
        
            
                
            
        

    
	A world revolves around the lives of a hockey team captain and a girl who accidentally ends up as his roommate.

	 

	 

	Archer.

	Getting practically kicked out of my home was not part of my college plan. Neither was accidentally getting put in a boys’ dormitory. But both end up happening, and somehow, I end up becoming roommates with the hockey team captain, Everett Chase. Oh, and that’s not all. I have to share a bed with him! Sure, it can be completely platonic, but him being so darn attractive and sweet isn’t helping.

	I can only hope I make it through the year without losing something very precious to me.

	My heart.

	 

	Everett.

	Getting a female roommate whom I have to share a bed with every single night was not on my college bucket list. I mean, it can only be a burden, right?

	Wrong. Archer Boston is anything but a burden. In fact, the moment I looked into those fiery eyes of hers, I knew I was screwed. She had me wrapped around her finger from day one, and as much as it hurts my pride to admit, I’m whipped.

	Now to make her only mine...
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Chapter One: Archer

	 

	 

	I hate hockey players.

	Why, you may ask?

	The answer’s simple. They’re just a bunch of assholes with an extra testosterone shot, and what happens when they deem you don’t have that shot? You get teased and bullied to the point that you come home and cry about it to your little sister.

	That’s exactly what happened to my twin brother. He’s a hockey player who had the courage to come out to his entire team because he considered them family, but instead of supporting him and accepting him for who he is, they laughed in his face and called him a faggot. Then he came running home in a fit of tears, and being the good and tough little sister, I decided to go to those assholes and give them a piece of my mind. However, what I didn’t expect was how huge they all are.

	Like seriously. All of them, even the smallest one, who’s my brother, is well over six feet, making me look like a tiny bug which they can crush under their big toe. That doesn’t discourage me, though, at least not completely.

	I’ve been told I have a big mouth and good at putting people in their place. I’m hoping I can bring their ego down a level before they decide they want to fight me.

	Flynn doesn’t know that I’m here at the university and about to bring down hell upon his teammates. If he’d known, he never would’ve let me show up, nevermind go out the front door. But I’m here now, and I’m not leaving until I have my say.

	“Who’s Carson here?” I yell out in the middle of practice, leaning over the railing to the ice. My voice is loud, and it has the players stopping on the ice and all looking my way.

	Oh wow, having all these huge men staring me down is a little bit scary, I’ll admit. I’m not backing down, though.

	“I asked who Carson is!” I yell out again, puffing out my chest in an attempt to look tough.

	“That’s me,” a male voice says, appearing before me on the ice. It takes everything in me not to flinch in surprise. “And how may I help you, pretty lady?”

	I stare at him, unimpressed. Is he seriously flirting with me right now? After he called my brother the f-word and humiliated him in front of the entire team? Oh, right. He doesn’t know whose sister I am.

	“Do you know who I am?” I question, crossing my arms over my chest.

	“No, but I’d like to,” he says with a smirk. I internally recoil. He’s really not as smooth as he thinks he is.

	“I’m Archer Boston,” I tell him, staring pointedly at him. He should know who I am now. But instead of realisation going through his eyes, he looks confused. So I add, “Archer Boston. Boston.”

	He shakes his head, staring incredulously at me.

	Then suddenly, his eyes darken, and he practically spits out, “Why the hell are you wearing that faggot’s jersey?”

	Oh, that’s right. I decided to put on Flynn’s hockey jersey before coming here. Thought it would give me an edge... of some sort. However, hearing him use that discriminative word for my brother again has anger boiling within me.

	“Don’t call him that,” I say.

	“Oh, is he your boyfriend?” He suddenly laughs, staring pitifully at me. “Hate to break it to you, babe, but the bitch is gay.”

	A growl comes out from deep within my throat, visibly startling him. Yep, a sound like that shouldn’t come out of a girl’s throat.

	“Don’t call him that,” I say in warning.

	“What? A bitch?” He laughs. “But that’s what he is.” Then he leans forward to me. “My bitch.”

	I barely have time to grasp what’s happening before my hands are in Carson’s hair, and I’m pulling, causing him to cry out in pain.

	“You asshole!” I yell out, no doubt catching everyone’s attention. “What? He’s your bitch? So what if he’s gay? What does that have to do with you?”

	“Hey! Let go!” he yells out, but I’m not done.

	“Not until you apologize,” I tell him.

	“I’m sorry, okay?” He helplessly apologizes, but I just pull harder on his hair.

	“Not to me, you moron,” I say. “To Flynn.”

	“Why the fuck would I do that?” he asks.

