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            PROLOGUE

          

          HANNAH

        

      

    

    
      The night sky is a kaleidoscope of neon colors. I tilt my head back and laugh. It’s a giddy, bubbly sound that I don’t think I’ve ever heard come out of my mouth before. How long has it been since I’ve been this happy? Happy and reckless and…fleeting.

      It won’t last. This feeling. Drunk and laughing and almost carefree. That’s the thing about those great nights that you want to bottle up forever. They can’t be contained. And maybe that’s what makes them so wonderful.

      Tomorrow morning everything will go back to the way things were before. I’ll go back to hating him and he’ll go back to pretending that he wouldn’t be bored with me in five minutes if this were real.

      His hand envelops mine. Big and warm. The callouses on his palm match up with my own. It fits a little too well.

      “Hannah,” he whispers my name and something about the quiet of it amid the loud, busy streets feels reverent.

      I don’t look at him. I can’t. Looking at him seems to get me in trouble. But I can perfectly imagine his dark, wavy hair and the one piece that’s always falling onto his forehead. And his smile – big and uneven. It’s unnerving how well he’s imprinted into my memory for how little time we’ve spent together.

      He’s all wrong for me and yet…

      Yet nothing has ever felt more right.
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          TRAVIS

        

      

    

    
      “Nice game tonight. Two goals in two minutes. Impressive start.” I hold up a fist to my teammate Nick with what’s left of my energy.

      He lets loose an uncharacteristic grin as he taps his knuckles against mine. “Thanks.”

      Tonight was our first regular season game in front of our home crowd. We pulled out a win, thanks mostly to Nick.

      “Is this what we can expect from you all season?” I ask.

      “I hope so.” He tips his head to me. “Nice assist, by the way.”

      I played pretty well too, but three shots on goal and nothing found the back of the net.

      “Are you going to MVP?” I ask, standing and pulling off my shoulder and elbow pads.

      “Yeah. Ruby and I are going to stop by the bar for a little bit.”

      “Ah good. I’ve missed our girl.”

      “Our girl?” He quirks a brow at me but smiles. He does a lot of that these days. The smiling. Also, the brow quirking. He’s a grump in love.

      “I mean, yeah. I’d say she’s ours. I have a picture of her wearing my jersey as my phone wallpaper. Want to see it?” I flick my head toward the locker behind me.

      His lips curve into a big smile, which is the opposite reaction I was expecting. He smooths it out before he says, “She’s wearing my jersey tonight so clearly she’s mine.”

      “What was that smile about?” I make a circle with my finger pointing to his face.

      “Nothing.” The corners of his mouth tick up slightly. He looks like he’s fighting his natural reaction. The question is why.

      “You had sex with her while she was wearing my jersey, didn’t you?”

      “While she was wearing your jersey?” He parrots the question back like the idea is completely absurd, but he’s stopped fighting the smile that threatened to break his grumpy-resting face and flashes a big, wolfish grin my way.

      I’d say that’s a yes. Well, shit. Way to ruin that visual for me. I gifted her one of my jerseys at her going away party a couple months ago, before she decided to stay in Moonshot. It was part gift and part gag. I knew Nick would hate it, especially if she wore it, which she did. And now I’m trying hard not to imagine him fucking her in it.

      Without any further words, he turns on his heel to leave.

      “Not cool, Galaxy!” I shout after him. No wonder I’m at the beginning of a slump. He messed with the sanctity of my jersey.

      He lifts a hand over his head and says, “See you at MVP.”

      With a shake of my head, I turn to my locker and pull out my phone. When I slide my thumb over the screen, it comes to life. The picture of Ruby in my jersey is there, just like I told him. And okay, maybe that sounds odd—having your best friend’s girlfriend as your wallpaper—but it’s a great photo.

      I took it right after I’d given her the jersey. She pulled it on and smiled right at me. She looks happy and beautiful, of course, because Ruby’s a stunner. But it isn’t the whole reason I made it my background. Also, if Nick thought I was truly creeping on his girl, he would have already kicked my ass. He probably thinks I do it to get a reaction out of him, and while that is fun (I love poking the bear), I’m not in love with Ruby. I’m in love with the idea of Ruby.

      Nick was the least likely guy I knew to fall into a serious relationship. Before Ruby came into his life, he was closed off to the idea of dating. He blamed it on being a single dad and needing to focus on taking care of his son, Aidan, but that was bullshit. I knew it. He knew it. He wasn’t looking at all. He had his feelings and life locked up tight. And then bam, Ruby happened. If it can happen for him, maybe it can happen for me?

