



Taylor Morgan TM

Frozen lines of the heart









                    
                    
UUID: c8727ecc-9983-4365-9ee0-7db2da41c5d4

This ebook was created with StreetLib Write

https://writeapp.io








    
    Table of contents


	
Frozen Lines of the Heart



	
Taylor Morgan TM



	
Chapters



	
Chapter 1 – The Call That Changed Everything



	
Chapter 5 – First Practice, First Clash



	
Chapter 10 – A Game That Changes the Score






landmarks


	
Title page



	
Table of contents



	
Book start






        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Frozen Lines of the Heart
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 















 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Taylor Morgan TM
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapters
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 










 









  

    
The
    Call That Changed Everything
    


    
  










  

    
A
    City Made of Ice
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Team No One Believes In
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Captain With a Closed Heart
    


    
  










  

    
First
    Practice, First Clash
    


    
  










  

    
Whispers
    in the Locker Room
    


    
  










  

    
Cracks
    in the Armor
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Night the Power Went Out
    


    
  










  

    
Boundaries
    Begin to Blur
    


    
  










  

    
A
    Game That Changes the Score
    


    
  










  

    
Old
    Wounds, New Truths
    


    
  










  

    
Walking
    Away Hurts More
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Storm Before the Final Match
    


    
  










  

    
Choosing
    the Ice, Choosing Him
    


    
  










  

    
When
    the Rink Falls Silent
  





 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapter 1 – The Call That Changed Everything
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 







  
Aria
  Collins had learned to recognize the sound of endings.




  
They
  came in different forms: the hollow click of a rejected payment,
  the
  quiet thud of a door closing behind someone who had finally given
  up
  on believing in her plans, the thin silence that followed another
  unanswered email. Lately, her life seemed to be made entirely of
  those sounds. Endings stacked on endings, like snow piling up on
  a
  roof already bent under the weight of winter.




  
The
  café was nearly empty when her phone began to vibrate against the
  chipped wooden table.




  
Aria
  stared at the screen for a moment longer than necessary. An
  unknown
  number. She almost let it go to voicemail. Unknown numbers
  usually
  meant debt collectors or automated messages reminding her of
  bills
  she couldn’t pay. Still, something in her chest tightened with
  the
  quiet instinct that this call might be different.




  
She
  answered on the fourth vibration.



“

  
Hello?”



“

  
Is
  this Aria Collins?” The voice on the other end was calm,
  professional, with the soft echo of a room too large to be
  personal.



“

  
Yes.
  This is she.”



“

  
Ms.
  Collins, my name is Raymond Hale. I’m calling on behalf of Harbor
  Point Hockey Club. We were given your contact information by a
  mutual
  acquaintance. Do you have a moment to talk?”




  
Aria
  frowned. Hockey club? She hadn’t thought about hockey in
  years—not
  since she’d left Harbor Point with one suitcase and the promise
  that she’d never come back. Her life had unraveled in the city
  instead, where dreams were supposed to grow taller, not
  thinner.



“

  
I…
  yes,” she said cautiously. “What is this about?”




  
There
  was a brief pause, as if the man on the other end was choosing
  his
  words carefully.



“

  
Our
  organization is in a difficult position,” he said. “We’re in
  need of short-term operational management. Your background in
  sports
  administration and financial coordination makes you a strong
  candidate. We’d like to offer you a temporary position with the
  club.”




  
Aria
  let out a quiet, incredulous laugh before she could stop herself.
  “You must have the wrong person. I haven’t worked in sports
  management in over three years. And Harbor Point is… well, I
  don’t
  think they’d want someone like me back.”



“

  
We
  are aware of your recent work history,” Raymond replied. “And of
  your circumstances.”




  
That
  made her stiffen. The word circumstances felt too polite for the
  truth: overdue rent notices, a nearly maxed-out credit card, and
  a
  career that had slowly slipped through her fingers while she
  tried to
  keep her head above water.



“

  
You’re
  saying you know I’m struggling,” Aria said.



“

  
I’m
  saying we believe you’re capable,” he corrected. “And that
  we’re prepared to offer compensation that reflects the urgency of
  our situation.”




  
Her
  gaze drifted to the window, where thin lines of snow traced the
  glass. The world outside looked cold and distant, like something
  she
  no longer belonged to. She imagined the landlord’s patient smile
  thinning by the day. She imagined another week of sending out
  résumés
  into silence.



“

  
How
  urgent?” she asked quietly.



“

  
We’d
  need you to be in Harbor Point by the end of the week.”




  
Her
  breath caught. The end of the week. Three days. Harbor Point was
  the
  last place she wanted to return to. It was the town that had
  taught
  her how small dreams could feel when they ran out of room to
  grow. It
  was where she’d learned how easily people remembered your
  failures.



