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Dr. Daniella Waveny is back from a medical posting in
Guyana carrying more than just her suitcase. The difficult to
diagnose virus that forced her return to her northern Canadian
hometown could threaten much more than her livelihood. It could
shatter her dreams.

Luca McAffery has her own baggage. The iron sculptor
and hockey coach carries the world on her shoulders, but when she
runs into Daniella, her arms are—fortunately for them
both—wide-open. So is her heart.

A devastating hit at center ice first brought them
together years ago. Will the consequences now tear them apart or
will the spark of their passion be hot enough to thaw the secrets
that stand between them?
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Chapter One

Luca McAffrey marveled at the mass of machinery that
filled her field of vision from a foot above her prone body. She
wasn’t a mechanic, technically, but she had a sense of what the
problem was. To confirm, and to get a better eye line on the
situation, she rolled off the wheeled creeper board and onto her
side. The ice-coated cement chilled her through the insulated
overalls Jimmy had convinced her to don before he’d slid her into
position under the boxy vehicle and abandoned her in order to
shovel the front entrance to the arena.

“Fuck, that’s cold.” She laughed at the thought of
what could possibly be colder than an ice hockey arena floor. In
Manitoba. In January. Under a Zamboni. Correction, an Olympia ice
resurfacer. Good thing Jimmy couldn’t hear her thoughts. He was
always quick to point out that half the machines cleaning the ice
in Canadian rinks, including his, were Olympias. Luca could hear
his pride-filled words in her head. “Made in Canada.”

The Zamboni-Olympia distinction didn’t make things
any warmer for Luca. From her perspective, cold was inescapable
between October and May unless you were able to fly south. And at
the moment, she was too busy to even dream about it.

A dull thud followed by a splash of slush near the
entrance to the bay surprised her, and she turned. A puck rolled
under the two-ton rig and stopped dead near the front wheel, well
out of reach. The staccato of pucks hitting the boards and
occasionally the iron of the goalposts signaled that the on-ice
practice had started. If she wanted to fix the machine and feel her
extremities again before the girls were off the ice, she’d need to
hustle. She reached up to undo a pin near the rear wheel, then
remounted the creeper and pulled herself out from under.

Once on her feet and with easy access to the
trailing unit, it took only minutes to confirm her diagnosis: the
insufficiently small rod on the blade frame had snapped, likely
from the cold. Cold was the Achilles heel of ice scrapers. Ironic,
she thought, smiling. Now that the pin was undone, it was easy to
move the frame from under the machine to a safe distance from its
fuel tanks and other ignitable guts beneath the vehicle.

Luca grabbed a square windowed full-face welder’s
mask off the hook above the worktable and affixed it atop her head.
The mask was overkill for such a simple propane bond, but like the
rest of the limited and likely donated collection of welding
equipment, it was all the budget conscious community arena had on
hand. She adjusted it so that its leather headband pushed against
her short ponytail and then tucked it beneath her overall collar to
protect it from the slushy cement beneath the vehicle. She then
rustled through the rudimentary assortment of tools on Jimmy’s
workbench, gathered a roll of solder and an igniter, and within
seconds, had sparked to life a soda-bottle-size, blue propane
torch. She lowered the mask.

The bond took only a few minutes. She tossed the
solder onto the bench and placed the extinguished torch aside,
hopeful but knowing the repair was temporary. During the spring,
when the ice was out, she would take the entire frame back to the
shop and use her own MIG to make a much more solid bond. Now, eager
to see if her MacGyver-like fix would work, she moved the blade
frame back into place, lay back on the creeper, and pulled herself
under to re-secure the pin. Good. All done. Except…yes, the
puck. She turned and craned her head to see if she could reach
it. As she did, she heard a strange clicking. Approaching…louder
now.

Seriously? Heels? Here?

The thought of someone foolish enough to wear heels
to an arena not only mystified her but put her on alert. Although
the area outside the playing surface was concrete, condensation
often caused frost to build up around the garage area. It was
designated restricted access for just that reason. Luca creepered
out from under the Olympia and got to her feet. She came around the
front end just as the clicking stopped to see a figure bent at the
waist, apparently trying to retrieve the wayward puck.