      That’s probably the post-game adrenaline crash talking. Being single, not having someone in the crowd here just for me, always hits hardest after home games. The rest of the guys are hurrying to get changed and meet up with their wives, girlfriends, significant others, and family that were in attendance tonight. No one is here for me. There’s never anyone here for me.

      Pushing it from my mind, I head for the shower. Five minutes under the hot stream of water does wonders for my mental state and by the time I’m dried off and getting dressed, I’m ready to enjoy the night.

      I’m lucky, really. I have great friends and a great career. So what if I don’t have a Ruby? There’s more to life than love and sex…right?

      Tonight, I’m ready to celebrate all the things I do have. And if the night ends with a gorgeous woman accompanying me home, then I’d say the season is off to a fantastic start.
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        * * *

      

      At MVP, our favorite restaurant and bar, I find my teammates already spread out in our usual spot.

      It’s busy tonight, unsurprisingly. After home games, this place is always packed. But the first of the season has an entirely different vibe. It’s friendly chaos and I am living for it. My earlier worries are a vague niggling in the back of my mind and easily pushed aside as soon as I get the first drink in my hand.

      There’s something soothing about the routine of it all. Same bar, same friends, same drink. I bet I could write a play-by-play of how the night will go down almost to the minute.

      Any minute now, my teammate and buddy, Conrad Shepard, or Shep as we call him, is going to get bored of standing around. He’ll be the first to suggest we play shuffleboard. It’s our bar game of choice. Darts or billiards will do in a pinch. Or cards if we’re on the plane or at someone’s house. I’m not great at any of them. I get too caught up in socializing. My first juniors’ hockey coach used to say that the only place I didn’t run my mouth nonstop was on the ice. I guess that’s true. Not sure why, but I’m grateful since I’m not qualified to do a whole lot more.

      Shep meets my eye across the group. We’re standing in a circle: me, Shep, D-Low, Penn, and Galaxy and Ruby. Currently Ruby and D-Low are in deep discussion about a plot point in Ruby’s new book. She’s an author and D-Low is a big reader. They could talk story stuff for hours. And Nick could (and does) stare and listen to his girl all night long.

      Penn is in an uncharacteristically good mood. He should be. He had a great night in the net. After returning from another knee surgery, we’re all relieved that he’s back out there with us. He’s the best goalie in the league. Hands down.

      On most nights, he fades into the background. Always listening, but rarely jumping into conversations. Tonight, though, he’s right in the middle of the book talk.

      Which means me and Shep are the odd ones out.

      “Shuffleboard?” He mouths the question more than speaks it.

      I nod and back out of the group. On game nights, Lou, the bar owner, reserves one board for us all night. I pluck the reserved sign off the middle of the table and give Lou a nod of gratitude.

      Instead of a coin flip, we decide who goes first by who had the better stats of the night. In this case, I have to concede to let Shep take the first shot.

      As he’s getting into position, my phone vibrates in my pocket. I walk over to the nearest high-top table and set my beer next to Shep’s. I have a slew of unanswered messages, but I focus only on the newest one from my security company. I get an alert any time a sensor is tripped and, in this case, it’s notifying me of motion on the right side of the property.

      I go to the live feed, assuming it’s wildlife that’s set off the alarm. Instead, I zoom in on what looks like a teenager climbing a tree in the neighbor’s yard. I can’t make out a lot in the dark, but the kid is wearing a hoodie that makes it hard to see their face. The tree is technically on my property, but the branches span over both lines. Ms. Martha, the older woman that lives there, is currently visiting her sister in California. I know because she often brings me baked goods and the last time she did, only a week ago, she mentioned she’d be gone until the new year.

      “You’re up,” Shep says.

      I glance up from my phone. “Sorry. One second.”

      The alarm company is calling me now, no doubt to check that everything is okay.

      “Hi,” I answer, then put the call on speaker so I can continue to watch the camera.

      “Hi, Mr. Bennett. It’s Brad at Southcentral Alarm. We had an alert that the side yard motion sensor was tripped. Is everything okay?”

      “I’m not sure,” I say as the figure on the screen pushes open a window on the second floor and pulls themselves inside. Shit.

      “Everything okay?” Shep asks quietly from beside me.

      I hold out the phone so he can see. He leans down to get a closer look as the person who just went inside pulls the window down after them.

      “It’s not on my property. It’s next door,” I tell him and the guy on the phone.

      “Do you want me to send someone to check it out?” Brad asks.

      I could text Martha and make sure she isn’t expecting anyone, but my gut tells me if she were, that person wouldn’t be going in through the window.

      “Yeah, that’s probably best. The owner is out of town,” I say, continuing to watch the camera feed even though there’s nothing to see anymore.

      “Shit,” Shep whispers next to me.

