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  Chapter One

Jace


“Bowling? This was your big surprise?” Hunter unbuckles his seatbelt and ducks to look through the windshield at the old, admittedly unimpressive, building in front of us. 
“Yep. Come on.” I slap his shoulder and hop out, grabbing a bag from my trunk.
He has no idea what’s waiting for him. 
It’s not about bowling. It’s who’s meeting us.
This year feels like a year of momentous changes. I don’t know if I’ll experience any of those changes, but my sister, Skylar, and her partners have been talking about the future a lot and it’s rubbing off on me. It’s making me dream. But, other than hockey, I’m not sure what my dreams consist of. So, I’m playing matchmaker. 
Hunter, my best friend since preschool—when we figured out we could cause a lot more terror as a duo—has had moon eyes for the newest player on our team. I noticed it on the first day of practice and it’s only gotten more obvious. Fortunately, his crush, Andrew, is single and—I’m hoping—ready to mingle. 
All the guys on the team are single. Since it’s such an oddity, it’s thrust the Jasmine Hollow Thunder into super stardom within the sports circuit. It wasn’t intentional, it just worked out that way as we settled into the group of guys we have now.
This year, we got a new coach, Nathan Reed—one of my sister’s boyfriends. And in the last couple of years, we’ve had a huge turnover rate as guys got traded or decided small-town life wasn’t for them. With all the shifting and shuffling, we ended up with a roster of unattached men.
No wonder it feels like everything is teetering on the cusp of change.
The extra attention has gotten us noticed by a subset of the population who only want us because we’re athletes. It’s enough to make us wary of anyone slipping us their number, and it’s the third biggest reason guys request to be transferred. 
I’m not going anywhere, though. I love it here. We’re in a California valley with great temps all year round, only a couple of hours from the beach, and my sister is here. This is where I grew up and I’m not scared of a few puck bunnies hanging out after games. I have no problem telling them I’m not interested. I’m hoping to be a Thunder until retirement, and Hunter is my ride or die.
Which is why the second I saw him swooning over Andrew, I had to do something. Hunter doesn’t know I noticed, and Andrew definitely has no idea what he’s walking into. It’ll all work out, though. Stuff like this usually works out for me and I want what’s best for Hunter.
We wander into the bowling alley from the side door and my eyes take a second to adjust to the dusty, dim lighting. I scan the rows but can’t find Andrew. When Hunter’s not looking, I slip my phone out and see a text.
Andrew: Pulling in now. 
Jace: Meet us on lane 11.
I glance at Hunter, but he didn’t notice me on my phone. “Still have your bowling shoes?”
Hunter scowls. “Yes, and I would have grabbed them if I’d known where we were going.”
I pat the bag I grabbed from the car and grin. “Ye of little faith.”
“You brought my shoes?” His eyes widen and he doesn’t wait for a response before he knocks the bag off my shoulder. 
“Lane eleven.” I point to the opposite end of the alley.
“You reserved a lane?” He looks at me suspiciously and I wince. 
I was doing so well without him catching on about anything. Rookie mistake.
“I didn’t know if it would be busy…” I trail off when an old man coughs and a few children scream as they run in front of us.
Other than that, and the sound of a few balls hitting pins, the place is empty. There are maybe fifteen people here total in five small groups. 
There are fifty lanes.
“It’s never busy.”
“It’s been a while.” I shrug, desperate to look like this is no big deal. “I wanted to make sure we’d get a lane.”
“It has been a while.” That worked. He’s lost in his head now, trying to figure out the last time we were here.
“We used to come here all the time,” I say to distract him as Andrew walks in the main door. “Look how much it hasn’t changed.”
I wave Andrew over as Hunter drops into a plastic swivel chair that was most assuredly not designed with hockey players in mind—especially not ones that are six feet tall and built like a truck.
“Oh—” I try to sound surprised, but it comes out like Mrs. Doubtfire. “Look who’s here. I’ll see if he wants to join us.”
Hunter’s eyes snap to where I’m waving, and his cheeks redden. 
I was right.
And, like the amazing friend I am, I didn’t tell Hunter beforehand, so he wouldn’t fuss and fret over how it would go. Now, he can slip into a fun, no pressure bowling game, while we get to know the new guy.
“Are you a big bowler, Morris?” I ask as Andrew gets closer.
“I was in high school.” Andrew drops a bag to the floor and sits more carefully than Hunter in the chair next to him. 
Hunter rakes a hand through his dark, curly brown hair, and Andrew mirrors him. The only difference is their size and Hunter’s blue eyes versus Andrew’s hazel-green eyes. With them side by side, he’s like a smaller, younger version of my best friend, but hey, who am I to judge? If that’s what Hunter wants, I’ll be a liaison between them. They’re cute next to each other.
“We haven’t bowled in forever, so this should be fun.” I clap my hands together and take a seat in front of the computer screen. 
“You better not give me some stupid name,” Hunter grumbles.
I throw my hands up, acting offended. “I would never—”
He shoves my hand out of the way and types J-Dawg.
“Fine.” I type H-Dawg. “And, so the new guy’s not left out…” I type A-Dawg.
And the game begins.






