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Chapter 1


          

        

      

    

    
      Hailey

      February

      

      Winning a gold medal in the Olympics should be the best feeling in the world, but as I stand on the platform next to my teammates, I have to take a deep breath. I’ve dreamed of this day for nearly a decade, but now that it’s here I’m overwhelmed with emotions. I feel an unexpected surge of loneliness, causing tears to sting my eyes. My mother has been dead for a long time, and my father and stepmother weren’t able to come, leaving me with the strangest feeling of being alone. I’ve never felt this way before, no matter how many championships I won, so I’m not sure why it’s so poignant tonight.

      The national anthem ends, and a flurry of activity catches my attention. Turning from my melancholy thoughts, I narrow my eyes slightly as my teammate Dani’s ex-boyfriend skates onto the ice, flowers in hand, straight toward us.

      Holy shit, is he going to propose?

      I smile, happy for my friend, who was so heartbroken after the break-up. Sure enough, Sergei drops to one knee and holds out a ring. My eyes well with happy tears this time, watching as Dani gets teary-eyed as well. By the time she says yes and throws herself into Sergei’s arms, half the team is crying and clapping, so I’m startled when a somewhat familiar voice says, “Hey, babe.”

      I whip my head around and am momentarily dumbfounded.

      It’s him.

      Kane.

      Kane “Hat-trick” Hatcher.

      My online crush and pen pal.

      The hot professional hockey player Dani and Sergei introduced me to virtually, whom I’ve been fantasizing about for months. After we saw pictures of each other and expressed mutual interest, Dani hooked us up via text. We took it from there and formed not just a friendship but a desire to explore more.

      There simply hasn’t been a chance.

      Until now.

      Holy shit.

      He’s holding out a bouquet of flowers, and I take them on autopilot.

      “Hi,” I manage to squeak out just as he engulfs me in a bear hug.

      “What a game,” he enthuses in a whisper. “You were fan-fucking-tastic!”

      “Thanks.” I’m grinning from ear-to-ear now, gazing up into his ruggedly handsome face.

      “It’s really good to meet you in person,” he says, fixing me with a look that makes my insides all warm and fuzzy.

      “What are you doing here?” I’m finally able to ask.

      “Well, Sergei had a grand plan for winning Dani back and a few of us came along for moral support. Plus, you know, I have this girl I’ve been talking to online and figured this would be an awesome excuse to meet her.”

      “I bet she’s really glad you came.” I can’t even express how much it means to me that he’s here, even though he couldn’t know how sad I was up until a minute or so ago.

      “Well, you said your family couldn’t come,” he replies, as if reading my mind. “I thought your virtual hook-up had to be better than nothing.”

      “It’s much better,” I whisper, impulsively reaching out to hug him again. Damn, he smells so good, his aftershave permeating the sweat of my equipment. Suddenly cognizant of how bad I must smell, I pull away.

      “Sorry.” I chuckle. “I probably smell like ass.”

      He laughs. “Babe. I play hockey, too. Nothing I’m not used to.”

      “That’s not the scent I’d like you to associate with me.”

      “I’ve got a hotel room you can shower in if you want.”

      “I can’t get away just yet, but yes, definitely I’ll take you up on that.”

      He closes one of his big hands around mine and walks with me off the ice.
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        * * *

      

      Several hours later, I put a dab of gloss on my lips and fluff out my hair. Kane is on the other side of the door, and this will be his first time seeing me dressed up. We exchanged pictures in the months we’ve been talking, but being together in person is different.

      I pull on my favorite jeans and a cute sweater that dips low enough to show a touch of cleavage. It’s been years since I’ve been this nervous about being with a guy, but Kane is special. From our first phone conversation I knew he wasn’t just looking to get laid.

      He’s probably interested in that, too, but we’ve had too many intense, intimate conversations for this to boil down to something as simple as sex. He plays professional hockey; he probably has women in every city if that’s all he’s after.

      Opening the bathroom door, I step into his room. He’s on his back on the bed, his feet bare and crossed, a magazine in his hands. He glances over as I walk toward him.

      “You look good enough to eat,” he says in a husky voice.

      “I clean up pretty well,” I admit, self-consciously licking my lips. He’s downright beautiful. All lean muscle with shoulders for days and arms I’m already looking forward to having around me.

      “You do.” His smoldering eyes meet mine as he holds out his hand.

      I take it and let him draw me onto the bed beside him.

      “Why’d you have to go make your lips so pretty?” he whispers, leaning toward me. “Now I’m going to have to mess them up.”

