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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Maggie

          

        

      

    

    
      My hands are shaking and I am trying to calm myself down before my dad calls me in. I am about to officially meet the 2023 NHL team and I am a bundle of nerves. It isn’t the first time I have met most of them, but it is the first time I am meeting them in such an official capacity. Not just as the ‘coach’s daughter’. I am going to be the team’s official journalist with exclusive access to the team. A job my coach dad got me out of many other, more qualified candidates. He wanted someone he could trust and I needed the job. I am running a very successful sports blog, Maggie’s Moves, which talks about the moves of the players on and off the fields, something I started when I was still in high school and just interviewing players on a less professional level.

      “I want to officially introduce my daughter, Margaret Woods,” my dad says in his commanding voice, and I step into the locker room to face the team. Once I step into the room, I leave all of my nerves behind.

      “Hi, you can call me Maggie.” I smile with my teeth, hoping my red lipstick hasn’t smudged or anything.

      “She’s here to ask you questions about your life, goals, and about playing the game. Nothing is off limits unless you say it is. She runs a very successful blog that many of you have already been featured on. But this season the press is working with us so we don’t have to worry about any bad press,” my dad explains.

      “I’m here to ask the hard questions that you might not want to answer, but that your fans are asking most about. If anything crosses a boundary I will have to mark that down, so you’re better off just answering everything.” I smile.

      “Thank you, Margaret. She will be posting the schedule this week and each of you will have a one on one session with her. Think of it as an exclusive to make the team look even better.”

      “What about Robbins? They’re not here yet,” one of the players points out.

      “Robbins will be interviewed just like everyone else. No one is exempt from this,” he says in a booming voice. It is a voice I know all too well from my childhood with him. Growing up with a single dad wasn’t always easy but it was what worked for us.

      “Now, on the field and do three miles around the track to get started,” he commands.

      One by one they begin to pile out of the locker room. Some of the newbies look at me with flirty smiles or devilish looks in their eyes, but I’m immune to them. If I ever had to listen to Dad’s one rule it was don’t date the players. Nothing good could come from it he had said. I believed him, not to mention most of the men were a decade older than me. They were also usually looking for a quick hookup, not anyone to write home about. Plus the senior players knew better than to try and flirt with me in front of my dad.

      “How are you feeling?” my dad asks, patting me on the back gently.

      “Nervous. But also excited.”

      “You have nothing to be nervous about; you earned this, kiddo.”

      “Daaaad, you can’t call me that here. I want them to see me as more than the coach’s daughter.”

      “Right, sorry. Good job today, Miss Woods.” He winks and heads to the field with the rest of the team.

      I follow after him, I need some candids for the blog to get people invested and ready for the interviews. I have my camera bag with me and although I have only taken a few photography classes in college, I know what I am doing. I have a natural eye for photos according to my professor.

      Setting up my equipment on the bench closest to my dad, I watch them in action. It isn’t the first time I’ve been allowed on the field, but it is the first time I’ve been allowed on as press. My hands have stopped shaking and I am breathing normally now, taking in everything I need to. The players are playing while my dad has his headset on and is focused on the game. No one is paying me any attention and that is the way I want it. At least while I am here. I can come in, get my job done, and go home just like everyone else.

      I start taking photos of the field, they’re huddled together looking like a real team. I get a few candids of my dad that actually come out really nice. Maybe he’ll even put them on his dating profile. Not that he ever uses the thing, but that isn’t without encouragement. I’m scoping out the field for the next shot while making sure I’m not in the way of the game. The last thing I want to do was be tackled by someone while they are just trying to do their job.

      “Robbins! Get your ass out here! You may be new but you can’t be late on my field!” my dad shouts, and I aim the camera at the latecomer. My jaw almost drops but I quickly pick it back up.

      At the other end of my camera is the hottest blonde I’ve ever seen. A Kristen Stewart, post Robert Pattinson look-alike. She is decked out in the red uniform just like everyone else but without her helmet on, you can see her short, wispy blonde hair and her sharp jawline. I snap a few pictures before I can help it. I knew there was a new, female player on the team but seeing her in person is completely different. Something about her is making me want to break my dad’s only rule. I have never felt like this about someone I’ve never met before. But suddenly I can’t wait to meet her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Rosie

          

        

      

    

    
      My first thought is, she’s gorgeous. Her bright red lips draw me in from the start. I don’t know who she is because of course my flight had to get in late, which made me late to practice. Now not only am I the new teammate, but I am the new late teammate. Which is not the first impression I wanted to make, but I am moving on. Except I am getting distracted by the curvy brunette on the side of the field. She has her camera pointed at me so I guess she is some sort of photographer. But I’m not  used to practices being photographed. Then again, maybe they do things differently here.

      “Robbins! Ass on the field, wind sprints until you puke or until you do 150, whichever comes first,” Coach yells. Yeah, he is pissed about me being late and I don’t blame him. It isn’t a great first impression of me.

      “Got it, Coach,” I yell back and start running on the sidelines so not to interrupt the game. I do wind sprints over and over, keeping track in my head and thanking God I didn’t have a big breakfast today. I don’t want to be the one to actually puke on the field. Especially in front of that beautiful woman.

      Not that I am going to do anything about her. Sure, I am the type to flirt with the camera crew and make sure they get my good side, but I’m not  the type to actually date anyone. It is too messy and I don’t have time for it. I am too busy trying to prove to a team of men and my male coaches that I belong here. I had been traded mid-season because I am that good but I know I can’t last on reputation alone. I want to prove it to them so I can take them staring at me during practice and the wind sprints for being late, but I am going to prove myself.

      I get to 149 and almost feel like puking but choke it back. One more. I just need one more round and then I’m done. So I kick my ass into gear and then run back over to Coach with my helmet under my arm. He is going over a new round of plays while everyone is taking a knee. So I follow suit and wait for a chance to be introduced.

      “Now, we have a new player, Rosie Robbins. I don’t want to hear a peep out of any of you that could be taken as sexual harassment or you’ll be doing wind sprints in your sleep,” he warns.

      Great. I am on a team full of sexually charged men who seem to have a history of not being able to keep it in their pants.

      “Great to be here,” I say with a chuckle.

      “Now let’s get back out there.” Coach claps and we all run back on the field. I take a seat on the bench, waiting for my turn to be traded in. I know how this will go, I’ve been the rookie before.

      I watch to make sure I’m not  missing anything important. But my eyes keep fluttering to the brunette and coach. He is telling her something, smiling and laughing together. Is that his…? No, he seems to be so much older than her. Besides, it isn’t like a coach to bring their girlfriend to practice.

      “I’d get your eyes off Coach’s daughter before he catches you and maims you for it.”

      “W-what?” My head whips around at one of the guys who are standing behind me grabbing a cone of water.

      “The chick, that’s Coach’s daughter and he’s extremely protective. So I’d watch where you look,” he says warningly. He’s not being a dick about it, he’s just warning me, which I appreciate. Coach’s daughter. No wonder they are so chummy.

      “I’m Wilson, by the way.” The guy crunches up the cone of water, dumps it in the garbage can, and holds out a hand. I shake it and smile. He is easy on the eyes, if you are into that stereotypical handsome with the rugged good looks. Which does nothing for me, but at least he has some manners.

      “Robbins.” I know it is easier to go by last names here, I
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