      I nod my agreement. I don’t want this kid to get in trouble. If I were home, I’d walk over and check it out myself. Maybe that isn’t the smartest idea either, but at least I’d feel better about getting the police involved if I had a better sense of the situation. My cameras aren’t pointed in a way that I can see a lot of Martha’s house beyond the two windows that my property butts up next to.

      “All right. We’ll get someone out right away,” Brad tells me in that professional monotone that indicates he’s reading from a script. “Have a good night. Thanks for using Southcentral Alarm.”

      “Thanks.” I end the call with a pit in my stomach. That kid is about to have a very bad night. I shouldn’t feel guilty. He trespassed into someone’s house, but I do anyway.

      “That’s wild,” Shep says. “Do you have a lot of kids causing trouble in the neighborhood?”

      “No.” I shake my head. “It’s a gated community.”

      Which now that I think about it has me even more perplexed. What kind of kid is dumb enough to break into a house in one of the best neighborhoods in Moonshot? He has to know there are cameras all over.

      I let the unease roll off me as Penn and D-Low come over to join us.

      “Did you guys already start?” D-Low asks.

      “One throw,” Shep tells him. “You can still jump in.”
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        * * *

      

      Despite my earlier excitement for the night, I spend most of the next few hours feeling off. I don’t know if it’s the worry about Martha’s house and hoping the kid didn’t cause too much damage and consequentially doesn’t get into too much trouble or if it’s just an overarching sense of change that has me off-kilter.

      Galaxy has never been big on staying out, so it isn’t all that surprising when he takes off early but seeing him leave with Ruby has that odd sense of wanting settling in again.

      Penn goes home early too. Then it’s just me, Shep, and D-Low. Danny’s been hooking up with this one chick the past couple months so when she shows up, they’re in their own little bubble. Shep and I are back at the bar, talking to a group of women out celebrating one of their birthdays. They told us their names, but it was loud and I’ve already forgotten—another sign I’m off my game. I’m good with names. I’m good with people. And I’m especially good with women.

      Shep is only here in body. He’s said less than five words. The guy is quiet in general, but around the opposite sex he freezes up completely. There’s a pretty blond with big blue eyes in the group of five that can’t stop staring at him. She’s tried to pull him into conversation three times now and he’s either not interested or too oblivious to see that she’s clearly into him. When the whole group of them excuses themselves to go take a shot with more of their friends, I turn to him.

      “What’s wrong with you? She’s cute.”

      “Who?”

      “The blond one.” I wave a hand in their direction.

      “Bella?”

      “You know her name, but you can’t answer any of her questions in a complete sentence?”

      His cheeks flush a deep ruddy color. “I answered her.”

      “Yeah, but you used the smallest number of words possible like you were trying to blow her off.”

      His lips curve down. “Fuck. I did, didn’t I? I get so fucking nervous.”

      “Why?” The question comes out with a chuckle. Shep is ridiculously hot. I feel qualified in my analysis, given I’ve spent enough time around him, that I’ve seen plenty of women throw themselves at him. Unsuccessfully, I might add.

      “I don’t know. Every time I’m the least bit attracted to someone, I get flustered. I’m instantly transported back to middle school.”

      “What happened in middle school?” If he tells me he was ugly and teased, I wouldn’t believe him. There’s literally no way he wasn’t always hot.

      “Forget it. It’s stupid. I’m gonna go.”

      “No.” I set my beer on the bar and then place both hands on his shoulders. “We’re not leaving here until we get you squared away. I can’t continue to watch you bomb with women every time we’re out.”

      “Thanks a lot,” he mutters under his breath.

      Another laugh slips out. “You’re too good-looking and too fucking nice of a guy to understand what a tragedy it really is. Now come on, tell me everything.”

      “Everything?”

      “What happened in middle school? What’s your type? Any kinks?  Turn-offs? Lay it all on me. I’m going to be your wingman.”

      A hint of a smile pulls at one side of his mouth. “What do you get out of it?”

      “All your future dates’ hot friends, of course.”
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          HANNAH

        

      

    

    
      “You’re late,” Coach Rodier says without looking at me as I jog into the gym.

      Outside, the sun has only just risen, but in here it’s already a flurry of activity. Elite gymnasts ranging in ages from fourteen to late twenties are spread out around the huge gym, putting in the work to be the best. I know because that’s why I’m here.

      Coach Rodier stands next to the balance beam where Hope Young, a shoo-in for the next Winter Games, is practicing her routine.

      I pause, facing him. It’s one past the hour, but he is technically correct. “I know. Sorry, Coach.”

