
  
    [image: It’s Beginning to Look a Lot Like Hockey]
  


  
    
      IT’S BEGINNING TO LOOK A LOT LIKE HOCKEY

      A Spokane Lynx Heartwarming Holiday Romance

      
        PETS AND PUCKS

        BOOK 1

      

    

    
      
        JAMI DAVENPORT

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Hockey Girl 447

      

      
        2. Making the Present Better

      

      
        3. A Lot to Dislike

      

      
        4. Steamrolled

      

      
        5. Especially Landon

      

      
        6. Contentious Interaction

      

      
        7. I Want Her

      

      
        8. Brain Freeze

      

      
        9. Poking the Bear

      

      
        10. Errant Emotions

      

      
        11. Truce

      

      
        12. Put on Your Dancing Shoes

      

      
        13. What Am I Thinking?

      

      
        14. Ken Bear

      

      
        15. Sucker Punch

      

      
        16. Ken and the Bath

      

      
        17. Hide the Popcorn

      

      
        18. Couch Hog Dog

      

      
        19. Singalong

      

      
        20. Clearing the Dance Floor

      

      
        21. Snowball Fight

      

      
        22. Home Again

      

      
        23. Called Up

      

      
        24. If Only…

      

      
        25. Stung

      

      
        26. What Matters

      

      
        27. The Gift that Keeps on Giving

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Complete Booklist

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Jami Davenport

      Published by Cedrona Enterprises LLC

      All rights reserved. This copy is intended for the original purchaser of this book ONLY. No part of this book may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without prior written permission from Jami Davenport. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author's rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

      This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to others. If you would like to share this book with others, please purchase an additional copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of the author.

      The Seattle Sockeyes®, Seattle Steelheads®, Portland Icehawks®, and Seattle Skookums™ are fictional sports teams. Game On in Seattle™ is a series of sports romance novels The names and logos are created for the sole use of the owner and covered under protection of trademark.

      Jami Davenport®, Seattle Sockeyes®, and Seattle Steelheads® are registered trademarks with the United States Patent and Trademark Office.

      This book is a work of fiction. While references might be made to actual historical events or existing locations, the names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Email: jamidavenport@hotmail.com

      Website: https://www.jamidavenport.com

      Twitter: @jamidavenport

      Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/jamidavenport

      Author Page: https://www.facebook.com/jamidavenportauthor

      

      Sign up for Jami’s Newsletter:  https://geni.us/JamiDavenportNews

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BLURB

          

        

      

    

    
      My past has come back to haunt me.

       

      I’m the oldest player and the captain of a minor league hockey team. My aspirations of playing in the big-time are fading, and I’m facing an uncertain future. My teammates decide to have a little fun at my expense and sign me up for a dating site. My first and last date happens to be with my old nemesis, Emory, who still blames me for ruining her chances as a hockey player. Not a fun time I’d wish on anyone.

       

      Imagine my surprise when the team’s social media admin retires suddenly for personal issues, and Emory arrives as his replacement. We’re butting heads at every turn much to the amusement of my teammates. The night of the Lynx holiday party, we’re assigned to the same cabin as the result of an alleged administrative mistake, and there’s no other room at the inn. If that isn’t bad enough, a wet, furry bear of a dog adopts us, a blizzard hits, and we’re not going anywhere soon. Emory and I might greatly dislike each other, but we’re also in denial regarding our mutual attraction. I don’t see how this will end well for either of us, but it’s Christmas. Perhaps the magic of the season and a large stray dog might make the impossible possible.

    

  


  
    
      To the real Ken, my beloved Newfie, who we lost in June.

      Ken, you were the best dog, my constant companion, and my comic relief. You went everywhere with us. You loved to camp and meet new people. You gave us everything, and we loved you without reservation despite the drool and hair which you happily deposited in every nook and cranny of our house and RV. We’re still cleaning up hair, but it’s a small price to pay for the privilege of having you in our life for seven wonderful years.

      We miss you so much. There’s a hole in our heart that can never be filled. Run free, my beautiful boy, and we’ll see you on the other side.

      

      And an extra big thank you to Christine Fusaro of Nordic Mist Newfoundlands, a Breeder of Distinction with the Newfoundland Club of America. We are forever grateful to you for allowing us the privilege of having Ken in our lives for the past several years.

    

  


  
    
      Introducing the Spokane Lynx, a minor league hockey affiliate of my Seattle Sockeyes. I am thrilled to return to my Eastern Washington roots and set this series in one of my favorite cities. Welcome to my new world, and I hope you love it here.