“

  
I
  can’t just drop everything,” she said, even as her mind began to
  rearrange her life into something temporary and portable.



“

  
The
  position is for three months,” Raymond said. “At the end of that
  period, you’re free to walk away. No obligations beyond your
  contract.”




  
Three
  months.




  
Long
  enough to pay off her immediate debts. Long enough to breathe
  again.
  Long enough to prove—to herself more than anyone else—that she
  wasn’t done yet.



“

  
Why
  me?” she asked. “There are people with better résumés. More
  stable lives.”



“

  
Because,”
  he said carefully, “you understand what it means to build
  something
  from the edge of collapse.”




  
The
  line went quiet after that, not disconnected, just
  waiting.




  
Aria
  closed her eyes. She thought of the version of herself who had
  once
  believed in second chances. She thought of the girl who used to
  sit
  in the cold bleachers of Harbor Point Arena, watching the players
  skate in fast, sharp lines across the ice, convinced that
  anything
  that moved with that much purpose couldn’t be truly lost.



“

  
I’ll
  come,” she said. The words surprised her with their steadiness.
  “But I’m not promising miracles.”



“

  
We’re
  not asking for miracles,” Raymond replied. “Just honesty. And
  effort.”




  
After
  the call ended, Aria stayed seated for a long time, her phone
  resting
  in her palm like something fragile.




  
Returning
  to Harbor Point felt like walking backward into a memory she had
  worked hard to forget. The town had been small, the expectations
  smaller. She’d left because she wanted more—more space, more
  noise, more chances to fail without being watched. Now she was
  going
  back because she had failed where no one could see her.




  
That
  evening, she packed slowly. She folded clothes with care, as if
  the
  act itself might bring some order to her life. There wasn’t much
  to
  take. Her apartment had always been more temporary than
  permanent, a
  place she stayed rather than a place she belonged.




  
On
  the train ride north, the city gave way to quieter streets, then
  open
  stretches of frozen land. The sky grew wider. The air felt
  heavier
  with memory. She rested her forehead against the cold glass and
  tried
  not to count the reasons this was a bad idea.




  
By
  the time she arrived, Harbor Point was wrapped in evening light.
  The
  rink’s lights glowed faintly in the distance, a familiar beacon
  against the darkening sky. The town looked smaller than she
  remembered, or maybe she’d grown tired of seeing things as
  obstacles instead of places.




  
She
  dragged her suitcase through the snow-dusted sidewalk, the wheels
  catching on uneven pavement. Her breath fogged in the cold air.
  For a
  moment, she stood still, listening to the muffled sounds of the
  town:
  a car passing, a door closing, the distant echo of skates on
  ice.




  
This
  was where it had started for her. The wanting. The believing. The
  leaving.




  
She
  didn’t know yet that this was also where things would begin
  again.




  
Not
  cleanly. Not easily.




  
But
  honestly.
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The
  first full team practice under Aria’s watch didn’t start with
  shouting or tension.




  
It
  started with silence.




  
The
  Wolves gathered on the ice, their skates lined along the boards,
  their breath rising in pale clouds. The coach, a broad-shouldered
  man
  named Grant Holloway, stood near center ice with his arms
  crossed. He
  looked like someone who had learned not to expect much from
  change.




  
Aria
  stood beside Raymond at the edge of the rink, notebook in hand,
  trying not to look like she didn’t belong there. The players
  glanced at her occasionally, their expressions neutral but
  watchful.
  She could feel the unspoken question in the air: How long before
  she
  leaves too?



“

  
Alright,”
  Grant said. “Let’s get moving.”




  
The
  drills began smoothly enough. Skates cut into the ice. Pucks slid
  from stick to stick. The team moved with practiced coordination,
  but
  there was something missing—a sharpness, a hunger. The Wolves
  played like a team that knew how to lose without falling apart.
  It
  was competence without urgency.




  
Liam
  skated harder than the rest, his movements precise, almost
  aggressive. He pushed the pace, forcing faster passes, tighter
  turns.
  A younger player fumbled a puck under the pressure and cursed
  under
  his breath.



“

  
Again,”
  Liam said calmly, but there was steel in his voice.




  
The
  drill restarted. The younger player hesitated. The puck slipped
  free.




  
Liam
  stopped abruptly, ice spraying. “If you’re going to doubt
  yourself, do it after practice. On the ice, you commit.”




  
The
  words weren’t cruel. They were honest. Still, the younger
  player’s
  jaw tightened.



“

  
Easy
  for you,” he muttered. “You’re not the one getting
  benched.”




  
The
  rink went quiet in the way only teams do when tension hits the
  ice.




  
Liam’s
  eyes hardened. “You think I don’t get benched? You think I don’t
  screw up?”



