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Blurb

Axel:

 

Playing for the Seattle Sockeyes is a dream come true. Yet in less than twenty-four hours, my life is a hot mess, and my dream has turned into a nightmare.

 

It all starts when I have a one-night stand with my teammate's wife, only I'm not aware she's married, let alone his wife. Now she's stalking me, my teammate hates me, and I'm madly attracted to his sister.

 

Not a situation I'd wish on anyone, especially me.



 


Dedication

To all those unsung heroes who go to work every day despite the consequences and keep the country running during a pandemic.

 

 

 

This was a tough book to write. Not because of the book itself but because of what’s going on in the world. I wrote this book during the COVID-19 pandemic. Writing about our old normal while living a new normal is more difficult than I’d ever imagined.

 

I hope this book gives you an opportunity to escape for even a short while.

 

Stay safe. Stay strong. We will get through this.

 

Love you all.

 

 



 


Author’s Note

I’d like to thank AJ Downey for her expertise on biker clubs. She generously allowed me to use her Sacred Heart Motorcycle Club in this book. If you haven’t read any of AJ’s books, you can check them out at https://www.ajdowney.com/

 

Also thank you to Kat Mizera, one of my besties and a fantastic writer, for allowing my Sockeyes to play her Sidewinders in this book. You can find information on Kat’s books at: https://www.katmizera.com/




Chapter 1—One Night Stand

~~Axel~~

 

I lay on my back, and the redhead currently straddling my hips rode me harder than a professional bull rider in the championship ride. Her double-Ds bounced to the rhythm of her pistoning hips, and her long hair brushed across my chest hairs while her deep-red fingernails raked across my pecs.

My eyes rolled back in my head as she slammed down hard on my cock and ground her pelvis into mine.

Fuck. She was hot. Really hot.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

We’d been at it since early evening, and it had to be well after midnight. We’d taken a few breaks to pee and eat something, but I’d found out pretty fast that she wasn’t the type a guy wanted to hang out with and enjoy her company. Her body, yes, but carrying on an intelligent conversation, not happening.

Not that she wasn’t intelligent, but her topics of conversation all revolved around sex. And why talk about it when you can do it? Not to mention, she was batshit crazy. I figured that out within the first five minutes when she all but fucked me in the hotel bar.

I should’ve known better, but I was young and looking to party.

She’d walked into the bar of the hotel where I was staying wearing only a miniskirt, low-cut tank with no bra, and killer heels. No raincoat. It was thirty-four degrees out and freezing rain in Seattle. At first, I thought she was working the streets, but later I decided she was a tourist looking for a way to pass the time. 

I’d arrived in town that morning. My hockey teammates were in California on a one-game road trip. Due to an injury at my position, I’d been called up from the minors last night and would meet up with them when they flew back into town sometime this morning.

I was going to the big leagues. My dream come true. The thing I’d fought all my life for. Scott Monet, the third-line center, had broken a leg last night and was out for the season. When I’d gotten the call, I’d been elated yet sad, but injuries were part of the game. We all lived with them.

And here I was in Seattle by myself and ready to party. This woman—Heidi? Hilda? Hannah? Whatever her name was—had been more than ready and willing to welcome me to my new life.

The team had put me up in a luxury hotel within blocks of the SHAC, which was the Sockeyes Hockey Athletic Center near downtown Seattle. The building housed the team’s practice facility and administrative offices.

After signing all the necessary paperwork, I’d driven to the hotel and ordered a drink at the bar. The rest of the evening had stretched out in front of me. I was bored.

When she’d walked in around five, I’d been nursing a beer and wondering what to do next. She sat down next to me and gave me a once-over. After a quick check of her hand for a wedding ring, I offered to buy her a drink. After all, she was smoking hot, and I was facing a night alone with my insecurities.

We moved to a booth in a dark corner and drank way more than one drink. She rubbed my dick under the table to the point where I had to either do her right there or get the fuck out of there. Since management probably wouldn’t appreciate their newest rookie’s face being plastered everywhere as he fucked some random woman in a hotel bar, I suggested we go to my room.

Her antics as I paid the bill and we left the bar had me doubting my decision, but I was young and horny, and my dick, as it often did, overrode what good sense I might possess. She’d been all over me as we walked through the lobby and into the elevator. Seconds later, we were naked on my bed and fucking like wild animals. We’d been in that state pretty much ever since.