      “That’s okay.”

      His breath is warm against my lips, and I close my eyes as he slants his mouth over mine. It’s tender, his lips seeking mine hesitantly, letting me guide the pace. He tastes like cinnamon, his tongue firm and confident against mine, making me forget everything but him. I’ve been waiting months for him to kiss me like this, and the real thing is a million times better than my fantasies.

      Our phones buzz at the same time, startling us apart. Kane doesn’t reach for his right away, though, keeping his eyes on my face, one hand cupping my cheek.

      “I should get that,” I whisper. “It might be Coach Saunders.”

      “Okay.” He slowly pulls away, and we reach for our phones simultaneously.

      “Party at Gage Caldwell’s suite,” I murmur, reading a message. “He’s hosting the team and our guests.”

      “Technically, he’s my boss, so I guess I have to show up.”

      “I don’t want to share you.” I sigh, resting my head against his chest.

      “You don’t have to.” He closes his arms around me, holding me tighter. “We’ll go, have a few drinks to celebrate your win, and then we’ll come back here.”

      “When do you have to leave?” I ask softly.

      “Tomorrow afternoon. I have to meet the team in Vancouver.”

      “We have one day together. I don’t want to waste it at a party.”

      “Time together is never a waste.” He lifts my chin and bends his head to mine, taking my mouth again. His touch sends erotic sparks shooting through me, and we’re both fully dressed; I can’t begin to imagine what it will be like to be naked with him.

      “The sooner we go,” he says, reluctantly breaking the kiss, “the sooner we can come back here.”

      I nod. “We should do that, then.”
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        * * *

      

      The party is more fun than either of us anticipated. Gage Caldwell owns the NHL team Kane plays for, the Alaska Blizzard, and he has spared no expense to help the U.S. Olympic Women’s Hockey Team celebrate our win.

      There’s a feast fit for a king and champagne flowing like water from a fountain in the middle of the suite. A light hip-hop beat wafts through the room, and guests sway in time to the music, whether they’re sitting, standing, or, in my case, half-on, half-off Kane’s lap.

      I’m on my fourth or fifth flute of champagne, laughing as Kane tells a story about his first professional game. It’s so natural to be with him, I can’t believe we only met in person today. With one of his hands resting on my thigh, the other holding a beer, it’s as comfortable as sitting in my own living room with a long-time lover.

      Just thinking about becoming lovers makes me smile because that’s happening sooner rather than later, and we both know it. All the months of sexy, flirty texts and phone calls led up to tonight, and he’s everything I hoped he would be.

      “Are you having fun?” His breath is warm against my ear.

      “Winning a gold medal is pretty amazing,” I admit. “And being with you is equally wonderful.”

      “I’m as cool as a gold medal?” He laughs, his eyes warming with pleasure.

      “Just about.”

      I press my lips to his, and we kiss for what has to be the hundredth time today. I can’t get enough, and he seems to feel the same way. We’ve barely stopped touching since he gave me the flowers on the ice, and there’s something magical about being together.

      “Do I get a gold medal if I make you come a few hundred times?” he murmurs against my lips.

      “Absolutely.”

      “Come on, you two.” Dani Cloutier, my closest friend on the team, nudges me. “There’s plenty of time for that later—come party!”

      “I’m five glasses of champagne in.” I laugh. “I’m partying just fine.”

      “We’re taking selfies, come play with us. Your boyfriend will be waiting when we’re done.” She tugs at my hand and I let her pull me to my feet.

      “I’ll be right here,” Kane calls after me.

      

      Kane

      

      Three hours and a whole lot of champagne later, Hailey and I stumble into my hotel room, practically ripping our clothes off the second the door closes behind us. Our lips fuse together in a heated rush of passion; we’re so anxious to be together, it’s hard to think. I haven’t been this into a woman in years—maybe not ever—and I struggle to slow down, savor our first time together.

      “Hailey…babe…you sure about this?”

      Her big blue eyes are hooded, heavy with lust, and her response is to nip my lower lip and slide her hand into my jeans.

      “What do you think?” she rasps.

      “I think you’re fucking hot.” I scoop her up and toss her on the bed, pausing to yank off my jeans before joining her. Our lips come together again, a magnetic power guiding us, but I force myself to go slower. I want to watch her strip, enjoy the view of her glorious body as it’s unwrapped before me like the most decadent present I’ve ever received.

      She whimpers when I pull away, but I just smile.

      “Kane?” She reaches for me, but I move away slightly.

