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        @HamiltonSteelhawks Happy birthday to our favorite goaltender, Gilly!! #GoHawksGo

        @Eddie4prez Happy birthday. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do

        @timmytank man, he sucks. We could have made the second round if he didn’t let in softies

        @lilygilly Go be a fan of another team.

      

      

      

      Port Carling, Ontario, June 30th

      Lorelei Wescott would hardly qualify walking through a forest with a backpack slung over her shoulder as an adventure. Ontario cottage country was far too tame, and anyway this path was actually a driveway. The wildest thing she might run into was a raccoon or a deer or a local who had already downed a two-four.

      Australia—now there was an adventure. Spiders larger than her own hand didn’t faze her. She’d just spent a year there, and every off day had served as a chance to explore the coast or hike in the Blue Mountains. Hell, she’d even driven through the Great Victoria Desert in a minivan.

      Still, when she’d parked her Rent-a-Wreck next to some Mercedes, her nerves had jangled. Sure, she’d been invited to this party—same as every year, even when the birthday boy knew full well she was nowhere near Ontario—but she hadn’t exactly RSVPed or anything.

      One, she’d had no idea ahead of time if she’d be in the area that day. She was more of a spur-of-the-moment type of gal. And two, when it turned out she could come… Well, why not make it a surprise?

      Her oldest friend, Laurent Gill, wasn’t even aware she was back in Canada. She couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when she strolled into his party.

      She hitched her bag up her shoulder and took a moment settle her breathing. Damn, why was she even nervous?

      That time at the club in Hamilton. Yeah, not one of her favorite memories. She’d just been passing through, and Laurent had insisted on her joining the party. The Steelhawks had just finished the hockey season, narrowly missing a playoff spot, and were ready to tear it up. So, she’d found herself on a banquette with dance music throbbing through her bones, downing shot after shot as she watched Laurent and his impossibly bulky friends drink from five-hundred-dollar champagne bottles. Surrounded by Instagram-worthy girls, naturally. One of the guys had even sprayed champagne all over and shoved a random chick’s top down to lick the droplets from her breasts, right there in front of everyone.

      Whatever. To each their own. But she’d hardly managed two words with Laurent all evening. He hadn’t blown her off exactly, but it was clear the entire team was just there to party hard. It had left a bitter taste in her mouth. Weirdly appropriate that she’d ended the night bent over the toilet bowl after one too many Jägerbombs.

      She squared her shoulders and continued up the lane. This would be different. Sure, there would be girls, booze, and other substances—she had even brought her own supply of weed, in case the quality was lacking—but this wasn’t some club. This was Laurent’s house. Laurent’s birthday. Surely, he’d make time for an old friend, especially one bearing a gift.

      Besides, unless he’d sustained a massive concussion in the past few months, his playlist was sure to be way better than your average club tripe.

      The trees lining the lane ended abruptly, opening onto an already full parking area, and behind it, what she could only describe as a huge, angular slab of glass and steel. She stopped and stared for a moment. It took a massive pair to design that and called it a house.

      She made her way between rows of even more shiny, obscenely expensive cars. An incredulous laugh bubbled up her throat. You didn’t become a starting goaltender in the pros without a huge salary to go with it, and all of this was probably par for the course in the league, but still. Seeing it face-to-face was jarring. She and Laurent had spent the better part of high school hanging out at her house, smoking out of a homemade bong—as long as he didn’t have a game or practice. But this… It was simply surreal, the dream of every young boy starting out on his first pair of skates. Few made it this far, but Laurent had.

      At the front door, she paused, running a hand through her curls and giving her clothes a quick check. Music blared from somewhere inside the house. Probably useless to knock.

      She pushed on the handle, and the door opened onto a sprawling high-ceilinged space, with stairs running to a mezzanine. Her gaze immediately latched on to the tall, colorful painting of a crouching goalie over the mantle. Holy shit.

      “The Dominator!” she exclaimed out loud, almost giddily.

