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These short stories are intended for an adult audience only and contain themes such as sex, violence, abuse, and strong language. 

These stories are meant to be read alone or as part of a series. These short stories are based on the fictional romantic and sexual experiences of a series of fictional characters. Each book will feature one main character and the story will be told from their point of view. The covers of these short stories are designed with modesty in mind for the privacy of the reader. Though these short stories are intended to be erotic, they also will contain storylines, relationships, hardships, and romance, and they will range between 2,000 and 15,000 words per story. They can be read alone, books can be skipped, or they can be read as a series. 

As more short stories are released in the series, a guide will be posted online including a character map and story tags for each short story to help the reader determine if each is right for them, as these stories will include a broad range of sexual fantasies, fetishes, and sexualities. 
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I make my way through the quickly thinning crowd and towards the dressing room. The game let out nearly half an hour ago, but since it was a big win, some of the crowd seems to be sticking around a little longer than usual to celebrate. 

I brush past a still half-dressed player from the other hockey team and quickly wave goodbye to the dissipating group of hockey significant others I watched the game with. Most of them have already left by now because their guys have come out of the dressing room, but mine for some reason has yet to come out. It’s a little unusual for him. He’s not normally one of the first ones out, but he’s also not usually one of the last, if not the last. I try to recall which players I’ve seen come out and which I haven’t. I figure he either forgot I was at the game and left without me—men, I tell you, or he got sidetracked by booze. Both options are incredibly likely, so I can’t say that it’s more likely to be one reason over the other. 

As I get close to the dressing room, the smell of must, sweat, and just the general disgusting scent of hockey equipment becomes stronger and stronger. 

“Seeya, Grace!” An already buzzed-looking Mason Witter calls across the large room to me, passing me a wave. Next to him, his boyfriend Brant passes me a warm smile. He’s so sweet. I wish he’d see past Mason’s facade.

I direct a wave towards them. “Seeya, guys! Drive safe!”

“You coming out to the bar tonight?” Brant asks hopefully, his deep brown eyes begging me. 

I nibble my bottom lip as if I’m actually debating it. “Uh, I better not. I work the early shift tomorrow! I think Jordan will make an appearance though!”

Brant’s bottom lip sticks out in a dramatic pout and I pass him an apologetic look. The two of us have grown increasingly close in the past few months he’s been dating Mason. 

I shoulder check a heavy metal door and descend down a set of rubber matted stairs and down the now empty hallway. It’s quiet beyond the hum of chatter coming from upstairs, making me wonder if perhaps Jordan did in fact leave me here by accident. It wouldn’t be the first time. I don’t always make it out to games since I work shift work, but I try to make it out when I can. Did he forget what shift I was on today? Probably. I roll my eyes in annoyance. I swear he’s the most forgetful person on the planet. 

I wander past empty dressing rooms, a set of bathrooms, and a couple of storage closets, before making a right at the end of the bright red-bricked hallway and heading for the last door on the right. 

I pull my phone out of my pocket and check it again for a missed text or call from Jordan but no luck there, so I tuck it back into my pocket and sigh. 

I don’t bother knocking. I’ve been with Jordan long enough that I’ve walked in on enough of his teammates changing by now to know they have no modesty whatsoever. I can’t count the number of times we hockey significant others have walked into a dressing room to hurry their slow asses up so we can go home, and not one of them has noticed we’re even there in because they’re too busy picking apart every detail of the game or horse-assing around. In fact, we all take turns each game and most practices, attempting to hurry them along, but it’s nearly impossible. 

My vision immediately lands on Jordan slouched at the far end of the room on the bench next to the shower, still half-dressed—actually it appears the only things he has even taken off so far are his helmet, jersey, and gloves. Seriously? Irritation floods me. I wanted to get home at a decent time tonight so I had time to relax for a couple hours since I have to work tomorrow morning. 

The second thing I notice is that Jordan’s not alone. His fully-dressed best friend and teammate Kellan sits a few feet down from him, his black hair wet. I can’t tell if he’s showered or if it’s just sweat from the game.  

The third thing I notice is that there is a case of beer between them, a good eight or so presumably empty cans surrounding said beer box, and each man has a presumably partially full can in their palm. 

I roll my eyes. “Jordan, did you forget I was here? What the hell is taking you so long? You’re not even undressed yet,” I whine.

Jordan looks up at me with the closest thing to puppy eyes, sweaty strands of brown hair stuck to his forehead. “Babe, shit, I’m sorry. I thought you were on nights this week.”

The look he gives me softens me to mush and I know he knows that. He’s such a devil, but that’s why I fell in love with him. 

“Hey, Grace,” Kellan greets me. “Sorry. I’m the one keeping him so long. I needed some tips. I had a shit game tonight. ...Then we got bullshitting,” Kellan explains, dropping his head and running a hand through his wet hair to get it out of his eyes. 

I cross my arms, trying to appear stern and scary. “It’s okay, but can you please hurry up, Jordan? I work the early shift tomorrow.”

Jordan nods. “Yeah, no worries. Give me ten.”

I sit on the bench even though it’s probably covered in all sorts of bacteria and god knows what else. I may as well sit here to remind him not to get distracted.  

Kellan smirks, “You know the team rules, though, guys, we can’t leave this dressing room with a partially drank case of beer. We need to finish these off.” He tosses one at me and I scramble clumsily to catch it. 

I cock a brow. “I’m getting too old for this,” I mutter under my breath. Knowing I won’t win this one, I crack open the beer. Truth is, I could use a drink after sitting next to Amy Chan all game and listening to her complain about every single person we know. Plus, I don’t mind a good beer now and then. I take a long swig from the can, nearly chugging it. 

Kellan’s smirk falls. “What’s up with you?” he asks, sounding a bit worried. He knows me alll too well. Not only is he Jordan’s best friend, but he’s also one of my closest friends.

I shrug. “I just spent the last two and a half hours sitting next to Amy,” I explain briefly, knowing that’s the only explanation needed. 

Kellan winces in empathy. 

Jordan cringes. “Lucky you...what’s the latest hot gossip?”

I nod. “Yeah, I know. I swear I’ve never met anybody so rude.” I shake it off. “Really, the only thing she mentioned was that she heard Emma came to town this weekend.”

Jordan sets his beer down and starts removing equipment starting with untying his skates. “Yeah? Mason
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