      “Strip for me, baby. I want to see it all.”

      Surprise flickers in her eyes but is quickly replaced by a devilish smile. Her jeans are already unbuttoned and her sweater is long gone, but she makes a show of sliding down the dark blue denim an inch at a time.

      “That’s it.” I lean back, focusing on the miles of skin coming into view. Sweet Jesus, she has the longest legs I’ve ever seen. And damn if they aren’t smooth, muscular, and shapely. By the time she’s in nothing but her bra and panties, my cock is at full staff, ready to salute the first body part it touches.

      She licks her lips, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly unhooks her bra, but instead of letting it slide off, she holds it up by pressing her arms against the sides. A naughty smile plays on her lips as she whispers, “What do I get for showing you the goods?”

      I rumble out a laugh, glancing down at my raging erection. “You get to see what’s hiding in my boxers.”

      Her eyes widen in faux surprise. “Oh my. It looks…angry.”

      “Not angry. Excited.” I slide down my boxers and kick them free. “See?”

      With an impish grin, she lets the bra drop but sweeps her long dark hair over her shoulders, effectively covering her breasts.

      “No fair,” I tease.

      “I’ll need a lick before you see any more.”

      “I suppose that would be acceptable.” I lean back against the pillows and watch as her wet, pink tongue lapped at my cock, though she doesn’t touch it with her hands or lips.

      And it’s fucking erotic as hell.

      “Mmm,” she moans. “So good.”

      “My turn.” I gently brush her hair back over her shoulders and stare down at the most beautiful pair of breasts I’d seen outside of porn. And maybe not even then. They’re round and perky, probably a C cup, with raspberry nipples that are currently peaked and ready for my mouth. I don’t hesitate to bend my head and suck one deep, gratified to hear her moan of pleasure. I swirl my tongue around the hard little nub, alternating sucking and licking until she’s squirming against me.

      “Kane…” Her voice is hoarse, needy.

      “Not yet,” I reply, reluctantly pulling away. “I need to see the rest.”

      She hooks her thumbs into the sides of her panties and tugs them down so painstakingly slowly I almost groan in frustration, but it’s worth the wait. The small patch of brown curls at the apex where her thighs meet makes my mouth water—I love a woman who keeps it real instead of following the latest fad of shaving everything. I like pussy any way I can get it, but a well-groomed crotch is my favorite, the happy medium between a bushy forest and completely bare.

      “Fuck,” I breath. “You’re…perfect.”

      “I doubt that,” she whispers, her eyes fixed on mine. “But I like hearing it.”

      “Perfect as far as I’m concerned,” I reiterate, reaching for her. She moves against me eagerly, her lips seeking mine. This time I don’t hold back, sliding one arm around her waist and using the other to dig my fingers into the back of her hair.

      The kiss intensifies until nothing is between us, not even air. Every inch of skin is pressed together, warmth and passion mingling interchangeably. Her skin is like silk, and when one long leg slides between mine, my cock stiffens even more. I need to be inside her now, and I reach for the condom I remembered to grab without breaking our kiss.

      “Let me,” she whispers, taking it from me. She leans down, sucking my cock deep until her cheeks hollow out, and a strangled groan escapes me.

      “Babe, I’m not gonna last if you⁠—”

      She releases me with a smile, sliding the condom down my shaft with one fluid motion. “I’ve been waiting for you to fuck me for months—I’m not going to spoil it.”

      “You like dirty talk?” I ask, pulling her astride me, nipping her ear with my teeth.

      “Love it.”

      “Fuck, I knew there was a reason we clicked.” I slide a finger between her legs and sigh when I find her wet and ready. Without any warning, I use two fingers to spread her open and thrust up deep, sheathing myself in one smooth motion.

      “Jesus fucking Christ,” she moans, her head falling back.

      “I’m gonna make that pussy rock and roll, baby,” I growl, squeezing her ass hard.

      “Fuck yeah.” Her eyes are closed, mouth partially open as she rocks her hips back and forth.

      “That’s my girl,” I murmur, my lids at half-mast as I watch her grind on my cock. “Take what you want.”

      “You. All of you.”

      “You’ve got it all.” I thrust up deep again, and she cries out softly. “Now tell me how you want it. Slow and sexy or hardcore fucking?”

      “Your choice.” Her eyes twinkle. “As long as the next time we do the other.”

