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      Three swoony hockey players. Three fierce heroines. One unforgettable team.

      Welcome to Maple Creek, where the ice is cold, but the chemistry is scorching. This small-town hockey series follows the Maple Creek Thunder as they battle on the ice—and fall hard off it. With fake dates, forbidden secrets, and more than a few broken rules, these men are about to learn that the biggest games aren’t always played in the arena.

      

      The Captain’s Curfew

      Logan Carter doesn’t break rules—he enforces them. That includes his strict “no distractions” policy. But when his best friend’s younger sister becomes the team’s new social media manager, everything changes. Living together was a terrible idea… until it starts to feel like the best one he’s ever had.

      

      The Goalie’s Gamble

      CJ Morgan lives for the spotlight—until one bet lands him in trouble with management. His punishment? Community service and a fake dating campaign with no-nonsense youth center director Olivia Walker. It’s all pretend… until it isn’t.

      The Center's Secret

      Declan Hayes has a secret. Elle Martin, the sharp reporter assigned to cover the team, is getting dangerously close to it. As sparks fly and loyalties are tested, Elle has to decide: break the story or protect the man behind the mask.
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      Logan Carter has one rule: zero distractions.

      As captain of the Maple Creek Thunder, he’s determined to lead his team to victory after last season’s humiliating scandal. That means curfews, no drama, and absolutely no breaking the rules. And that especially means keeping his hands off Violet Hayes—his best friend’s little sister and the team’s new social media manager.

      Violet has had a crush on Logan since she was seventeen. Now, she’s all grown up, living in his apartment (temporarily), and determined to prove herself in her new role. Her job? To make the Thunder more relatable, more engaging. The problem? The internet is obsessed with Logan. And when a behind-the-scenes clip of his softer side goes viral, she’s suddenly not only living with her teenage crush—she’s working side by side with the league’s most brooding captain.

      As the season heats up, so does the tension between them. The forced proximity. The stolen glances. The way Logan almost kisses her but always pulls back. But when one moment changes everything, Logan is forced to choose: stick to the rules or risk everything for the one girl he can’t resist.

      A swoony, instalove hockey romance with electric chemistry, forbidden tension, and a captain who’s about to break every rule he’s ever made. Game on.
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      Logan

      

      Every pair of eyes in the locker room is on me. Not because they want to be. Because they have to be.

      I take a deep breath as I look around the room and formulate what I need to say in my head.

      Discipline. Focus. Control.

      That’s what it takes to be a captain in the NHL, and that’s exactly what I bring to the Maple Creek Thunder. It’s not about being the fastest skater or the flashiest scorer. It’s about setting the standard and ensuring this team stays in line—especially after last season’s disaster. The scandal nearly cost us our reputations, our contracts, and, for some of us, our entire careers.

      A different kind of tension hangs in the air today—thick and still. Even the guys who usually can't sit still, like Ryder and CJ, are quiet. Their knees bounce with restless energy, but their mouths are shut for once.

      They know this isn’t just another team meeting. Not after last season.

      I grip the edge of the conference table in the Thunder’s meeting room, staring at my teammates as they shift uncomfortably in their seats.

      “I’m not going to sugarcoat it,” I start, my voice rough from the past hour of talking. “We got lucky. Management should have torn this team apart after what happened last year, but they didn’t. They gave us a second chance.” I let my gaze sweep over them. “And we’re not going to screw it up.”

      A murmur of agreement ripples through the room, but I see the resistance in some of the younger guys.

      Jake Mercer, our rookie forward, leans back in his chair, arms crossed, looking like he’d rather be anywhere but here.

      CJ, our goaltender, drums his fingers against the table, his usual cocky smirk in place.

      Even Declan Hayes, my best friend and one of the Thunder’s top centers, looks a little too relaxed for my liking.

      The Thunder should have made the playoffs last year. Hell, we should’ve gone all the way. We had the talent. We had the numbers. What we didn’t have was discipline. We got distracted. We made headlines for all the wrong reasons—a locker room bet that went viral. A scandal that nearly took down half our sponsor deals, and players too focused on drama to notice the team falling apart.

      I won’t let that happen again.

      "I don’t care if it’s your rookie year or your tenth. I don’t care how many points you scored last season. If you’re not here to give everything to this team, leave now."

      No one moves.

      Good.

      "We’re not here to screw around. No more drama. No more parties. No more headlines unless they’re about goals and wins."

