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      Eva

      “You can go.”

      Her pulse was pounding in her ears, her lungs still frantically trying to drag some air into her body, which was limp with pleasure…

      Because she’d been pounded.

      Oh, had she been pounded.

      By a big, hard hockey player with stormy gray eyes.

      Pounded so well that the sweat was still drying on her skin and her mind was still fuzzy from the orgasms—yes, orgasms plural. In fact, she hadn’t even gotten the strength to pull the sheet up and over her naked body. Hadn’t wanted to.

      Because remaining naked might mean a round three with her big, hard hockey player.

      Who’d cornered her when she’d been ready to head home and apologized for being a dick.

      And then had given her his dick.

      Well, he’d bought her a couple of beers first and some food and—

      Then he’d given her his dick.

      Which was…proportional and worth the hype, mostly because he knew how to use it, but also because he’d been generous and unwavering, and…now she was ready for round three. Not for talking. Not for processing how soft rumbling words that ordered her to spread her legs or lift her ass or take him deeper had made her feel.

      “What?” she managed through her frantically working lungs, finally realizing in her lazy haze of pleasure that he’d said something. She tilted her head to look at him where he’d collapsed next to her.

      His brows lifted. “You can go.”

      The first iteration of that finally processed…right as the second was hitting her eardrums. Right as she clued into the frosty expression that had settled onto his face, the way his eyes had gone from a scorching summer storm to a swirling, disorienting winter blizzard.

      “What?” she asked again. A whisper this time, some feeling she didn’t want to look too closely at beginning to swirl in her belly.

      The shine of those multiple orgasms wearing off.

      Shame creeping in.

      All as those frigid eyes held hers, seemingly without a blip of feeling.

      Just cold. So different from two minutes ago, from two hours ago.

      But so much like the man she’d gotten to know in the locker room over the last couple of seasons. He hated her, and she didn’t know why, and because he hated her, she’d found herself not willing to back down.

      Antagonizing him back.

      Not giving an inch.

      An Eva Moreno special.

      The man—the one she knew, not the generous lover of the last few hours—lifted a disdainful brow. “I think you heard me.”

      Okay, forget pleasure and limp limbs and orgasms that had blown her mind.

      Now she was starting to get mad.

      She pushed up from the mattress, clambered to her feet. “Do all of your apologies come with a side of orgasms?” She plunked her hands on her hips, not missing his gaze going to her breasts. Fucking pig. “Or,” she went on dryly, “am I just one of the lucky ones to get both the hotshot hockey player’s dick and the full asshole treatment?”

      His eyes narrowed, mouth opening, but she spun away, not wanting to see the derision on his face.

      Too much of that already.

      She did a search of the room for her clothes, cataloging as quickly as possible, wanting to get the fuck out of there. No round three. No more of this man. God, she was such an idiot. This was the man she’d decided to end her streak with? This was—

      A hand stroking across her ass.

      Warm rough fingers. A presumptuous hold.

      “What the fuck?” she snapped, straightening from where she’d bent to snag her underwear, snatching them up and whirling to face him.

      He was sprawled back on the mattress, one muscular arm folded behind his head, the lines of the tattoo on his bicep barely visible. It was a graph and one that she didn’t understand—and probably wouldn’t, because the last she’d heard, Theo had just graduated with yet another science degree.

      Something he did just for fun.

      But she had licked her way across the lines, inhaled the spicy musk of him deep into her lungs. Now that line moved as he gave a lazy shrug. “You have a nice ass.”

      She wasn’t proud of it, but she sputtered, totally at a loss for fucking words for once in her life and hating the disgust that skated down her spine because of it.

      “You’re unbelievable,” she eventually managed to counter.

      Pathetic.

      As was her response to the sexy half smile in return—her pussy convulsing, thighs going a little shaky. “I’m only stating facts,” he said silkily.

      Ugh. Now he was just being an even bigger asshole.