Now it was—I glanced at the bedside alarm clock—four a.m., and I was wearing out and sobering up. Not to mention, I was currently sporting my last condom.

I helped her along so we could both come one more time. She looked tired, too, and I realized she wasn’t as young as I’d first guessed. She was probably in her late thirties. I enjoyed older women, so her age didn’t matter to me.

She glanced at her phone, something she’d been doing all night to the point of annoyance. “Oh, shit. It’s that late? I have to go,” she announced with urgency.

I breathed out a sigh of relief. I was ready to be done with her. “I’ll call you a cab.”

“No.” She dug her claws painfully into my shoulders. “I don’t have enough time. You have to take me home. It’s not far.”

I frowned, not certain what her hurry was. She scrambled off the bed and began yanking on her clothes. Puzzled at her about-face, I got up, disposed of the condom, pulled on my jeans, threw on a T-shirt, and looked for my keys.

“Hurry up!” She stood near the door, impatiently tapping her foot.

“Okay, fine. Let’s go.”

I sprinted after her as she bolted down the hallway for the elevator. We collected my car from the valet, and soon we were speeding down the side streets at her direction. I liked driving fast, and the streets were deserted this early in the morning, but she was taking the fun out of it with her constant bitching that I drive even faster.

Her house wasn’t far. In about ten minutes, we pulled up to a large house in a good Seattle neighborhood. Only then did it strike me. This was a family home, not the kind of place you’d expect to find a single woman. I had a very bad feeling about this.

Regardless, I didn’t ask questions. I wasn’t in the habit of screwing married women, and things weren’t looking good right about now.

“Thanks. Later. I have to go.”

The hair rose on the back of my neck, and I had the distinct impression something was wrong. “Are you married?”

Her expression in the dashboard light was one of guilt and fear. “I have to go. It’s been fun, but—” She didn’t finish her sentence but fumbled with the door in a frenzy to get out as car headlights appeared in my rearview mirror.

“Shit.” She glanced over her shoulder, her expression one of desperation.

“What’s going on?”

“My husband’s home early.” She leaped out of my car, then froze like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming vehicle.

I was ten kinds of a fool. She’d played me like a cheap guitar. I might be a player, but I didn’t sleep with married women. I’d seen the devastation caused by an unfaithful spouse in my own family, and I’d never destroy someone else’s family for a night of sex.

What happened next happened so fast it was a blur. I was yanked out of the driver’s seat by an incredible force and hauled to my feet. Before I had time to register what was happening, a fist slammed into my face. The sucker punch nearly knocked me out, and I went down. Hard. Hitting my ass on the concrete driveway and my head into the mud off to one side.

“You fucking bastard. What the fuck are you doing with Bria?” The angry voice sounded vaguely familiar, but my brain, in its confusion, wasn’t registering why. My jaw throbbed like the bass in a hard rock concert.

Bria? Wasn’t her name Heidi or something?

I blinked away the blurriness and focused on the man towering above me as I lay in the mud puddle next to the driveway. As the man’s face became clear, I gaped in stunned silence. A couple other faces were visible beyond him, all as stunned as I was.

Being a little loopy from his fist, I fixated on one thing. Why were my teammates here, and why were they glaring at me? I wasn’t putting two and two together. Bria stood off to one side, her hands covering her mouth and a horrified expression on her face.

“What? What are you guys doing here?” I said stupidly.

The guy who’d coldcocked me was one of my teammates, Jacques “Jock” Frontier, the backup goalie on the Sockeyes. The two guys behind him were also Sockeyes—Gage “Ziggy” Ziegler and Kaden Westbrook.

“What the fuck is going on?” Jock shot back. His gaze went from me to Bria and back to me. His hands were fisted, and he appeared ready to pummel me into dust.

My brain was still groggy, and I still wasn’t getting it. Nothing fit. Nothing clicked.

“I was giving her a ride home.”

Bria said nothing. She wasn’t going to give me any kind of help.

“From where?” Jock growled, but by the look on his face, he knew what we’d been doing.

Ziggy and Kaden pulled me to my feet, using their bodies as a wall of muscled steel between my teammate and me.

“I’m going to kill you,” Jock shouted, lunging for me again. The guys managed to hold him back. “That’s my wife.”