Luca could tell it was a woman by virtue of the
shapely bottom beneath the thigh-length parka and from the long
dark wavy hair that hung perilously close to the slushy concrete.
Brown leather riding boots were filled with long legs wearing navy
slacks that clung enough for her to easily imagine the nicely
contoured thighs beneath them.

Before Luca’s overly active imagination and
under-exercised libido went too far, she stepped forward. “Is there
something I can help you with?”

As soon as she said it, Luca realized that she still
wore her welder’s mask, so her voice was muted and distorted. Ms.
Clickyboots stood quickly, throwing her weight back onto her heels.
Without rubber treads, those heels slid forward and propelled the
wearer backward into her waiting arms.

* * *

Dani Waveny had experienced bad days before. Lately,
more bad than good. Some were her own undoing. Now, for example, as
her body arched unnaturally and her arms waved involuntarily as she
fell through the cold arena air. She had known better than to
prioritize fashion over function, but in fairness to her
judgment—which usually erred on the side of caution—the day had
taken on its own agenda. Her plan had been to leave the airport and
swing by her folks’ place to pick up proper boots before practice.
That plan had been scuttled by extreme cold, which delayed the
landing into Winnipeg, or Winterpeg as anyone who ever visited in
the winter months lovingly called it, so she’d had no time for
treaded footwear.

What she’d really hoped for was to go home, take a
long bath, and slip into a deep sleep. But Fiona had called before
her flight had left the tarmac in Toronto and had convinced her to
come directly to the rink and meet the coaching staff and girls,
who would be practicing after school. Fiona was always getting Dani
into trouble. But Dani loved her lifelong friend even as she fell
helplessly backward, watching the suspended fluorescent lights of
the arena flash before her eyes and preparing herself for a landing
that would without doubt be more jarring than that of her flight
home.

Consistent with the day’s hijacked agenda, Dani
likewise didn’t expect what happened next. Rather than an abrupt
and painful meeting with the cold cement, she found herself
crumpled like a sack of grain in the arms of a stranger. How this
unknown saviour had managed to avoid her comically flailing arms,
Dani didn’t know; what mattered most was that the back of her head
landed on a broad but unexpectedly soft shoulder. As she turned to
face her catcher, Dani’s cheek pressed against something cold, and
she pulled back. A rectangular, black, plastic-like shield with a
window so tiny and tinted that it allowed no real clue to her
rescuer’s identity seemed to stare back at her.

“What the…” Dani yelped, more startled than afraid
but still unbalanced. She struggled to stand upright, to escape her
strange captor, but her feet again failed to find purchase. The
arms against her sides squeezed gently and lifted her upward and
outward until she found her feet. Her gaze moved upward along the
canvas-like sleeve to the tiny window. It hinged upward.

She looked into unforgettable eyes that reminded her
of the rock-strewn bottom of a crystal blue lake on a hot summer
day. Inviting. Refreshing. Her pulse jumped, and she held her
breath before she plunged in. Then, recognition.

I know her.

Fifteen years swept away, and the memories crashed
around Dani like a tsunami.

She was nineteen and still an undergrad. She’d
convinced her father that it would look good on her medical school
application if she volunteered with the local ice hockey league to
act as a trainer, hockey’s version of a first responder. Her
overprotective father hadn’t permitted her to play the sport
growing up; he had seen too many broken ankles, torn knees, and
dislocated shoulders in his practice and considered his position
inarguably justified. But she knew he was pleased she was taking
her education seriously and possibly didn’t suspect that her
interest in being around the rink had as much to do with meeting
like-minded girls as it did with improving her resume. Possibly.
Regardless, that was where she’d met and began dating Carley. And
where she’d first seen Luca.

Back then, she’d known Luca McAffrey by reputation.
She’d heard that Luca had been granted an exception to play in the
older age bracket. A standout at fifteen, Luca had been the
league’s best player and most players—Dani’s girlfriend
included—had fought hard to keep up with her on the ice. Rumor had
it the young phenom was a lock for a scholarship and maybe even for
national team consideration.