      A deep groove forms between his brows as he flicks his attention from Hope to me. He has a thick gray mustache that hides his upper lip, but I don’t need to fully see his mouth to know he’s frowning at me.

      “You say that you want to be the best, yet this is the third time this week you’ve been the last one to arrive.” His French accent is thicker when he’s annoyed, which he clearly is with me now.

      I swallow the urge to explain myself to him. He isn’t interested in my excuses. I learned that the first time I was late and apologized, noting my Jeep had broken down on the way to the gym. His response was a glare that made my breakfast curdle in my stomach.

      “It won’t happen again.” It’s a vow I make to myself more than to him.

      He doesn’t acknowledge my response before turning back to Hope, in time to watch her execute a flawless dismount. For once, I’m happy to have him ignore me.

      I hurry to the far back corner where I drop my duffel bag and take a seat on the floor. I’m unzipping my jacket when Kinsley walks over wide-eyed but smiling.

      “Wow. You really know how to make an entrance.” Her voice is rough and gritty, like she spent a past life as a sultry singer in a seedy nightclub but is filled with amusement as she comes to sit beside me.

      “He hates me.”

      “He hates everyone.”

      It isn’t true, but he does have an air of irritation and frustration about him. He is one of the best coaches in the sport. He’s tough on his athletes but he puts in more hours in this gym than anyone, and the results speak for themselves. The biggest names in gymnastics trust him.

      He’s the reason I moved to Moonshot. Coach Rodier and the Premier Gymnastics Center. Only the best train here. And the truly fortunate have him as their coach.

      With the help of my agent, I managed to get a temporary placement while I prepare for the Winter Classic in February. Four months at the top gym in the country. And at the end of a six-week trial, he’ll decide whether to take me on as a client. That trial ends in two weeks, which means I don’t have much time left to show him what I’m capable of—or could be capable of.

      He only takes a few girls each year, so my chance is slim. I’ve known that from the start, but I need him too badly to give up. At twenty-three, I’m already old by gymnast standards. I don’t have a lot of time left, but I’m certain I still have more to accomplish before I retire, and I know he’s the one that can help me get there.

      “I saw him crack a smile with Coach Liz yesterday,” I tell her.

      “No way!” She lets her jaw drop in mock surprise. “He is human. Who knew?”

      I let out a deep, cleansing breath. The weight of the past three days lessens just a tiny bit.

      “So where were you?” Kinsley asks.

      I slide my gaze to her.

      “I know you wouldn’t suffer Coach Rodier’s wrath without a very good reason.”

      A mixture of anger and embarrassment rushes through me and my face heats.

      “What?” Kinsley asks, sitting forward. She lowers her voice. “Did you finally go out with that guy from the dating app. Sam or Saul or…”

      “Seth,” I correct her, then shake my head. “No.”

      Her head moves in a circle as if to say, Then what possible reason do you have for being late again?

      “I spent the night in jail,” I mutter quietly, but the shame of speaking it out loud is deafening.

      “I’m sorry. I must have heard you wrong because it sounded like you said you spent the night in jail.”

      I can’t bear to repeat it, so I look up at her, jaw set, so I don’t do something really embarrassing like cry in the gym. Coach Rodier would probably have me banned for life. I can just hear him saying in his French accent, There’s no crying in gymnastics!

      Kinsley’s mouth opens and closes several times before she ekes out another reply. “How does Miss I Won’t Even Pick Up Spare Change Off the Street Because It Doesn’t Belong to Me get arrested?”

      Oh god. That’s another word I hoped to never have associated with myself. I wasn’t technically arrested since I went to the police station willingly, hoping to clear up the situation. It still doesn’t feel real although the icky feeling of sitting in that building all night certainly does. I’m going to need several more showers before I’ve washed off all the ick.

      “Let me rephrase, I spent the night at the jail. I wasn’t behind bars or anything that tragic.”

      Her inquisitive expression doesn’t waver until I continue.

      “You know the house I found to rent?”

      “Yeah.” She nods along, still leaning forward in rapt interest.

      “Well, I went by last night to bring over some of my stuff and check it out. The leasing agent said he’d leave the key under the mat for me, only there wasn’t one.” God, just thinking about it has me irritated all over again. It has been hell trying to find lodging since I moved to Moonshot. At first it was tourist season, so nothing was available. Kinsley and her girlfriend let me crash with them while I looked for a place. But as we’ve moved into fall and things are opening up, I have discovered a new problem. I can’t afford anything. Or I couldn’t. Until this short-term lease came up.

      “I tried to call and text the guy and he just kept saying ‘It’s under the mat. I left it there myself.’” Which essentially meant, Look harder, idiot. I did. I looked everywhere. I glance away from her as I say, “So I checked the windows…”

      Kinsley’s face morphs slowly, a smile inching higher and higher, and then eyes twinkling until she finally bursts into laughter.

