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RATING THE HOCKEY PLAYER

Ex Rated Book 2

By Jordyn LeFay

RATING THE HOCKEY PLAYER

Ex Rated Book 2

Blurb:

What if you could go back in time...for a one night do-over with the one that got away? Would history repeat itself, or be forever changed? 

When sleeping with these high-profile men had already blown Jada’s  world apart, would she risk losing it all to up the score?

We went to preschool school together.

To the same elite elementary and high schools.

Even the same exclusive college.

As the girls with the least powerful families, (and the smallest bank accounts, comparatively) we knew what it was like to never really belong. Excluded from everything, we became the side piece for guys who didn’t have the balls to choose who they wanted in their lives. Guys who either were too caught up in their fame, to settle down, or too controlled by their families to have a choice in who they spent forever with.

Sometimes, being excluded...just hurt. And after graduation, over a pitcher of margaritas, we took that pain and turned it into a massive money-making blog. Ex Rated became a super-secret multi-million-dollar business we cooked up after yet another night of being screwed then screwed over, by yet another guy deemed way out of our league. Spilling all the graphic deets of who did what and how well, was equal parts vengeful and cathartic. But what we didn’t know was while we were sharing our anonymous ratings of the nameless high-rollers we’d slept with over the years, someone was posting names. Ours included.

Whoever said there's no such thing as bad press never got outed for kissing and telling in vivid detail about some of the most famous and infamous men in the world. We lost our revenue and our book deals, because they were powerful enough to have all our accounts shut down...the blog included.

That was the power of hockey star royalty like the uber hot Matt Kennedy. But those ratings lingered, long after they were no longer public. And while the world might have moved on...some people weren’t quite ready to let it go......

Rating the Hockey Player ©2022 Jordyn LeFay

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

For all the ones that got away, here’s a chance to vicariously relive your very own what if....

Love Jordyn xo
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Jada

As soon as I step foot in the daycare center I know this is the one. The bright room full of bold colors and pictures of animals on the wall is engaging. Fresh. My son will love it. Grayson is going through a phase at the moment and our trip to the zoo a few weekends ago solidified his love of all things cute and fluffy. This room will put him in a tailspin.

“What do you think?” Marian, the daycare center manager, asks as she shows me the space. Everything about it is perfect. There are little tables scattered around the space with crayons and pencils to draw, a painting area set up and a reading nook. Out of all the centers I’ve visited this checks every single box. Plus, it has great security so I know Grayson will be safe here. 

“It’s perfect,” I say, letting my gaze drift around the space. “And it’s how much a month?”

She hands me a folder with all the details in. I flip through it, my stomach sinking. It’s a big number, more than I can afford since the shutdown of my blog business. 

Things have been tough and money tight. I’m keeping my head above water, barely, but I need to keep a job and to do that I need to have Grayson in daycare. 

And not just any daycare. 

It needs to be good. The best. 

But that figure...

Crap. 

Being a single parent was never going to be easy, but I didn’t expect it would be this hard. Every day I feel like I’m fighting my choices. Am I doing the right thing? Can I do better? 

I question everything, especially if I was right to keep my son a secret.

His father was—still is—the love of my life, but he broke my heart. We met in college and had a whirlwind romance—the kind you hear about in books. If I close my eyes I can still remember how it felt to have his mouth on mine, his fingers inside me, his cock pistoning inside my core. I loved him with everything I had. I thought we were going to set up a life together, get married, have babies. 

I should have known better. My father was a hockey player. At the height of his fame he had everything. Success, money and women. He cheated on my mother more times than I can count. I vowed I’d never date a player, but Matt got under my defenses. He made me believe he was nothing like my father.

In many ways he was worse.

He didn’t cheat on me. He’d never do that. 

But he left. When it came down to it the sport meant more to him than I did. He got drafted and I wasn’t a speck in his rear-view mirror.

I was heartbroken. I’ve never felt pain like it.

Three months after he left I was sitting in a bathroom holding a positive pregnancy test with no way of raising a kid alone. 

Matt... he wasn’t any help. He existed in a world so different from mine and he was out of my reach. He had money, fast cars, bodyguards and sponsorship deals. 

Things were not as good for me. 

Life was hard. I did my best, but sometimes I worry it’s not enough. Sometimes I think I should have tried harder to get in touch with Matt, to tell him he was a father, but I couldn’t risk him walking away from our son too. 

“Ms Phoenix?” 

My gaze snaps up to Marian and I force a smile. “I’d love to enroll Grayson here.”

She smiles. “I’ll have the paperwork drawn up. The first payment will be due a week before his first day here.”

“Not a problem.” I force a smile. I don’t care what it takes. I will get that money together and Grayson will have the best care in the neighborhood. I owe my son that.

After filling in all the necessary paperwork—and there was a lot—I drive back to my apartment. My head is running a thousand miles per hour as I make my way into the building and up the stairs to my floor. 

Maybe we can move to a smaller place. 

Even though this one is close to the park and town. 

I shake myself. I don’t want to move. I like it here. I have friends in the building. I’m familiar with the area. I’ve made our apartment into a home. I can cover the costs, but it will mean living pretty much paycheck to paycheck. Plus here’s I’m safe from all of the judginess and scrutiny the rest of us faced. The five of us who ran the Rated Ex blog... before it detonated and everything hit the fan hard, leaving us all buried in nothing but debt and regret.

I push my key into the lock and step into my apartment. Grayson squeals and shouts ‘mommy’ as I turn to lock the door behind me. As soon as I twist back to face him he’s throwing himself into my arms. I catch him, kissing his mess of curls as I hold him against me. He’s my universe and there is nothing I won’t do for him. “I missed you, baby,” I tell him.

“I fed him lunch and he’s been glued to that thing all afternoon,” Delia says, getting up from the couch. 

She points to the TV. It’s a hockey match. 

It figures that my son would be obsessed with hockey. It’s in his blood after all. My father, his own father. 

“Thank you so much for sitting with him,” I tell her. My mom usually would do it, but she’s busy this afternoon and I didn’t have anyone else to ask. Being a single parent I didn’t have a lot of time to make friends. Living across the hall from me meant I clicked with Delia as soon as I first met her, but I don’t like to ask her to babysit Grayson. I was desperate today though.

Delia waves it off. “You know I love sitting for the munchkin. I wish I could do it full time.”

I wish she could too. Delia adores kids and has fully grown versions of her own. But as much as she helps me with Grayson where she can, she works two jobs and has a life. I kind of forget what that is even like... having a life.

“I appreciate what you do.” I smile, meaning every word of that.

I move to the couch and sit down with Grayson still in my arms. Some days I don’t want to let him go and the thought of him going to daycare has me clinging to him more than usual.

“Was the center okay?” Delia asks.

“Perfect. He’ll love it there.” 

“But you’re still sad he has to go?” 

I sigh. “Is it that obvious?”

She laughs. “Only to anyone with eyes. Grayson will be fine. They’ll take care of him and he’ll make friends.”

“I know, but he’s still so little. He’s just a baby.” 

My baby.

“He’s three years old and in need of socialization, Jada.” She says
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