      I’ve been published in sports romance since 2010. I love writing it, and I haven’t felt the desire to change anything—until now.

      While this book is still a sports romance, it definitely strays from my usual steamy books to one that’s a little more discreet. You’ll still find the same fun characters, charming animals, and HEA’s that are always in my books.

      I hope you enjoy my first attempt at a sweet/clean romance. I’ve fallen in love with this series and set of characters and hope to write further books in the Spokane Lynx world. But don’t worry, if you prefer steamy, there’s more coming via my other series.

      Happy reading and thank you for the support you’ve given me over the years.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter One

          

          
            HOCKEY GIRL 447

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ~~Laine~~

      

      

      The Spokane Lynx minor league hockey team is about to be down one hockey player by the time I’m done with my now-former best friend. I gape at the guy I’ve considered my closest buddy for the past few seasons and shake my head, unable to believe what I’m hearing.

      “You did what?” I ask, trying hard to tamp down my temper but not succeeding.

      “I setup a profile for you on Looking for Love.” Zane attempts his most disarming grin, but he knows better. I’m not one of his star-struck female fans who falls for his charm. I glower at him, but his amusement doesn’t fade.

      “The dating site?” I’m growing hotter by the moment. I’m a private guy, and I don’t make my personal life anyone’s business but my own. Zane knows this.

      “Yes, but it’s not one of those sites.” He does air quotes around one of those. “It’s for singles looking for a meaningful relationship.”

      “Who says I’m looking for a meaningful relationship?” I plant my hands on my hips and glare at my former best friend.

      “I do. The whole team does. You’re lonely, and it’s starting to affect your play.”

      “It is not.” I’m defensive because my play is as good as it’s ever been. A small niggling voice in my head disputes this fact. If my play is so good, why, at my age, am I on the Sockeye’s farm team rather than in the big leagues?

      That’s a good question for which I have no answer. Sure, my career has been one setback after another. The first time I was called up, I played a spectacular three games and had a season-ending injury. Then I narrowly missed making the team for the next couple seasons. I was called up a few more times and sent back down within a few games. I’ve been languishing on AHL teams ever since.

      Every hockey player’s ultimate goal is playing for an NHL team. At thirty-one, I’m starting to accept that I’m a minor leaguer and too old to make it.

      I’ve been with the Spokane Lynx for about two years now. It’s not that I don’t like playing for them. I love it, but making the permanent roster for the Sockeyes would be a dream come true. My younger brother plays for Montreal. He’s everything I hoped to be, but the breaks never came my way.

      And now my cohort and best friend on the team has set me up with a date I don’t want to go on. I’m annoyed and feel betrayed.

      “Delete me off that site. I’m not going on any dates.” I’m adamant, but so is Zane. To my consternation, several teammates gather around to listen. My withering glance doesn’t deter them.

      “Oh, come on, Paps, she’s looking forward to meeting you,” says our goalie, Mac Schultz. I have the dubious honor of being called Paps as the oldest guy on the team.

      I whip around to face Schultzy. “You’re in on this?”

      Schultzy shrugs sheepishly.

      “So am I,” Landon Wilcox adds with a toothy grin. He’s a cocky, arrogant rookie, yet likable. I’m growing hotter by the moment.

      “How many of you knew about this?” My irritated gaze bores into each one of the guys standing before me. Their amusement rapidly turns to discomfort. Many of them look away, shift their feet, or stare back with fake innocence.

      “Pretty much all of us,” Koehler “Koko” Anders, my young linemate, admits with unabashed honesty.

      I can’t believe this. I shake my head vigorously. “I’m not going. Every one of you needs to butt out of my private life.”

      “Then you tell her,” Zane counters.

      “Why should I have to clean up the mess you created?” I argue back, wanting to wash my hands of this mess.

      “You just told us to butt out, so we are.” Zane grins, knowing he has me where he wants me.

      “Fine. I don’t trust you guys to handle this properly anyway.”

      “She’s expecting you to meet her at the Grump at five p.m. the day after we return from our next road trip. Let her down easy, Paps.”

      The Grumpy Cat is a pub a block from the Parker Hockey Arena, which is not only the arena we play in but also our practice facility.

      “I will. Give me the account information.”

      “Bossy.” Zane is too smug for his own good. I want to throttle him, but I won’t. I watch as he scribbles the info I need on a piece of paper and hands it to me. I shove it in my pocket. The first thing I’ll do is change the password, so these blockheads no longer have access. Then I’ll cancel the date. I don’t need these clowns matchmaking for me. If I want to date, I’ll date but on my terms.