      When Laurent had signed his extension three years before with the Hawks, he’d bought this house. A pretty big place, he’d told Lorelei. And now that she had finally gotten the chance to make it all the way to Port Carling, she could see for herself how damn big it was. Still, she’d painted Dominik Hasek on a large canvas for him, as a housewarming gift, because there was truly nothing worse than bare, white walls. Laurent had talked her ear off about the Dominator all through high school, and she’d had fun working on that red and white mask. But she’d expected the painting to end up in a bedroom or a home office, not right above the mantle where everyone could see it.

      “Nice legs and she knows who Hasek is. Where have you been all my life?”

      Several guys sprawled on a large couch. The one who had addressed her, his words weighed under a heavy Russian accent, pulled on a joint, and two of his friends stopped scrolling on their phones to look her over. A fourth remained bent over to finish rolling a blunt, wavy tawny blond hair shielding his face.

      Still impossibly bulky. Still giving off the vibe that they’d nail pretty much anyone with tits. But their size and their swagger didn’t impress her. Their brains would probably short-circuit once they realized she didn’t give a shit about mingling with pro hockey players.

      Well, except one.

      “I’m looking for Laurent—I mean, Gilly.”

      That was what his teammates called him. Much easier to pronounce in English, Laurent had once told her. Plus from what she understood, hockey players went by nicknames. She supposed it was better than Larry or something.

      “What do you need him for when I’m right here, baby?” the Russian replied.

      She tilted her head. “It’s his birthday, isn’t it?”

      The guy grinned. “Maybe it’s my birthday, too. You got a little present for me?”

      “Imagine so.” She smiled and flipped him off. “Here you go.”

      To his credit, he simply burst out laughing, along with his friends.

      The blond guy finally looked up and blinked at her. “You’ll have to excuse Kovy,” he said. “Weed doesn’t help his conversational skills.”

      “Blow me, Presto.”

      “Maybe later. You’re not my type,” Presto replied evenly. “Gilly’s out back on the patio.”

      She dropped her backpack by the door. “Thanks.”

      She crossed the living space past an open kitchen. French doors opened onto a stone patio. A pair of speakers blasted AC/DC. Good choice. With a grin, she stepped outside.

      Tall and lanky, with close-cropped dark hair, Laurent manned a grill on the far side of the patio, his back toward the window. Narrow hips swayed to the rhythm of “The Jack” as he waved his spatula.

      “Luc, get your ass over here and get me a shot!” he called. “Grouille ton cul. Plus vite, tabarnak!”

      Oh, the sound of him cursing in French still rolled over her same as always. She plucked a clean shot glass off the table strewn with bottles and half-empty drinks and poured a measure of vodka.

      She tiptoed up to him and laid a hand on his arm. “Quick enough for ya?”

      He turned, and his blue-green eyes widened in shock for a moment before his mouth stretched into a wide grin. “Lorelei! Tabarnak!”

      He gave a loud whoop, and she handed him the shot. “Happy birthday. Miss me?”
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        * * *

      

      Holy fucking shit.

      Laurent never knew what to expect at his annual lake house party. Booze, girls, weed, those were a given. But beyond that, there was no telling where the night would end. Or rather the weekend. No telling how many puck bunnies a guy might rotate over forty-eight hours, or what sort of happy pills popped up, or who passed out buck naked on a deck chair at some point. Well, the answer to that last one was probably Rocky, if the previous years were anything to go by. Still, the night would bring its share of surprises.

      Only he’d never imagined one of those surprises to be Lorelei. Here, in the flesh. God, he hadn’t seen her in over two years.

      It was almost hard to believe that she was really standing there, grinning up at him, rust-colored hair framing her face in wild curls and dark eyes twinkling, as if she’d just pulled off the most elaborate prank. She wasn’t wrong. Christ, when he’d sent that invite, he’d been sure she was still in Australia.

      He took the shot glass and tossed it back before pulling her into a hug so tight that her feet left the ground.

