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      The ice under my boots shakes as twenty thousand fans stamp their feet and cheer at our four-to-one victory over the New York Explorers. We slaughtered those dirty playing assholes tonight. Not one of my team members is unscathed. My cheek throbs, as do my fists. I’d thrown my gloves to the ice minutes before the end of the second period. I’d had enough of those fuckers with their illegal moves during the game. They hadn’t come here to win; they’d come for blood. What puzzles me is why. Why the fuck would they be more interested in kicking our asses than winning the game? It makes no sense. At least to me it doesn’t.

      Regardless of the why, nothing beats winning a game in our home arena and the extra adrenalin it causes. It’s a great feeling, and if I wasn’t tired as fuck, I’d flirt with the puck bunnies pressed up against the plexiglass.

      I move from the ice and reach up and bump fists with the fans hanging over the tunnel as Bryson Maverick moves in beside me. The defenseman is grinning like a fool. He loves a good fight and got into it with a fucking big defenseman for the Explorers. The two of us ended up in the penalty box for three minutes because of that, and hence why I’m so banged up. The officials probably need one hell of a drink after tonight’s game.

      “You heading to Duke’s?” Bry asks, naming the bar we frequent after home games.

      “Not sure.” A beer sounds good, but I don’t know if I want to drink in a loud bar or in the quiet of my home.

      Ignoring the sports reporter who has managed to snag Bennett, our captain, I head into the locker room and quickly strip from my gear. We all stink after the game, and the sooner I can get showered, the sooner I can leave.

      Rounding the corner to the showers, I come to a stop. Sutton, Theo, and Ethan block the way, all buck-ass-naked. “What the fuck are you girls doing?”

      “A puck bunny got in here,” Sutton mumbles over his shoulder.

      “I don’t think she is.” Ethan sounds unsure as he stares at something ahead.

      “No way did that happen,” I mutter, and frown when I move closer and spot the girl.

      She’s huddled in a corner of the shower room with her face buried in her drawn up knees and her arms wrapped tightly around them. I run my gaze over what I can see of her and wonder who she is. She’s no puck bunny I’ve ever seen. She’s filthy and appears to be shaking. I notice the red welts around her wrists and lift my gaze to her head in shock. As though she senses my reaction, she lifts her face slightly and her eyes meet mine. I don’t know what the fuck is happening to me, but in that moment, I know I’m the one who is going to help her.

      A growl from somewhere deep rumbles up from my chest and my three teammates swivel their heads in surprise. Ethan covers a laugh, but Sutton and Theo stare at me as though I’ve lost my mind, which I think I have.

      “Cover your junk,” I snap.

      Ethan smirks and glances down at mine before meeting my gaze.

      “Fuck,” I curse and move my hand to the family jewels, keeping them tucked from view.

      The girl still has her eyes on my face. What the fuck she must think with four big ass guys standing naked in front of her, I don’t know.

      “I’m Camden,” I say to her.  “I’m going to quickly shower and put some pants on. Then I’m going to help you. Is that okay?”

      She shifts her gaze to each of us before settling her eyes on me. After a few moments, she slowly nods her head.

      “Use the other showers,” I growl at my teammates. “Don’t let anyone else come back here. I’ll have her out of here in five minutes.” I add, “Keep an eye on the reporter with Bennett.”

      Watching them instead of what I’m doing, I hit the nob on the wall that turns all the showers in the room on.

      The girl shrieks.

      “Fuck.” I panic trying to turn them off.

      The guys burst out laughing, and I give them the finger. Their amusement carries as they disappear into the overflow shower room.

      I crane my neck to watch the girl. Her face is lifted up to the water raining down on her. I swallow hard and snap my eyes closed.

      While she’s distracted, I hurry and wash the sweat from my body. I cut the showers off and grab my towel and fasten it around my waist. Turning toward the girl, I realize she’s now soaked to the skin.

      “Figured you’d need this.” Ethan passes me a towel, and I’m relieved to see he has shorts on.

      “Thanks.”

      Her eyes fill with panic as I move quickly toward her, so I pause and say, “I promise I’m not going to hurt you. I only want to help, okay?”