      “It was unlocked so it wasn’t like I broke in or anything,” I defend myself, the same way I had last night to the police officer who showed up at the house, but it only makes her laugh harder.

      “I’m sorry. Oh my gosh.” She struggles to catch her breath. She stops laughing but she’s still smiling so wide that it feels inevitable that the rest of the story will send her off again. “And then what happened?”

      “A neighbor must have seen me and called the police. I tried to explain everything, but the leasing guy started ghosting me. Since I couldn’t get a hold of him to prove my story, I ended up sitting in the police station all night.”

      “You poor thing.” Her smile falls.

      “We got it sorted out. Finally. Apparently, my leasing agent has Do Not Disturb on his phone after ten o’clock at night so he only got my last hundred messages this morning.”

      “I fucking hate DND mode. Why do people need boundaries?”

      A small chuckle slips from my lips and I feel the tiniest bit better.

      “Are you okay? It’s been a hell of a week. Your Jeep, the drama with Wren’s roommate, now this.”

      “Yeah. I’ll be fine.” I am determined to push all that from my mind today. The past month has been one distraction after another. I moved to Moonshot to prove myself, and it feels like the universe is doing everything in its power to remind me that no matter what I do, I can’t make up for the past.

      “Avoid it all and deal later?” she asks, picking up on my intent.

      “Yes, please.”

      She stands and offers me her hands, then pulls me to my feet. “Let’s do this thing, Walsh.”

      Working out with Kinsley is a nice consolation to working with Coach Rodier. While my emphasis is bars, she is a beast on floor and vault. I still have a long way to go to be competitive in those events, but my floor in particular has improved a lot already with her pointers.

      She sits on the sideline watching me as I go through the routine. It’s late afternoon and the gym is starting to clear out as gymnasts and coaches alike finish for the day.

      Sweat trickles down the back of my neck as I hit my final pose. My chest heaves as I catch my breath. My front foot wobbles and then slides forward an inch.

      “Feet drilled into the floor, Hannah,” Coach Rodier’s voice bellows from behind me.

      I spin around to face him. I hadn’t realized he was still here, though I should have.

      “Yes, Coach.” I wait, greedy for any more tidbits he might be willing to share. I once heard that the way you know a coach has given up on you completely is when they stop offering feedback. He still hasn’t agreed to coach me, but I’ll live in the hope that he hasn’t written me off yet either.

      He walks off the gym floor without another word. Kinsley comes to stand next to me.

      “Look at that. He doesn’t hate you after all.” She elbows me in the side.

      One side of my mouth lifts in a half smile.

      “That was really good,” she says. “I’d kill for your split leap.”

      “Don’t do that. After spending the night hanging out at the jail, I can assure you it isn’t a place you want to go.”

      “Oh good, we’re joking about it now because I have been holding in so many things today.” Her eyes lift as she grins.

      “I hate you,” I say with a chuckle.

      She hunches over with a laugh as we walk to our duffel bags in the back corner.

      “Do you want to come over tonight? Skylar’s cooking and we’re doing a wine tasting.”

      I arch a brow. “Wine tasting?”

      I’ve seen their fridge and liquor cabinet, and they’re more vodka and mixer people.

      “We bought five different bottles of merlot ranging from fifty dollars to six and we’re going to see if we can tell the difference between the fancy and cheap stuff.”

      “Sounds fun,” I say, meaning it. I enjoyed the short stint staying at their place. Kinsley is all sass and outspoken, and her girlfriend Skylar is sweet and a little shy. They’re really cute together and they were so welcoming to me.

      “So you’re in?” she asks in a tone that suggests she already knows I’m not coming.

      “I need to finish moving my stuff into the rental. Another night? Maybe you two could come help me break in the new house?”

      “You’re so legit, renting a whole house. So adult.” She lifts one shoulder and shoots me a smirk.

      “It’s way more space than I need,” I admit.

      “I can’t believe the rent is so cheap.”

      “Well, it’s only available until the first of the year.”

      “Fully furnished though, right?”

      “Yeah, but unfurnished might have been better.”

      “That bad?”

      “The décor is…let’s go with outdated.” Cluttery is another good word for it. Every inch of wall and shelf space (at least what I saw before the cops showed up) is filled with what my father used to call “dustables.” The woman who owns it didn’t want the house to sit empty while she was gone for so long, but she also didn’t want anyone coming in and moving or changing things around. She would have been better off hiring a house sitter, but lucky for me she didn’t. It isn’t a long-term solution, but it will do for now.