      I grab a marker and write it in big, black letters on the whiteboard: ZERO DISTRACTIONS.

      "Make it your mantra. Tattoo it on your damn foreheads if you have to. This year, we play smart. We play hard. And we win. Got it?"

      A few muttered affirmatives echo through the room. I narrow my eyes.

      "I said, got it?"

      "Yes, Captain," they answer, this time in unison.

      I exhale sharply. “That means curfews are strict this season. No more bar fights, no more scandals, no more distractions. If you have a problem with that, take it up with management.”

      CJ raises a hand. “So, just for clarification—if I happen to be out past curfew but I’m doing something super wholesome, like rescuing kittens, does that count?”

      Laughter ripples through the room, but I don’t smile. “You’d better ensure those kittens can vouch for you in a press conference.”

      CJ groans and drops his head on the table while Declan chuckles beside him.

      “You’re a real hard-ass, Carter,” CJ complains.

      “Yeah, well, someone has to be.” I push back from the table, gathering my notes. “We’re done here. Practice starts at eight tomorrow morning. Be on time.”

      Declan stays behind as the guys file out, watching me with that look that says he’s about to ask for something I don’t want to give.

      I sigh and beat him to it. “What do you want, Hayes?”

      His grin is quick and disarming. “You make me sound so predictable.”

      “That’s because you are.”

      Declan props a hip against the table, rubbing the back of his neck. “Okay, so you remember my little sister, Violet?”

      I stiffen instantly. “What about her?”

      “She just got hired as the team’s new social media manager.”

      Shit. I do remember Violet Hayes—mostly because she’s been a thorn in my side since she was a teenager. Declan’s kid sister had a habit of tagging along when we were younger, always looking at me with those big, wide eyes that made my heart race and my life difficult. I would never admit it, but I always had a crush on her. I never went there because I was focused on hockey, and I knew that Declan would have murdered me. The last thing I need is her complicating my season right now.

      “And,” Declan continues, “she needs a place to stay for a few weeks until she finds an apartment. She had a place lined up, but it fell through at the last minute. Could she crash with you for a few days? Just until she finds a new one?”

      I stop walking. “You want your little sister to stay with me?”

      “She’s not ten anymore, Logan. She’s twenty-four. And you’ve got the space. Come on, it’s only for a few days.”

      I stare out over the parking lot, jaw clenched. The last time I saw Violet, she was barely out of college. All bright eyes and smart-ass comments, always teasing me whenever I was over at Declan’s. She’s got this… light about her. It's the kind of light I’ve avoided my whole career.

      “You trust me living with your sister?” I ask finally.

      “I trust her to kick your ass if you so much as scowl at her too hard. Besides, you’re the safest guy I know. Completely immune to fun.”

      I swear under my breath. “No.”

      “Come on, man. It’s just temporary.”

      “No,” I repeat, firmer this time. “I don’t do roommates.”

      “Dude, she’s my sister.”

      “Exactly. Which is why you should handle it.”

      Declan exhales. “I would, but my condo’s getting renovated, and she needs a place now. She’s not some random girl, Carter. She’s Violet.”

      That’s precisely the problem.

      I press my fingers against my temple. “Fine,” I mutter. “Two weeks max. That’s it.”

      Declan’s face splits into a victorious grin. “I knew you had a soft spot somewhere in that frozen heart.”

      I glare at him, but he claps me on the back before heading out. I sit there for a long moment, staring at the empty meeting room, already regretting my decision.

      This is going to be a disaster.

      I try to put that out of my mind as I pack up and make the short drive home. After showering, and tidying up the place a bit, tensing at every sound outside my door. I’m not sure if I’m dreading seeing Violet again or excited.

      Sighing, I sink onto my couch and stare at the clock. Finally, I hear the knock on my apartment door, and I already know who it is. With a resigned sigh, I pull it open and find Violet standing there, beaming up at me like she hasn’t ruined my perfectly structured life.

      “Hey, Logan,” she says cheerfully, holding two suitcases. “Your new favorite roommate has arrived.”

      She leans in like we’re old friends and wraps me in a hug before I can dodge it.

      I freeze.

      She’s warm. Soft. And entirely too close. I stand there like a statue until she pulls back, grinning up at me, completely unaware that she’s thrown me off of my axis.

      “Wow. You haven’t changed a bit,” she says.

      I have. I’ve gotten harder. Colder. But I don’t correct her.

      She glances around again. “Your place is… very clean.”

      “That’s the goal.”