      I know she’s nervous and can’t decide whether or not to trust me, but very slowly she nods her head.

      “I’m going to help you up and wrap this towel around you.” I hold it out so she can see that’s all I have in my hands.

      “I don’t think I can stand up.” Her voice is soft, and thick with a European accent.

      “What are you going to do with her?” Ethan asks.

      I look at him and wonder what the hell am I going to do with her. “We need to get the doc.”

      “No.” The girl panics and frantically looks around.

      “Hey.” I hold my hands out. “No doctor, okay?” I glance at Ethan, who is watching with a frown on his face. I turn back to the girl. “I need to think. While I do that, let’s get you dry.”

      I approach her slowly. “I’m going to lift you to your feet. Don’t panic.”

      She nods and holds her arms out when I reach her. “I’m really sorry.” Her whispered words sound like she’s about to cry as she swallows hard.

      “Don’t worry about it. It’s not every day we find a chick in the shower room.” I hold her gaze.

      “Stupid,” Ethan mutters.

      Ignoring my friend and teammate, I bend over the girl and grab her under the arms to lift her to her feet. She wobbles and tries to hold on to my arms, but her hands slip away.

      I frown at the lack of strength the girl seems to have. I don’t smell alcohol on her. However, the welts on her wrists tell me there is more going on here. She isn’t some girl purposely waiting in the shower for the team. She’s someone who needs help.

      “What’s your name?” I ask, wrapping the towel around her body.

      She wets her lips, and whispers, “Molly.” Her accent is much lighter now.

      “Okay, Molly. I’m going to lead you out to my cubby, and I want you to sit while I quickly dress.”

      “You’re really going to help me?” she asks. Her body shakes as she tries to hold onto the towel around her shoulders.

      “I’m really going to help you, Molly.” I pause and grab the ends of the towel. “But, to do that, I’m going to need answers later.”

      Her shaking gets worse.

      “I’m going to carry you.”

      Before she can answer one way or another, I lift her against my chest and find my lips so close to hers that I’m surprised and lift my eyes to her dark green ones. Bits of gold flecks swim in the deep depths. Clearing my throat, I tuck her against me and move into the locker room.

      “There’s going to be a lot of nakedness, so you might want to close your eyes.”

      She buries her face in my neck, and I’m left wondering why the hell I want to protect her.

      My teammates clear a path to my cubby. I gently place her on the bench opposite. Tucking the towel around her neck, Molly lifts a trembling hand and holds the ends together.

      Bry nudges my shoulder and nods at her with his head. I shake mine and mumble, “We’ll talk later.”

      He frowns but leaves it alone.

      I grab a pair of boxers from my bag, and for the first time in forever, I pause before dressing in front of a woman. Shaking the thought off, I yank them up my legs and get rid of the towel once my naked ass isn’t in front of her face. I glance over my shoulder and silently chuckle when I see Molly with her face buried in the towel.

      Quickly yanking on my suit, I zip my bag and turn to the mysterious woman. Dark hair hangs around her in a tangled mess, wet from the accidental shower I gave her. The towel swamps her small frame, and she continues to tremble.

      “We’re out of here.” Bry’s deep voice rumbles, and he gives Molly one final glance. He shakes his head and smirks.

      As my teammates head out, I crouch in front of Molly and gently tug the towel away from her face. “Hey. There are only a few guys left, but we need to leave.”

      Fear quickly enters her eyes as they flicker toward the door and around the room. She’s terrified of something…or someone. Ethan waits silently against the wall at the end of my row. I know he senses something is off, as do I, and I know he has my back.

      “Do you want me to take you somewhere?”

      Once again fear and panic fill her eyes.

      “Are you hurt anywhere else?” I point at her wrists. The towel slips and I curse when I remember her clothes are soaked. “We need to get you out of those clothes.”

      Ethan, the asshole, bursts out laughing.

      “Don’t you have somewhere else to be?” I glare at him.

      “Nope.” He crosses his arms over his chest.

      “I’m cold,” Molly whispers.

      I snap my head toward her, but say to Ethan, “I want you to help me get her out of here.”

      “Why do you think I’m still here?”

