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About This Book






They’re bitter rivals on the ice, but when they become roommates things get heated…

Toni

Despite the fact that Yvonne Volkova and I both come from hockey royalty, we’ve never liked each other.  She’s the icy, controlled captain everyone respects. I’m the relentless forward who plays with heart and fire.  Now the International Games have put us on the same team… and in the same room. I can handle the competition, but I wasn’t expecting the way the ice queen melts when the walls come down.

Yvonne

I’ve spent my career freezing out anyone who gets too close. Toni Lindstrom is everything I avoid -- bold, emotional, and with a sunshine smile that’s impossible to ignore. We’re complete opposites, but Toni is breaking through my defenses. We quickly go from enemies to friends to something more. But when the Games end, we’ll return to opposite sides of the rink -- and risking my heart might cost more than losing a game.

One night with a rival was supposed to mean nothing. The problem is, it changed everything.

“Checking for Love” is part of the “Playing to Win” lesbian sports romance series. Each romantic comedy is a standalone story centered around sapphic athletes who find love during the most important competition of their careers. If you like snarky enemies-to-lovers banter, competitive spirits, loving queer relationships, and a sweet happily ever after, download these WLW stories today.








  
  
A Note from the Author



This book has brief, non-detailed references to past domestic abuse. If this is a sensitive topic for you, please skip this book. 







  
  
Join Reba Bale's Newsletter






Want a free book?  Join my weekly newsletter and you’ll receive a fun subscriber gift. I promise I will only email you when there are new releases, free books, or special sales you’ll want to see.  

Visit my newsletter sign-up page at https://books.rebabale.com/lesbianromance to join today.








  
  
Dedication




For the hockey girls.











  
  
Toni




Ice crystals sprayed up across my skates as I stopped my forward movement, my eyes fixed on the puck as it glided across the ice. Volkova was there, but she was a beat too slow, her puck just missing the stop. Vancouver’s rookie goalie tried to catch it, but the puck slid in just between her and the corner of the net. 

Goal!

The buzzer sounded, signaling the end of the game. 

I lifted my hands in victory as my team surrounded me, congratulating me on getting the game winning goal. It didn’t matter where we were in the standings, any opportunity to beat our archrival was sweet.

I looked up, locking eyes with Yvonne Volkova.  We’d been playing against each other for years, ever since college.  She was a good player, but I was better.  

Even through the visor I could see the storm in her dark brown eyes.  It was the only indication that she was pissed that I’d slipped past her. The defender was known for her icy control, no pun intended. 

Even earlier in the game when she’d slammed me against the boards so hard I thought I’d cracked a rib she seemed eerily calm. 

Volkova didn’t like to lose any more than the rest of us. She wasn’t above playing dirty if she could get away with it. We’d faced off against each other in a championship game in college where she’d high sticked one of my teammates bad enough to injure them and take them out of the game. Somehow the refs had missed the foul and Volkova got off scott-free. The penalty I got for shoving Volkova onto her ass in retribution was worth it.

We’d had a few run-ins like that over the years. Hockey was a physical game, but Volkova and I seemed to end up in more scuffles than most players. Some part of me enjoyed riling her up, watching her lose that icy mask of calm. Her expression rarely changed, but her eyes betrayed her when she was mad. What Volkova got out of our little battles, I didn’t know. Maybe she liked riling me up too.  Maybe she was just a jerk.

Pushing off, I skated over to shake her hand.  After all, I was supposed to be a professional, and the coach was very insistent on good sportsmanship for the team.

“Good game, Volkova.”

She shook my hand and I swear that I could feel the heat of her skin even though we were both wearing heavy gloves. She just stared at me for a long moment before pulling away from my hand like I’d stabbed her.

“Until next time,” she said, pulling away and skating off to join her team.

“What a bitch,” someone mumbled behind me.

I didn’t answer. I hated using that word about another woman, especially a fellow player, but I couldn’t deny that Volkova was not the friendliest player in the league. Or anywhere.

We all did a lot of trash talking, sure, but for the most part the players were all pretty collegial and supportive of each other, especially off the ice.  Women’s sports still had a hard time being taken seriously, and we all worked together to improve the image of the league whenever we could.

After slipping on skate guards, I headed into the locker room.  Most of the team was inside already, in various states of undress.  There was no room for modesty in a locker room, and for those of who’d grown up playing sports, we didn’t think anything of getting naked in a room full of people. 

I removed my skates and pants, then my jersey and pads, standing in just my underwear and the fitted shirt I wore underneath my uniform.

“Lindstrom.” 

I looked up as my coach called my name.

“Yeah Coach?”

Irina Moldova was a hockey legend. Every person in her family, male and female, had been a hockey star in their playing days. When she moved into coaching, every franchise in the country wanted her, even some of the men’s teams. But she’d come to Seattle, where she’d helped the team go from perennial losers to annual playoff contenders. She was tough but fair, and everyone on the team adored her.

“Good news. You made the roster for the International Games.  You’re going to Italy.”

I blinked.  “Really?”

I had no idea I was in contention.

“You’re having a hell of a season Lindstrom, so of course the U.S. committee was interested in you. You’re the only one from the team who got picked. Congratulations. Make us proud, but for the love of God, don’t get hurt over there. We need you to come back here in one piece if we’re going to make it to the playoffs.”

“Yes ma’am. Who else is on the team?”

For some reason, my mind went to Volkova. Was she coming to Italy too? If so, I’d have to give her a wide berth. I didn’t want her animosity ruining my first trip to Europe. She was an American but played in Vancouver, so if she was going, the Canadians would probably pick her up.

The coach shrugged.  “You should have an email with all the details, including the roster and schedules. Be sure to forward that to me so I can accommodate your absence.”

