorry I’ve been avoiding you …” I begin.

			“This is shit …” Warren says at the same time, and suddenly we crack up into peals of laughter, and the weight lifts from my shoulders slightly.

			“Fucking hell, Sawyer. What’s happening to us?” He chuckles coming toward me, that devastating grin firmly in place.

			“I’m sorry this got weird.” I sigh, taking a deep breath, inhaling Warren’s spicy scent, and quickly realizing my mistake. They say smell is one of the strongest stimulants of memory, and suddenly I’m back in his bedroom, under his huge, muscular body while he rolls against me, bringing me more pleasure than any man has before.

			

			My center floods at the memory, and I have to take a small step back.

			“Look Warren, I want us to clear the air,” I say firmly. I need to take control of this conversation before he distracts me with that sexy, cocky grin. “Yes, we had a moment, but I don’t want this to ruin our friendship, and I certainly don’t want it to distract you from the playoffs.”

			“I agree about the friendship thing,” Warren replies, closing that small distance between us. I have no room to step back any farther because my legs are pressed up against the couch. “I’ve missed you this week. I went for a run the other morning, and it didn’t feel the same without you chatting my ear off the whole time.” He smirks.

			“Jerk!” I playfully punch his arm like I used to before I knew what it felt like to fall asleep with it wrapped around me. “Look, I suggest we just forget about what happened and go back to being friends.”

			But Warren is right up in my space, and my senses are overwhelmed by his scent, his big, warm body, and his intense green eyes. “I’m never gonna forget it happened, Cameron,” he whispers in a husky voice. “But for the sake of our friendship, I’ll store it away in the spank bank.”

			I let out an embarrassed breath and press my hands against his chest to move him back, happy that we seem to be making our way back to normal. “Don’t be gross.”

			Warren winks at me and pinches my cheek, something he knows I hate. “Good to have you back, Sawyer.”

			

			I slap his hand away and huff out a breath. “Let’s go find the others before they die of curiosity.”

			“Sure thing, babe.” He puts his muscular arm around my shoulders, and we walk into the kitchen. On the surface, things are back to normal. However, as my body tingles at his proximity, I know—for me—things will never be quite the same again.

		

	
		
			

			4

			Bugs

			The sweat burns my eyes as I take off down the rink, the biscuit at my stick. I can sense the Vancouver wingers bearing down on me as I head for the goal. A quick look to my left and I see Matt in exactly the right position. We’ve skated this play a million times, and I’m running on pure muscle memory. I wind my stick back and pass the puck across the clear ice, skimming past the stick of a Vancouver player by mere inches.

			Matt collects my pass and sails round the back of the net, confusing the goalie who assumes he’ll go for the top shelf. However, as he appears on the goalie’s offside, he hooks the puck into the net, and the red light flares.

			Fuck YEAH! An overtime goal and that’s game four of the first series. We’re through to the second round. I join the dog pile that’s forming at center ice, and the Seattle fans who’ve traveled to Canada are going crazy. All the players on the bench jump the boards and join our celebrations, slapping helmets and butts, raising our sticks in tribute to the die-hard fans, our coaches, and our GM. Jesus, there’s no feeling like it.

			

			Once I’m free from the pile of hot, sweaty dudes, my eyes wander to the GM’s box where I know Cam will be. I can see her leaping around like a crazy person, waving her arms like she’s trying to get my attention. I raise my stick in the air and point it at her, winking and smirking. It feels right to share this moment with her; she is my best friend, after all.

			And that’s what I continue to tell myself despite the fact that my cock is trying to stir inside my cup. I’m proud of us for trying to get back to normal after our one-night stand, but I’m not going to lie; it’s not easy. I’ve had a taste of her now, and that’s not something I’m just simply going to forget about.

			The locker room is a riot of loud rock music, jerseys, and equipment flying around and jubilant roars of triumph. Thor is standing up on the bench by his cubby, completely butt-ass naked, hammering his chest, yelling some sort of Swedish battle cry. This is part of the addiction of playing professional ice hockey—the team camaraderie, working together with your buddies to achieve a common goal. It’s the best thing about this sport.

			Even Coach Casey joins us in our celebrations; he hates the Vancouver coach with a passion, and this win must mean a lot to him. I’ve got no idea where the rivalry stems from, but it’s always a tense time when our teams meet.

			“The bus leaves in thirty minutes, so get your asses ready,” Coach yells through the mayhem. “If any of you miss the plane, you’re on your own.”

			“And don’t forget—my place for the celebration party tomorrow night,” I shout, already in my suit. I have to do press with Coach, so I hustled through my cool down and shower.

			

			Another roar of deep male voices echoes around the locker room, and I follow Coach out to the waiting press. I’m fucking buzzing, and all I can think about is sharing this with Cam.

			[image: ]

			We’ve been in the air for half an hour, and I’m sitting up at the front of the plane with the coaches because the guys are getting pretty rowdy in the back. I’d love nothing more than to sit back there, drink a beer, play some cards, and celebrate the win, but I have responsibilities as captain. I’ll have a meeting with Coach Casey tomorrow after the team debrief, so I want to have my notes ready before I get home and collapse. It’s not even the hockey that tires me out in the playoffs; it’s the goddamn traveling.

			It looks like we’ll be up against Dallas in the second round if the series goes in their favor tomorrow. Obviously, the game will be on at my party, so we can see what we’re up against in the second round.

			“That was a hell of a game, Cap.” I look up from my iPad where I’m reviewing game footage to see Cameron standing in front of me. Her light brown hair is in a tight ponytail, not a hair out of place as usual, and her dark brown eyes are crinkled in a smile.

			“Thanks, Sawyer,” I reply, closing my iPad and patting the seat next to me. “Sit down and tell me more about how fucking awesome I am.”

			Cam rolls her eyes and sits, kicking off her heels and tucking her long legs under her. I love how graceful she is—a lean, athletic body, small pert breasts that fit perfectly in my palms. She has great legs having run track at school and college, and they’re by far her best physical feature. I’m a leg and ass man, and when we first met, that was what I noticed. She was wearing patterned yoga pants that hugged every inch, and I remember popping an embarrassing boner when we were introduced.

			

			However, as we got to know each other, this was quickly overtaken by her extreme kindness, wit, and compassion. We began to talk when we shared the treadmills in the gym and soon, we progressed to running together in a variety of locations around Seattle. It was nice to have someone other than my teammates to work out with, and our friendship grew from there.

			That is until we almost fucked it up. Even though she came on to me, I still take full responsibility for what happened. I’ve always had more than friendly feelings for Cam, and when she basically offered herself to me the night of Matt and Mila’s housewarming, I should’ve said no. I should’ve been strong and told her it was a bad idea. But I was weak and horny, and I let myself have a taste of what I wanted.

			But as we sit together on the flight back to Seattle and shoot the shit, it feels almost like we’re back to normal. Sure, my palms are a bit sweaty sitting this close to her. The smell of her light, flowery perfume infiltrates my senses, reminding me of the morning after we made love when it still lingered on my pillowcase. My dick has been half hard since she sat down, and I’ve been finding it difficult to control that particular part of me every time her raspy laughter fills the cabin.

			

			Shit, I need to get a handle on this if there’s any chance of our friendship surviving.

			Thankfully, the flight is a short one, and as we disembark the plane at the private airport, we make our way through the press pack and into the terminal. Of course, as captain, I stand and talk to the press, have my photo taken, and talk about our hopes for the second round. I notice a few of the other guys are also talking. They’re much more willing to do this when we’re returning on a win, and I feel proud of each
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