      Because…facts? Right. She certainly had enough in the booty department, but it wasn’t anything to write home about, especially when it wasn’t smoothed out by denim or camouflaged by lace.

      Stepping out of reach, she glared at him as she tugged up her panties, snagged her bra. “What?” she asked, shrugging into it and trying to get the upper hand on this conversation. “No comment on my boobs?”

      Another shrug. Another glimpse of the lines of that tattoo on his arm. “I’ve seen better tits.”

      He’d seen—

      God, this man.

      “Wow,” she muttered, grabbing her T-shirt and yanking it over her head, following suit with her jeans and her Breakers-emblazoned sweatshirt. “Likewise,” she lied, deliberately glancing toward his cock.

      Even though it was a lie.

      His cock was magnificent.

      And, for the record, so were his tits. A set of perfectly squeezable pecs with flat nipples that she’d sucked on until he’d tugged her free and tossed her back onto the mattress, growling her name in a way that sent shivers rattling through her.

      So, yeah. His tits were hot. His body was amazing. And his cock was glorious.

      Better was that he knew how to use it.

      Or worse—because it was likely that the man had ruined her for all other cocks.

      Theo Young. Playboy. Professional hockey player. Ruiner of vaginas from coast to coast.

      (And internationally.)

      Grounded by her sarcasm, Eva shoved her bare feet into her sneakers, stuffed her socks into her pockets.

      “Don’t forget your purse.”

      A sly command.

      One that was also an unnecessary jab because she’d already spotted it on the floor next to the dresser, its contents slightly spilled on the carpet, her phone two feet away.

      She’d be up shit creek if that got broken.

      But she hadn’t exactly been thinking about cell phones and broken screens. Not with Theo tearing her clothes off and fingering her into an orgasm after a shockingly short amount of time.

      “You’re an asshole, Theo.”

      “An asshole who was just balls deep in you.” And, as though to prove it, he pushed out of bed, condom still rolled down the mostly-rigid length of his cock and walked into the bathroom.

      Giving her a glimpse of a nice ass.

      Christ.

      Shaking her head at herself, she bent and scooped up her shit, hating that she’d left her car at the bar, hating that she now had to call a Lyft and wait for it on a cold winter night, extending her walk of shame from the bedroom to the porch to the awkward silent ride with an aching pussy and a brain that wouldn’t stop chastising her for being such a freaking idiot.

      Fun times in the mind of Eva Moreno.

      “Let ’em roll,” she whispered. Down her back. To the fucking floor. Out of her mind and life and memories.

      An exhale.

      The shit feelings carefully shoved down, locked away.

      Then she was slinging her purse over her shoulder, pulling up the rideshare app on her cell, and calling, “Thanks for the whole three good minutes!”

      As far as exit lines went, it sucked.

      But as things often went in her world, Eva took what she could get.
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      Theo

      The hit came at him far faster than he could dodge.

      Because he was off his game.

      Because his mind was on the woman he’d kicked out of his house early that morning.

      Because he was exhausted—not just from the sex, which had been the hardest workout he’d had in years, just trying to keep up with her, but because he hadn’t slept afterward. Or that afternoon when he’d tried to get his nap.

      Then he couldn’t eat.

      And he’d fucked up on pregame soccer.

      And now he was eating glass…and dirty ass snow as the player slamming him into the boards released him and he dropped like a sack of fucking bricks to the ice.

      Lungs tight.

      Body screaming.

      He pushed back up to his skates and kept moving, focusing on the play and not on the fact that all of his internal organs were protesting the collision.

      That was hockey and he needed to get his shit together.

      “Move, asshole,” he muttered to himself, hauling ass to help out with the play, to support his teammate.

      Walker took the puck into the zone and made a move around one of their opponents. He kept the puck, but barely, and then was stymied before he could get close to the net for a scoring opportunity, another player from the other team skating in and sweeping the puck into the corner.