      “You could have just stayed with us, you know?”

      “I know, but…” I trail off. I felt like an imposition, even if they assured me that I wasn’t. Plus, their place is so small already without me crashing on the couch.

      “I get it, but if you get lonely in that big house, then you know who to call.”

      I nod. “Thanks, girl.”

      She lifts her bag to her shoulder. “See you tomorrow?”

      “Yeah.”

      She starts to walk off, then calls over her shoulder, “Try being on time tomorrow, Walsh.”

      I huff a laugh. What a bitch. God, I love her.
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        * * *

      

      As I pull up in front of the scene of the crime, I mean the house I’m renting, I sit in my Jeep and stare at it. If the key isn’t waiting under the mat, I’m turning around and going to Kinsley’s house.

      My phone pings from the middle console. I glance at it, but when I see my agent Everly’s name, I decide to wait until I’m inside to respond.

      I step out of the car and look around. The neighborhood is even more stunning in the daylight. It’s like something out of a movie depicting upper class suburbia. I did not grow up like this. We were very solidly lower middle class. I had the essentials in life, but very little outside of that.

      The first time I got sponsored for gymnastics, a whopping thousand dollars to do a photo shoot wearing a designer leotard, I thought I’d hit it big. The thought brings a smile to my face. If sixteen-year-old me could have only seen this. Despite all the shitty things that have gone down in the past week, I’m here. I made it. I’m so close I can practically taste it.

      I grab a box from the back seat and head up to the front porch. The key is, miraculously, exactly where the realtor said it would be. I let myself in and drop the box in the entryway.

      “Woah,” I say, tilting my head back to take in the tall ceilings. There’s a very expensive looking, almost gaudy, chandelier hanging in the entryway. I didn’t have a chance to really look around last night, what with the police showing up only minutes after I got inside through the upper window.

      The memory has a fresh wave of shame rolling over me. I didn’t do anything wrong, but it was so humiliating.

      My phone rings from my front pocket. Everly has switched from texting to calling and a new kind of unease pricks my skin.

      I accept the call and hit speaker. “Hi, Ev.”

      “Hello,” she says almost as if she hadn’t expected me to answer.

      “Sorry I missed you earlier. It’s been a day. I spent the evening at the police station.” I walk back out of the house to grab another box from my Jeep. “Long story short, there was a misunderstanding with my new rental.”

      “I heard.”

      I pause in the middle of the driveway. It’s cloudy out today with a crisp fall breeze that whips around me almost ominously. “You did?”

      My steps resume, but I walk slowly as I wait for her to explain how she’s already heard about the most mortifying night of my life.

      “Yes. Meyer called me this afternoon.”

      Silence falls between us. My throat tightens and my heart rate picks up speed. Meyer is my sponsor. They’re a sports apparel company, specializing mostly in tennis, but this summer they added a dozen new athletes across a wide range of sports, including me, in an effort to expand into other areas.

      “Wait. How do they know?”

      “I’m not sure, honestly. I thought for sure they had the wrong client, but then I did a quick search on your name, and it does come up in an incident report from last night.”

      Somehow this only gets more humiliating.

      She continues as I rub two fingers across my forehead. “But unless they were looking for it, I really have no clue how they found out so quickly.”

      “This is so embarrassing. Should I call them to explain?”

      She’s quiet for a beat.

      “Everly?”

      She lets out a long breath. “Listen, I won’t beat around the bush. They’re being real jerks about it, and I don’t think talking to them is going to help. They’re claiming the incident puts you in breach of your contract.”

      A full body panic washes over me. “How?”

      “They’re pointing to the morality clause. I’m having the lawyers look at it as we speak. The wording is a little vague, but they may have grounds to drop their sponsorship⁠—”

      Her words turn to static noise in my head. They want to drop me for going to the police station to clear up something I didn’t even do?

      “But I didn’t do anything wrong. It was a misunderstanding.” A short, rough laugh escapes from my lips, despite the fact I don’t feel like this situation is the least bit funny. “I moved into my new place last night, but the realtor forgot to leave a key, so I went in through a window, and I guess a neighbor called because they thought I was breaking in and then when the police showed up, I agreed to go with them until they could verify my story.”

      I take a deep breath, then add, “I didn’t do anything wrong.”

      It feels like if I just keep saying it, maybe it’ll clear away all suspicion.

      “I know,” Everly says in a tone that bleeds sincerity. “I already knew this was a misunderstanding even before you explained it. If I really thought you were out there breaking and entering into homes, this call would have been to say I was dropping you.”

      The pit in my stomach turns into a boulder. I don’t know what I’d do without Everly. She’s fought for me from day one. She’s the reason I have a sponsor at all and the reason I’m here in Moonshot training at Premier. She believes in me in a way few others do.

