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Callie Lester, a play-it-safe girl for twenty
-
nine years
, decides to shake up her dull life. She's never had a one-night stand, and she wants one before she turns thirty. For a month she stalks pro football player Drake Hopkins waiting for the right--or wrong--moment to put her game plan into motion. When she finds him alone in a bar, she knows it's time to be tackled by the hunky football star and not for a loss but a big gain.
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by
Sandra Sookoo

All Nisha Patel wants out of life is to run her vintage clothing shop and not think about her former flame, Reid Bowman. Though it’s been three years since she dumped him for his arrogant attitude, he’s never been far from her thoughts, and memories of his hands on her body still haunt her.

 

Reid’s reappearance at the annual strip miniature golf tournament throws all her carefully laid plans awry. During the nine-hole course, Reid reveals a new side of himself and plays her body in ways she can’t deny, but can one quick hook-up lead to more?

 

Fantasy Play
by
Marie Tuhart

When former pro football athlete, Max Hunter returns to coach his hometown high school football team, Grace Elliott welcomes a chance to rekindle her relationship with her former Master. Steamy fantasies are fulfilled as they spend sultry nights together. But when Max is offered a coaching job at the pro level will he leave Grace for his career again?
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A Touchdown for Callie

by Jami Davenport

 

 

 

 

Being a stalker wasn't nearly as easy as Callie Lester imagined.

Her target stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and turned. Callie dove for cover behind a boxwood shrub and knelt down. In her haste, she caused a mini avalanche. The foot of powdery snow sitting on top of the plant cascaded down, coating her hair and clothes. She froze—literally—and listened for the sound of footsteps either retreating or advancing in the fresh snow. Holding her breath, she clenched her teeth to stop their chattering.

After what seemed like hours, the fresh snow crunched under his feet. She waited as the noise faded away. Cautiously, she peered over the top of the bush, just in time to see him head into a small neighborhood bar.

Callie slipped from behind the shrub, brushed herself off, and
hurried
down the street. Opening the bar door, she hesitated and squinted into the dim light. The top of his dark head was bent over a beer at the end of the counter, and she couldn't suppress her smile. A DJ played sexy dance music, but not so loud people couldn’t carry on a conversation. A few couples dirty-danced on the small dance floor. Several tables near the dance floor were occupied, but no one sat at the end of the bar where her quarry parked his fine butt.

She nodded to the lone bartender as she sat down at a
barstool
, leaving an empty stool between her and the man. Callie’s entire body trembled with excitement and fear. Prim, proper Callie had never done anything daring or crazy.

Until a month ago.

Until she turned twenty-nine and looked back at twenty-nine years of playing it safe, always being the good girl, the smart girl, the dull girl. Dull girls dated dull guys and had unimaginative sex in unimaginative places.

She spent her days as a file clerk in a large law firm. Mega boring. She spent her nights reading hot erotic romances and fantasizing about being in one of those hot romances. Or having, heaven forbid, a one-night stand.

She spent her Sundays during football season drooling over Drake Hopkins, voted the Hottest Man in Professional Football by Women’s Romance Magazine.

So on her twenty-ninth birthday she’d made a promise to herself. She would not turn thirty without living life on the wild side. Considering all the possibilities, from an office tryst with the nerd in the cube next to her to a fantasy liaison, she chose the one-night stand with an unattainable guy as her goal. Crazy, but hey, she needed to dream big, and anything in between would suffice, even just sharing a drink together.

She knew Drake lived in the city all year. One month ago, she’d driven her car to the team’s training facility, parked in the back of the lot and watched. Despite being the winter off-season, players came and went all day. Pretty soon Drake
, a duffle bag slung over one broad shoulder,
strode out of the building. With a swagger in his walk, he looked like he owned the world, and he did.

Callie started following the hot football star like a groupie stalker, only not quite as obsessively, or so she told herself. She limited her fixation to a few nights a week, plotting her next move on the other nights. She spent mega-bucks on a makeover, including having her dark brown hair styled and highlighted and buying new, sexy clothes.

Drake never seemed to notice her. Maybe being followed by women was the norm for him, and he thought nothing of it. Regardless, she kept a low profile.