      Theo was closer, so he chased it down.

      And got creamed against the boards again for his trouble.

      Hockey was fun.

      Hockey was the greatest.

      Luckily, Marcel was nearby and he swept up the puck, kept the play alive.

      While Theo spat out dirty ice for the second time in as many minutes—in less because he’d been out for this shift for less than thirty seconds.

      Forget it.

      Get up on your skates.

      Continue to move.

      Keep on playing.

      Walker got the puck back, and he dropped it to Smitty at the point, opening some space up as Theo fought his way to the middle, sticking his ass in the goalie’s face, trying to block their view, and succeeding somewhat…

      Just as Smitty shot from the blue line.

      The crack of his teammate’s stick hitting the ice.

      The crowd screaming.

      The curses from the other team’s goalie and defensemen.

      Sharp crosschecks to his spine, chops to the backs of his legs, battling for every inch of space…

      As the puck was flying toward him.

      Flying at him.

      No. Flying at his—

      Pain radiated out from between his legs, sending them buckling and his face toward the ice for the third time that shift. Cold and heat mixed, frost on his face, burning pain in his pelvis.

      The whistle blew.

      The crowd cheered.

      He peeled himself up from the ice.

      Decided that was enough punishment for one shift and skated to the bench, cock throbbing, legs barely working, vision a haze of red. He made it, and, thank fuck, someone opened the door so he didn’t have to climb over the boards, so he could just slide onto the metal bench, put his head down, and breathe.

      And try not to think that this was karma for last night.

      For Eva.

      A punishment for being a dick.

      One that was well-deserved.

      A hard shove to his shoulder had him looking up into the eyes of the big—and for most hockey players, that was saying something—brute. Smitty, his beard wild and eyes amused, grinned over at him. “Forget to dodge?”

      Theo picked up a bottle and squirted some of the sports drink-water combo at his asshole of a teammate. “You’re not funny.”

      Smitty just wiped a hand over his face, droplets clinging to his beard. “That’s a lie, and you know it. I am eminently funny.”

      Theo rolled his eyes. “That’s a big word for a hockey player.”

      “I know,” Smitty said proudly as he picked up his own bottle and sipped like he was a dainty fucker at afternoon tea, complete with lifted pinky finger. He winked at Theo. “I learned it from you.”

      Jesus Christ.

      A man likes to learn, and it became a source of never-ending shit-giving.

      Sighing, he focused on the ice and drank deeply from his water bottle, trying to ignore the ache in his balls. Smitty kept talking, but Theo didn’t bite, just ignored the fucker who was his teammate and tried to do his goddamned job.

      So, he played hockey—like shit.

      And he focused on the game—poorly.

      He tried his best—and it wasn’t fucking good enough.

      But right then, it was all he had.

      Especially with balls that throbbed and guilt as heavy as two-ton bricks weighing down his shoulders.

      Eyes on the ice.

      Moving forward.

      Ignoring the past.

      That was the Theo Young way.
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      A couple hours later, and with significantly less ice in his face, Smitty clapped him on the shoulder. “Tough break, man.”

      “I already told you,” Theo muttered. “I’m fine. My junk is fine. Your shot isn’t that hard, asshole. Get over herself.” A lie. Smitty had one of the hardest shots in the league, and Theo’s balls felt like they had swollen to the size of two watermelons. Hell, he was seriously considering going home and shoving all seventeen ice packs in his freezer down his pants.

      No, this wasn’t the first time he’d been hit in the balls, and it wouldn’t be the last. He’d deal.

      But it wouldn’t be fun.

      No sex for a couple of days.

      Ice packs on rotation.

      Moving on.

      Smitty grinned. “No, man. I’m not talking about your balls”—a wink—“though if you need lessons in getting naked, I’ll clear it with Kailey. I’m sure she won’t mind me giving a few pointers to a teammate.”

      Because the man never wore clothes if he didn’t have to.

      Christ.