	“Because I said so.” I hiss like a feline.

	“You’re crazy,” he protests. So he was willing to apologize to me, but suddenly not to Flynn?

	“You ass—”

	A firm hand wraps around my wrist, halting my actions.

	“That’s enough,” a deep and manly voice speaks out. I turn my head with a glare, but the words die in my throat when my eyes meet the source.

	Damn, he’s beautiful.

	With that shaggy light brown hair, hazel eyes that have more green than brown, and the freckles that scatter across his nose and cheeks.

	I can’t help but examine him head to toe. He’s much bigger and taller than me, with bulging muscles underneath his hockey gear, and his skin is perfectly bronze, like a natural tan. His lips are shaped like a heart, the top one slightly fuller than the bottom, and so pink and plump that I’m sure every girl and guy wants to sink their teeth into it, and his nose, which is slightly crooked, the only flaw on a seemingly flawless face.

	All I can think as I stare at him is wow.

	Just, wow.

	And he’s staring right back at me, his head slightly tilted as curiosity swirls in those eyes of his.

	What’s he thinking as he’s looking at me right now? Does he think I’m pretty, attractive, or just average? And does me wearing another man, despite being gay’s jersey bother him?

	No, you stupid. Why would it bother him? He doesn’t even know you.

	“Everett,” Carson suddenly gasps out, breaking the moment. “Get her off me.”

	Everett. I immediately recognise his name. I’ve heard Flynn use it multiple times when talking about hockey.

	Everett Chase.

	The captain.

	Instinctively, my glare returns.

	He’s one of them... that humiliated Flynn.

	“Archer Boston?” he repeats, and I nod but don’t ease up on the glare. “Flynn’s sister.”

	“Flynn’s sister?” Carson repeats. “I should have known. Being a bitch is hereditary.”

	My grip on his hair tightens, and he yelps in pain.

	“You may let him go now,” Everett tells me, but I shake my head.

	“Let him go so he can go off and run his mouth again, and torture my brother again? I don’t think so.” I huff out.

	“I was just about to come and talk to the team about what they did,” he says.

	It surprises me.

	“I wasn’t around when they did what they did. However, instead of running off to you, I would’ve preferred Flynn come to me. Though what’s done is done.”

	“What are you saying?” I question.

	“I’m saying that I’ll deal with my team as I see fit, so you may let him go now,” he tells me.

	I’m not sure what it is, but I find myself letting go of Carson, who immediately skates far away from me while holding the side of his head in his hand.

	“I’m trusting you to fix this, because although hockey means the world to my brother, I know he’d quit over this,” I firmly say.

	Everett nods. “But on another note,” he starts off again. “Why have I never seen you before?”

	“I come to the games,” I say.

	“Yet I’ve never seen you,” he says. “Interesting.”

	What’s so interesting?

	“Well then, if you’ll excuse me. I have to get back to practice.”

	And then he’s gone before I can respond.

	 


Chapter Two: Everett

	 

	 

	Archer Boston.

	She’s a feisty little thing. A hot, feisty little thing.

	I don’t even bother hiding the boner I’m sporting before getting onto the ice.

	Fuck, seeing her grab Carson by the hair, which might as well have been his balls from how hot it was, turned me on to no end. I’ve never had such an instantaneous reaction to a girl before. Yes, I find girls attractive, but usually I need to be touched a little to become aroused. But with this girl? She didn’t even look at me yet, and I was hard.

	“Yo, Carson!” I call out, and he turns to me with questioning eyes. “A word.”

	He rolls his eyes but skates to me anyway.

	“Yes, captain?” he asks, but there’s amusement in his tone. I know because he only calls me captain when he’s trying to tease me. I let my eyes flutter back to Archer for a brief moment, not at all surprised to see her still standing behind the glass. Of course she’s waiting to see if I do what I told her I would.

	“You fucked up,” I tell him pointedly.

	“Oh, come on,” he whines. “Because of what I called Flynn? You’ve got to be kidding me, Chase.”

	I shake my head at him. Carson is my best friend, probably in the whole world, but he’s got a nasty personality that if you weren’t close to him, you wouldn’t be able to handle.

	“You need to start thinking before you speak,” I tell him. “I told you before that your mouth would get you into trouble someday.”

	“You’re talking about that girl?” He scoffs. “She’s hardly a threat.”

	“It doesn’t matter. You humiliated one of your teammates and called him an ugly word. If there’s one thing that Coach taught us at the beginning, it’s that the entire team is family. You don’t treat family like that.”

	He sighs in frustration but nods nonetheless.