“

  
Enough,”
  Coach Grant snapped. “Run it again.”




  
But
  the mood had shifted. The drills became sharper, more aggressive.
  Passes were faster. Checks hit harder. Frustration leaked into
  every
  movement.




  
From
  the sidelines, Aria watched the energy escalate. Pressure could
  build
  momentum, but it could also crack people open. She stepped closer
  to
  the boards, her pulse quickening.




  
During
  a scrimmage, the same younger player missed a pass. Liam skated
  past
  him too close, shoulder brushing his arm.



“

  
Focus,”
  Liam said under his breath.




  
The
  younger player shoved him back. Not hard enough to start a fight.
  Hard enough to send a message.




  
The
  sound of sticks clattering against the ice cut through the
  rink.




  
Coach
  Grant blew his whistle. “That’s it!”




  
Liam
  turned, his jaw clenched. “This isn’t personal. We don’t have
  time to make it personal.”



“

  
Feels
  personal when you’re always the one calling it out,” the younger
  player shot back.




  
Aria
  didn’t plan to speak.




  
But
  she did.



“

  
Hey,”
  she called, her voice echoing across the ice.




  
The
  players turned toward her, surprise flickering across a few
  faces.
  Liam’s gaze found hers, unreadable.



“

  
I
  don’t know your plays,” she said. “I don’t know your
  strategies. But I know pressure when I see it. And right now,
  you’re
  turning it on each other instead of into something
  useful.”




  
Silence
  stretched. The younger player looked down. Coach Grant studied
  her
  with cautious interest.



“

  
This
  team’s already carrying enough weight,” Aria continued. “You
  don’t need to add to it by treating mistakes like failures.
  They’re
  not the same thing.”




  
Liam’s
  shoulders tightened. “So we just let things slide?”



“

  
No,”
  she said, meeting his eyes. “You hold each other to standards
  without turning it into blame. There’s a difference.”




  
For
  a moment, she thought he might argue.




  
Instead,
  he looked away.




  
Coach
  Grant cleared his throat. “Take five. Hydrate. Then we
  reset.”




  
The
  team skated off in scattered directions, the tension cooling into
  something quieter but still unresolved.




  
Aria
  stepped back from the boards, her hands trembling slightly. She
  hadn’t meant to step into team dynamics so quickly. But she’d
  seen what happened when frustration went unspoken. It turned into
  something sharp.




  
Liam
  approached her a few minutes later. His expression was
  controlled,
  but there was a tightness around his eyes.



“

  
You
  shouldn’t step into drills,” he said quietly. “It undercuts the
  coach.”



“

  
I
  wasn’t trying to take over,” Aria replied. “I was trying to
  stop this from becoming something worse.”



“

  
That’s
  not your call to make.”



“

  
Maybe
  not,” she said. “But the fallout becomes my problem too.”




  
They
  stood there, the hum of the arena filling the space between
  them.



“

  
You
  don’t know how this team works,” Liam said.



“

  
I
  know how people work when they’re exhausted,” Aria replied. “They
  start turning on each other.”




  
His
  jaw tightened. “Pressure makes us better.”



“

  
Pressure
  without support breaks people,” she said. “There’s a
  difference.”




  
He
  studied her, frustration flickering across his face. “You think I
  don’t support them?”



“

  
I
  think you carry everything alone,” she said gently. “And that
  makes it harder for them to breathe.”




  
The
  words landed heavier than she’d intended.




  
Liam
  looked away, his expression closing off again. “Don’t
  psychoanalyze me,” he muttered.



“

  
I’m
  not,” Aria said. “I’m paying attention.”




  
He
  didn’t respond. Instead, he pushed off the boards and skated back
  onto the ice as practice resumed.




  
From
  the sidelines, Aria watched him move—fast, controlled,
  relentless.
  Leadership through pressure. It worked. Until it didn’t.




  
As
  practice ended, the team looked drained but sharper. The clash
  had
  left a mark, but not a wound. Yet.




  
Aria
  gathered her things, her thoughts heavy. Change wasn’t loud. It
  was
  made in these small, uncomfortable moments. In choosing whether
  to
  step in or step back. In deciding how much tension a team could
  hold
  before it snapped.




  
As
  she left the rink, she glanced back once more at the ice. It was
  already being smoothed over, the marks of conflict erased by the
  slow, steady glide of the resurfacing machine.




  
She
  wondered how long it would take to smooth over the lines forming
  between people.
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The
  next game was supposed to be routine.




  
Not
  easy. Not impossible. Just another match on the schedule that
  would
  quietly decide whether the Wolves’ first win had been a spark or
  a
  fluke. The opposing team arrived with confidence, their fans loud
  even in a чуж arena. The air in Harbor Point Arena buzzed with a
  cautious kind of hope.