      “Fuck off, Smitty,” he muttered.

      “I’d rather go home and fuck my woman.” Smitty winced, glanced down at Theo’s junk. “Not that you’ll—”

      “Christ, Smitty, my balls are fine!” he exploded.

      Right as the locker room quieted.

      Cool.

      He ground his teeth together, shoved a hand through his hair.

      “Speaking of…” Smitty tapped his phone on his thigh.

      Theo froze, a sinking feeling in his stomach. That wasn’t the normal Smitty shit-giving tone. That was…

      “What?” he asked when his teammate didn’t go on.

      “Well”—Smitty cleared his throat—“you know it’s not personal. It isn’t ever with Eva. She just—”

      That sinking feeling turned straight abyss. “What isn’t?”

      Was his tone sharp? Sure as fuck was. Did Smitty pick up on it? Un-fucking-fortunately.

      Smitty ran a hand through his beard, winced again. “Maybe this isn’t the right time.” He started to put his phone away.

      Theo glared. “Smitty. Tell me.”

      Wordlessly—and thank fuck for small miracles—Smitty passed over his phone.

      It was an article.

      No, it was a blog post.

      Playboy Player Pummels Prospects.

      By Eva Moreno.

      His eyes went to the time it went live and his vision hazed.

      Not twenty minutes after she’d left.

      Fine. Whatever. He’d burned her.

      And she’d certainly doubled down on burning him.

      He should be happy. Tit for tat. It was done—

      Except, then his eyes hit on the line,

      
        
        If only Young spent less time focusing on scoring in the bedroom, this author thinks he might contribute more on the scoreboard.

      

      

      Cute.

      This coming from a woman who’d clearly do anything for content.

      Including hockey players.

      And what? It wasn’t enough that she was commentating, that she had more access to them than most of the media? She regularly put her scores—no matter how she got them—to good use for fodder on her site.

      And Theo.

      He was fodder. Frequently enough to have his own tag.

      That was a familiar feeling—familiar enough that any guilt about the night before disappeared.

      And a familiar rage settled in its place.
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      Eva

      She had on her comfiest pair of socks, was wrapped in her oversized hoodie, and was catching up on some of the taped league games.

      She needed content.

      Luckily, the guys were providing it.

      And not just Theo and his struggles on the ice—nor his glorious cock and asshole tendencies off it.

      The Breakers had won that night, despite Theo’s rough game. She’d already watched the replay, listening to the color commentator from that evening and had taken copious notes on how to improve her own performance during the games she had been picked up to do.

      But beyond the Breakers, there were other games, and in them, some beauties of plays that she was able to pull highlights of to post on her social media (where she could fangirl over them properly). She’d also put together several captivating still photographs that made for engaging pictures on her site, and some funny behind-the-scenes moments that she couldn’t wait to share both places.

      And she had some comments to delete.

      Also in both places.

      Because that was normal, and she’d gotten popular enough that trolls liked to take potshots at her—because, heaven forbid, she was a woman who liked to talk about sports, and not just how they looked in their suits or the stylistic quality of their jerseys (though she had opinions on both of those aspects of the game and was a semi-firm believer in looking good meaning playing good).

      But the trolls didn’t often take exception to her actual opinions.

      It was more of a blanket of misogyny.

      Something she took advantage of—putting assholes on blast was one of her favorite things to do—but also something she didn’t really engage in outside of making a TikTok showcasing their dumbass statements.

      No arguing in the comments section.

      But she would take more views and followers and a little bit of extra money in her pocket.

      Because that was part of how she’d paid for school and food and groceries and the copious streaming platforms she needed to watch hockey—and it was still a good chunk of her income at this point.

      And it helped her family, was the only way they’d been able to survive.

      Well, not the only way.

      But it was a big chunk of why.

      Commentating was a dream—her life’s dream—but it didn’t pay all that great yet.

      Especially when she’d only been picked up to do color on ten home games.