      I sit up and push her onto her back. “Ask and you shall receive.” I slide off the bed and pull her by her feet until her pussy rests right at the edge. Pushing back her spread thighs until her knees are nearly to her shoulders, I snap my hips forward, bottoming out with a grunt. Before she can move, I pull out and thrust back in, hard and deep, over and over, until her cries fill the room.

      “My name,” I pant. “Every time my balls slap your ass, say my name.”

      “Kane.” Her eyes are closed but her chest rises and falls in time to my thrusts.

      I pick up speed until I’m jackhammering into her, harder than I’ve ever taken anyone, loving the sound of my name on her lips. When her orgasm crashes over her, she screams like a woman possessed, bucking against me, fingers digging into my forearms. Her pussy convulses again and again, drawing out my release until I can’t breathe, can’t move, can’t do anything but lose myself in the beautiful woman still calling out my name.
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      Hailey

      

      The aftermath leaves me shattered and raw, poignant emotions taking me on a ride I wasn’t expecting. He’s incredible. I never expected sex like this—sex that destroys the memory of every man before him and creates a need I’ve never experienced. I have no way of knowing what he’s thinking, but the way he tenderly pulls me into his arms and is stroking my hair tells me he is as affected as I am.

      The silence isn’t awkward, a strangely comfortable intensity filling the air between us as we bask in each other’s warmth. Over the years I learned not to trust post-coital intimacy, but I’m completely at ease with him.

      “Was it what you were expecting?” I ask softly, fingers curling into the hair on his chest.

      He chuckles. “Hell no. It surpassed every fantasy I’d come up with before we met. It was fucking awesome.”

      “I really wish you didn’t live so far away.”

      “I know. It sucks. Meeting you at this stage in our lives is unfair.”

      “Tell me about it. Law school and studying for the bar exam are going to be my whole life for the next two years.”

      “And I’ve got to get my ass back in gear with hockey. Kind of hard to have a nickname like Hat-trick Hatcher and not be able to score one.” A hat trick in hockey is when a player scores three goals in one game, and it’s what I was known for up until the trade to Alaska.

      “You’ll find it. You’re too good not to settle in, even if the chemistry with the Blizzard is a little off.”

      “It’s a lot off,” he admits, “but there are a couple of guys—like Sergei, Aaron, and a few others—that I think are going to turn it around. Maybe not right away, but we’ve got a good foundation. I just hope all the distractions in everyone’s personal lives don’t fuck it up.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, Sergei and Dani will be getting married, and he’s obsessed with having more kids. Dave Price’s wife is pregnant with their first, and I probably know as much about that baby as he does… It’s literally all the guys talk about sometimes, weddings and babies.”

      “Don’t you like kids?”

      “Sure, but not now. I’m twenty-six and at a pivotal time in my career. I think I want to wait until hockey’s over, you know? I don’t want to be on the road eight months of the year and miss everything.”

      I nod. “Makes sense. I was thinking when I’m around thirty, like after I’ve been practicing law a few years so I’ll have already proven myself wherever I am and won’t have to worry about taking maternity leave or whatever.”

      “Yeah, you get it.” He rubs his hands up and down my back.

      I nestle against his shoulder, my body molded to his. “So what happens next?”

      “I fuck you as many times as possible until I have to get on that plane tomorrow, and then we compare schedules to figure out when and where we can meet up next.”

      “That sounds—” I can’t finish my thought because he silences me with a sweep of his tongue that arouses me to the point of ecstasy.

      “The only sound I want to hear is you screaming my name,” he whispers.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Life is busy after the Olympics. The team is on a media tour visiting NHL teams, making appearances on television shows and doing interviews with anyone and everyone. It’s fun, but I’m starting to worry about getting back to real life. This is all a dream, a wonderful fantasy come to life, but I still have bills to pay and job hunting to do.

      The best part of the whole tour was the fourteen hours when Kane and I managed to hook up in New York City. It was a brief visit but even hotter than our tryst in Seattle, and it’s nice knowing we have a casual, no-pressure relationship even if the sex burns hotter than a cauldron of boiling lava.

      I’m tired, though, and so glad to be home in Boston. When the Uber drops me off at my building, I shove my suitcase in the door and dropped my mail on the coffee table, shutting the door and sinking onto the couch in exhaustion. It’s been a long seven months since I’ve been home, and as I look around, it appears that things are different.

      My roommate’s boyfriend moved in while I was gone and they definitely made changes. Though the couch, coffee table, and chair are the same, the walls have been painted a different color, there’s actual artwork on the walls and… Why is there a stack of boxes in the corner with my name on them?