      “Oh my God, Laurent!” she yelled. “Put me down!”

      “Not a chance, Wescott. It’s been too long. You get the full bear hug.”

      She pretended to struggle against him, but laughter burst from her lips. Raspy and deeper than most women. He’d forgotten how much he liked her voice. It just wasn’t the same on the rare occasions that they Facetimed.

      “Hey Lorelei, what’s up? I didn’t know you’d be coming!” Laurent’s little brother stepped onto the patio, and he reluctantly set her on the ground, so Luc could greet her properly, with a kiss on both cheeks.

      “I didn’t know I’d be coming either,” she admitted. “Figured it out kinda last minute.”

      No surprise there. Laurent raised an eyebrow. “What, you just hopped on a plane from Australia on a whim?”

      She swatted his shoulder. “Shut up. I’d already planned on coming back to Canada. I’m not like you guys, I don’t just jet off first class halfway across the world whenever I feel like it.”

      Luc shook his head and shot his brother a look. “Calisse. What the hell have you been telling her?”

      “Only the best parts, obviously. Lore, you know Luc plays for Los Angeles now, right?”

      “Yeah.” She said that in her funny Nova Scotia way that sounded like she was sucking in a breath more than speaking. When he’d played there in juniors, it had taken him forever to figure out what that meant. “You told me. Who knew one of the Gill brothers would make it all the way to Hollywood? So what’s life in California like?”

      As his brother chattered on, Laurent turned his attention back to the grill. The burgers were done to perfection, and just when the guys would be getting hungry too, after spending the afternoon swimming in the lake or trying to score. Or both.

      He glanced toward the beach at his teammates. Jayden and Colby had both set their sights on clear targets, and Max had just gotten back together with his girlfriend. Three vets, all of them major players, out of the running. Which in the normal order of things left Rocky and himself in a friendly but ruthless competition for the hottest chicks, who would soon be arriving by the carload.

      But Lorelei had just sent the normal order of things spinning on its head. Despite the time they’d spent apart, she was still his oldest friend. His best friend. And he couldn’t imagine ditching her to spend the night with a random bunny.

      Unless she ditched him first. As far as he knew she was single, and she’d certainly picked the right place if she wanted a casual hook-up.

      “Since it’s your birthday, I’ll spare you the lecture on eating red meat.” Lorelei turned back to him, and his gaze flicked over her body. She was wearing gladiator sandals, cut-offs and a white crop top. Simple and understated, but more than enough to show off her generous curves. Fuck, she looked good.

      He snaked an arm around her waist and pulled her against him as he flipped the patties. “You know, if you told me you were coming, I’d have cooked up something special for you.”

      “I landed in Toronto two days ago, and I was supposed to go straight to Cape Breton to see my stepsisters, but I wasn’t up to another flight right away.”

      “Aw, so you came to see me?”

      Her head sank onto his shoulder. “Well… Yeah. I mean, you invite me every year. Figured I’d show up at least once. Plus, I wanted to see how the Dominator was doing.”

      He grinned. “Living his best life above the mantel, where everyone can see him.”

      “I may have brought another surprise. A smaller one, this time. Though you’ll have to take your apron off first.” She read the print in front and snorted. “Tails I get head, heads I get tail. Classy.”

      The guys started to filter onto the patio, asking for burgers. Laurent managed to serve them with one hand, keeping Lorelei close to him with the other. As if she’d simply fly off again if he let go. Which made no damn sense, but it comforted him nonetheless to feel her there, tucked in his arm, her warm body relaxed against his.

      She’s leaving tomorrow. You know her. Never too long in the same place. Yeah, that was Lorelei, and he’d learned a long time ago that it was no use trying to change her. No, that only got you burned.

      But she was here now. One night only. So he had better make it one to remember.
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        @ParlezQuebecois Remember, kids, tabarnak is a bad word in French, so never, ever use it.

      

      

      

      “So now that everyone is fed, do I get my present before all hell breaks loose?” Laurent blew out a puff of smoke and handed the joint to Lorelei.