      She laughs, the sound light and easy. I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed. “This isn’t college, Violet. There’s no dorm room welcome party.”

      Her eyes twinkle. “Damn. And I was really looking forward to the icebreaker games.”

      I bite back my smile, not moving as she brushes past me, dragging her luggage inside like she owns the place. She’s wearing a Thunder hoodie that’s way too big for her, probably Declan’s, with her blonde hair piled into a messy bun. She’s all sunshine and warmth, and my perfectly ordered world gives a little lurch, like it’s bracing for impact.

      “This is nice,” she says, looking around my spacious apartment. “Very… you.”

      Which means it’s minimalist, monochromatic, and designed for efficiency. Unlike Violet, who has always been a walking burst of color and chaos.

      “Rules,” I say, making her turn toward me. “No loud music, no parties, no bringing random people over.”

      She raises an eyebrow. “You really know how to make a girl feel welcome.”

      “I’m not trying to.”

      Her lips twitch like she’s holding back a smile. “Got it, Captain.”

      I nod toward the hallway. “Guest room’s the last door on the left. Kitchen rules are on the fridge. I don’t do noise after ten. Don’t leave dishes in the sink. No shoes on the couch.”

      She lifts her hands in mock surrender. “Yes, sir.”

      My jaw tightens.

      Declan owes me more than one favor.

      By the time she’s unpacked, it’s dinner time. I usually eat in silence, protein and greens, a routine that keeps me focused. But tonight, Violet’s humming as she digs through my cupboards.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Making macaroni and cheese,” she says cheerfully. “Want some?”

      “I have chicken and rice.”

      She wrinkles her nose. “How exciting. Live a little.”

      I don’t respond. I’m not here to live a little. I’m here to win.

      Still, my stomach betrays me when the scent of butter and melting cheese fills the kitchen.

      She slides a bowl over to me.

      I eat it.

      We don’t talk much, but it’s not entirely uncomfortable. She fills the silence with small chatter—how excited she is to start work tomorrow and how much she missed Maple Creek.

      I grunt when appropriate.

      When she yawns and says goodnight, I exhale like I’ve been holding my breath all evening. As she disappears into the guest room, I already know this was a mistake.

      This is fine. It’s temporary. I can handle Violet Hayes. I have to.

      Zero distractions. That’s the rule.

      Even when the distraction has a smile that could unravel a man like me. And eyes that see more than I want them to.

      This season, I have one job: lead this team to victory. And nothing—not even Violet—is going to pull me off course.

      Right?
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      Violet

      

      There’s something about fresh starts. The blank slate. The endless possibilities. The thrill of stepping into something new and completely unknown.

      That’s what this is. A fresh start. A chance to prove myself. A step into the future I’ve been working toward for years.

      Maple Creek hasn’t changed much since I left. The coffee shop on the corner, the bookstore I used to escape to on weekends, even the little ice rink near the park where Declan used to drag me to skate—it’s all still here.

      Nostalgia hits me like a wave, but I push it aside. This isn’t a trip down memory lane. I’m here to work, to make a name for myself and finally be taken seriously in this world of hockey players and locker room politics.

      And speaking of hockey players…

      I already know my job isn’t going to be easy. The Thunder are still recovering from last season’s scandal, and management wants a new, polished image. That means I need to highlight the team’s best moments, show the fans why they should still believe in their players, and—most importantly—stay out of any unnecessary drama.

      Easy, right?

      Except I know better because drama follows this team like a shadow, and unfortunately for me, part of that shadow comes in the form of one Logan Carter.

      My stomach twists at the thought of him. Logan has been a fixture in my life for as long as I can remember. He and Declan have been best friends since they were kids, which means I’ve spent years orbiting around him—always just out of reach.

      I don’t know when my stupid crush on him started. Maybe it was when I was thirteen, and he helped me lace up my skates at one of Declan’s practices. Maybe it was when I was sixteen, and he pulled me out of a snowbank after I fell face-first during an impromptu hockey game. Maybe it was every single time he looked at me like I was nothing more than his best friend’s little sister, completely unaware of the way my heart sped up whenever he was around.

      Not that it matters. Logan Carter is disciplined, serious, and completely off-limits. And I have more important things to focus on.

      Like finding somewhere to live that isn’t Logan’s guest room.

      I pull into the parking lot of the Thunder’s training facility, shut off my engine, and take a deep breath. I spot my brother’s car pulling in nearby and hop out, hurrying to catch up with him.