Until one day:

 


An arena had a strange way of going eerily silent
when a player went down hard. And that day, Luca McAffrey went
down. Hard. Even before the sickening crunch of the shoulder pad
striking her helmet had stopped echoing off the plexiglass
surrounding the rink; even before her body, facedown on the ice,
stopped spinning, arms and legs outstretched like a human starfish;
and even before the referee brought the whistle to his lips, every
sound had been hushed by dread. As Dani had been escorted across
the ice to Luca’s still body, she could see a mix-up of players
pulling at each other’s jerseys but could only hear the blood
rushing in her ears with concern for the downed player. Filled with
doubt, she’d wondered how equipped she was to help. Was this how
her dad, a doctor, felt every time he was called upon?

Carley had once told her with a disdainful sneer
that “non-checking doesn’t mean non-contact.” Even at the time,
Dani realized the statement was only meant to excuse Carley’s
league-leading penalty record. But as she’d approached the very
real consequence of the worst kind of contact, the memory of that
comment sickened her.

Luca had been downed by a full-out blindside body
check: a very specific and devastating hit, a result of something
known as a suicide pass. Suicide because the pass itself came from
one’s own teammate from the defensive zone toward center ice. As
the receiving player looked back, head lowered to accept the pass,
an opposing player moved in from the vulnerable player’s unguarded
side and caught them entirely unaware. Intentional hits were
typically compounded by the aggressor’s effort to drive their lead
shoulder up and into their victim’s neck and head.

Players knew how devastating the damage could be. At
the very least, it caused a concussion, the brain sliding through
cranial fluid and into the interior wall of the skull. Many times,
that torque type of injury impacted the vertebrae, and in serious
cases, the spinal cord. No amount of equipment could adequately
protect a player from the consequences of a suicide pass and the
resulting hit. Decent players not only tried to avoid making
blindside contact but also tried to avoid making a pass that could
put their own player in danger. Hitting a vulnerable player
incurred the most severe penalties.

The referees’ whistles had filled the arena and had
snapped Dani from the panic that Luca’s motionless body had raised
in her. She’d quickly turned her attention to the treatment
protocols for head and neck injuries. She’d bent a knee and lowered
herself to the ice to begin her situational assessment. A
half-circle of blood had arced around one side of Luca’s starfish
limbs, and a dessert-plate-sized pool of blood had gathered beneath
her chin. The crimson pool’s growth had been slow, but Dani had
known not to discount the severity. As blood met ice, it froze and
created a new surface for blood that followed, freezing on top of
itself until it was far enough from the cold source that it allowed
warmer blood to push overtop the old margins. She had leaned closer
so she could glimpse beneath the helmet, her cheek almost on the
ice and her face inches from Luca’s.

Her eyes had been closed behind her facemask. Fog
had regularly appeared and dissipated against the inside of the
visor. Dani had felt a flash of relief. Breathing, check. An
inch-long ragged laceration had marred the skin below Luca’s lower
lip, likely from the edge of the hitter’s shoulder pad. She’d
shaken her head. To call it a pad was misleading. It was mostly
high impact plastic with padding beneath. They were intended to
protect the player wearing them, not one who might meet with them
on the other side of a dirty hit. Dani had pushed the distraction
from her mind and called on herself to focus.

The cut was nasty, but she’d managed the blood loss
with a gauze compress, from her first aid kit, countering the bit
of pressure to the lip by placing her thumb under Luca’s chin.
Until medical responders had cleared the spine, moving the head
could pose greater problems than even a moderate amount of blood
loss.

She’d raised her free hand, a sign to the rest of
the bench staff—coaches, equipment managers—to call for an
ambulance. Until it arrived, her job as a certified trainer was to
ensure that the patient was breathing, didn’t bleed out, and stayed
immobile in case of bone or spine injury.