      She inhaled and passed it back. They were lolling on a bench on his deck while the sunset turned the gentle waves to shades of grayish blue and soft pink. The easy lap of water on the shoreline nearly overcame the buzz of conversation coming from the house. With most of the other guests inside, it was easy to feel as if they were hanging out—just like old times.

      She smiled and sipped at her drink. The mix of rum and curaçao slid down her throat, spicy and smooth. “I left it in my bag next to the front door. Be right back.”

      Before she could push herself off the bench, Laurent’s warm palm met her bare thigh, just above her tattoo, a swirling design of red roses done in an old school style. “No rush. Let’s just chill a while. What do you think of the view?”

      It was a friendly gesture. Natural. Casual. The type of interaction they’d always had. An easy touch, but then for as long as she’d known him, Laurent had never hesitated to express himself with his body. Just watching him move, she could tell he had none of the reserve or hang-ups or hesitations a lot of other guys had. Laurent simply flowed.

      So why did her stomach flip at the contact? Bollocks, half a joint, two drinks, and she was already a little loopy. She’d grabbed a few chips and a couple of burger buns—sans the burger—to avoid drinking on an empty stomach, but that would hardly last an entire evening.

      “It’s right beautiful,” she replied. “Australia’s got its share of jaw-dropping sights, but lakes, you know? It makes me feel… at peace. Serene. Like I could just look at the water for hours.”

      “You sure that’s not the weed?”

      She elbowed him. “Shut up. Way to ruin my point.”

      He nudged her back with his shoulder. “I do know. That’s why I bought a house here.”

      She snorted. “You call that a house? More like a goddamn fucking mansion. Seriously, why do you even need all that space?”

      “Helps me clear my head.” He shrugged and passed her the joint again. “Oh, and host awesome parties.”

      “Yeah, that too. Glad I’m finally seeing one in the making. When you say all hell breaks loose, what do you mean, exactly?”

      But Laurent didn’t answer. His blue-green eyes were fixed on her upper arm. “You got a new tattoo, didn’t you?”

      His finger grazed her skin at the edge of her sleeve. A shiver ran down her spine. Jesus, she was definitely loopy.

      “That? I’ve had it for ‘bout a year.”

      He lifted the hem to reveal a seascape of tropical fish done in bold lines and bright blue, orange and pink hues. “Holy shit, that must have hurt like hell. Gorgeous, though.”

      His finger traced the shape of an inked starfish, and it took her a moment to find her words. Get a hold of yourself, Wescott. “Um, thanks. How about you? Still no ink?”

      Laurent dropped his hand. “Nope. But I’m open to suggestions. What do you think I should get?” He grinned. “And more importantly, where?”

      Damn, was he actually flirting with her? No, this was just Laurent being Laurent. Taking the piss and expecting her to reply in kind. Right?

      She raised an eyebrow. “Well, that all depends…”

      “Gilly! There you are!” Heels clicked on the patio. A brunette with long, silky curls bouncing on her shoulders headed toward them, decked out in a dress so tight and skimpy a single sneeze would make her breasts pop out. Far be it for Lorelei to wag her finger at someone wearing revealing clothes, but there was sexy, and then there was my-skirt-is-so-short-I-can’t-sit-down.

      “Oh, hey… Peyton, right?” Laurent said. “Nice of you to drop by.”

      She came to a stop in front him, hands on her hips. From that angle, Laurent could probably see up her skirt if he bent his neck a little. “Wouldn’t miss it. We had so much fun last year. Leena’s here, too.”

      Something in the girl’s tone told Lorelei that the fun she was talking about wasn’t busting out a game of Clue. Twister, more like.

      “The more the merrier,” Laurent simply said, and took a drag of the joint. “Only two rules in this house. No public posts on social media and no music released after 2010.”

      Lorelei smirked. “I’d take an earlier cut-off point, but that’s just me.”