  
Aria
  stood near the boards before the puck dropped, her hands tucked
  into
  the pockets of her coat. She’d learned not to hold her breath
  anymore. Hope was lighter when you let it move.




  
The
  game started fast. The Wolves kept up, their passes cleaner,
  their
  positioning sharper. The crowd responded to every near-miss with
  a
  sound that hovered between excitement and fear of disappointment.
  The
  first period ended scoreless, the tension settling into the seats
  like frost.




  
By
  the second period, the pressure showed.




  
A
  missed call from the ref drew angry shouts from the stands. A
  collision sent one of the Wolves crashing into the boards, the
  sound
  echoing sharp and alarming. He rose slowly, shaken but uninjured.
  The
  Wolves regrouped, their faces set with quiet
  determination.




  
Liam
  skated harder, pushing the pace, his movements precise and
  relentless. Aria watched him lead not with pressure this time,
  but
  with presence—steady eye contact, brief words, the kind of
  leadership that reminded people they weren’t alone on the
  ice.




  
Midway
  through the third period, the opposing team scored.




  
The
  goal cut through the arena like a blade. The crowd went quiet,
  the
  old fear rising up, familiar and heavy. Aria felt it too—the
  instinctive pull toward expecting the worst. She forced herself
  to
  stay still.




  
From
  the bench, Coach Grant shouted instructions. The Wolves reset,
  their
  shoulders tight but their eyes focused. The clock ticked down,
  every
  second loud in the silence.




  
Then,
  with less than two minutes left, the Wolves answered.




  
The
  puck slid across the ice in a clean, beautiful line of
  movement—pass,
  redirect, shot. The net caught it with a sharp sound that seemed
  to
  wake the entire building. The crowd erupted, the sound raw and
  relieved, as if they’d been holding that cheer in for
  years.




  
Aria’s
  breath left her in a rush. Not joy. Not relief. Something deeper.
  Validation.




  
The
  game went into overtime.




  
The
  ice felt smaller then, the rink holding its breath with the
  players.
  Every movement carried weight. Every mistake threatened to undo
  the
  fragile belief forming in the stands.




  
Liam
  took the puck near center ice. Aria saw the moment he chose not
  to
  force the shot. He passed instead, trusting the line he’d helped
  build. The Wolves moved together, not frantic, not
  rigid—fluid.




  
The
  final goal came from a player who had barely seen ice time
  earlier in
  the season. The shot was imperfect. The goalie’s glove brushed
  the
  puck. But imperfect was enough.




  
The
  horn sounded.




  
For
  a heartbeat, the arena was silent.




  
Then
  the noise came—loud, unrestrained, real.




  
The
  Wolves swarmed the ice, laughter breaking through their
  exhaustion.
  Helmets collided in joyful chaos. The crowd stood, clapping until
  their hands hurt, the sound filling the rafters with something
  like
  forgiveness.




  
Aria
  felt tears prick at her eyes and didn’t bother to hide them. This
  wasn’t just a win. It was a rewriting of a story the town had
  been
  telling itself for too long.




  
In
  the tunnel, Liam paused when he saw her. The look he gave her
  wasn’t
  professional. It wasn’t distant. It was open, unguarded, bright
  with something dangerously close to hope.



“

  
That
  changed things,” he said.



“

  
It
  changed the score,” Aria replied. “That’s all.”




  
He
  shook his head. “You’re wrong. It changed how we think about
  ourselves.”




  
The
  locker room was electric. Music blared. Someone laughed too loud.
  Someone else sat quietly, head in his hands, overwhelmed in the
  best
  way. The Wolves didn’t look like a team used to winning.




  
They
  looked like a team learning how.




  
Liam
  stood near Aria as the noise settled into a softer hum. “You
  should
  go,” he said gently. “This is our space.”




  
She
  nodded. “I know.”




  
As
  she turned to leave, he caught her hand—not tightly, not
  urgently.
  Just enough to stop her.



“

  
Thank
  you,” he said quietly.




  
She
  met his eyes. “For what?”



“

  
For
  staying when it was easier not to.”




  
The
  moment stretched, charged with everything they hadn’t said. Then
  he
  let go, the boundary reasserting itself with a quiet, necessary
  distance.




  
Outside,
  the night air felt different. Lighter. The town buzzed with
  leftover
  noise, doors opening, voices rising. Harbor Point wasn’t suddenly
  healed. The bills still existed. The uncertainty hadn’t
  vanished.




  
But
  something had changed the score.




  
Not
  just on the ice.




  
In
  the way people walked home with their heads higher.
  


   In the way
  the rink lights felt warmer against the dark.
  


   In the way hope
  had learned, carefully, to take up space again.



 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