Half-prone alongside her charge, Dani’s heart had
continued to pound right up until the moment Luca had opened her
eyes. Then it had skipped. Luca’s eyes were breathtaking.
Heart-stopping. Exceptionally beautiful. In spite of the uneven and
minimally responsive pupils. Though adrenaline had fueled Dani to
respond quickly, a curious wave of calm swept through her now. Any
fear or doubt about managing a serious injury situation had washed
away with the river of blue in Luca’s eyes.

“Luca? I’m Danielle. You’ve been hurt, but we’re
going to get you help. Don’t move, okay?” This had marked the first
time she’d felt in control, confident, and exceptionally competent.
It was in that moment, lying on the ice staring into Luca’s eyes,
that she’d known she was meant to be a doctor.

 


Fifteen years later, those same eyes were healthy
and reactive but still remarkably clear, river bottom eyes. If Luca
recognized her, she gave no indication, no nod that acknowledged a
prior connection. Dani didn’t take it personally. Concussions had a
way of erasing chunks of memory. Dani stared until a volley of
pucks against the nearby boards shook them both from the moment.
Luca placed a hand beneath Dani’s arm, gesturing her to lean
against it until they were on more solid ground.

Dani wondered if Luca could even begin to imagine
where in time she had just travelled. She straightened and pulled
her coat down. It was either the embarrassment or the cold that
flushed her cheeks, though she could still feel Luca’s eyes on
her.

“You’re not supposed to be back here, you know.”
Luca said gently, nodding toward the “Staff Only” sign posted
beside the bay doors.

“I’m aware. And I’m sorry. And thank you.” Flustered
was not a trait Dani showed often, but here she was, stammering. It
was simply a consequence of her near fall and as easily dismissed.
“I, uh, well, I was looking for this.”

Luca smiled as she held up the puck. “I gathered.
Maybe next time, just leave it. Jimmy gathers them all and
distributes them amongst the practicing teams pretty
regularly.”

Dani didn’t know who Jimmy was but assumed he was
also rink staff. “I’m with the team out there.” She gestured to the
squad on the ice.

“Oh, are you a new coach?”

“Medical staff. It’s my first time, well, I mean,
this is my first day with the team. Honestly, I haven’t even met
all the coaches yet, let alone the players.”

“Well, hopefully you’ll be more surefooted if you’re
ever called onto the ice.”

“I’ll remember that. Thanks.” Dani wasn’t sure if
she should be annoyed or not by the suggestion, though she didn’t
detect a patronizing tone.

“It would be safer if you were on skates.”

Dani rolled her eyes. “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to
that.”

Luca’s eyes widened, and she smiled. “A non-skater
on bench staff? What kind of example is that to the girls?”

“Well, they’re teenagers. And most of them have been
skating since they were able to stand.”

Luca looked her up and down as if assessing her
candidacy. “I teach a lot of adults. I’d be happy to give you a few
lessons.”

“Thanks, I’ll think about it.” Images of a splayed
Bambi came to mind when she imagined herself on skates. Not
likely.

“As for being back here, I’ll let it slide.”
Luca’s smile was slightly crooked, the legacy of the chin injury,
with a fine scar leading from just below her lip at a
forty-five-degree angle to just above where her chin met her
jawline. It was charming, as was her humor; both aspects reminded
Dani of Tina Fey.

Dani wanted to laugh at the silly joke, wanted to
stay and talk, but gloves banging on the plexiglass, then gesturing
toward the bench, drew her away. She could see a player leaving the
ice, heading to the bench doors and supporting one arm with her
other. That doesn’t look good.

“Looks like I’m needed. Thanks again, Luca.”


Chapter Two

By the time Dani got to the team bench, the injured
young woman had removed her glove and was slowly trying to wiggle
her fingers with obvious discomfort.

“Hang on, let’s not do that quite yet.” Dani
straddled the bench, facing the teen, and tapped her knee so that
she would sit likewise. “Come on, let me have a look.”

The lower forearm just above the wrist was dark red,
quickly approaching purple. The swelling was advanced as the
capillaries continued to burst beneath the skin. Dani cursed
inside, thinking about how preventable most hockey-related wrist
injuries were. Players could wear longer gloves and wrist guards,
but the majority of them chose to sacrifice safety for the sake of
flexibility, and unlike mouth guards and masks, the league did not
mandate these measures.