  
  Chapter Two

Olivia


I have exactly twelve hours before I disappoint my dad. I’m convinced there’s some way I can tell him without hurting him too badly, but I’m not sure what those words are. 
After spending an hour pacing my hotel room trying to find the perfect thing to say, I ended up in front of a relic of a bowling alley just outside of town. 
Hollow Pins, with its half-dead neon sign, looks like every other sad bowling alley across the country, desperately trying to stay relevant in a world moving faster than it can keep up with. The only difference is that this one has a dehydrated palm tree grove between the main entrance and the side entrance, so if you were transported here blindfolded and dropped into this parking lot, you’d know it was California.
I shake my head and walk inside, not sure where the bleak thoughts are coming from. Normally, I would love to find a place like this. A hole in the wall filled with nostalgia even though I’m so far from home.
My dad and uncles used to take me bowling. Mainly my uncles when my dad was busy with hockey or couldn’t get out of bed after my mother’s death. And by uncles, I mean the two guys my dad is now in a relationship with. Along with a woman I’m supposed to meet tomorrow.
No wonder I’m a pessimistic mess.
I take an uneven breath as the sounds of the attached arcade assault me the moment the doors open.
Things really aren’t as bad as I’m making them out to be, but I can’t shake this anxiety. I’m in Jasmine Hollow for the first time ever and I have horrible news to tell my dad. And it’s coinciding with me meeting his new girlfriend. 
He wants to propose to her soon, and he wants us to get to know each other first. Things are moving fast and it’s a little disorienting. The other two guys they’re with have been in my life since I was born. I always suspected they were more than friends, but they kept talk of anything like that away from me.
Now, I find out they’re in a polyamorous relationship, and I don’t know what to call my uncles. It’s hardly the worst of my problems, though.
I figure throwing a heavy ball at some pins will help me get the anxiety under control. 
“Lane ten,” the bored attendant drawls, slapping a pair of shoes onto the counter.
“Thanks.” I grab the shoes and scuttle off.
My dad billed this town as the next Mayberry, but if Hollow Pins is any indication, he majorly oversold it.
I find my lane and my heart stops when the men in the next row turn and look at me. One is tall, bright blue eyes that somehow look incredible despite the horrible lighting, and intentionally messy blonde hair. The next is almost as tall as the first, curly dark hair, and an adorable smile. The third guy looks like he might be the curly-haired guys’ brother.
They catch me looking and grin. My stomach swooshes. Now this is more like it. Maybe the attendant at the front counter is an anomaly. Three hot guys watching me as I set my shoes down and saunter over to the ball rack—maybe I’m throwing my hips out a little more than normal—is enough to turn my night around.
I select a ball and place it in the ball return, aware of their eyes watching as I get my shoes on. When I turn around, though, they’ve started their game. I make eye contact with the shortest one, who I can tell is roughly about my height—five-foot-ten. He smiles at me, and I grab my ball, grinning back at him as I take my first throw.
The ball rolls down the lane and hits all ten pins. I pump my fist and can’t help checking to see if they noticed my strike.
They did.
All three of them are clapping and I do a playful curtsey, finally feeling the weight of the day easing.
And then the lights on my lane go dark before flashing bright red.
I glance at the attendant’s desk, and he sighs before holding up a finger. “Be right there,” he calls, like this is a normal occurrence and my lane sounding the alarm ruined his night.
Right there takes a few minutes, so I spy on the guys next to me. They’re halfway decent and they look athletic, but there’s no way they bowl regularly. There isn’t a single strike among the three of them by the time the attendant meanders over to me. 
“Looks like your lane is broken,” he mutters.
I bite back what I want to say and wait for his solution.
“I can put you on another lane—”
“Wanna bowl with us?” The tallest guy, blonde with a smile he knows is beautiful, leans over the seats. 
I meet his blue eyes and tilt my head. “Wanna lose?”
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