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Vienna Rhett stepped out onto the ice early Monday morning, watching the Zamboni as it bounced down the ramp and out the door.  The tiny ice rink’s sound system was still shot, so Vienna was forced to clip her micro MP3 player inside her costume to practice.  She threaded the plug of her earbuds through her tight braid and plugged it in, hoping that her first axel wouldn’t send them flying.

She stretched her arms over her head and behind her, glancing down at her well-worn skates to make sure they were tied tight.  The ice was like glass, freshly shaved and watered.  There was nothing Vienna liked better than being the first to hit the ice.

Pushing play, she got into place and waited for the music to start.  Vienna flowed through her program with ease, sticking all her landings and pushing herself to go beyond the minimum requirements.  If a double was required, she threw in a triple.  She followed her triple toe loop with an immediate triple Salchow.  

The music played on, and Vienna swayed gracefully to the piece.  Her final movement was a spin series that started with the layback and ended with an elegant sit spin that she’d perfected the week before.  As she prepared for the movement, she smiled broadly.  

The World Championships qualifier was at the end of the week, and Vienna had never felt so ready for anything in her life.  If she could skate half as well at the competition as she did on her home ice, she’d make it in with no problem.

She swung into her layback spin, reaching back and grabbing the blade of one skate behind her head to up the difficulty level.  A flash of red sped by her, startling her and making her lose her balance.  She stumbled out of the spin and face-planted on the ice roughly.  

Vienna sat up, looking around the rink and trying to find the culprit.  A man in jeans and a loose red hockey jersey was skating around the edge of the ice, practicing his foot work while chasing a puck and tearing up her fresh ice.

“Hey!” she shouted, still pulling herself from the ice and groaning at her skinned knee.

The man turned, skating backwards and looking at her without a hint of remorse for what he’d done.  He continued around the rink’s edge, twisting and spinning in little hops, his clunky skates chipping the ice up and ruining her smooth surface.

Vienna’s face colored and she stood, skating so that she met him halfway around the rink.

“I’m talking to you,” she shouted.

“Yes?”

“What do you think you’re doing?”

“Practicing.  What does it look like?”

“It looks like you’re tearing up my ice.”

“Your ice?”  He laughed, blue eyes twinkling merrily, “This is a public rink.  This ice belongs to no one.”

“I rented this time slot and for the next two hours.  That door was supposed to be locked.”

“It was locked.  But everyone who lives in Chehalis knows that all it needs is a good yank and it opens right up.”

His smile was wide and friendly.  Sandy blond hair peeked out from beneath his helmet.  Vienna could see that he thought he was quite charming.

“That doesn’t make it alright.  I rented this time and you need to leave.  You’re ruining my ice.  And you knocked me over.”

“I wouldn’t have been that close to you if you’d been in the center where figure skaters belong.”

“I rented the ice!  The entire thing!  I belong wherever my program takes me.  This isn’t open skate at the mall.  I’m a serious competitor and I’m preparing for a competition.”

“Me too,” he said.  He held out his hand and offered it for her to shake.

“My name is Ethan Hayes.  It’s nice to meet you, Miss...”

“I’m not here to make friends.  Now please leave.”

“No.  I won’t be leaving.”

“Why the heck not?”

Vienna was starting to get angry.

Ethan shrugged.

“Because I don’t have a ride.  My friend dropped me off and left.  He won’t be back for at least an hour.”

“Great.  So you’re incapable of leaving a locked door alone and you’re too irresponsible to own your own car at your age?  You’re just a big bowl of wonderful, aren’t you?”

Vienna smiled.  He was wasting her time, but she was enjoying herself now.  This guy Ethan was a loser, plain and simple.  She’d put him in his place and send him running home, crying for his mother.  That would teach him to butt into her practice time.

“It’s my car.  My buddy was in a wreck and I told him he could use my car to get groceries.  I’m super responsible.  I even have a full time job and everything.” 

When he smiled this time, Vienna had to fight the urge to slap the grin off of his face.  He was irritating, meeting her anger with a careless smile that showed no regard for the time that he was wasting.  She didn’t have time to play with some hockey hopeful that would never make the pros.  He was destined to waste the rest of his life going after a dream he would never achieve.  Vienna didn’t have time for that, and heaven knew she didn’t have the patience.

“Look, it’s nice that you have a car.”

“Not a nice car like you though.  Is the Jaguar yours?”

“Of course it’s mine.  Do you see anyone else here?  No what I was saying was-”

“Aren’t you going to tell me your name?”

“Quit interrupting me.  What’s wrong with you?  Do you always act this way?”

“No,” he smiled again.  “I’m usually much worse.  But I like to tone it down for pretty ladies such as yourself.”

Vienna rolled her eyes.  

“Gag me.”

“I could,” he winked.  

“Oh dear lord what is wrong with you?”

“Nothing that a kiss from you couldn’t fix.”

He laughed as he skated away, ignoring her as she cursed his back.  He continued his practice as if he hadn’t a care in the world, completely ignoring the fact that the rink was paid for, for the next two hours.  

Vienna threw her hands up, grumbling to herself as she skated off the ice.  She was going to have a word with the manager and make sure this Ethan Hayes was banned for life.  If he couldn’t be considerate and share the ice, then he had no business being there anyway.

Satisfied that she would get another time allotted and eager to ice her knee, she pulled on her tennis shoes and grabbed her cellphone out of her purse.  She’d be back tomorrow.
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It was before six the next morning when Vienna parked her silver Jaguar in the lot.  She was happy to see that only Dave the Zamboni driver’s car was around.  She had no intention of a repeat of the day before and dealing with the oafish Ethan Hayes.  Sure, he was sexy and he had a handsome smile that would melt even the most stoic woman.  But his personality had driven Vienna to the brink of insanity in mere minutes.  Arrogant, rude and self-serving, he wasn’t the type of guy Vienna would consider spending a week with, let alone the rest of her life.  Maybe there were women out there that thought he was charming, but Vienna was not one of them.

Dave had finished the ice before she’d pulled up and she could see him in the crow’s nest, sipping on his morning coffee.  She held up a hand in greeting and he waved back.  

Vienna warmed up, earbuds already shoved in her ears, her playlists drowning everything around her out so she could focus.  She’d run out of the house in a hurry, eager to get to the rink before it opened at eight.  She’d left her long, chocolate locks loose, springy curls radiating from her face wildly.  Her Irish mother’s side had given her dark brown locks a reddish glow and dark green eyes.  It had also cursed her with a splash of freckles across her nose that she’d
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