      I tug my bag closer and root through for the long-sleeved thermal I wear when working out. I sniff it, and to my relief only smell fabric softener. I pull out a pair of running shorts too.

      I help Molly to her feet. “I want you to keep the towel wrapped around you while I remove your jeans.” I meet her eyes. “I promise I won’t look, but you don’t seem able to do it for yourself right now.”

      Swallowing hard, Molly nods her head and grips the towel around her body. I glance at Ethan, who stares back at me. I narrow my gaze and tell him, “Turn the fuck around.”

      It’s almost comical when Ethan quickly gives me his back in surprise. I don’t think he thought I’d actually do this. Someone has to, and it’s going to be me.

      Slipping my hands beneath the towel, I make quick work of her zipper and find I have to tug and pull at the wet denim to get it over her hips and down. “Hold on to me and lift your right then left foot, okay?”

      A small hand rests on my shoulder and I quickly have her covered in my shorts as I wipe the sweat from my brow. Standing, I ask, “Can you manage to get your shirt off?”

      She nods and reaches to unbutton the shirt. Her fingers lack coordination and I silently curse under my breath. This girl needs my help. She doesn’t need me ogling her tits as though I haven’t seen a pair as gorgeous as hers before.

      What the fuck is wrong with me?

      I quickly have the shirt open and turn her around so that I have her back. “Keep the towel over your chest while we get the shirt off and the dry one on, okay?”

      Peeling the soaked shirt off her body, I drop it to the floor and catch my breath. “What the fuck!” I snarl.

      Ethan abruptly turns around. “What?” His eyes nearly bug out of his head when he sees how bruised she is.

      “I’m going to kill the fucker who did this to you.” My blood boils that this girl in front of me has been hurt at the hands of another.

      I’m too distracted by the trauma done to her body to realize she’s silently crying. When I do, I get a move on and quickly have the workout shirt over her head.

      “The clothes are going to drown you, but we’ll get something better tomorrow.”

      “I have an idea,” Ethan says before disappearing.

      I take the towel from her hands and gently dry her hair, wincing at how tangled it is. I toss it into the laundry hamper when I’m finished. I’m surprised to discover she looks cute in my clothes, even if they are huge on her.

      “Here?” Ethan passes me two hair ties he obviously swiped from the coach’s office.

      Bunching the waist of the shorts, I fasten one hair tie around the fabric and catch Molly’s lips twitch up slightly into a smile. I do the same with the blue workout top.

      “I’m going to carry you to my car, okay? You don’t look like you’ll make it otherwise.”

      “I don’t know where to go or who to trust,” she whispers, her eyes meeting mine.

      Ethan moves closer and catches her attention. He smiles. “I don’t know how you ended up in here, but I’m guessing you got away from whoever did that to you.”

      She slowly nods.

      “We might be assholes some of the time, but there is no way we’d ever hurt a woman. Ever. I promise you that,” Ethan says. “Camden will look after you and get you what you need. You can trust him and me. Any of the guys on the team will help if they need to. We have your back.”

      She doesn’t respond, and just when I think she’s going to say something, she nods instead.

      Ethan grabs my bag along with his.

      “Wait!” Molly panics as I lift her into my arms. “How do I know the men who brought me here have left? They might be out there looking for me.”

      “They’re not getting you back,” I growl and lift her closer.

      Something in the vicinity of my chest aches when she tucks her face into the curve of my neck and wraps her arms around me.

      I nod to Ethan and follow him out of the locker room. We keep our heads down until we exit the arena where some fans have gathered to wait for players to leave. I’d forgotten about this part.

      “You go and I’ll get your bag to you tomorrow. Call if you need anything.”

      “Thanks. I owe you one.” I nod at Ethan.

      “You don’t owe me anything,” he shouts.

      I fiddle in my pocket for my key fob and quickly deposit Molly in the passenger seat after unlocking the truck. I run around to the driver’s side and climb in, and as soon as the engine purrs to life, I turn the seat heating on high. She still shivers, so I grab my sweatshirt from the back seat and help her put that on too.

      I grin at how ridiculously cute she looks. “We’ll go to my place, order food, and look at those bruises.”