      Getting up slowly, a bad feeling coursing through me, I open the top box and peer down at picture frames that normally sit on the dresser in my room. Why did Marcy pack up my things? I just talked to her a few days ago, telling her I’d be home, and she didn’t say a word about wanting me to move out.

      Turning on my heel, I stride down the hall, fling open the door and gasp as I stare at what used to be my room. My bed has been disassembled, and my mattress is on its side, up against the wall. More telling, however, is the crib in the corner. Why is there a crib in the apartment?

      Is Marcy pregnant?

      What the hell is going on?

      The sound of a key in the front door snaps me back to the present, and I stand up to my full five-foot-seven-inch height. Not allowing myself time to change my mind, I walk into the living room prepared to find out what’s going on.

      Marcy and her boyfriend, Clay, stand there looking shell-shocked.

      “I thought you said tomorrow,” is all Marcy says.

      “I texted you and said I’d be home on the sixteenth, which is today,” I reply.

      Marcy swallows, one hand unconsciously traveling to her protruding stomach. “I, um, I guess I misunderstood.”

      “Look, Hailey, we were going to tell you, but it was the Olympics and then you were on the media tour…” Clay holds up one hand in a what-are-you-gonna-do motion.

      “You could have given me a heads-up when we talked last week,” I snap. “I’m exhausted, and now I have to sleep on the fucking couch tonight? What kind of bullshit is that? I have nowhere to go, Marcy. I mean, what were you thinking?”

      “You don’t have to leave right away,” Marcy says hurriedly. “We just, I mean, the baby’s coming soon, and we didn’t know what else to do…”

      “Give me some warning!” I throw up my hands. “I wasn’t planning to have to come up with security deposits and stuff. I don’t have a job yet or anything—this was really selfish, Marcy. You’re supposed to be my best friend.”

      “I’m sorry.” Marcy’s lower lip starts to tremble.

      “Come on, don’t be a bitch,” Clay grunts. “She’s eight months pregnant. You could be a little more understanding.”

      “I’m being a bitch?” I gape at him. “You guys have totally derailed all my plans and didn’t even have the decency to warn me. I’m not made of money—where do you think I’m going to go?”

      “You could go to your dad’s,” Marcy whispers.

      I stare at her as if I’ve never seen her before. “Are you serious? You know my stepmother wouldn’t let me move in even if I begged.”

      “You can stay here for a few weeks, until you find a place you can afford…”

      “A few weeks?” Clay shakes his head. “No way. We’ve got way too much going on for her to be here that long.”

      “Don’t even worry about it.” I lift my chin a notch. “I’ll be out of here tomorrow, the next day at the latest.” At that I turn and go into the bathroom, slamming the door behind me.
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        * * *

      

      Moving into a week-to-week hotel and getting a job waitressing at a strip club wasn’t on my post-Olympic to-do list but here I am. Everything happened fast because I was so furious with Marcy, with Clay, and even with me for allowing myself to get into a situation like this. I still have a hard time believing Marcy would do this to me, but she hasn’t been the same since meeting Clay, and now more than a decade of friendship is over.

      Kicking off my shoes after a long shift at the club, I pad into the tiny bathroom and get undressed, pulling on a comfortable, oversized T-shirt that says “Hatcher” on the back. Kane gave it to me during our fourteen hours together in New York City, and I wear it to bed most nights because it reminds me of him.

      Tonight, I don’t want to think about him at all, but I have to. I missed my period, and there are two pregnancy tests sitting on the counter waiting for me. Though we were careful in Seattle, things got crazy in New York, and the last time we made love in the shower had been rough, passionate, and hurried. He almost missed his flight and practically finished getting dressed in the elevator. I have no memory of him putting on a condom, and now I’m late.

      I brush my teeth and remove my makeup as I wait for the results to show up. When I’m finished and put my hair in a ponytail, I sit on the edge of the toilet and slowly reach for the first one.

      Please, don’t let it be positive.

      The little plus sign seems to mock me.

      My stomach in knots, I pick up the second test and sure enough, there are two little lines.

      It’s positive.

      Pregnant.

      Holy fucking shit, I’m pregnant.

      A groan escapes me, and I hang my head, so many emotions surging through me that I feel a little sick.

      How could I let this happen?

      Kane and I were so excited to see each other, even for a short evening that included me watching the Blizzard play the Rangers and then practically attacking each other in his hotel room afterward. And this is my reward for one more night of fun with the coolest guy I’ve met in a long time.