Through her examination, Dani distracted the
teary-eyed teen with questions about how long she had been with the
team and the position she played and which line she was on. In
spite of experiencing severe pain, Sammy—two years, defence, first
line—was forthcoming until Dani asked how the injury had
occurred.

“Did you take a puck?” Dani asked. This was hockey
lingo for getting hit with the puck.

“Nope.” Sammy looked down.

“Slash?” Dani would have been surprised if the
answer were yes, given this was a practice with her own team.

She continued to avoid eye contact, then hesitantly
said, “No. I, uh, I think I just rapped it on the goalpost.”

“On the goalpost, huh?” Dani played along. “That’s
one heck of a rap. You must’ve been flying through the blue
paint.”

“Yeah, uh, it happened pretty quickly.” Sammy looked
up the way a child did when they hoped their story was being
believed.

Dani didn’t persist. After all, what mattered most
was the injury and how it would be managed. Whatever had really
caused it was up to the coaches to sort out.

Dani completed her examination, stabilized the arm
and wrist with a splint and sling, and recommended an X-ray. Sammy
winced, and Dani added that it was to be on the safe side, but
tears streamed down Sammy’s face, which she turned away from the
ice, presumably so her teammates wouldn’t see.

Dani put a hand on her knee, feeling only hard
plastic from the shin pad. “Is your mom or dad here?”

A burly man leapt over the safety rails from the
stadium seats behind the bench and extended his equally burly hand.
“Yep, that’s me. I’m Samantha’s dad, Dave. Nice to meet you,
Doc.”

Dani shook his hand, introduced herself, and
explained the situation. “If you want to take her to emergency,
I’ll phone ahead. Let them know they’re to keep me in the loop.
Here’s my cell number.” She handed him a card. “Okay?”

Burly dad nodded and helped Sammy to her feet like a
gentle giant before the two left the bench. “We’ll keep you
posted!” came his equally big burly voice from the passageway to
the dressing room.

“Thank you, Doc Waveny…” The young girl’s voice
trailed off.

“Good luck, Sammy. Keep a good thought! And keep
that ice on it until you are seen by a doctor.”

After making the call to the local hospital, Dani
turned toward the ice, leaning on the boards. She found it peculiar
that Sammy hadn’t wanted to tell her how she had sustained the
injury. Sometimes it meant so much to a player to be on a city
team—the highest calibre for young women in the province—that they
wouldn’t admit to a chronic injury or any weakness for fear of
being replaced or demoted to a lesser line. The secrecy made
diagnoses more difficult and often made recovery more
challenging.

Girls Sammy’s age were so complex. The level of
competitiveness in the sport over the years she’d been away had
grown exponentially. Thanks to an increase in international
exposure through Olympic and world championships, women’s hockey
was enjoying an unprecedented boom: leagues flourished as players
of all ages joined, sports networks televised games, rivalries
between cities and countries grew, and advertisers realized a whole
new market was emerging. The game’s growth was inspiring,
especially for young women who were now able to watch the
elite-level players achieve their dreams and believed that they
could do likewise. Just watching the team work through its puck
drills tired Dani out. Though it didn’t take much lately.

“How is she?”

Startled, Dani looked up at the person now standing
beside her. At five-foot-eight, not many people dwarfed Dani, but
Fiona Beaudoin had almost six inches on her. She put the advantage
to good use, financing her college education through a basketball
scholarship.

“Sammy will be fine. I can’t be sure there isn’t a
fracture, but the injury was proximal to the smaller carpal bones,
and the ulna and radius don’t seem compromised, so—”

Fiona elbowed her. “English, doc, please?”

“She’s getting an X-ray, and if it’s clear, she’ll
be out two weeks, maybe three.” Dani shivered and pulled her coat
more tightly around her thin frame.

“Missing the jungle?” Fiona asked.

“Not really, but have I thanked you enough for
convincing me to re-enter the warm and cozy world of Winnipeg ice
hockey?” She managed to laugh in spite of feeling as though the
cold was creeping through her core. Damn boots.