Chapter 2—A New Low

~~Geneva~~

 

 

A ruckus erupted outside my big brother’s house, the kind you don’t usually hear in a good neighborhood like this. I would know. I’d lived in plenty of bad ones.

Alarmed and fearing for my bro’s five kids asleep upstairs, I grabbed a baseball bat and ran outside to see what the fuck was going on. And me without my .38 Special. My brother didn’t like guns in the house with all these rug rats.

I stopped dead on the porch. My brother was being held back by two brawny guys I recognized as his teammates, while another guy in mud-caked clothing backed away from him. Even in his disheveled state, he was stunningly handsome. He absently wiped mud and blood from his face but succeeded in merely smearing it around that gorgeous mug of his. I didn’t recognize the bloodied guy, but I knew the other two.

Meanwhile, my brother’s skank of a wife watched the scene with the look of a caged rat, as if she’d finally been caught with her claws on the cheese.

I bet she had.

I fall asleep for ten minutes, and I miss all the action.

I’d have given anything to be the one who’d found that bitch, and I wouldn’t have been as nice as the men. I didn’t have to be. No one expected nice from me. I was Geneva Bouchard, Jacques Frontier’s baby sister, but there was nothing baby about me. I was badass and proud of it. I had the Harley, tattoos, and ex-biker boyfriend to prove it.

I focused the full force of my fury on Jock’s wife. I leveled her with a glare that brought most women to their knees begging for mercy—and quite a few men. The bitch turned her nose up at me, unaffected by my disgust. Now that really chapped my hide.

Bria was supposed to be having a girls’ night out while the nanny watched the five kids. Obviously, she wasn’t hanging out with the girls, but the pretty boy—currently not looking so pretty.

“I’m going to fucking kill you,” my brother howled in frustration as he struggled to free himself from the iron hold on his arms. “You’re dead, Vanderbuel.” So, there was a bit of me in him after all. I almost grinned, but now wasn’t the time.

The object of my brother’s hatred blinked several times, like he was shell-shocked and had no idea how he got here or why this had happened. A millisecond of sympathy surged through me, quickly replaced by my own brand of anger for this dickhead who’d mess with a married woman and mother of five children.

“I didn’t know,” the guy croaked in agony. He shot an accusatory glare in my sister-in-law’s direction. She ducked her head and didn’t look at anyone. I wanted to slap her beautiful face for putting my brother through this once again.

I’d never liked Bria. Never. In fact, no one in our family cared much for her. She didn’t like any of us either. I wasn’t even sure she liked my brother. She’d gone looking for a rich hockey player and snagged my brother when he was a naïve, vulnerable rookie and didn’t know about women like her. Jock hadn’t grown up with love, and he’d craved it. I, on the other hand, rejected it.

Neither she nor my brother was good at using birth control. I assumed she used those kids to rope my brother into being stuck with her no matter what she did. Other than the inconvenience of being pregnant, she didn’t deal much with the kids. Jock always had a nanny, sometimes two.

I’d long suspected she didn’t spend her nights alone when Jock was on a road trip, but now we had explicit proof. Surely, my brother would divorce her, though he’d put up with a lot in their sixteen years of marriage.

“I’m sorry.” The guy called Vanderbuel pleaded with my brother. He seemed genuinely sorry. “I didn’t know she was married, especially not to a teammate.”

He was Jock’s teammate? This was a low blow even for her. She’d never messed around with any of the Sockeyes as far as I knew, and I knew a lot. Vanderbuel? Of course, the guy who just got called up because of an injury on the team. I’d been preparing his equipment just today, instead of going on the one-day road trip with the rest of the equipment staff.

“I’m not interested in your fucking excuses. I’m going to pound that pretty face of yours the first chance I get. Get the fuck out of my sight.” My brother wasn’t a violent guy. He was quiet but determined, with infinite patience. I guess not today.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were a hockey player?” Bria spat at her boy toy, doing her usual blame game. I guess it didn’t occur to her that she shouldn’t have been screwing around on Jock, teammate or not.

Vanderbuel’s gaze swung to me, and our eyes met. A sliver of awareness arced across an invisible thread connecting us. I felt a tug as if being pulled toward this man. He was hot, no doubt about it, but there was more. Something I couldn’t explain sent shock waves through me, and under the circumstances, I refused to explore it further. His green eyes pleaded for me, for anyone, to believe him. He did look devastated.