      Declan groans, rubbing a hand over his face as he heads toward the Thunder’s facility. “Don’t start.”

      I fold my arms, raising an eyebrow. “You mean to tell me that after years of keeping me away from your team, you’re just handing me over to Logan Carter?”

      “It’s temporary.”

      “You realize he hates me, right?”

      Declan scoffs. “He doesn’t hate you.”

      “He barely tolerates me.”

      “That’s just how Logan is.”

      “That’s not reassuring.”

      Declan sighs. “Look, my condo’s under renovation. I don’t have anywhere else for you to go. It’s just for a few days. We’ll go look at places this afternoon after practice.”

      I exhale, weighing my options. It’s not like I have a long list of places to crash, and as much as I hate to admit it, staying with Logan might not be the worst idea. I can focus on work, save money, and maybe—just maybe—get under his skin a little.

      A slow smile creeps onto my face.

      Declan groans. “No.”

      “What?”

      “You’re thinking something. I don’t like it.”

      “I’m just saying…” I grab my bag and sling it over my shoulder. “If Logan Carter is going to be my roommate, I might as well make it interesting.”

      Declan mutters something under his breath, but I’m already heading for the door.

      Maple Creek, get ready. Violet Hayes is back.

      And I have a grumpy captain to torment.

      I somehow make it through my orientation, meeting with HR, and tour without bumping into my brother or Logan. I’m guessing they’re in the locker room so I send a quick text to Declan that I’m headed home for the day and to text me when he’s out of practice.

      Then I head back to Logan’s place.

      The apartment is actually the penthouse and one of Maple Creek's older and more respectable buildings. It fits Logan to a T. The place is museum level clean and organized.

      I let myself in and hang my purse on the hook by the door. He shouldn’t be home for a bit, depending on when practice is over, so I decide to make myself at home.

      I shower, then turn on the TV and lounge on his couch while I do some work. I need to pull analytics of all their social media accounts from the past few months.

      I get lost in my work and barely notice when Logan walks through the front door.

      “Hey,” I chirp.

      He grunts in response, and I bite back a smile as he heads to shower and change. My stomach growls, and I realize that I somehow skipped lunch and dinner. I get up to see what’s in his fridge and smile when I spot the cheese. A grilled cheese sounds perfect right about now.

      There’s something weirdly satisfying about making a grilled cheese in a man’s pristine kitchen. Especially when that man is Logan Carter—captain of the Maple Creek Thunder, king of grump, and now sitting at his spotless kitchen island watching me like I’ve broken every law of his sacred household.

      I hum as I flip the sandwich in the pan, the scent of sizzling butter filling the room. Logan’s still glaring at my choice of dinner like it’s offensive. I guess he’s used to protein powder and sad chicken.

      “Want one?” I ask him.

      “No,” he says, but I can see him staring longingly at the pan.

      I pull out the ingredients for another sandwich.

      “You’re really not going to eat one?” I ask, glancing over my shoulder.

      “I have chicken and rice,” he says like it’s a badge of honor.

      I make two sandwiches anyway.

      And try to hide my smile when he eats it.

      That’s the thing about Logan Carter—he acts like he’s made of stone, but a very human, very real guy lives underneath all that stoicism. I’ve seen glimpses of him over the years. Little cracks in the armor. The way he looks after my brother. The way he carried our golden retriever to the car when she sprained her paw on a hike. He might be cold, but he’s not heartless.

      And now I’m living with him.

      For a few days, I remind myself.

      It’s not a big deal.

      Except that it is.

      Because I’ve had a thing for Logan since I was seventeen and he walked into our house for the first time. All quiet intensity and broad shoulders, trailing my brother like some aloof shadow. And now I’m crashing in his guest room, sharing grilled cheese and trying not to stare every time he walks by shirtless.

      He’s not shirtless now, but his fitted black T-shirt isn’t helping. The man is annoyingly built.

      When we finish eating, he rinses his plate and dries it immediately. Like, full scrub, towel dry, and return to cabinet. I leave mine in the sink to see if his eye twitches.

      It does.

      “You’re going to hate living with me,” I say cheerfully.

      He doesn’t respond. Just walks toward his bedroom like he can’t wait to be rid of me.

      I sigh and rinse my plate, then retreat to the guest room. It’s cozy, in that minimalistic, Logan Carter way. Everything is gray or navy, with the occasional plant that I’m ninety percent sure is fake. Still, it smells like him—clean and woodsy, with a hint of whatever cologne he wears that should probably be illegal.