      I dated a lot over the years, but my experiences with relationships were all bad. My high school boyfriend was a year older than me and went off to college when I was a senior. He broke up with me his first week away, saying he didn’t think he could be faithful with so much distance between us.

      My one steady boyfriend in college slept with everything that moved, and that soured me on relationships in general. Mostly I go out with a guy a few times and move on because I’m not interested in getting invested in someone who’s going to let me down.

      Kane is different, though. We established a friendship first, we’re on the same page relationship-wise, and are both focused on our careers. Pregnancy is nowhere in that equation.

      What the hell am I going to do?

      I throw myself on my bed and stare at the ceiling. There’s no way I can have a baby at this stage of my life. Not only do I not want to be a mother yet, I can’t afford it. I had to spend almost all my savings to move into the hotel and rent a truck to move my things.

      I was hoping to buy a car when I got back from the Olympics, but that isn’t going to happen without money and I don’t have any. Not to mention, how am I going to work now that I’m pregnant? I can’t strut around a strip club in boy shorts and a bustier with a big baby belly sticking out, and once I start to show it will be hard to find an office job.

      Lying there in the darkness, I mentally count off all the ways this sucks:

      I’m going to lose my job once my pregnancy becomes obvious.

      I don’t want to be a mom right now.

      No health insurance.

      No car.

      No baby daddy.

      Well, there is a daddy and he’s a great guy, but we aren’t in a relationship and he specifically said he didn’t want kids until he’s done playing hockey, which probably won’t be for a good five or ten years.

      I cringe just thinking about telling him, my heart sinking as reality starts to set in.

      I’m pregnant with a baby I don’t want, by a man who told me he doesn’t want kids any time soon, and an almost nonexistent support system. I also just got a letter telling me there is an issue with my student loan for next year, so I have no money and no idea when or if I’m going to get any.

      My life is utterly craptastic, and there isn’t a damn thing I can do about it.
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      Hailey

      

      My friend from college, Whitney Sommers, got me the job at the Black Eagle, an upscale strip club. It’s nice having someone I know and like with me on almost every shift, but I’m not cut out for walking around in heels with my ass and breasts on display every night. I make decent money, and the hours aren’t bad; it just isn’t my thing. After so many years of hockey, my feet protest being in heels for so many hours, and although I feel fine otherwise, I suddenly need a lot more sleep than before.

      I haven’t seen a doctor yet but based on the date I believe I conceived and using an online due date calculator, I’m about six weeks along.

      I haven’t told Kane, and the guilt eats at me until I barely speak to him when he calls. It’s hard keeping something like this from him, but I don’t know what to say. I’m essentially pregnant with a baby neither of us wants—how am I supposed to approach that?

      “Want to go get something to eat?” Whitney asks on the phone one morning in early April.

      “Sure.” I woke up starving. “I want breakfast.”

      “I’ll pick you up in thirty.”

      I pull on jeans and a T-shirt, stuffing my feet in sneakers and grabbing my denim jacket. I hate not having a car, but Whitney drives me to and from work most nights so I don’t mind grabbing an Uber when she isn’t available. We were close in college but lost touch when she left for law school. I looked her up when I got back to Boston last month, and it’s the best thing I could have done because she’s been a lifesaver.

      “I need to tell you something,” I say once we’re seated at a local café we like.

      “Shoot.” Whitney cocks her head.

      “I’m pregnant.”

      My friend’s eyes widen. “That hockey player? Kane?”

      I merely nod.

      “You’re not happy about this.”

      “No.”

      “What did he say?”

      “I haven’t told him. We talked about kids once, just in general, and neither one of us wants them right now.”

      Whitney winces. “So…are you getting rid of it?”

      “I can’t. I thought about it, but it’s not… It feels icky. I can’t explain it, because I’m one hundred percent pro-choice.”

      “Pro-choice doesn’t mean pro-abortion. Every situation is different.”

      “Exactly.”

      “What about adoption?”

      “I’m thinking about it. Open adoptions are legal in Massachusetts.”

      “You still would need to talk to Kane.”

      “I know.”

      “You think he’s going to be mad?”

      “I don’t know if he’ll be mad, but I’m positive he won’t be happy.”

      “Still.”

      “I don’t know what to do.”

      “Let’s look up some local agencies, maybe make some calls. The more research you do the easier it’ll be to make a decision. You can also tell him all the options when you’re ready.”

      “I feel so dumb, like those high school girls you always make fun of who get knocked up and say they don’t know how it happened.”

      “Do you know?”