The timing of the International Games midway through the season wasn’t ideal, but no player in their right mind was going to turn it down. Hockey careers were short, and for most people, this was a once in a lifetime opportunity.

“Okay. I’ll check it out when I get home. Thank you.”

Coach Moldova stepped back and let out a shrill whistle, getting everyone’s attention.

“Listen up ladies, I have an announcement.  Lindstrom has been selected to represent the U.S. of A. at the International Games.”

Everyone in the room burst out cheering. I accepted their congratulations with a big smile.  The International Games was my chance to play hockey on the biggest stage in the world. I couldn’t wait.  I just hoped I gelled with my new teammates and made my country proud.








  
  
Yvonne




Six weeks later… 

I looked out the plane window as the city of Milan came into view. I’d never been to Italy before, and I was looking forward to hopefully seeing at least a little bit of it while I was here.  I couldn’t be away from the team for too long but depending how long we lasted in the tournaments I might be able to squeeze in a day or two for sightseeing.

Someone shifted in the seat in front of me, and I saw a cascade of golden hair slide down in the space between the seat and the window.  Antoinette Lindstrom.  The power forward was a beast on the ice, taking chances that a lot of players wouldn’t.  She was an incredible player -- fast, precise, and a little bit of a wildcard, shoving her way through defenders with a sunny smile that belied how seriously she took the game. 

The plane touched down and we all trudged through the small airport to the bus that would take us to our temporary accommodation.  Unlike some of the other International Games athletes, we were being housed in a university dormitory instead of temporary rooms.  That meant one thing: real beds, not the crappy cardboard ones the Games were famous for. 

When I got on the bus I slid into a seat next to Greta Heitz, a teammate at Vancouver. I wouldn’t say we were friends – I didn’t really have friends – but we were definitely friendly. I settled into my seat and watched Lindstrom walk down the aisle, heading for the empty seats behind me.  She was breath-takingly beautiful with her pale skin, bright blue eyes, and all that blonde hair. When it was down like it was now, it went past her shoulder blades in thick waves like she was some kind of a shampoo model. It was a far cry from my fine, stick straight hair. 

Lindstrom was wearing faded jeans that rode low on her hips, hugging her thick thighs in a way I didn’t hate, and a tight scoop neck tee shirt with the Seattle team’s logo. Without the sports bra that I usually saw her in, her breasts looked fuller, almost too big for her slim frame.  I had a vision of taking one into my mouth, then shook my head to push the image out of my brain.

“Stop scowling Volkova,” she teased as she walked by my seat.  “We’re in Italy, representing our country in the International Games.  That’s something to smile about.”

When my frown deepened she chuckled.  “Someone should loosen you up,” she teased, leaning close to my ear so only I would hear. “I have some ideas.”

My face turned a little pink as a vision of all that blonde hair settling between my thighs flashed through my mind. What was wrong with me today? Why was I suddenly having all these dirty thoughts about the woman who’d been a rival for years? Maybe I was dehydrated from the flight or something.

“You two are so cute together,” Greta said. 

I was startled out of my daydreaming about Lindstrom.  

“What are you talking about? We’ve been rivals since college.”

Greta shrugged. “I always thought there was a vibe between you. You’ve got that enemies-to-lovers tension going on.”

“There’s no vibe,” I said a little too quickly, striving to keep my reaction off my face.

The truth was, there was a vibe, on my side anyway. As much as I disliked Lindstrom I found her unsettlingly attractive. I could tell by Greta’s face that she didn’t believe my protests, but before she could push me on it we heard a shrill whistle. 

“Listen up ladies.”

We all fell silent as one of the coaches stood at the front of the bus, an iPad in hand.  

“I’m going to announce the room assignments.”

I heard some mumbling in Russian as someone translated for a couple of the players who struggled with English.

“First off, Volkova, you’ll be in room fourteen ten with…,” she consulted her screen, “Lindstrom.”

My stomach dropped, I couldn’t help the groan that escaped my mouth. I was stuck spending three weeks in a shoebox sized room with Toni Lindstrom, the one person I didn’t want to room with.  The universe had a sick sense of humor.  There was no sense arguing though, the coaches wouldn’t change their mind anyway, and arguing would only get me branded as being difficult.

Greta laughed like the room assignment was the funniest thing she’d heard all day.  “I guess you’ll see if there’s a vibe now when you’re snuggling together under the blankets.”

“There are two beds,” I snapped.

She smirked.  “They can always be pushed together.”

Somehow I could tell that Lindstrom was watching me. Sure enough, when I turned around in my seat she was looking right at me, a bright smile on her face.  Why was this woman always so happy? I knew for a fact that her parents were both Swedish.  Shouldn’t she be more stoic? She couldn’t possibly be any happier about our room assignment than I was.

After a forty-five minute drive, we arrived at the dorm that would be our temporary home for as long as we stayed in the Games. We all walked single file down a dark hallway, searching for our rooms. Mine and Toni’s room was about a third of the way down, not too far from the bathroom. 

Using the key that Coach had given me, I pushed the door open and turned on the light. The room was small, but clean, with a large window along the far wall flanked by two medium sized dressers and a shelf with a hanging bar that I assumed passed for a closet. Apparently university students in Italy didn’t have a lot of clothing. 

One side of the room had a table with two chairs and a little charging station, and along the other wall was… a bunk bed? I just stared at it in confusion. I hadn’t slept on a bunk bed since I was seven years old and had a sleepover with my neighbor.

“Do you want to be underneath me, or do you like to be on top?” 

My head swung around to Lindstrom, my mind going to a very dirty place. Again.

“What?”

She cocked her head, studying me.  “Do you want the top bunk or the bottom, Volkova?”

“Top please,” I said.

“You got it.” 

Lindstrom dropped her bag on the floor and practically threw herself into her bunk. She didn’t bounce.