“Don’t be crazy. You’re doing us a huge favor
filling in halfway through the season. I hope it’s not too soon for
you?”

“I heard from my mom that Patti had another boy,”
Dani said, ignoring the question and instead referring to the
team’s regular physician.

“Yep. You still thinking about having kids?”

“I told you this was a temporary gig for me, right?”
She realized she was answering a question with a question but hoped
Fiona wouldn’t notice. It’s too soon to know anything.

Fiona noticed. “Is that a yes?”

“Depends on…things…that may not be in the cards.”
She worked hard to hide her fear.

Fiona put her hand on hers and squeezed. “When do
the tests come back?”

“With any luck, the Toronto scans will be back
Thursday. But I am feeling better.”

“You’re not really worried, are you?”

Dani’s, “Not yet,” was followed immediately by,
“That’s a lie.” There was a lot to be worried about or maybe
nothing. Sometimes, waiting really is the worst part.

“No word from Yvette and Tania?” The words were
tender. Aside from Dani’s parents, Fiona was the only person among
her Canadian friends who knew about her life in Guyana. How things
had ended so terribly. So painfully. It was something Dani could
not change, and after more than a year, she had accepted it along
with sadness deep in her heart.

“No.” she said quietly. And there won’t
be.

Fiona kept her hand on Dani’s, and the two stood,
comfortable in silence as only good friends could be. “You remember
her, don’t you?”

“I’m sorry?” Dani asked, confused and clouded by
memories she was still putting to rest.

Fiona smiled and pointed at the woman in the
coveralls at the end of the arena. Dani’s mind might have been
thousands of miles away, but she’d been staring long enough that
Fiona took notice.

“Oh, yes…my first patient. Or at the very least, the
final reason I needed to focus on getting into medical school. Do
you know her?” Dani tried her best to use a tone of
disinterest.

“Not well, no, but I know of her…enough to say
hello. Seems no one at the federation can figure her out.” Fiona
was head of the Manitoba Women’s Hockey Federation, a provincial
overseer of the sport. “The management folks at National have
expressed pretty keen interest, but she keeps turning them down.
Can you imagine that?”

Dani was impressed. The Canadian National Hockey
Program was elite level for players and bench staff. “She’s a
coach? I thought she ran the ice machine.”

“Ice resurfacer, Dani.” Fiona laughed and elbowed
her. “You haven’t been away that long, have you? Okay, here’s what
I know. Luca McAffrey is probably one of the best skate technicians
I’ve ever seen. She runs a power skating school at the rink here in
Warren but also coaches at the college in the city. The girls love
her. She has even worked with the men’s Junior A club. It’s magical
the way she gets even the most talented skaters to generate
increased speed and power. She must work out like a demon because
she keeps up with them pretty well. It’s a shame that hit took her
off the ice as a player. And yes, she’s a welder too, by trade. I
think she’s just helping Jimmy out with the Olympia…again. That
thing would’ve died years ago if it wasn’t for Luca.”

This was the second reference to Jimmy, but the
first time Dani was learning what had happened to Luca as a result
of the incident years before. Even as a teenaged first-aider, she
knew enough about post-concussion syndrome to guess that Luca was
going to feel that hit long past her initial recovery. PCS was
capable of creating a host of chronic and ongoing issues affecting
decision-making, coordination, reflexes and balance. Diagnosing the
syndrome was difficult and rehabilitation even more so until about
ten years ago when several professional players lost their ability
to play as a result. Once the light had been shone, the medical
community responded with better diagnostics and treatment plans.
Given how quick Luca’s reflexes proved in catching Dani and what
Fiona was saying about her skating ability, her recovery seemed
mostly positive.

She was so lucky.

Many times since that incident on the ice, the
consequences of Luca’s injuries had crossed Dani’s mind. But after
the game, she’d overheard a whispered conversation in the locker
room that had rattled her to her core:

“Your pass was perfect…she didn’t even see me
coming.”

“I know. You laid her out good. I won’t have much
trouble making the starting lineup now. Thanks!”