      “Okay,” I say, swallowing hard. “What now? If I can’t call them, what else can I do?”

      Everly is a well-respected agent. If she tells Meyer that I didn’t do it, then they’ll believe her. Right?

      She lets out a heavy sigh. “To be honest, I don’t think they really believe you did it either. Or rather, I don’t think they care. This is about them avoiding any potential bad press. They just had that scandal with the president of their board having an inappropriate relationship with one of their athletes and I think they’re still in damage control mode.”

      “There has to be something I can do.” I continue walking to my Jeep. In crisis, I’ve found that moving forward is the only way not to drown in anxiety.

      “I’m on it. I only wanted to give you a heads-up in case they contact you directly. If they do, don’t respond until the lawyers have gone over the contract and I know all our options.”

      “All right.” Doing nothing is sort of the opposite of my natural tendency but at least for tonight I can focus on moving in and getting settled. “Thanks, Ev.”

      “Don’t thank me yet.” Voices in the background grow louder as if Everly is walking into a room full of people. “I have to go. I’ll be in touch later tonight or tomorrow.”

      I nod, say goodbye, and then end the call. With my phone still clutched in one hand, I let out a breath. Everly will fix this. She has to. I can’t even think about any other outcome. A new notification pings and I refocus, blinking away the haze as I unlock my phone. One new email.

      The panic resumes its chokehold on me as I click on it. Everly warned me they might reach out but seeing it in writing has a new sort of terror clawing at my insides. It’s short and concise. Somehow polite and rude at the same time.

      Dear Ms. Walsh,

      We regret to inform you that due to recent behavior, you have broken clause 14.1.3 in your contract, as stated below. As such, we are terminating our partnership effective immediately.

      We wish you the best of luck in the future.

      It’s signed by some big shot company lawyer who no doubt spends his days crushing hopes and dreams like its sport. Okay, that’s probably not fair, but neither is sending me this bullshit email without even hearing my side of the story.

      I let out a growl of frustration as I grip my phone tightly and drop my arm to my side. I need that sponsorship. Without it I can’t afford…well, anything. The little I have stowed away from prize money and other endorsements won’t last three months here in Moonshot. The gym fees alone are more than that. And if I manage to do the impossible and get Coach Rodier to train me, I have no idea how I’m going to pay for it. Back in Colorado, I did some workshops and seminars on the side to make extra money and I coached at a kids’ gym before that. I could look for a job like that here. Though the whole point of coming to Moonshot was to focus solely on my training.

      I’m not sure how long I stand there, silently fuming with my thoughts spiraling, before a black Range Rover pulls into the driveway to my left. I pocket my phone and then open the back driver’s side door to grab my backpack and the final box. It’s all I brought with me to Montana. Mostly it’s shoes.

      As I turn to take my things into the house, the neighbor from next door has parked and walks my way. I’m not really in the mood to chitchat, but I force a smile and glance up.

      I’m not sure who or what I expected, but this man wasn’t it. He’s tall with dark hair, wearing red athletic shorts and a white T-shirt. Judging by his expensive, shiny vehicle and the large home he’s parked in front of he clearly has money. Still, he can’t be much older than I am.

      “Hi.” His smile is wide and downright dazzling. My stomach flutters low in my belly before I’ve even finished cataloging his features. Dark eyes framed by long inky black lashes, dark hair that’s thick and wavy and a little longer on top. But it’s his mouth that I find myself fixating on. His bottom lip is fuller than the top and his teeth are strikingly white and straight. Almost too perfect but somehow it works on him. I think it’s the way his lips pull slightly higher on one side. It keeps him from looking like a cardboard cutout. That and the threadbare T-shirt that looks like it’s been worn and washed about a million times. I can barely make out the letters that form Wolves Hockey.

      “Are you looking after the house for Martha while she’s gone?” he asks before I’ve managed to greet him back.

      “Hi,” I say, then shake my head. “Not exactly. I’m renting the place for a few months.”

      “Oh.” A crease forms between his brows. “I didn’t realize she was going to be gone that long.”

      After a beat, his smile returns and so do the flutters in my belly.

      “I’m Travis.” He starts to extend a hand then chuckles softly. “Can I give you a hand?”

      “This is all of it. I’m Hannah.”

      “Nice to meet you, Hannah.”

      What is it about a man saying your name that makes him instantly more attractive? Not that this guy needs any help. I tend to be more attracted to guys in suits or corporate garb since I spend my days in gym clothes and surrounded by men in the same. It’s like wanting what you don’t have, I suppose. Women with straight hair want curly and vice versa. Though every time I’ve had my hair professionally done for an event, I’ve hated the big curls. I was not meant for big hair.