Then our fragile connection broke.

“You’d better go, dude,” Ziggy, our second-line left wing, suggested with a warning grimace.

“I’m sorry.” With one last sad glance at Jock and an accusatory glare at Bria, Vanderbuel escaped to the safety of his vehicle and tore out of sight.

I snapped into action. “Jock, let’s go in the house.”

I looked at his teammates, and they read my mind and nodded. They let go of him and backed away, not quite leaving yet, as we had one more problem to settle.

Jock’s attention turned to his cheating wife, and his face clouded with intense sadness shrouded behind a façade of anger.

“Jock, go in the house. I’ll deal with her.”

He studied me for a moment and nodded, fully realizing his fiery younger sister might do a better job of ridding themselves of this woman than he had over the years.

“Thanks, guys,” I said to his friends after Jock trudged up the steps and disappeared inside. “I’ll handle it from here.”

“You sure?” asked Kaden with a suspicious eye on my sister-in-law.

“Positive.”

They, too, left like their ample hockey asses were on fire, anxious to get away from this situation. In seconds, I was alone with this loathsome woman.

“Get out of here,” I hissed.

“I didn’t know he was a hockey player.”

“Get. Out. Of. Here. Now.”

“I need my car.” I recalled she’d taken a cab earlier to her alleged girls’ night out.

“Call a cab.” I was hard and unyielding. I wasn’t letting her anywhere near the house. I didn’t care if she had to walk. “And get a hotel. You’re not staying here.”

“But—”

The deadly intent on my face stopped her from saying more. She spun around on her impossibly high heels and stalked off, phone to her ear.

I headed into the house to find my dear, sweet brother sitting on the couch in the living room, head buried in his hands. His shoulders shook either from rage or from tears. I didn’t know which. With fourteen years’ difference in our ages, different fathers, and raised in different parts of Canada, we didn’t know each other growing up. Jock moved to Seattle five years ago, and we’d connected since I’d lived in Vancouver, BC.

I’d reveled in having a normal relative for once since the rest of the people sharing my DNA were dysfunctional as hell. Jock had been raised in Quebec by his father, a hardworking construction worker, and I’d been raised in Vancouver by my dad, who ran a motorcycle repair shop and had sketchy ties to an outlaw motorcycle gang. Our mom had cheated on his father with my dad, then cheated on my dad with a member of the local Sacred Hearts MC chapter.

From what I gathered, Jock’s childhood had been relatively benign and filled with hockey, while mine had been anything but. That was okay. What didn’t kill a girl made her stronger. I prided myself on being pretty damn strong.

Right now, that strength was a good thing because Jock and the kids were going to need my support. Bria had done the one thing Jock couldn’t ignore, deny, or forgive. She’d fucked one of his teammates—a new low even for her.

 




Chapter 3—Tail Tucking

~~Axel~~

 

I showed up the next morning at the practice facility, tail tucked between my legs, ready to grovel for forgiveness. I’d spent a sleepless night going over and over in my brain how I could’ve been so stupid. I should’ve realized there’d been something off about her. I’d ignored the red flags because I was lonely, nervous, and horny. Not necessarily in that order.

Now I’d pay for thinking with my dick instead of my brain. I had no doubt the entire team would know what happened before I even set one skate blade on the ice for practice today.

I’d formulated a plan during those sleepless hours. I’d apologize once again, go about my business, lie low, keep my nose clean, and hope this would all blow over. I was probably delusional. How did something like this blow over? Jock had been confronted by his wife’s infidelity, and even worse, with a team member in front of two other Sockeyes. This wasn’t going away anytime soon.

As I got out of my car, a Harley motorcycle rumbled past and slid to a screeching halt in front of the employee door to the building. The person on the bike swung one long, very shapely, leather-encased leg over the bike. She was definitely a female wearing formfitting black leather chaps and a tight leather jacket. She pulled off her helmet and shook out a mane of glossy, equally black hair.

I was instantly in lust because I was a horndog like that.

I strode toward her, my shame temporarily forgotten in the presence of this biker goddess. She was tall. I was taller. She was in excellent physical condition, but so was I.