      

      After practice, I hurry home to my modest three-bedroom ranch on a large lot north of Spokane. I sit down at my laptop and log into the Looking for Love website. I navigate to my profile, fully intending to delete it once I cancel this date. First things first.

      Only…my curiosity gets the best of me, and I click on the link to view my public profile. The picture they used isn’t of me but of an anonymous person who looks like me. My profile name is SportsNut55. I roll my eyes and read on. The description is mine, 6-2, fit, athletic, 31 years old, loves sports, single never married. And the description of what I’m looking for isn’t totally off. An athletic, adventurous woman to spend my limited free time with. The rest makes me cringe—looking for a committed relationship. Works in the entertainment industry. Buff guy seeks fit girl for fun, excitement, and good times. I read on, shaking my head.

      At least these fools didn’t mention I was a professional hockey player. I’ve had enough experience with women who assume all pro athletes are dripping in riches and fame. These women aren’t interested in the real me. That’s probably why I’ve never married. Plus, unfortunately, I move around a lot. I’ve been in Spokane two years, and that’s the longest I’ve been anywhere.

      I open the chat session and groan when I see all the women my teammates communicated with. I run a hand through my hair and sighed. I skim through the latest victims of my teammates’ not-so-funny prank, relieved that there’s only one they’ve set up a date with.

      I scroll through the communications they’ve had with her. Nothing about me playing hockey, but she does love sports, especially hockey. There’s no mention of my hockey career, only that I’m into all sports, which is accurate. The messages back and forth are sweet and sometimes funny, nothing out of line. Considering the guys composing these messages, it’s a pleasant surprise.

      I read every single reply from HockeyGirl447. Obviously, my former buddies arranged a date with her because she loves hockey, she’s my age, and if her picture is accurate, she appears pretty, but her pics are blurry, which isn’t a negative. To me, it means they’re really her and not images from a stock photo site. Her smile is genuine and promises a sunny personality. She looks oddly familiar, but I can’t place why. She does seem like a woman I’d like to date. But not the way this came down. Besides, I don’t want a distraction. I want to play hockey to the best of my ability.

      Call me stubborn, which I am, but I’m not succumbing to the lure of an online dating site. I’m too busy for a relationship, and I’m not interested in making time for one. I have all the extracurricular activities I need with my charity work.

      I rub my chin and begin to craft my message. I’ll be nice about canceling the date, but how much should I tell her about why I’m on here in the first place? Sometimes less is more, but how much less?

      SportsNut55: HockeyGirl447, I’ve enjoyed corresponding with you. Unfortunately, I have a conflict and can’t make our date next week.

      I stare at my response and shake my head. That won’t work. She’ll expect me to reschedule. I need to be more honest.

      SportsNut55: HockeyGirl447, I’m so sorry, my friends made this profile without my knowledge and have been corresponding with you. You sound like a wonderful person, and I can’t apologize enough for what they’ve done.

      I sit back and re-read my message. Before I back out, I hit Send. My next move is to delete my profile, but I don’t. Instead, I find myself waiting for her reply. I wait and wait and wait.

      Nothing.

      I sigh and go into my kitchen to get a glass of milk from the fridge. I should delete my account now, but I don’t. Something stops me.

      I distract myself by turning the TV on to a hockey game, but it’s not working. I check my laptop again. Finally, a response. My heart rate speeds up, and my stomach clenches.

      What am I nervous about? I’ll never meet HockeyGirl447 in person. Maybe my teammates are right, and I do need to get out more.

      HockeyGirl447: I understand. Your friends played a prank on you. Are you still friends?

      I chuckle at her response.

      SportsGuy55: They thought they were helping.

      HockeyGirl447: Maybe a little too much. (laugh emoji)

      SportsGuy55: At least everything they said about me is accurate.

      I don’t point out the image isn’t me, and I’m not sure why. I like being anonymous. If she’s a local hockey fan, she’d probably recognize me, and I don’t want that.

      HockeyGirl447: So, you really do like dogs and cats and love hiking and biking?

      SportsGuy55: I do. And you really love hockey?

      HockeyGirl447: I played hockey in high school.

      Now I’m intrigued. This hasn’t come up in our previous conversations, most likely because my teammates avoided mentioning hockey on purpose. I don’t have those reservations.

      Now is the time to say goodbye and get off this app, but I don’t. I keep the back-and-forth going between us.

      SportsGuy55: I played a little hockey myself.

      For the next hour, we discuss all sorts of stuff, including but not limited to hockey. Our conversation turns to easy banter, as if I’m talking to an old friend who I’m completely comfortable with.