      Two other girls strolled onto the patio, dressed in similar attire, followed closely by Luc and Kovy, beers in hand.

      “How about introducing us, bro?” Luc said. “These lovely ladies said they’re friends of yours.”

      “Yeah, then maybe we can play some three on three,” Kovy added.

      Lorelei got up. “Right, I’ll leave you to it.”

      Laurent grasped her wrist. “Hey, where are you off to?”

      “I need to go get your present.” And get away, because an uncomfortable feeling stirred in the pit of her stomach. This seemed to be gearing up to be a repeat of that time at the club, though no one had brought out the champagne yet. “Where I can stow my bag?”

      “Put it in my study. Ground floor, third door on the right.”

      Good God, how many rooms did this place even have? She’d have to ask Laurent for a tour. If he wasn’t too busy with Peyton and Leena and whoever else wanted to blow his candles.

      What the hell did you expect?

      She shook her head as she made her way back inside and across the living space, where Laurent’s bulky friends, polo shirts tight on their muscular chests, were sizing up the handful of girls who’d arrived while RnB pumped from the sound system. She was here now, and it was no use feeling sorry for herself if she didn’t quite fit in. She couldn’t just show up unannounced at Laurent’s doorstep and think he’d cancel his own birthday party. He’d taken the time to catch up with her, asked her a ton of questions about her trip while he was manning the barbecue. What more could she ask of him, with his teammates all there to let loose and girls looking to score?

      She found the study and tossed her bag behind his desk between a shelf full of vintage goalie masks and a framed red, black, and silver Steelhawks jersey bearing the number 1. Back in the great room, the girls seemed to have multiplied, and the music blared twice as loud. She scanned the crowd for Laurent, gift in hand, and headed back toward the patio.

      He was still outside, but Presto had joined him now, and Luc and Kovy were nowhere to be seen.

      “Lore, have you met Presto?” he called out to her.

      “He witnessed your buddy Kovy trying to hit on me, so yeah, we’ve met.”

      Laurent rolled his eyes. “Calisse. The idiot only puts his brain cells to good use when he’s making saves.”

      “He’s a goalie?”

      “Gilly’s backup,” Presto said. “Could have stayed in the KHL with his save percentage, but the money is better over here. Still, surprisingly high in goals saved above expected when he doesn’t play as often.”

      “Did he now?” She hadn’t understood a word of that, but no matter. She turned back to Laurent. “So did you get a birthday cake before you open your presents or just flaming shots?”

      Laurent and Presto shared a look, and Laurent smiled. “Actually, I do have a birthday cake. Sort of. Baked it myself.”

      He took a plate of brownies from the table strewn with half-empty bottles and red plastic cups.

      Lorelei let out a squeal. “Oh my God, is that what I think it is?”

      “You ought to know since you helped develop the recipe. The infamous Gill super-duper extra fudgy space cakes. Come on, let’s go down by the fire. This is for connoisseurs only.”

      He wrapped his arm around her waist to lead her down to a bunch of Adirondack chairs placed around a fire pit. Presto got to work starting up the fire, and Laurent sat down with a satisfied sigh.

      “Okay, before we dig in...” She handed him his gift. “Happy birthday. You better be careful and not get chocolate all over it, though.”

      He tore it open. “Yesterday’s edition of the Globe and Mail. Wouldn’t really be you if you used normal wrapping paper, Lore.”

      “Better than actually reading that rag. Besides, it’s what’s inside that matters, right?”

      He unfolded the heather grey tee-shirt and held it in front of him. “Holy fuck, this is so cool.”

      She grinned. “You like it? My own design.”

      “Hey, Presto, check this out. Tabarnak!”

      Laurent turned it around for his teammate to see. His favorite curse word was printed in bold red block letters, but the T had been stylized into a goalie stick, the legs of the N into goalie pads, and the final A into a Steelhawks helmet.

      Presto smiled and nodded. “Fucking A. That’s you, all right.”

      “I gotta put this on.”