      Hopefully, she would continue kicking color commentating’s ass and get even more games next season but, in the meantime, she had to keep up with her other jobs.

      Mostly because she liked to eat.

      And drink.

      And, okay, it was mostly eating.

      She was a lightweight when it came to booze—hence her ending up with the Theo Young Special (wham, bam, don’t let the door hit ya, ma’am)—so she was well aware that she couldn’t drink a hockey player under the table. She could, however, give those big, bulky athletes a run for their money when it came to consuming calories.

      And tacos.

      Yum.

      Tacos. With guacamole and sour cream and extra cotija cheese.

      Great.

      Now she was going to spend some of her hard-earned income on tacos. And chips. And guac.

      Nothing to be done for it, she supposed. She wasn’t going to cook, not when she was already cozied up in her socks and oversized hoodie, and she sure as shit wasn’t going to summon up the energy to put on a bra.

      Getting her fingers working on her phone screen was the full extent of the effort she was willing to expend that evening.

      “There,” she murmured after tapping away for a few moments (and only a few because her favorites were saved there right at the top and she only had to click a couple of times to load up her cart and send off the order).

      After tacos were incoming, she set her phone aside and went back to content gathering.

      The doorbell rang sooner than she expected, but her stomach wasn’t sad about that fact. “Score,” she whispered as she set her laptop aside and got up to answer it, dawdling just long enough to give the driver time to head out.

      No unnecessary socialization on her watch.

      But when she tugged open the door, her bag of food wasn’t sitting on her Be a Good Neighbor, Stay Over There emblazoned mat. Nope. That was empty and there wasn’t any sign of tacos or guac or her delivery driver.

      “Shit,” she muttered, looking around again as though her tacos would magically appear.

      Unfortunately, the only magical taco she had was between her legs—and she knew exactly how effective that was, considering it had her gotten kicked out of Theo’s house before round three.

      Sigh.

      Closing the door, she moved back over to the couch, to her phone, opening the app and…seeing that her order hadn’t even been picked up yet.

      “What?” she whispered.

      She frowned at the screen, as though that would change the fact that there weren’t any tacos on her stoop. Then she pushed up from the couch again, moved into the hall, and started to tug open the door again.

      Only…it wasn’t closed.

      There was an inch of open space between the frame and the wooden panel.

      “What the fuck?” she muttered.

      Wind.

      It had to be the wind. Sometimes it came up through the corridor and pushed open her door if it hadn’t fully latched. She tugged it wider, though, and poked her head out, searching for…some other explanation. Like why that one inch of open space had the hairs on her nape lifting.

      But just as it had been a minute or two before, the corridor was empty, and all of her neighbors’ doors were closed. And there were no tacos on her mat.

      Sighing, realizing she’d been expertly doorbell ditched, she stepped back inside, firmly closed and locked the door this time—doublechecking for good measure—then went back to the couch, to her videos, to creating content for what had once been just a dream but was now an actual career.

      She watched hockey.

      She recorded herself in her messy ass hair and her oversized hoodie and no bra (not that anyone could see it with all of the extra material of that hoodie) and talked about hockey.

      Plays and players and sick as fuck goals that amazed her.

      Hits that took her breath away.

      Goalies that robbed forwards and defensemen alike.

      Coaches that made the wrong call in line pairings. Management who did the same when it came to trades and draft picks and who to leave in the minors and who was ready to come up into the big leagues.

      She did her job.

      She did what she loved and what fulfilled her.

      She did it until her tacos came and she could pack it in, could shut everything down and watch some of her favorite YouTubers while stuffing her face.

      After retrieving her tacos, the only thing she got up for was a beer.

      And then another.

      Because she found that the first beer reminded her of Theo, of the pleasure and the shame, but the second had her mind dulling blissfully, the memory blurred and fuzzy and like it had happened to someone else or she’d seen it in a movie somewhere.