      “Of course. We wound up screwing in the shower right before he had to leave, and there was no time to breathe, much less get a condom.”

      “Was it good?” Whitney asks wryly.

      “It was so fuckin’ good I can still feel my va-jay-jay tingling.”

      We snicker.

      “It’s been a long time since I had sex that good.”

      “It’s probably going to be a long time before I get it again.”

      “It’ll be okay, girlfriend. I’ve got your back.”

      “You have no idea how much that means to me.”

      

      Kane

      

      I’m lost in thought as I drive my rental car through the streets of Boston. I planned to surprise Hailey without giving it much thought. Though we agreed we want to keep in touch, our lives are vastly different right now. I’ve been looking forward to seeing her again, but now that I’m about to pull up to her apartment building, I hope she’ll be equally happy to see me.

      She’s been standoffish the last couple of weeks, and I’ve begun to wonder if maybe she’s losing interest since we don’t seem to have a future.

      Coming to see her had been impulsive, the type of thing I do a lot, and if I didn’t like her so much I’d turn around and go back to the airport.

      Hailey isn’t like anyone I’ve ever met and I think about her a lot despite the geographical distance between us. I’m done for the season since the Blizzard didn’t make the playoffs again this year, and I started making summer plans, so I want to ask Hailey to go on vacation with me.

      I’m not sure how she’ll feel about that, but I need to see her once more, maybe get her out of my system. Our connection is so intense I have a hard time imagining not seeing her again.

      I stop in front of her building and pause for a moment before getting out and jogging up the stairs to the second floor. The address I have is for apartment 219, so I walk around several corners until I find it. I hesitate briefly before knocking, wondering what I might be walking into.

      Hailey is sweet, sexy, and smart, but we’ve only been together two very brief times and she was quieter than usual when we talked the other day. Everything was great between us, but now that I’m here, I can’t help a mild wave of panic.

      What if she doesn’t want to see me?

      What if I’m intruding?

      What if she’d met someone else, someone local, and that’s the reason for her change in attitude?

      I knock abruptly, anxious to see her and stop worrying.

      A man answers the door with a scowl on his face. “What do you want?” he demands.

      My stomach clenches a little, but I refuse to be intimidated. “I’m here to see Hailey.”

      “She don’t live here anymore.”

      The guy starts to close the door, but I catch it with my foot.

      “What are you talking about?” I demand.

      “Clay? Who’s at the door?” a soft female voice calls out.

      “It’s some guy looking for Hailey,” the man responds.

      A brunette peeks out from under Clay’s arm, and her eyes widen. “You’re Kane,” she says.

      “You’re her friend Marcy,” I say, frowning slightly.

      “Yes.” She seems embarrassed.

      “Where’s Hailey?” I ask in confusion.

      “We’re, um, well, we’re not really speaking right now,” she says. “But I know where you can find her.”

      “You’re not speaking?” I’m still confused because Hailey didn’t say anything about moving. “And she just moved out?”

      “She had to…because of the baby.” Marcy looks uncomfortable.

      I stare at her, a million thoughts whiplashing through my head. “Where is she?”

      Marcy gives a little shrug. “I don’t know where she’s living, but she works nights at a club called the Black Eagle.”

      “The Black Eagle.” I want to ask more but Marcy and Clay already shut and locked the door.

      

      Hailey

      

      The pounding bass beat reverberates through the busy main room of the Black Eagle. Thursday nights usually aren’t too crazy, but tonight is lively. Maybe it’s the warmer weather or the fact that most colleges are almost done for the year, but whatever it is, half the male population of Boston is here hanging out. It’s too loud, too crowded, and too hot. I dab my forehead with a cocktail napkin and try to focus on getting through the rest of the night.

      “Earth to Hailey!” Whitney nudges me. “There are customers, girlfriend.”

      “Sorry.” I flash her a smile, setting my tray on the bar and calling out my order to the bartender.

      “You’ve been quiet tonight,” Whitney says. “You okay?”

      “I’m not feeling great,” I admit. “And I’m not really cut out to work in a place like this. You know that.”

      “Desperate times call for desperate measures, right?” Whitney looks sympathetic.

      “I’m trying.” I get my order and head over to a table of drunk college guys. I usually have a beer or two and am able to tune out the rude remarks and sexual overtures, but tonight all I can think about is the tiny life growing inside me.

      Kane is a good guy, but we’ve literally been together a total of less than three days. The rest of the time has been phone calls and texts. The team he plays for is based in Anchorage, Alaska, and I’m getting ready to attend law school here in Boston in the fall.