      He shouldered out of his Hawaiian shirt. Lorelei’s gaze flitted over his chest. Damn. The last time she’d seen him shirtless, he was still a gangly, pimply eighteen-year-old. Athletic, sure, but all lanky limbs.

      Now, though… He’d filled out. Grown into his body, because solid muscle rippled beneath taut skin. His shoulders bulged, and a line of hair arrowed down the center of his six-pack.

      Stop staring, you idiot. She forced her gaze toward the fire just as Laurent was slipping on his new tee-shirt.

      “It’s perfect.” He smoothed the hem past the waistband of his shorts. Still, the sleeves strained around his biceps. “Come here, you.”

      He opened his arms, and she went in for a hug. Laurent squeezed her tight, giving her an up-close-and-personal encounter with his bulk, and her head settled onto his shoulder. Such a familiar feeling, one that filled her with a bubbly warmth that remained as they settled in front of the fire, chatting with Presto, then another teammate of theirs who wanted to cozy up in a chair with his girlfriend instead of taking part in whatever was going on inside.

      So they weren’t all just there to get hammered and hit on everything that moved. Relief loosened the knot in her chest. Laurent was here now, chilling with her and his buddies, yammering on about the best poutine in Montreal, rather than getting a lap dance on his couch. She wasn’t going to judge anyone who went in for a little casual sex. She sure as hell understood not being relationship person. A wide gap existed, however, between settling down with someone for life and sleeping with someone you barely knew, and she found herself in the middle somewhere. She needed some sort of connection beyond the raw physical, some measure of trust.

      Friends with benefits, or at least acquaintances with benefits, but not a lot of guys were down for that. That was the main reason she hadn't gotten laid in months. And now it was coming back to bite her in the ass, because Laurent had slid onto the ground beside her to rest his head on her thigh, and God, she was getting... fidgety.

      You trust him. He's your friend. Would it be so wrong?

      Shit, that was a slippery slope. Still... would it be wrong? After all, they'd gone there before in high school. An on-and-off thing they’d never really named, but in the end, it hadn’t changed anything between them. They were still best friends.

      They were older now, more mature. And she would be leaving tomorrow. No risk of either of them getting hurt.

      That is, if Laurent was into it, too. And if the competition waiting back at the house didn’t swoop in first. As long as they stayed here…

      A grimy beat overlain by warbly vocals blasted over the sound system. Talk about a brutal reminder of the wild party.

      Laurent sat up. “Oh fuck, no. Who the hell put on Soundcloud rap? Everyone knows that’s off limits unless I’m fully incapacitated.”

      He sprang to his feet. Bollocks, just when she felt perfectly relaxed… But he took her hand and dragged her along. “Come on, let’s go put on some real music before this garbage makes me lose my high.”

      She followed him toward the house. “Give them some Nine Inch Nails. They’re probably all ready to fuck like animals anyway.”

      “Why, Miss Wescott,” he teased. “I’m shocked you’d think so poorly of the upstanding young men on my team.”

      “What was it your buddy Kovy suggested? Three on three?”

      He glanced over his shoulder, a wicked glint in his eyes. “No idea what he was referring to. Probably a Russian thing that doesn’t translate.”

      She tossed him the side-eye, but he only laughed.

      Inside, Laurent left her at the kitchen island to pour them drinks while he switched playlists. A few seconds later, the slow, smooth chords of “Patience” by Guns N’ Roses filled the air, and Laurent reappeared by her side.

      Lorelei handed him a shot of Midori. No shark piss at this party, only the good stuff. “You trying to kill everyone’s mood or something?”

      He clinked the glass with hers and downed it in one gulp. “Jayden has been trying to score with Cait all fucking afternoon. I had to help the poor guy out.”

      Ah yes. The couple who’d joined them by the fire. Didn’t look like either of them needed any help, but two shots and another Guns N’ Roses song later, Cait stalked up to Laurent to ask directions to the bathroom. Alone, and looking pissed.