      The third beer…had all thoughts of Theo Young fading completely away.

      Leaving her with her trashy videos and her buzzed mind and herself.

      Just as she liked it.
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      Theo

      The bite of cold in the air drifted in through the underground parking, clinging to his skin, pushing through his hair.

      Like fingers.

      Cool, tipped with pale pink nails that dragged across his scalp, the naked skin of his back, along his ribs, down his stomach—

      His dick twitched.

      Fucking stupid.

      The organ.

      His brain.

      All of him.

      Mostly because he was still thinking, dreaming, jerking off to the memories of his night a week before with a certain pink-nailed beauty, despite her posting that article that had led to no little amount of shit-giving in the locker room.

      And online.

      And from his fucking mother of all people. Though, that had been more safe sex talk than producing an on the ice lecture.

      Worse because he’d had to promise his mother that he “wraps it up.”

      Fun times.

      And still, he couldn’t get that night out of his head. Nor excise the strong, beautiful, sexy as fuck, and surprisingly generous in bed woman from his thoughts.

      She was totally wrong for him.

      She wanted the dirt, wanted to make money off his life, exploit his story, and that was something he couldn’t forgive even if he’d wanted to settle down. Which he didn’t. Because that was…not something he wanted, not in the cards, not for someone like him, not for someone with his past.

      Hell, it was a fucking miracle that bulldog of a woman hadn’t dug that dumpster fire up yet.

      Thankfully, she hadn’t, so he still had a job, wasn’t a total pariah online, and was able to keep his life and commitments light and breezy without any sticky, complicated spiderweb-like ties tangling things up.

      That was what was right for him.

      And no, he wasn’t going to think about the fact that he could have royally fucked his life by nutting it to a couple orgasms, no matter how good of a fuck Eva was.

      Because if he did, he’d never get the hell out of his head and then he’d be up for weekly sessions with Hazel, the team’s sports psychologist. The last fucking thing he needed was someone else inside the mess that was his brain.

      Light. Breezy. Uncomplicated. That was what he needed.

      And anyway, he was out of town half the fucking year, training his ass off for the rest of it. What time did he have for a family, for—heaven-fucking-forbid—kids?

      None.

      Nor the mental headspace for it.

      So, he stuck to hockey and fucking and hanging out with his friends. Never mind that those friends had families of their own—successful and happy units that weren’t impacted by the same job he was doing, by the same excuses he was spewing.

      They didn’t have his past.

      There.

      Done.

      Explanation enough.

      Especially when it was after midnight and his legs were sore and aching, and he sported a cut on his cheek glued together by the team’s doctor from eating the ice a-fucking-gain that game. His play hadn’t improved much, and he’d have the scar to prove it. The cut itself still stung, but it was really nothing, small enough it hadn’t even required stitches and he hadn’t even missed a shift.

      Glued up.

      Back on the ice.

      That was the life of a professional athlete—or at least, a professional hockey player.

      Living and breathing the sport, fighting for the two points, practicing, finessing, studying, and working his ass off until the playoffs came around and then sacrificing everything for the chance at a Cup.

      That was his life.

      All he’d ever wanted. Really.

      Even if watching his teammates have something different, something more made him—

      “Theodore.”

      He froze, stomach sinking.

      The voice—well, the man to whom the voice belonged to—shouldn’t be here.

      Like, really, shouldn’t be here. There was security at the gate, and people had to be on the list or have a pass to access the underground parking. That meant players and staff were the only ones who should be here.

      Not deadbeat fathers.

      Gritting his teeth, Theo kept walking, brushing by his dad.

      Dad in the loosest of fucking terms. Sperm donor was more accurate. Absentee father was perhaps slightly more accurate. Destroyer of worlds and evil incarnate…yeah, that was the most apt.

      A hand slammed down onto his shoulder before he got more than a few feet away, jarring the breath out of him, making the soreness from the game surge through his muscles.

      “Don’t walk away from me, son.”