	“And,” I add, my eyes finding Archer’s once more. “Don’t call her a bitch again. Unless you want to eat my fist.”

	His eyes flash with surprise.

	“You like her?” he questions, staring at me in disbelief.

	“She’s hot.” I shrug.

	He shakes his head with a chuckle. “Sure, I’ll leave her and her brother alone,” he agrees.

	I dismiss him. Then I turn around and flash Archer my best smile.

	She doesn’t react, just turns and leaves.

	Fuck, a blatant rejection never felt this good.

	 


Chapter Three: Archer

	 

	 

	“You need to move to the dorms.”

	I blink at my mom, not quite understanding her words. Well, I do understand her words, but I just don’t get why.

	Flynn lives in the dorms because he’s a hockey player and often has practice before the sun’s even up in the morning, but me? Mom told me I could stay at home and commute to university every day, and why? Because I’m a social recluse, and living in a dorm with other university students would force me to partake in group and sister activities, as well as go to and host college parties. The mere thought of that is scary.

	Yes, when the occasion calls for it, I can be bold and probably don’t know when to shut my mouth, but other times? Most of the time? I barely speak, especially to strangers, because the thought of socializing with them is scary. I’m not like other girls. I’m an introvert, an extrovert when I’m comfortable around someone, which often results in me being called too loud or too much, and being called that actually hurts because it means that people don’t like the real me.

	I’ve never strived to be accepted by my peers, but it would be nice to know that at least someone likes me for who I am.

	“Mom, why?” I finally ask, confusion marring my features.

	“I’m sorry, Archer, but money’s a bit tight, and your travelling costs are amounting to too much,” Mom says, staring pitifully at me.

	“I... I don’t understand,” I mumble. “What happened?”

	When my dad died, he left us a huge heap of money that should’ve been able to last us a lifetime, or at least that’s what I thought.

	“Where did all the money Dad left for us go?” I ask. Mom merely shrugs. What’s she hiding from me?

	“Anyway, I’ve already spoken with your university, and you can move into the dorm tomorrow,” Mom informs me.

	Tomorrow? I want to yell out. That’s such short notice. I need more time to mentally prepare myself. But the look on my mom’s face tells me this is happening tomorrow, whether I’m ready or not.

	Damnit.

	*

	Moving into a dorm is exhausting.

	First, I spent all night packing my things into two suitcases. And then I had to get up at the crack of dawn so we could leave early. Mom stuffed my suitcases into the boot of the car with the extra bags lounging on the back seat, and we were off.

	My eyes are droopy as I watch the university finally come into view. I thought about calling Flynn to help me move in, but it’s a Monday, so I know he has morning practice.

	When we park, Mom unloads the bags out of the car.

	“So... bad news,” Mom starts off with pursed lips. Oh no, what now? “I just received a message about an early shift at the hospital, so I have to go now.”

	“But what about helping me move in?” I ask, gesturing to all the luggage. Mom just shrugs.

	“You’ll figure it out,” she says, placing a kiss on my cheek. “I’ll call you later, okay?”

	I barely have time to comprehend what’s happening before my mom is off, the car roaring as it drives away.

	I blink, staring at the spot where the car was parked and then at all the luggage surrounding me. Why do I feel like I was just abandoned?

	My reality comes crashing down on me. I really have to do this all alone.

	Oh, screw the practice. I need Flynn.

	He should be in practice right now, so if I can just somehow drag all this luggage there to the ice rink, he should be able to help me move in afterwards. Yes, that sounds like a plan.

	I sling one bag over each shoulder, the other in the crook of my elbow, and then I pull the suitcases with my hands. Okay, that wasn’t so hard. It would’ve been nice to have help, but it’s okay. Flynn won’t abandon me like my mom did.

	It takes a lot of effort to move to the ice rink where they’re having their practice, especially since it’s on the other side of campus. I stop more than a few times to rest before carrying on, and by the time I finally reach my destination, my legs feel like jelly, and my arms feel like they’re about to fall off.

	Now I wish I’d packed lighter and brought my things in bit by bit, but it’s not like I knew I would have to lug all these things all by myself.

	Then I’m hit with a closed door. With a trembling arm, I reach out to the handle and twist, and luckily, the door opens for me. I carry all my things inside. Then, just my terrible luck, I trip over my own feet, falling forward, and my luggage is sent flying in the air.

	I fall to the ground with an oomph, and my separate bags falls beside me while one of my suitcases topples down the stairs until it finally reaches the end and splits open, contents spilling out the cold floor.