      “Tabarnak,” Laurent growled, “I don’t know how my idiot friends manage to mess up this bad when it comes to girls.”

      Lorelei glanced around. Everywhere she looked, couples were making out like they were about three minutes away from getting a room. Or not. “You’re saying one thing, and I’m seeing another.”

      Laurent poured another round of Midori. “I meant with a girl they like, not some puck bunny. It’s different when you really want it.”

      She downed the shot. It left a sweet, burning trail down her throat to her chest, her belly. Laurent drank his and swayed toward her, eyes closed, gripping her waist as if to find balance.

      Her senses awakened along with her body. Laurent’s touch seemed magnified, buzzing on her skin, echoing in a low pulse between her thighs. His hand grazed her waist, his palm warm on the bare skin under her shirt, and her eyes fluttered shut.

      “Wow, those space cakes are something,” she said, her breath catching.

      His lips stretched into a slow smile. “What can I say? I still got it.”

      She nodded, and locked her gaze with his. “Yeah. Yeah, you do.”

      He didn't look away. His hand inched farther to settle on the small of her back. A flurry of sensation bloomed in her midsection.

      “Is this okay?” he asked.

      His tone was still friendly and casual. But his voice carried an edge now, an undertone that mirrored the desire taking hold of her. She nodded wordlessly. He leaned closer, and his hand slid down the curve of her ass.

      “How about this?”

      Oh God. She bit her lower lip. If anything, she wanted him to keep going. To clutch at her. To pull her against him so she could feel if he was as turned on as she was.

      “You never asked permission before.”

      “I didn’t have to.” A definite bite had worked his way into his tone. “So, is it okay?”

      “More than okay,” she managed.

      He touched his forehead to his, and she tilted her chin up…

      “Fight!”

      Laurent startled, and his hand fell away. “What the fuck?”

      “Fight! Upstairs!” someone yelled.

      He rolled his eyes. “I’d better go see who got caught with his dick out in front of the wrong chick. Fucking hockey players, eh?”

      “I know how the joke goes,” she replied. “A hockey game broke out in the middle of brawl…”

      “Pretty much, yeah.” He tucked a curl behind her ear. “Don’t move, I’ll be right back.”

      “What, and miss the show?”

      “Trust me when I say you’re better off watching the boys drop the gloves during a game when they’re not piss drunk. Far more entertaining.” He took a step back. “I won’t be long.”

      She forced her expression into something she hoped was pleasant, though her thoughts were spinning and her nerves on edge. They’d been so close, so very close to bridging a gap they hadn’t bridged since they were teenagers. Yeah, she wanted it. Badly. But now that Laurent had made it clear he was down for it too, the implications hit her square in the face.

      Eleven years ago, neither of them had much experience. Now, she had no idea how their sex lives compared. No idea if they’d be compatible. What if she slept with him, and it was really bad? They’d been smoking and drinking, and if it ended with three pumps before he rolled over and started to snore... Shit, that would definitely make things awkward.

      She poured herself a glass of water from the sink. Too late to clear her head entirely, but this might help settle her stomach at least.

      “Ugh, I told you we should have gotten here earlier. All the good ones are taken.”

      “Jesus, Tricia, will you stop bitching? More guys will show up, guaranteed. You think this kind of bash ends at midnight?”

      Two girls were chatting behind her as they poured themselves drinks. She sipped her water and listened. Might as well keep herself entertained while waiting for Laurent.

      “Besides,” the second girl went on, “I didn’t see Gilly making out with anyone, so he might still be looking for a hook-up.”

      “I mean… He’s kind of, I don’t know... Not as buff as the other guys, right? I need someone who can toss me around in bed. Like a big bruiser, you know?”

      “Oh my God, you haven’t heard the gossip? Holy crap, it’s insane.” They both giggled. “You know Leena? Last year, she had a threesome with him and some other girl. She told me it lasted all night and then some. He wore them both out.”

      Lorelei nearly spit out a mouthful of water. What the hell?