      She doesn’t appear happy about that, but I add, “Your wrists need taking care of. Those look raw and painful.”

      “They are.”

      She snuggles into the sweatshirt and falls asleep.
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      I’m dizzy and sick with fear. Blood rushes around in my head and my pulse thunders in my ears. I struggle to hear the soft voices coming from outside of the room. I can’t make sense of any of it. The words are all jumbled around.

      I shuffle my aching body slightly as my bottom is numb. I’m huddled in the corner of a cold, dark room. Light filters in from beneath the locked door, helping me see my surroundings.

      The room is small, no bigger than a closet, and the only thing inside it is me. My mind is a muddled mess as to how I got here.

      Forcing my brain to work, I silently repeat my name: Molly Lapp, now Lewis. I’m twenty-three and was born in Lancaster, Pennsylvania. Images of long, plain dresses pop into my head. The heaviness of the material pulls me down. The faces of an older couple appear floating above me. My parents. Mom wears a white cotton cap on her head. Tears stream down her face. My father wears black and he has a long beard. His face turns red with anger and his mouth twists up as he opens it saying hateful words.

      A key turning in the locked door draws my gaze to the situation I find myself in. With a creak and a shove, the door swings open and backlights a tall man wearing a long coat.

      I’m now aware of what cold fear feels like as my heart frantically thumps in my chest.

      The man steps into the room, taking up all the free space, and then he reaches out a hand toward me.

      I scream…

      “Hey, it’s me. Camden. Calm down.” My breath freezes in my throat as the arms holding me slowly ease away. “I’m not going to hurt you. You were dreaming.” He winces as I focus on his face. “A nightmare.” He passes me a glass of clear liquid. “It’s water.” I hesitate, and he disappears from view for a moment before returning with a bottle of water. “This one hasn’t been opened.” To prove his point, he snaps the lid and holds it out to me.

      I’m on a large black leather sofa while the nice man sits on the coffee table. I struggle to scoot up, so he helps me, taking all my weight with ease. “Thank you.”

      I sip the water, not wanting to be sick, then I rest my head against the back of the sofa and watch my rescuer.

      “You carried me inside?” He nods, and I ask, “Where am I?”

      He smiles and picks up a first aid kit from the floor. “We can talk while I clean your wrists.” My belly flutters as I watch Camden gently take one of my wrists into his large hands. “You fell asleep on the way to my house.” He glances at my face before concentrating on my wrist.

      It hurts a lot, and as he pauses with a washcloth in his hand, I nod, knowing it’s going to hurt a lot more before he bandages it. “Keep me distracted, please. Tell me where exactly your house is.”

      “Well, my house is about a thirty-minute drive to Vikings Arena, which is north of Boston.”

      “Boston!” I snap in surprise, dribbling water down my chin. I wipe it away with the back of my hand and wince as I catch my wrist. “How’d I get to Boston?”

      The only sign Camden is bothered by my words is the slight pause as he cleans my wrist. “You’re not from around here?” He holds my gaze.

      Guarding my words, I say, “I think I need help, but I’m not sure who I should trust. You found me hiding in the building the men took me to. They locked me in a room.”

      “Breathe.” Camden frowns. “I’m a hockey player with the Boston Bay Vikings, and tonight we won a home game. We found you in the showers.” He chuckles. “I bet you weren’t expecting that view when you hid in there, huh?”

      “I didn’t notice I was in the showers until three big, naked guys were staring at me, and then you appeared.”

      He nods and continues on with what he’s doing. “Then you had four naked guys staring at you.”

      “What’s a puck bunny?” I blurt out the question even though I’m fairly sure it has something to do with women who follow the guys around offering sex.

      He bursts out laughing and his mouth slips into a smile. “You are not one of those.”

      I agree!

      “Your friend said I was.”

      He shakes his head. “Puck bunnies have tried to get in our locker room before, so it was the obvious conclusion—the wrong one this time.”

      I tilt my head and watch Camden gently apply cream and a soft bandage to both my wrists, finding wonder that a huge guy has such a tender touch. “They’re women who hook up with the guys on the team, right?” I ask, wanting confirmation. I’m not an idiot and know what I’m talking about.