“Hey,” I called to her as she slung a large bag over her shoulder and took a step toward the door. She had a key card in her hand and spun around with a questioning smile on her face. Her body might be badass, but her face was the face of an angel. Let me make one correction: had been the face of an angel. One look at me and her scowl transformed her angel’s face into that of a woman I’d be stupid to mess with.

I hesitated. She was familiar, and I racked my brain for where I’d seen her before while warning myself to proceed with caution. My last pickup hadn’t ended well, and here I was contemplating such a thing again. Would I ever learn?

“You.” She pointed an accusatory finger at me and literally growled like a lioness with a larger-than-normal attitude.

I blinked a few times as the memories I’d temporarily put on hold flooded back. Yeah, I’d seen her. Last night at my teammate’s house shortly after he’d tattooed my face with his fist. She was the woman on the porch, either Jock’s nanny or some relative. They didn’t look anything alike, so I’d vote for nanny.

Regardless, if the loathing on her face was any indication, her loyalties lay with Jock, and I was guilty as charged. Facts were facts. I’d slept with my teammate’s wife, and I hated myself for being such a stupid douche. I tried to find the words to express my regrets and drew a blank.

She wasn’t done with me yet. She advanced toward me until we were a few feet from each other. Defiantly, she glared up at me, not the least bit intimidated by my size or muscles. Forcing my expression to remain impassive, I gazed back at her.

“You bastard. You dumb shit. What the fuck did you think you were doing? He’s your teammate. I don’t care if they just called you up or what. You’re a selfish dickhead.”

I held my hands out, palms up, and swallowed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I—”

“Where did you run into the cheating bitch?”

“In the hotel a few blocks down the road. I thought she was just looking for a good time, and I was bored.”

Wrong answer. Her dislike of me amped up a notch. “You were bored? You broke up a family because you were bored? Are you that much of an asshole?”

“I…uh…I…” I had no defense for the indefensible. I was a horny, young hockey player. “I didn’t think.”

After a disgusted once-over, she spun on her booted heel, took a few steps, and spun back around. “My brother is a good guy, and I don’t appreciate anyone hurting him. Not her and not you.”

“I’m sorry,” I said lamely.

She rolled her eyes, not convinced of my innocence one damn bit. “Your days are numbered on this team if my brother and I have anything to do with it.”

With that final threat, she stalked off, slamming the large metal door loudly to punctuate her anger.

She was Jock’s sister. Fuck. This was worse than I imagined. And for some reason, his sister had a key card to get into the building, which meant one thing, she worked here too.

Steeling myself for what was to come, I pushed the door open and trudged down the hallway toward the locker room and my fate. I’d played the preseason for the Sockeyes before being sent back down. I was well aware of the layout of the SHAC, and I knew all the players.

I opened the locker room door, hoping I was early enough no one else would be there. I wasn’t that lucky. Half the team was inside. One by one like dominos falling, they stared at me, some with accusation, some with disgust, and others with confusion. I’d broken the cardinal rule of the bro code. Not only had I slept with a teammate’s woman but I’d slept with his wife, the mother of his five children, and every guy in this room knew it.

When I met Ziggy’s gaze, guilt colored his cheeks bright red. Ziggy loved to talk, and I knew then he was the one who’d been spreading the gossip. He cast his attention downward to his skates, as if lacing them up were the most difficult task he’d ever performed.

I sought out Kaden, the other teammate who’d witnessed my transgression. He shrugged, not willing to commit his support to me, and gave me his back as he made a production of digging for something in his locker.

I hadn’t been on this team for twenty-four hours, and I was already a pariah.

Easton, the one guy who always had my back no matter what, hadn’t shown up yet, nor had Jock. I debated on whether to apologize and grovel for forgiveness in private or in front of everyone. I opted for the public approach since this had been made into a team matter, not a personal matter. Besides, a public apology gave him less opportunity to beat the crap out of me again.

I sat down at my locker and worked on wrapping a stick. Our equipment guys would do that for me, but right now, I needed the distraction. No one was talking to me. I was persona non grata, and they treated me as if I didn’t exist. I didn’t blame them. They’d had months to gel as a team, and now I came along, the guy who violated the code, and they didn’t trust me as a person or a teammate. Even my Puck Brothers avoided me.