      Son.

      Ha.

      That was funny.

      Theo broke the hold and shoved a hand into his pocket, tugging out his cell, jabbing at the screen until he found the proper contact. “Harry? Yeah, it’s Theo. Can you send security down to the players’ parking?”

      His father—sperm donor, absentee, destroyer of worlds—started to protest.

      But Harry—the team’s head of security—was on top of his shit.

      “I’m at the door,” he said, and Theo could hear the other man moving. “I’ll be there in thirty seconds.”

      “Thanks,” Theo muttered, ending the call, and shoving his cell back into his pocket.

      Then he kept walking, hoping his father would take a fucking hint and go away. He was good at that. He was the best at that.

      Disappearing.

      Blowing shit up and walking away.

      Unfortunately, he was also a stubborn fuck, so it wasn’t a surprise when the footsteps continued alongside Theo’s.

      “Son—”

      The utter balls on his father.

      Theo stopped again, turned to face the man who had provided one half of his genetic material. Which meant they looked too similar for Theo’s taste. Gray eyes. Brown hair. Though his dad’s was threaded with strands of gray. But their noses, chins, jaws, even the muscular build of their bodies screamed of the familial connection.

      No matter how much Theo hated it.

      “I’m not doing this,” he said. “I’m not doing it here or ever, really.”

      No hesitation, just blowing right by Theo’s words. “We need to talk.”

      Talk. Now? That was fucking hysterical.

      “No, Dad,” Theo sneered. “That time has long passed. You need to go.”

      “I—”

      “Theo?”

      Saved by the security guard. Thank fuck.

      “Harry,” he said, turning back. “This is my father.” Harry’s face started to change, but Theo cut that off by adding, “He doesn’t have permission to be here.” A beat as he felt his father’s protests begin welling up again, but Theo just held Harry’s gaze. “Ever.”

      To his credit, Harry didn’t falter. His expression went blank, his hand went to Theo’s father’s arm, and he said, “I’ll show you the way to the exit, sir.” A glance flicked in Theo’s direction. “And have a word with Aiden.”

      The security guard who worked the gates.

      “Thanks,” Theo muttered, deliberately not looking at his dad, who was now struggling against the hold and objecting.

      Loudly.

      Fuck.

      Never could just slide under the radar. Never could just let Theo have his peace.

      Always had to come in and try to blow shit up.

      “Let’s go,” Harry ordered, nodding at Theo before he turned away, fingers securely wrapped around Theo’s dad’s arm, dragging him toward the exit, even as his father’s protests grew louder.

      “Christ,” Theo ground out, shoving a hand through his hair.

      Gripping.

      Wanting to tear the strands from his scalp as frustration roiled beneath his skin. He exhaled, let his chin drop toward his chest, gaze going to his shoes, the brown leather gleaming. Studying the stitching while resisting the urge to chase after the pair and scream at his father. Standing there and just breathing through the annoyance of the intrusion, of the past coming out of nowhere and slamming a goddamned two-by-four across his jaw.

      Then, finally, feeling like he had a semblance of control, he looked up…

      Right into the coffee-colored eyes of Eva Moreno.

      His breath stuck in his lungs even as his gaze dropped…to pink-tipped fingernails.

      They were digging into the straps of her backpack.

      Like they’d dug into his bare skin.

      She gasped, the sound echoing across the concrete, and he watched those fingers tighten further before she spun on her heel and hurried away.

      As though she hadn’t just seen what she’d seen.

      As though he couldn’t see her there, couldn’t see her hurrying over to her car and frantically yanking at the handle.

      He was moving before he realized, storming after her, a hurricane of fury in his stomach.

      This woman who wouldn’t stay out of his head, who was always standing in the fucking corner waiting to write some damned story about him that would end up on her blog, that would go viral on social media, that would become material for his teammates to give him shit about in the locker room.