      I’m not willing to give up my career for a guy who hasn’t made me any promises, but keeping the baby means telling him about it, and I’m not sure how.

      Telling him about the baby, dealing with my employment status, being on the verge of homelessness soon, and being unable to take care of myself makes me sick.

      Nope, that isn’t an option. I haven’t had anyone to depend on in years, and I’ll figure out a solution without trapping a guy I only hooked up with a few times. No matter how special he is or how much I like him.

      “Table fourteen is asking for you,” Whitney calls out, motioning with her head.

      “Oh, great,” I mutter. “Horny drunks asking for me by name.” I head in that direction, not even looking up until I got there.

      “Hey, babe.”
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      Kane

      

      “Kane.” Her voice comes out like a garbled whisper, but then she’s in my arms, hugging me tightly.

      “How did you find me?” she asks as she slowly pulls away, her eyes never leaving mine.

      “I went to your apartment.” I cock his head slightly. “Marcy told me where you’re working.”

      She looks away. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I was embarrassed.”

      “About what? It’s not your fault your roommate kicked you out. I’m confused.”

      “I know, but this isn’t a good time for us to talk. What are you doing in Boston? Maybe tomorrow⁠—”

      “It feels like you’ve been avoiding me the last couple of weeks. I just want to know if you’ve met someone, if I should leave you alone.”

      “No, of course not.”

      “Then what’s going on, Hailey?”

      “I’m at work, and I need this job,” she responds in a testy voice.

      Our eyes lock and after a moment I sink back into my chair. “I’d like whatever you have on draft,” is all I say.

      She walks away without a word, leaving me wondering what’s going on with her.

      The way she clung to me when I first arrived was wonderful, but now I’m confused. She’s at work, so I understand her not wanting to have a serious conversation here, but something in her eyes is shrouded, almost afraid. She denied meeting someone else, so I guess I’ll sit here until she tells me what’s going on or legitimately asks me to leave.

      Now that she admitted to being embarrassed about her situation, her attitude makes more sense, but not entirely. I’m not sure what, exactly, is embarrassing about her roommate screwing her over, but since she seems unwilling to open up to me just yet, I have to wait her out.

      At least a little.

      Things were good between us until recently, probably around the time she started looking for a place to live and took this job.

      Maybe it’s the job, I reason, watching as she waits for my beer at the bar. Hailey’s smart, independent, and just won a gold medal—it probably is a bit embarrassing to be working at a strip club, even if it’s as a waitress. I didn’t know if it will impact her future as a lawyer, and though I don’t think so, I’m trying to put myself in her shoes.

      I’d be pretty embarrassed if I went from playing high level hockey to waiting tables, so maybe that’s what this is about and it truly has nothing to do with us as a couple.

      She brings my beer, and I hand her a twenty-dollar bill, waving off her attempt to give me change.

      “Kane…”

      “Come on, don’t be that way,” I say mildly. “Things aren’t serious between us, but right now you’re my girl, aren’t you? Why shouldn’t I give you a nice tip?”

      “Am I your girl?”

      “I thought we agreed to let things progress naturally?”

      “You never actually said that.”

      “You’re right,” I acknowledge. “I should have, but you were on that media tour and we were both super busy. I’m sorry. Can I make it up to you?”

      “After work?”

      “I know this isn’t a good time. I’m just worried about you.”

      She seems to hesitate a long time, so many emotions on her face it’s baffling. Then she surprises me by closing her eyes and shaking her head. “It’s been a really hard month since I got home and I’m struggling with what Marcy did. I don’t mean to take it out on you.”

      I stand and wrap an arm around her waist. “It’s okay. You can vent to me any time. After all the things we’ve talked about the last few months, I’d like to think you can tell me anything.”

      She rests her head against my chest. “Thank you.”

      “How about I sit here and drink until you’re off work and we can go home together? We can sleep and then I’ll take you to breakfast and we can talk. How does that sound?”

      She lifts her head and gives me a tremulous smile. “Yes. That sounds wonderful.”

      “Okay. You go make some money.” I wink and lightly pat her backside. “Maybe you can buy breakfast.”

      

      Hailey

      

      I wake up first and snuggle into Kane’s warm, muscular body. It’s so nice having him here, even though I hate my messy little room and letting him see what a disaster my life has become. I can’t even think about telling him about the baby until I have a better idea where we’re going with our relationship, so I’m going to selfishly enjoy his presence and the comfort it provides.
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