The door opened. I didn’t need to look up to know Jock had entered the room. The place was quieter than a morgue, and the atmosphere became as cold and oppressive as the gray skies outside. I sucked in a breath and forced my gaze off my stick and onto my teammate. He was stomping across the room toward me. His hands were fisted, and his face was contorted in rage. I’d played for a month with Jock, our backup goalie, and he’d always been the consummate professional, never once showing an ounce of emotion. He sure as hell was making up for it now.

I stood quickly because no one bluffed well sitting down. I wasn’t keen on sporting a left black eye to match my right one. “Jock, please, hear me out,” I pleaded, throwing every smidgeon of pride in the garbage and resorting to begging. “I’m sorry, buddy. Truly sorry.”

“Fucking bullshit. You aren’t my buddy.”

“It was one night. I didn’t know she was married to you.” Warning sirens rang in my head, but I didn’t heed them. I’d never been smart enough to back away from a fight.

“To me? So if she’d been married to someone other than a teammate, that’d be okay with you?” Jock stopped in front of me, his blue eyes stormy with rage and his entire body vibrating with barely contained murderous intent.

“Uh, no.”

“She called me this morning. She said you two didn’t do anything. That you gave her a ride home from the bar because she was too drunk to drive. The bars close at one, so I’m finding that story hard to believe.”

I was struck speechless. By the look on my face, Jock had to know I’d fucked her.

In my peripheral vision, I saw my teammates assembling in a circle around us. I wasn’t sure if they’d cheer Jock on or prevent him from ripping me limb to limb. All I could do was plead my case.

“I didn’t know she was your wife.” How much more did I dare say? She hadn’t been drunk when we’d met, but she’d certainly been horny. If I went along with her story, I’d be lying, and he wouldn’t believe me anyway, which would make this worse. Better to own up to my mistakes and take it like a man.

“You think I’m stupid. I never imagined I’d be”—he paused, and his voice cracked—“I’d be betrayed by a member of this team.”

“I didn’t—” I looked around the circle of men for someone who believed me and might be on my side. Not one of them did. Not only was I screwed with Jock, but this wasn’t a good prelude to my rookie debut.

“I don’t fucking care what your excuse is. You fucked my wife.” Jock lunged for me again. I backpedaled, trying to avoid him, and stepped on someone’s toes. They yelped and pushed me forward, right toward my attacker. Jock had a mean right hook and cuffed me hard across the jaw. He’d sucker-punched my dumb ass again. I slammed to the floor, and the guy leaped on top of me, whaling on me with his fists. He got in a few good hits before we were separated by an angry head coach and an equally angry team captain.

Kaden held one arm. Easton, who’d appeared out of nowhere, gripped the other. It took four veterans to keep Jock from jumping me again.

“Where’ve you been?” I said as an aside to Easton.

He shrugged unapologetically. “Sorry I was late getting here.”

“I could’ve used you several minutes ago.”

“Sounds like you could’ve used me the other night to knock some sense into your sorry ass.”

I didn’t know. He’d have picked her up, too, given half the chance. Before I could defend myself, Coach’s voice rose above the din.

“What the hell is going on here?” He was so furious, his face was red with all these veins standing out. I hoped he didn’t have a stroke. No one said a word. Even Jock’s face was wiped of emotion.

“Jock, you’re a seasoned veteran. You know better than to pick a fight with a rookie. What’s this all about?”

“It’s personal,” Jock said tersely.

“Personal?” Gorst leaned close to Jock and spoke through gritted teeth. “We are all professionals here. Professionals. We don’t bring our personal problems to this facility. Whatever beef you have with him, settle it outside the SHAC and keep it out of the media. Do. You. Understand?”

Jock nodded, swallowing hard.

“All of you. Don’t you have something better to do than to stand around gawking? We lost all three games of the last road trip, and this is all you have time for?”

My teammates began to slink off, shuffling back to their stalls. Even Easton deserted me, not that I could blame him. I turned to leave, too, but Coach’s furious tone forced me to turnaround.

“Not so fast, rookie.”

“Yes, sir.” I looked him squarely in the eyes, knowing he’d expect nothing less.

“You’ve been on this team under twenty-four hours, and already you have the most amenable guy in this locker room at your throat. I don’t know what you did to get him riled up, and I don’t want to know. It doesn’t happen again, or you’re done with the Sockeyes. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.” I almost saluted. The man would do a drill sergeant proud. 

“Get ready. Now.”

I hurried off to my stall, ignoring the glares from my teammates.