      I like her even though I really don’t know who she is or if she’s representing herself accurately.

      HockeyGirl447: I need to go. It’s been nice chatting with you. Good luck whatever you do.

      I stare down at her last message and make a split-second decision.

      SportsGuy55: If you’re willing, I’d still love to meet you.

      HockeyGirl447: Are you sure? You aren’t obligated.

      SportsGuy55: I’m sure. I enjoyed hanging out online. Are you okay with that?

      HockeyGirl447: I’m game if you are. Do you want to keep the meeting your friends set up?

      SportsGuy55: Absolutely. I’m out of town for a week, or it’d be sooner.

      HockeyGirl447: I’m looking forward to it.

      SportsGuy55: Me, too.

      I log out with a huge smile on my face. I haven’t looked forward to a non-hockey event in ages, but I am looking forward to this one. Even if she’s misrepresented herself like so many do on these sites, I’m willing to take the risk.

      But none of my teammates need to know because that’d be opening myself up for non-stop harassment from those clowns.

      This is private between HockeyGirl447 and me.
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            MAKING THE PRESENT BETTER

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ~~Emory~~

      

      

      I close my laptop and smile happily. The real SportsGuy55 is even better than the “fake” persona his friends created.

      “You look like the cat who just ate an entire cageful of canaries.” My younger sister Kira studies me closely. She’s not used to seeing a genuine smile on my face lately. I’ve had a rough couple of months, including quitting my job, uprooting myself, and moving to Spokane only to have my new job fall through. I’m currently working part-time at the local skating rink while conducting a job search.

      I was lured to Spokane with the promise of a dream job coaching youth hockey players at the Spokane Public Rink. The day before I was to start, the rink was sold, and everyone was fired. They offered me a job in the facility’s store, which I took, just to get my foot in the door. We sell all things related to skating and hockey along with renting out skates. It’s the only public skating facility in the Spokane area, though the Parker Arena does hold some public skates on occasion.

      The loss of my coaching job is one more setback and another round of bad luck. I should be used to it by now, but I keep hoping things will turn around.

      I honestly thought this job would be the beginning of a new career path. I’ve coached hockey before but only on a volunteer basis. Even better, my twenty-five-year-old sister moved to Spokane last year to take a job as a trainer at a large dressage stable in the area.

      I’ve been here about three weeks living with my sister Kira, which is embarrassing. I’m the older sister who should be helping my baby sister out rather than the other way around.

      We’re living in a surprisingly nice little house on a property with a large yard, two bedrooms, and one bath. Kira and I share the house with her two cats, who also serve double-duty as barn cats.

      “So spill. What’s put that smirk on your face?” Kira watches me like a hawk, and I know she won’t be satisfied until I confess the entire truth.

      I sit back and consider my options, which are few. She’ll get the truth out of me one way or another. Her orange tabby aptly named Tubby crawls onto my lap and makes himself at home, purring up a storm. I stroke his soft fur while formulating how much to tell my sister.

      “I have a date next week. A guy I met on Looking for Love.” I’m positively giddy, even though I try to temper my enthusiasm. I’ve been burned before, and I know better than to get my hopes up, yet deep down, I keep hoping I’ll eventually get a break.

      “Why am I just hearing about this now?” Kira’s indignant because she suffers from extreme FOMO and hates feeling left out.

      “Because I’ve done this online dating thing enough to know that half of them fall through and the other half are duds.”

      “But this guy isn’t?”

      I shrug. “I’ll know more next week. But get this, he loves hockey.”

      “Oh, that’s a plus. What does he look like?”

      I open the app on my phone and hold up his pic for her to see. She frowns, as she takes the phone to study SportsGuy55’s profile.

      “That looks like a stock photo or AI.”

      My heart sinks slightly, but I rally and explain to her about his friends setting him up online.

      Kira scowls. “Are you sure this is safe? Maybe he’s scamming you with that story.”

      “He might be. I’ll be careful, and I’m jaded when it comes to dating anyway. He won’t fool me.”

      “I’m worried about you.”

      “You’re worried about me? You’re the one who insisted I get into internet dating.”

      She smiles sheepishly. “I was, but now I’m having second thoughts. Something seems off.”

      “Everything seems off to you when it to comes to men.”

      She doesn’t dispute my statement. Kira has worse luck with men than I do, if that’s possible. She married an older horse trainer at nineteen and divorced at twenty. For the past five years, there’s been a revolving door of men in and out of her life, but she never gets close to any of them.

      “I’m sorry. I truly am excited for you, but this guy does sound too good to be true.”