      I flop onto the bed and stare at the ceiling.

      Tomorrow, I officially start my new job. I should be nervous, but all I can think about is the look on Logan’s face when I hugged him yesterday—like I short-circuited his brain.

      Maybe this temporary setup won’t be so bad after all.

      Morning comes way too early, mostly because Logan is apparently incapable of using a regular alarm. Instead, he’s up at five, doing god-knows-what in the kitchen. There’s clanking, footsteps, and the smell of coffee strong enough to wake the dead.

      I groan into my pillow, then drag myself up and shuffle to the bathroom. The mirror reveals a pillow-creased cheek, a messy bun, and sleepy eyes.

      Perfect.

      By the time I’m dressed and halfway through fixing my makeup, there’s a knock at the door.

      “Yeah?”

      “You want a ride?” Logan’s voice is muffled but unmistakable.

      I blink at the door. That was... weirdly nice of him.

      I pull it open. He’s already dressed in his Thunder jacket and jeans, keys in hand.

      “You’re offering me a ride?” I ask.

      He shrugs. “You work for the team. I’m going there anyway.”

      Wow. So warm.

      Still, I smile. “Sure. Let me grab my bag.”

      The drive to the arena is quiet but not uncomfortable. I steal glances at him when he’s not looking. He’s got that early-morning focus—brow furrowed, jaw set. I wonder if he’s always like this or if the captain role has hardened him.

      He parks and turns to me when we pull into the staff lot. “Don’t be late leaving. I’m done at four.”

      “You’re picking me up, too?”

      He gives me a dry look. “Or you can walk.”

      I smirk. “Four it is.”

      The first day goes fast. I meet the media team, set up my desk, and spend the afternoon brainstorming content ideas. I already have a few in mind—things fans would love. The team has a solid following, but it needs personality. Heart. Something real.

      And, well, Logan Carter might be a walking wall of grump, but he’s exactly the kind of brooding enigma the internet eats up.

      I pull up one of the clips I recorded at a family BBQ years ago. It’s Logan reluctantly playing cornhole with Declan, scowling the entire time—until I catch him smiling when he thinks no one’s looking.

      It’s perfect.

      I grin as I start to edit.

      Let’s give the fans something to talk about.

      At 3:59, my phone buzzes.

      Logan: Outside.

      Of course he is.

      I grab my bag and hurry out, sliding into his truck with a grin. “You’re punctual.”

      He grunts.

      I take that as a win.

      On the way home, I try not to fidget. I’m used to making conversation, to filling silence. Logan... not so much.

      So, I talk about my day. About the video.

      “I found this old clip of you playing cornhole. It’s gold. I think I’m going to post it tomorrow. You look like a tortured soul.”

      His jaw flexes. “Don’t post anything of me without approval.”

      “Relax, Captain. It’s cute.”

      “I’m not here to be cute.”

      I smirk. “Tell that to your fan club.”

      He shoots me a look, but his cheeks are...flushed?

      Interesting. Very interesting.

      That night, I sit on the couch editing more clips. Logan walks by and pauses when he sees one of himself on screen.

      “Where’d you get that?”

      “Team archives. I have a gift for finding the good stuff.”

      He watches for a second. It’s a shot of him helping a little kid tie their skate laces at a fan event.

      His face softens.

      Then he walks away, but he doesn’t tell me to delete it.

      I think that’s his version of approval.

      Maybe this season will be more interesting than either of us expected.
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      Logan

      

      This was a mistake.

      A massive, life-altering, sanity-testing mistake.

      Violet Hayes has been in my apartment for less than forty-eight hours, and I’m already on edge.

      Her suitcase still sits by the dresser in the guest room, her shoes scattered near the door, her jacket draped over the back of my couch like she’s claiming the place.

      It’s been exactly eight years since she was in my space when Declan brought her along for a team cookout. She was barely out of high school then, all wide-eyed curiosity and relentless energy, trailing after her big brother’s friends like she belonged.

      She doesn’t look like a kid anymore.

      That thought should be enough to make me shove her right out the door.

      Instead, I grip my coffee mug tighter and watch as she pads into the kitchen, hair damp from the shower, dressed in a tiny pair of cotton shorts and an oversized sweatshirt with the team’s damn logo on it.

      My jersey.

      I grind my teeth.

      “You planning on moving your stuff out of my living room anytime soon?” I ask, keeping my voice neutral.