      He caught her arm as she started to pull open the door, spinning her to face him. “What’ll it be this time?” he snapped. “Star Player Loses His Focus and Doesn’t Contribute?”

      Her mouth dropped open.

      “Or no, maybe you’ll do a part two to Playboy Player Pummels Prospects.” He brought his fingers to his lips for a chef’s kiss. “The alliteration on that one alone.”

      She tugged at his hold.

      “Nah, you’ll probably go simple with something like Young Has Lost His Touch.” He clucked his tongue. “Oh wait, I forgot. You’ve already used that title.”

      Pink on her cheeks. “That’s not fair—”

      “Let me save you the trouble, yeah?” He tugged at her bag, pulled out her cell. She always kept it in the front pocket, ready to serve as her recorder.

      Hell, she was probably recording him right then, ready to break the story about his deadbeat dad.

      “What are you—?” She fumbled to snatch her bag back.

      But he was faster.

      He’d already extracted her phone and jabbed at the screen.

      Only it was locked and not recording and—

      Pft.

      Okay, so one time she wasn’t after the story—

      Of course, this wasn’t the one time, even his rage-filled mind could recognize that much. He’d confronted her before, made some assumptions, and had been wrong in a way that had him apologizing.

      Which had then led to both of them getting naked the week before.

      His dick twitched again.

      Fuck.

      He exhaled, shoved her cell back into her bag.

      She yanked the bag out of his hold, held it against her, nails digging into the fabric. “What the fuck, Theo?” she snapped.

      “You chase the story,” he said. “You know you do. You live and breathe and would do anything for it.”

      Her cheeks went bright pink.

      “Anything,” he pressed. “Including—” A flick of his hand between their bodies.

      She paled and took a half step backward, bumping into the edge of the door and wincing, rubbing her arm when it started to swing closed.

      Guilt immediately welled up.

      He should apologize. He knew he should. This was another dick move. Accusing her of sleeping with him for a story…

      But he couldn’t bring himself to apologize. Couldn’t.

      Instead, he stepped closer, bent so his face was in hers. “You write about this, and I swear to God—”

      “Fuck you, Theo,” she hissed, jabbing a finger into his chest. “Just fuck you.”

      Turning, she jerked open the door, slamming it into his side in the process, but he relished the pain radiating along his ribs and torso, relished it because it eclipsed the burn of shame.

      Her bag hit the passenger’s seat.

      Her ass hit the driver’s.

      The door closed, the engine revved, and…she was gone.

      “Good,” he muttered.

      That was a good thing.

      Except, why did it feel like shit?
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      Eva

      “I hate him,” she whispered, her hand trembling as she shoved her hair out of her face. “I hate him.”

      She did.

      Really, she did.

      Or…she wanted to, anyway.

      He was a jerk. He was arrogant. He had a revolving door of women and unfortunately that included her.

      She just—

      “No,” she whispered, clenching the steering wheel. “He’s awful. You hate him.”

      Right.

      Precisely.

      She hated him.

      He was just an egotistical puckboy, and she had a shit ton of other things in her life to keep her busy and it didn’t matter what he thought of her. She knew what she was about and understood her worth and he didn’t—

      Her phone rang.

      Thank God because she needed to get the hell out of her own head.

      She tugged her cell out of her backpack, ignoring the fact that Theo had touched it last. She would not be derailed by a stupid, annoyingly sexy hockey player with a very nice—

      “No,” she whispered, plunking her cell into the cradle that was attached to her air vent and putting him out of her mind. “No Theo. No hockey players. Just drive.” She took a breath and glanced at the screen, thinking that the universe was confirming her thoughts when she saw it was her sister calling.

      No time for asshole athletes. She had a full life and a heavy load of shit that kept her busy, and one chunk of that load was calling right then.
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      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
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      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
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          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.
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      the conditions stated in this License.
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      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
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      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
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      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
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   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
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   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
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   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0
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   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
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   limitations under the License.
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