      “You’re shitting me.”

      “I’m not. He may not look like a bruiser but I swear to God, that guy is a freak. His goody drawer is legendary. Any girl who gets an invite back to his place knows she’s in for a wild ride.”

      Laurent, a freak? When they were together, he’d been… sweet. Attentive. Cuddly.

      This wasn’t reassuring, though. Or soothing. No, now her curiosity had awoken, and it was ravenous. The need to discover just how good Laurent was made her heart pound faster and gripped her core. Whatever it took, she had to find out for herself. And quickly, before anyone else moved in on him.

      “Having a good time, ladies?”

      She whipped around. Laurent had returned, and the two girls who’d just been discussing his exploits were now batting their eyelash extensions at him.

      Lorelei set her water glass down and walked toward him. “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah, except I’m going to have kick my little brother’s ass for inviting a bunch of his dickhead teammates to crash the party.”

      She placed both hands on his chest. “Think that can wait?”

      The corner of his mouth quirked up, a low flame lighting his blue-green eyes. “Depends. You have something better in mind?”

      “Maybe.” Now or never. You only lived once. “I’d love a tour of the house. Wanna show me your master bedroom?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: STEELHAWKS LOGO]
        

      

      Riverview High School, Sydney, Nova Scotia, twelve years earlier

      “Bonjour, la classe!”

      Lorelei slumped in her seat as Madame Campbell swanned her way to the front of the classroom. Still, she replied in the same monotone as the rest of the grade ten students.

      Madame put a hand to her ear. “Je n’ai pas entendu.”

      “Bonjour, Madame Campbell.”

      “Bien!”

      God, this much enthusiasm ought to be illegal at eight-twenty AM. Hell, at three PM it would be too much.

      Lorelei pulled out a notebook—new and pristine for the start of the school year—and began to draw little circles in one corner. By June, it might be totally covered in doodles if it didn’t escape its spiral binding first. As she moved her pen, she pushed aside the memories of comments made by her primary school teachers. Lorelei is a bright student, and she could do much better, but all too often she has her head in the clouds.

      Thank God for her mum who always replied that some people were just wired that way—at least while she was still living with her and Dad.

      In any case, Lorelei didn’t need to listen for now. The classroom rules were the same every year, their gist easily summed up by the posters dotted about the school: Be kind, work hard. Or in Madame Campbell’s class, Soyez gentils, travaillez fort.

      No doubt the rest of the first period would be just as predictable.

      “Trouvez un partenaire!”

      Yep. Pair off. It was time for the dreaded interview, where you’d have to quiz a classmate before introducing him or her to everyone else. They’d been doing it every year since grade six—or was it five? Either way, there wasn’t anything new to report by now. Everyone knew everyone else and had for years.

      They all knew Lorelei for sure. The kid with the weird hippie mum who insisted everyone call her Tanya, and God help you if you had the misfortune to say Mrs. Westcott in her hearing. Flighty Tanya who had run out on the family when Lorelei was still in grade three, leaving her for her dad to raise and her nana to watch after school.

      Anyway, she’d already chosen her seat strategically—in the corner by the door, where she stood the best chance of being the odd one out. That way, she’d only have to introduce herself.

      Five minutes into the exercise, the room buzzed with grade tens pretending they could actually hold conversations in French, at least when they weren’t exchanging summer gossip in English until Madame Campbell drifted by. Lorelei concentrated on her doodles, relying on her placement at the back of the class to make her look busy.

      And the ruse might have worked, too, if not for the latecomer. He straggled in then, hovering by her desk. From this angle, all she could see were arms and legs topped by a mass of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/frozen_new_metallichawk-1.png






OEBPS/images/frozen_new_metallichawk-1-2.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Hamilton Steelhawks Roster
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Untitled
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Getting Bodied Sneak Peek
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/hsh-book-4---dirty-puck-buddies.jpg
AC SHEPPARD






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/hsh-2nd-logo---version-2-preview.jpg