      “I know, but no risk, no reward.” I quote one of her favorite sayings.

      She smiles and hands my phone back. “I’m happy you’re putting yourself out there again. I really am.”

      “I’m trying to be less risk-averse,” I offer as an excuse.

      “Who can blame us based on what we grew up with.”

      “I know.” Kira and I have a dad in prison and a mom who should’ve never had children. Most of the time, we fended for ourselves. I raised my sister. After my college dreams were dashed, I moved out of the house, got my own place, and went to work. Kira came with me. Mom didn’t care. She was happy to be free of both of us. At thirty, almost thirty-one, my life hasn’t gone as I planned.

      “If he looks even half as good as his image, I’ll be jealous.” Kira snorts.

      “I don’t care about looks as much as I care about whether or not he’s a nice guy and is gainfully employed.”

      Kira rolls her eyes and calls me out. “You do to care about how he looks.”

      “Mom’s boyfriends were all good-looking, and they were full of themselves.”

      “You have a point,” my sister concedes. Mom’s plentiful male friends were exactly as I said.

      “I wonder how she’s doing?” Kira says the words, but she’s not overly concerned. Neither am I. Our mom will keep doing what she does best—take care of herself. The only way I’d been able to afford hockey back then was through a youth program for disadvantaged kids. Hockey is expensive. Even if my family could’ve afforded it, which we couldn’t, Mom would’ve spent the money on new clothes and jewelry for herself.

      “Do you really wonder?” I ask, genuinely curious. Kira and I rarely speak of our mother anymore, and this is the first conversation we’ve had about her in a very long while.

      “No, not really. She’s a bad mother and embraces drama.”

      Bad is an understatement, but I keep my negative thoughts to myself since Kira is being magnanimous.

      We haven’t seen our mom in a couple years. She rarely calls and never sends cards for our birthdays. Two Christmases ago, we’d met her for dinner in our hometown on Christmas Eve. She’d wolfed down her food and left us with the bill since she was in a hurry to meet up with her guy du jour.

      Kira huffed out an exasperated sigh. “So back to SportsGuy55. What are you doing for a date?”

      “I prefer to call it a meetup, as opposed to a real date. Just a bite to eat at the Grumpy Cat. If it’s painful and uncomfortable, I’ll find a way to leave early.”

      “Aren’t online dates always painful and uncomfortable?” Kira cocks her head and makes a face. I laugh because what else can I do. We both suck when it comes to picking the right men.

      “This is my first one. I’ll let you know.”

      “We’re a mess, sis. Do you think we’ll ever find love? Or is love impossible with a background like ours.”

      “With love, anything is possible.” I temper the sarcasm in my voice.

      Kira throws back her head and howls with laughter. “Riiight.”

      “We’re a sorry pair.”

      “We are, but is it wrong to want the same thing that we see our happily hitched friends having? We deserve a stable relationship with a good guy.”

      “And a little cottage with a picket fence and two-point-five kids?” I tease.

      “Forget the kids. I’ll take dogs and cats anytime.”

      I shrug, not sure what I want, but also knowing a family isn’t something I’ve given much thought to. I don’t know what a good family looks like other than how they’re portrayed on television.

      Beau, Kira’s tuxedo cat, appears from the bedroom and takes his rightful place on Kira’s lap. He glares at me as if affronted by something I’ve said or done. Since this is the first time I’ve seen him today, he’s being a typical cat and blaming me for whatever annoys him. Tubby hops to the floor and waddles toward the kitchen where the food dishes are. He’s ever hopeful that by some miracle his dish is suddenly full again, even though he ate a few hours ago.

      I slip off to bed to get in an hour of reading. I pick up the book from my nightstand. Paperback books might be old-school, but I don’t care. I love them all the same. My tastes vary from thrillers to women’s fiction to romance. Currently I’m on a romance kick, and I’ve recently discovered hockey romance. It’s a genre I didn’t know existed. How I missed it, I’ll never know. But now I’m obsessed. I stick with the authors who know their hockey, as I can’t abide by incorrect hockey facts, like the player who never practices and has a game once a week or the Stanley Cup only being one game like the Super Bowl. Why can’t authors do their research? I realize most readers don’t care, but for those of us who do, accuracy matters. The book I’m reading right now is the best type of hockey romance—locker room scenes, accurate hockey, and a hot hero. Excuse me, while I fantasize about being his love interest.

      Hockey is my life even though I’m struggling to find viable work in the field with no college and no experience beyond playing in high school and volunteer coaching. I’m looking into playing in a coed adult league, but I haven
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