      Violet barely glances at me as she rummages through a drawer. “Probably.”

      “That’s not an answer.”

      She hums, unbothered. “Neither was yours.”

      I narrow my eyes, already regretting this arrangement all over again. “Are you always this difficult?”

      She grins at me over her shoulder. “No, I’m usually worse.”

      Jesus.

      I watch as she grabs a spoon and heads for the fridge like she owns the place. She moves with an easy familiarity as if she isn’t standing in a house that’s been my space, my sanctuary, for the last few years.

      And then she pulls out the peanut butter jar.

      I frown. “What are you doing?”

      Violet pops the lid off, dips her spoon inside, and scoops out a massive bite. “Breakfast.”

      I stare at her. “You’re eating peanut butter. Straight out of the jar.”

      “Yep.” She licks a bit off her spoon. “Don’t judge me, Logan. It’s too early for that.”

      I glance at the clock. It’s almost ten.

      I exhale slowly, reminding myself that this is temporary. That she’ll soon find an apartment, and my life will go back to the structured, uncomplicated routine I built for myself.

      I do not think about the way her mouth wraps around that spoon.

      Or the fact that she’s still wearing my jersey.

      I definitely don’t bite back a groan as I watch her tongue lick up the last of the peanut butter from the spoon.

      “This isn’t going to work if you treat my house like a damn dorm room,” I say, setting my coffee down harder than necessary. “I have rules.”

      Violet rolls her eyes. “Of course you do.”

      “Curfew is midnight.”

      She snorts. “You’re joking.”

      “Not even a little.”

      She props a hip against the counter, twirling the spoon between her fingers. “You do realize I’m not one of your players, right? You don’t get to set a curfew for me.”

      “Under my roof, I do.”

      She arches an eyebrow, a teasing smirk tugging at her lips. “Logan Carter, did you just admit I’m living under your roof? Does this mean we’re roommates?”

      My jaw tics.

      I shouldn’t have agreed to this.

      Not just because Violet is a walking distraction but because she’s Declan’s sister.

      I owe him. He’s been my best friend since I was a freshman in high school. He’s been my teammate since I was a rookie in this league, the guy who always had my back and kept me in check when I needed it. And I’d bet my entire career that he wouldn’t be thrilled to know I’m standing here, watching his baby sister lick peanut butter off a spoon, fighting the completely inappropriate thoughts running through my head.

      This is dangerous territory.

      I need space. Distance.

      I grab my truck keys off the counter. “I’ll be at the rink. Don’t break anything.”

      Violet salutes me with the spoon. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

      I don’t stick around to see her smirk.

      The rink is my sanctuary. It’s the only place where my head clears, where everything makes sense. But today, I can’t shake my irritation. It sticks to me like a second skin, lingering as I lace up my skates and step onto the ice.

      “Bad morning?” CJ skates up beside me, smirking.

      I shoot him a look. “Don’t start.”

      “Oh, it’s definitely a bad morning,” Declan adds, coming up on my other side. “Let me guess—Violet’s driving you insane already.”

      “She left her crap everywhere,” I mutter, flicking a puck toward the boards. “And she eats peanut butter out of the jar.”

      CJ whistles. “Scandalous.”

      I ignore him. “She needs to find a place. Fast.”

      Declan shrugs. “Give it a week. She just got here.”

      “She also posted some ridiculous video of me yesterday.”

      CJ grins. “The ‘Hockey’s Most Eligible Grump’ one?”

      I scowl. “You saw that?”

      “Dude, the whole internet saw that. You’re trending.”

      I let out a slow breath. “This is exactly what I don’t need.”

      CJ claps a hand on my shoulder. “Maybe you just need to loosen up, Captain.”

      I shove him off and skate away, but their laughter follows me. I try to put thoughts of Violet and that damn video out of my head.

      I fail.

      The video has almost half a million views by the time I finish my morning skate.

      I don’t check the numbers myself, of course. I hear it from CJ, who’s grinning like a kid who just discovered sugar.

      “Captain Grump is trending,” he says as we towel off in the locker room. “Did you know you have fan cams now? One of them is you scowling in different lighting.”

      I glare at him. “I’m not joking.”

      “Neither am I.”

      He pulls out his phone and shoves it in my face. Sure enough, there I am, in all my brooding glory. Skating, glaring, lifting weights. There’s music and slow motion and—God help me—sparkles.

      "Why are there sparkles?"
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