      He nods, looking embarrassed, which tells me he’s hooked up with them a time or two.

      “I was in a wine bar in New York,” I say and find his eyes on my face. “I woke up in a room at your arena.”

      His brows pull together. “You don’t remember anything in between?”

      “No.” I lick my lips and decide to trust him further. “I heard men’s voices outside of the room. I couldn’t make out what they said.”

      “Fuck!” He clenches his jaw and sits back on his haunches. “Do you know what they looked like?”

      I shake my head and wrap my arms around my sore body.

      “How did you get away from them?”

      “A smartly dressed man came into the room. He had on one of those evening coat things. His face was in the dark. He was big. He turned to whisper to another man. I charged up and caught the man in the doorway off guard. He went down and I ran.”

      “That’s good.” His eyes roam over me. Not in a sexual way, but in a baffled kind of way.

      Loud chimes cause me to jump in surprise and then wince in pain from moving too quickly.

      “The doorbell.” Camden gets to his feet as the chimes ring again. “Are you hungry?” he asks.

      “I could eat.”

      “I ordered pizza while I waited for you to wake up.”

      I keep my eyes on Camden as he leaves the room. As soon as he’s out of sight, panic starts to well up inside my belly. I don’t want him to leave me alone. He’s bigger than the man who came into that room. Every interaction I’ve had with Camden since he found me has been about my welfare. If he was a part of those men, then he wouldn’t have brought me to his home.

      Camden carries a huge pizza box toward me and places it down on the coffee table. “I wasn’t sure what you’d like, so I got half cheese and the other meat.” He tears the lid from the box. “I don’t mind which you eat as long as you get something in your stomach, okay?”

      I grimace as I try to sit forward. Camden waves me back into the cushions—not that I moved much.

      “Which do you want?”

      “Cheese. Please.”

      “Here you go.” He passes me a huge slice, which I take with relish as my stomach grumbles loudly.

      I watch him handle a huge meat slice and blurt out, “How big are you?”

      His hand holding the pizza pauses midway to his mouth and my face heats with embarrassment.

      Camden doesn’t draw attention to the way my question was asked, and clearing his throat, he answers, “Six six.”

      “Big,” I mutter as I enjoy the taste of cheese as the flavor bursts on my tongue. I can’t remember the last time I ate something. My brows pull together while I try to think, but nothing comes to mind. I do remember eating before going to the wine bar.

      “What are you thinking about?”

      “Food.”

      He raises a brow in question, so I add, “The last time I ate. It was Friday night before I met Sean at the wine bar.”

      “Sean?”

      “A friend from work.” I frown. Why does the thought of Sean make my stomach roll? “I’ve known him for a few years. Something was off.” I rub my forehead. “I can’t think.”

      “Don’t push it. It’ll come back when it’s ready.” Surprise crosses Camden’s features. “Wait a minute.” He holds my gaze. “You haven’t eaten since Friday?”

      “I don’t remember anything from then, so I’m guessing not.”

      “It’s Tuesday!”

      My mouth falls open in shock. No way have I lost nearly four days’ worth of memory. No way. Camden’s gaze searches my face as I do his, and realization slams into me. He’s telling me the truth. “I feel sick.” The pizza forgotten, I huddle into the corner of the sofa afraid of what happened to me.

      Camden moves closer and waits. “You have a lot of bruising, maybe we should get you checked out at a hospital.”

      Tears appear in my eyes and I let them fall. I feel safe with this man and I don’t know why. He’s a stranger and yet I don’t feel threatened. Wiping at my face with the sleeves of the sweatshirt, I ask, “Do you think they kept me drugged?”

      “Maybe.”

      “I felt lightheaded when I was in that room. After the burst of energy that I used to get away, I was so sleepy.”

      Camden rubs a hand down his face, and I see the weariness in him. I don’t know anything about hockey, but I have watched a few games on TV and know the players were sweaty and looked exhausted by the time the game was over.

      “I should have taken you straight to the hospital.”

      I hesitate. “I really don’t want to go.” I pause. “If I hurt enough that I thought there was something really wrong with me, then I’d have said so.”