“Everyone on the ice in ten minutes. Don’t be late, or you’ll regret it.”

We worked at a frenzied pace to get our gear on, and nine minutes, forty-three seconds later, I was on the ice. Jock avoided me, and I avoided him. We didn’t speak another word to each other. In fact, no one spoke one word to me. I’d been shunned, and I didn’t have a clue how to fix this mess I’d made.

My dad always said my sleeping around would come back to bite me in the ass, but I don’t think he ever envisioned the results to be like this. I’m pretty sure he’d been referring to a surprise baby, nothing like this. My dad raised his sons to respect women, and dating a married woman was a huge no-no in his book. He’d been burned himself when my mom walked out the door one day and never looked back. She left him with three young boys, and he depended on his parents to help him raise us. I was the middle child, the peacemaker of the family. Now I’d been the one to wreck another family.

Dad didn’t talk much about how he felt or his life. As a result, his sons were equally closed-mouthed. I don’t recall him telling any of us he loved us, but we knew he did.

If he found out about this, he’d be sorely disappointed in me, but I had no intention of telling him or my brothers. My older brother by one year played minor league hockey in Canada. He was still trying to break into the big leagues. My younger brother was playing junior hockey. We were a hockey family. My dad played adult amateur hockey. Before he’d married my mom, he had aspirations to make a career out of hockey, but things don’t always work out.

My dad never remarried. He was devastated after Mom left. In fact, I’d never known him to even date another woman, though I supposed he must have over the years. Then last year, he dropped a bombshell on all of us. He was gay. It was an adjustment for sure, but in the long run, we grew stronger as a family. I’d met Dad’s new boyfriend over Christmas, and I really liked him.

I should’ve known she was married. All the signs had been there. Looking over her shoulder, constantly checking her phone, reluctance to talk about anything but sex. And looking back, I swear she’d given me multiple names over the course of the evening. Yeah, all the signs.

Practice was frustrating and rough. I swear the veterans were hitting me harder because of my alleged affair with Jock’s wife, whose name I now knew was Bria. I skated under the radar, tried not to catch the coach’s wrath, and kept clear of Jock. As the backup goalie, he was easier to avoid than if he’d been a defenseman, but I was certain he wasn’t done with me yet.

I stayed on the ice long after my teammates went to the showers. I skated myself into exhaustion, then finally dragged my sorry self to the locker room. By then, the place was empty. The team had had a crappy road trip, and I was guessing they’d gone home to rest or out to party, whatever therapy worked best.

I stripped off my clothes and took a long, hot shower. I closed my eyes and let the almost scalding water beat at my body until I was numb. I’d been hoping to crash at a teammate’s place, but I’d be heading back to a hotel. Not the one I’d been in, too many bad memories of my night with Jock’s wife.

I was furious at myself. I should’ve realized she was hiding something. I groaned at the mess I’d gotten myself into, not having a clue how to undo the damage that had been done.

After drying myself with a towel, I tossed it in the now-empty bin. Even the equipment guys had cleaned up in here for the day. With a start of guilt, I sighed. I was winning points with everyone in this organization.

The hall door slammed open, and I heard footsteps but didn’t bother to turn. I wasn’t in the mood for conversation with anyone. The person was pushing a cart. I heard the telltale rumble of the wheels across the floor.

“Nice ass, you bastard.”

I froze at the sound of a female voice in what was a very male domain. I spun around, not thinking to cover my private parts. Jock’s incredibly hot sister, now dressed in Dockers and a Sockeyes polo, smirked at me from across the room. She showed no shame as she ran her gaze from my bare feet, up my bare thighs to my dick. Her gaze settled there for a long moment. My face heated up hotter than an Arizona sun on the desert sand.

“I suppose that could be considered harassment. How unprofessional of me. I apologize.” She didn’t sound the least bit sincere.

Normally, I’d shoot her down with a clever comeback, but my tongue was currently stuck to the roof of my mouth.

“I’ll get the last of the towels and get out of your way. Leave your stuff for me. I’ll take care of it.”

“You work here?” I stammered like a guy who’d never been in a situation like this before, but I hadn’t.

“Sure do. Equipment intern.” Her responses were clipped and coldly professional. Even her earlier assessment of my assets had been with a cold and clinical eye.

“Wonderful,” I said sarcastically. “Just what I needed to make a perfect
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