The words had sickened Dani. Bad enough to hear that
the two young women had intentionally targeted Luca, but it had
virtually buckled Dani’s knees to discover that one of the two
whispering conspirators, the player who had passed the puck and set
up the hit, had been her girlfriend. Carley Lyseko.

Fiona pulled her from her second time travel of the
day. “You know that Karyn is still drooling after Carley?”

“How could you possibly know that I was thinking…”
Dani stopped, realizing that mind reading between them had always
been more the norm than not. Fiona came frighteningly close to
knowing more about her than anyone.

Carley Lyseko had been Dani’s first girlfriend and
by any standard, her worst. At the time, Dani had been dazzled by
the popular athlete, so discovering Carley’s complicity in the hit
had been devastating and had proved unforgivable. Now, Dani knew
the decision to break up was for the best. In addition to being
unkind, Carley had been showing all the signs of opiate abuse:
sleepiness, dizziness, and, depending on her supply, dramatic mood
swings. Oxycodone had been easily accessible from medical
practitioners who either hadn’t realized the opiate’s addictive
qualities or had been convinced by the pharmaceutical companies to
prescribe freely. Overuse had become a nationwide epidemic. If
there was a bright side, it was that illegal distributors hadn’t
yet begun to cut their product with fillers like the deadly
fentanyl, so Carley’s dependency had resulted in little more than a
selfish disregard for Dani. She wondered to this day if Carley had
even noticed she was no longer around.

Dani grimaced. “Didn’t she marry that slip-and-fall
lawyer? The one with the sailboat?”

“Yep. Straightened up…forgive the pun. But Carley’s
wedded bliss”—she rolled her eyes—“doesn’t stop Karyn from
pining.”

It was Karyn Greychild who laid the hit on Luca that
day. Remorseless from the moment it happened, the co-conspirator
seemed even more coldhearted than her unrequited crush, Carley.
She’d even had the nerve to argue with the referee about her
assessed misconduct penalty, pleading in earshot of Dani and Luca
that it had been an accident, and it was the downed player’s fault
for having her head down. As Luca was taken from the ice on a
stretcher, Dani had seen a malevolent, self-satisfied grin across
Greychild’s face. Whatever reason she might have had for enjoying
Luca’s state, Dani couldn’t conceive. Probably pathological.

“You’d think after fifteen years she’d let it go.
Presumably she did. I saw her surname on the roster. Don’t tell me
someone procreated with her.” The thought sickened Dani in more
ways than one.

“Yep,” Fiona said, “her daughter also plays on the
team. You’ll meet both girls after practice. Might run in to their
moms too…they’re both pretty involved.”

“Great.” She understood that by involved, Fiona
meant that Karyn and Carley were helicopter hockey parents, the
kind that constantly hovered around the team, pressuring coaches to
give their kid—regardless of ability—plenty of ice time, skilled
line mates to help them shine, and whatever support was needed to
put the spotlight on them. Especially during the scouting season.
The politics of sport. Dani shook her head at the thought. They
weren’t often very sporting.

As if suspecting the conversation was skirting the
edges of some bad memories, Fiona abruptly changed the subject.
“Come for drinks with us. Around seven at the Hannigan. It’s been
too long, and I haven’t spent more than five minutes with you since
you’ve been here.”

“Does Deb still own it?”

“Yep, and now she’s bringing in drag shows once a
month. It’s the best little gay-straight bar in town. And the
only.”

“I’ll meet you there, and we’ll find time to really
talk.” Dani replied, guiltily reflecting on how she had never
revealed what she’d heard said between Karyn and Carley the day of
the hit. Even to Fiona.

Maybe I’m complicit too.

“You can drink a soda unless you’re feeling up to
something stronger.” Fiona said. “And Carley won’t be there.”

“God, Fiona, she’s the least of my concerns right
now.” The very least.

“Good. I need to go chat with the coaches about
filling out injury reports. And permission slips. The Humber
tragedy taught us a lot about the importance of travel rosters. No
end to paperwork now. And if it’s possible for
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