      “Okay. Have you eaten enough?”

      I nod and drink half of the water while Camden cleans the pizza away. By that, I mean he shoves the box into the fridge.

      “Do you need help?” He towers over me with a slight smile curving his lips as he holds his hands out to me.

      I place my hands into his warm and much larger ones, and he gently pulls me to my feet.

      “The guest room is nice.” He leads me out of the living room. “My mom put it together when she visited so she wouldn’t have to stay in a hotel the next time.” He grins and switches the light on as we enter a bedroom. “You have your own bathroom.” Poking his head into the bathroom, he turns and smiles. “Fresh towels and whatever you might need are in there.”

      Overwhelmed by his kindness, I wrap my arms around my waist and hold myself together. This man, who I only met a few hours ago, got me out of the arena, fed me, and has given me a place to stay. I only wish I knew him better so then I could ask to share his bed. Not for sex, but because I want to stay with him. I’m afraid something bad will happen if I’m away from him. The way I’m feeling is new to me and I don’t know what to make of it. Before Friday, I was a semi-strong, independent woman. Now, I want to cling to the man who rescued me.

      “Hey,” Camden says, and I snap my gaze up and see him frown. “This room is okay, right?”

      “The room is lovely.” My voice catches. “Thank you.”

      He hesitates and slowly backs out of the room. “My room is across from you, so any bad dreams or anything, I’ll hear you and you won’t be alone.”

      Releasing a sigh of relief, I offer him a smile. “I really am grateful.” I chew my lip as I look around the room with a huge bed in the middle. The bedding is lovely in white with small yellow flowers all over it. The pillows are pale yellow and look really comfortable.

      “See you in the morning.”

      “Night,” I whisper as I’m left alone in the room with the door slightly open.

      “Molly, one minute,” Camden shouts, and a few moments later he reappears in the bedroom doorway. “A tee to sleep in.” He places it on the bed and starts opening drawers in the chest. “My mom left a few clothes.” He shrugs. “She went shopping and couldn’t fit everything in her carry-on. Found them.”

      He passes me a pair of bright red leggings and a shirt. I toss the leggings to the bed and unfold the bright red-and-white shirt. On the back it says “Edwards” and the number “37”.

      “This is your shirt.”

      “It is.”

      I’m left alone again and feel baffled at the clothes he handed me. There are various tees in the drawer, which he’d left open. Something tickles in my belly at the thought that maybe he wants me to wear his number.

      I tell myself not to read anything into it. He doesn’t know me, so maybe it was the first thing he picked up. He probably didn’t realize it was his shirt until he passed it to me. That’s what it was.

      In the bathroom, I strip my clothing and stare at the ugly bruises all over my torso. I reach up and gently prod at the dark color on my right breast. It’s tender and my fingers move downward, caressing over my ribs and down to my thighs. The one on the left hurts a lot more than the others. It looks worse too—dark red and purple.

      No longer wanting to look at my body, I tug the tee over my head and it falls to mid-thigh. I’m not surprised, Camden is a big guy. I finish in the bathroom and then I’m climbing under the comfortable sheets.

      My eyes stay on the gap in the doorway and I wonder if Camden is in bed. I’d decided to trust him when he was taking care of me. He could be leading me into a false sense of security, but I don’t think he is. I feel safe with him. He’s big. From what I’ve seen on TV, all hockey players are that size. The man has a strong jaw with dark whiskers covering his handsome face. His black hair had stuck up all over the place. He has broad shoulders that taper to a trim waist. His thighs are strong and muscular. I shouldn’t have noticed these things about the man who rescued me. But I’d felt secure in his arms when he’d held me against his chest.

      I swallow around the lump in my throat knowing Camden is across the hallway from me. The thought of crawling into his bed and sleeping in his arms sounds nice. Really nice. I’d feel safer if I was in his room, but I can’t do that.

      I’m not sure what is wrong with me because I’ve always been an independent woman. Then again, I haven’t been—possibly—drugged before and kidnapped. So, I’m allowed to cling to my rescuer.

      I yawn and my eyes slowly shut.
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