	When I finally lift my head that face-planted to the floor, I find many sets of eyes watching me, most with amusement, some with confusion, and only one with concern.

	“Archer?” my brother calls out.

	He looked confused now as to why I’m here and what just happened, so I force myself to my feet and rush down the stairs with wobbly legs.

	“Archer!” he says, gasping out when he realises that it’s indeed me, his twin, and skates off the ice and to me, his amazing balance impressing me momentarily before my eyes land on what exactly fell out of my suitcase. My underwear.

	“Flynn!” The waterworks come. And they don’t stop.

	“Archer, what’s wrong?” he asks worriedly, reaching out to grab my arms. “What are you doing here?”

	“Mom forced me to move into the dorms and abandoned me in the parking lot, so I had to carry all that luggage here by myself, and then I tripped over my own stupid feet and fell, and now my underwear is laying there for all your teammates to see!”

	He blinks frantically at my story, and I pout, tears streaming down my face. Then he returns to reality, and he turns around to his teammates and yells, “Turn around! Eyes off the goods!”

	Luckily, they all listen. Flynn is a soft person, so when he gets serious, everyone knows to listen. He’s also very protective of me, as I am of him.

	“Okay, Archer. I’m going to need you to stop crying now,” he says softly, rubbing my arms up and down. I nod, blinking back my tears.

	He lets go of me once I’m calm enough and bends down to pick up my underwear from the floor, placing it back inside my suitcase and sealing it closed again. When he stands back up and looks at me, he frowns.

	“Aw, your face is so red from the fall.”

	I sniffle. “Can I wait here until you’re done?” I ask. “I need your help to move into the dorm.”

	He nods. “Sit down. I’ll gather your bags,” he says and does what he says while I sit down on one of the seats, watching his every move.

	“Hey, pretty girl,” a voice calls out, and I look up to find Everett staring down at me from the other side of the glass. “You okay?”

	I frown, looking down so that my hair falls in front of my face. I don’t know why, but I don’t want him to see me like this, with a bruised-up face. How unattractive.

	“Don’t flirt with my sister, Chase,” I hear Flynn say, and Everett chuckles before they both skate away.

	When a whistle is blown, I see the coach on the ice for the first time. Usually, at the games, he’s just on the sidelines.

	Flynn’s eyes flutter to mine, and I give him a thumbs up, signalling to him that I’m okay. I really don’t want him to worry about me and then have it affect his performance on the ice, even if it is just practice. He nods and then returns his attention to the ice. The coach has split them into two teams, Flynn on the opposite side of the team captain.

	I try to keep my eyes on Flynn the entire time, but if there’s one thing his captain is good at, it’s stealing the show. Oh, and everyone’s breaths.

	In no time, I find my eyes following Everett’s every move. He’s so fast I can barely keep up, but somehow, even if I lose him, I always find him again. It’s like my eyes are drawn to him, and I’m not that surprised, considering how good he is.

	He moves across the ice so effortlessly and with such grace, it would make any girl jealous. He’s really fast, too, moving with such precision and landing goal after goal.

	Finally, after what feels like forever, the coach blows the whistle again, and practice is officially over. When I look at the time on my phone, I notice that three hours have already passed. I barely felt the time pass by. Who knew hockey could be so entertaining?

	I’ve gone to some of Flynn’s games, but I could never follow and understand the rules, and at some point, I just stopped going. But now, after seeing it firsthand without any distractions from other fans, I’m interested, and suddenly, I can’t wait for the next game.

	Flynn leaves to go change, and I wait in the same spot for him, unwilling to lug all that luggage back out of here on my own. When he returns, his captain is by his side.

	Hmm... I didn’t know they were close. Well, I guess I never did ask Flynn.

	“You ready to go?” Flynn asks when he stops by me, and I nod, standing up. He takes some of the luggage into his arms, and Everett grabs the two suitcases, leaving me with nothing to carry. I don’t complain, though. I mean, then what’s the point of having a six-foot hockey player brother and his even taller and bigger hockey player friend?

	We start walking in the direction of the dorms, and when we get closer, I pull out the page with my new dorm details on it.

	“Which dorm are we going to?” Flynn asks, glancing at me over his shoulder.

	“Uhm... Archilles Hall,” I answer, staring at the name on the page. Flynn and Everett both immediately come to a stop. “What? What’s wrong?”

	“Archilles Hall?” Everett repeats, and I nod. He and Flynn share glances.

	“Why? Is something wrong?” I ask.

	“Archer... Archilles Hall is... a boys’ dormitory.”

	I’m sorry, what?
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