      “Yeah, you too.”

      “If you need anything while you’re staying here, let me know. I’m around in the late afternoons, some evenings.”

      “I appreciate that.” Though I may not be here long enough to take him up on the offer. Without the Meyer sponsorship, I’m screwed.

      “Let me get the door for you.” He walks with me as I start toward the house.

      “Thanks.” Maybe my day is about to turn around. Online dating has been a bust and my schedule makes going out to bars or restaurants next to impossible. I thought the only way I was going to meet a nice, good-looking guy in Montana was to pay a matchmaker, and yes, I did look into it but quickly decided I couldn’t afford it.

      The reminder of my finances has my chest tightening again. I really hope Everly is working her magic.

      “What do you do, Travis?” I try out his name. I like it and instantly wonder if he likes the way I say it the same way I had him saying mine.

      “I’m a hockey player. I play with the local pro team here.”

      “Oh.” He’s the second guy I’ve met since I moved here that plays for Moonshot. I can’t remember the other’s name. Nate? No. Noah? No. That doesn’t sound right either. “That’s cool.”

      “You?”

      “I’m here training at Premier. I’m a gymnast.”

      “No way?” The corners of his mouth pull higher.

      We reach the front door, and he pushes it open for me.

      “Yes way.” I drop the box in the entryway and turn back to face him. He lingers just outside.

      “That’s rad. I want to hear all about it.”

      The eagerness in his reply should be a turn-off, but he seems so genuinely excited that it has the opposite effect.

      “Okay.”

      “How about Saturday night?”

      This might be a record for a guy meeting me and asking me out. Is that a red flag? I might need to ask my friends, but in the meantime…

      “Yeah. I can do Saturday, but it’ll have to be early. I eat with the senior citizens so I can get up early for training.”

      His smile is lopsided and totally endearing. “I love early dinner. How’s five?”

      My head spins a little, like maybe I should take five minutes to think this over, but he’s standing there smiling at me like he can’t think of a single thing he’d like to do more than have dinner with me. It’s intoxicating. I nod.

      “Perfect. I can’t wait.” His gaze lifts from me as if taking in the house behind me and his smile falters. I hadn’t realized how intently focused he was on me but as soon as his attention roams, I miss it. “Does this place have an alarm system?”

      The change in topic throws me and it takes me a few seconds to process and answer his question.

      “No, I don’t think so. The doorbell has a camera though.”

      His face seems all wrong without the big, uneven smile. He’s still possibly the hottest man I’ve ever seen in person with the serious expression, but it doesn’t suit him.

      “I’ll be okay,” I assure him. My sister already gave me the safety talk when I told her I was going to be living alone. I’m under strict orders to lock all doors and windows, leave the front porch light on, and always keep my cell phone nearby. She’s a true crime aficionado so I figure she knows her stuff.

      “I don’t want to freak you out, but there was a break-in last night.”

      A momentary flash of fear hits me before understanding dawns and my emotions level out. The person who broke in—no, the person who came in through the window of a place she had every right to enter—was me.

      I attempt a smile that wobbles a bit at the reminder of last night and its never-ending fallout. With a shake of my head, I open my mouth to somehow explain but he beats me to it.

      “It was probably just a kid having some fun, but my cameras caught someone climbing the tree between our houses and going in through the upstairs window. I wasn’t here so I’m not sure what happened, but my alarm company notified me and then the cops…” As he trails off his gaze lifts from my face again and scans the house like he expects the perpetrator to jump out at any minute.

      Joke’s on him, I guess, because I’m standing right in front of him. Then his words click into place.

      “Wait. You called the cops?”

      He nods his head rapidly with an almost proud expression. A white knight on his steed ready to save the day.

      Whatever expression he sees on my face has his gaze narrowing.

      “I felt bad for the kid, don’t get me wrong, but he can’t just break into homes.” He gives me a timid smile that I don’t reciprocate.

      “I can’t believe this.” A gruff laugh slips from my mouth. “I spent the night in jail because of you.”

      His brown eyes widen almost comically.

      “Yeah,” I read the oh shit bubble hanging over his head. “That was me.”

      “Why the hell were you going through the window?”

      “Because the realtor forgot to leave the key.”

      His head bobbles as he processes this like he heard me but thinks that isn’t a great explanation. I don’t owe this guy shit, let alone a perfectly sensible explanation for my actions.

      “I’m sorry.” He rakes a hand through his dark hair. The movement draws my attention to his bicep muscle and the edge of a tattoo.

      “You’re sorry?! You have no
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