She’d waited for an opportunity like this. Tonight he would notice her, she’d see to it. Callie would not chicken out. Tonight he wasn’t with a bunch of rowdy buddies.

The bartender approached. “What’ll you have?”

She opened her mouth to order a
C
oke but stopped herself. This was the new, daring her. “I’ll have a rum and
C
oke.”

A second later one appeared in front of her. The bartender wandered off to talk to a table of regulars, leaving her and Drake alone.

Callie crossed her legs and resisted the urge to pull down her skirt when it rode up her thighs. She glanced at Drake. He stared straight ahead looking at the hockey game on the TV over the bar.

Callie frowned. Maybe she wasn’t doing this right. Stella, her best friend who was everything Callie aspired to be, had
promised this outfit would drop any man to his knees, slobbering at
her feet. Drake didn’t glance her way once, let alone slobber, drool, or clear his throat.

Looking down, Callie adju
sted the front of her black
lace corset top. Her breasts spilled out thanks to the built in push-up bra. She’d never worn anything so naughty in her life. Her hands shook as she picked up her drink and took a sip. She finished the drink then caught the bartender’s attention and ordered another, needing more liquid courage. Halfway through the second drink, warmth flooded her body.

She felt eyes on hers and flicked her gaze to Drake. He stared at her legs, which were one of her best assets, long and shapely from all the miles she ran every week. She crossed them, and her skirt rode up even higher. His hot gaze burned into her skin as if he touched her with more than those famous baby blues of his.

Her entire body ratcheted up to high alert with lust so powerful it overrode her usual good sense and shocked the hell out of her. Her arousal wet the crotch of her miniscule G-string. She squirmed and pressed her thighs together.

Drawing in a deep breath, she turned to him. He still stared at her legs, shameless playboy that he was.

“Hello, I’m Callie.” She held her hand out.

His gaze made the slow journey up her body. He lingered on her breasts spilling over the top of the tight corset. She melted right then and there. She’d follow this man anywhere, do anything, and be anything for him. Her entire body tingled from the painted toenail on her big toe to the tips of her newly highlighted hair.

Lifting his gaze to her face, he tossed her one of his bad-boy grins that promised all sorts of carnal fun. Taking her hand, he squeezed it but didn’t release it. “Well, Callie, I’m Drake.”

“I know who you are.” She spoke in a hushed whisper.

“A fan, huh?” He rubbed her palm with his thumb, slow and sensuous.

She might have her first orgasm from just that simple stroking.

“The biggest fan.” She leaned forward, giving him an ample view of her cleavage.

“I like female fans. A lot.” He shifted his gaze downward and a wolf-like smile spread across his sexy, stubbled face. “They’ll do just about anything for an autograph.”

He was flirting with her.
Her.
If she got any hotter, she’d self-combust. Her stomach tied in knots from fear and anticipation. This really was going to happen. She was going to have a one-night stand with her football hero, the sexy guy to rival all sexy guys. So what if he wouldn’t remember her name tomorrow, she’d never forget his.

Drake slid onto the stool next to her. His denim-clad leg rubbed against her bare thigh. “So tell me, Callie, what would you do for an autograph?” He laid his big hand on top of her knee.

She swallowed and cleared her throat, trying to find the words that evaded her. “Anything,” she croaked.

“Really? Anything?” He leaned forward. His hot breath tickled her ear. “Would you fuck me?”

Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God
. Her heart lodged in her throat. She nodded.

He grinned and slid his hand up her thigh, creeping higher and higher. He nibbled her earlobe then slipped his tongue in her ear. She almost fell off her seat, but he wrapped his other arm around her waist and held her onto the barstool.

“Let’s dance.” He didn’t wait for an answer. Instead he gra
bbed her hand and hustled her
to the dance floor.

The pulse of the music wrapped around her as various colored lights and effects created a dizzying assault on her senses, adding to the surreal scene. Drake pulled her against his tall, lean body. His erection pressed against her crotch, ample proof this night would end the way she’d planned.

He used his clever, naughty mouth to burn a path down her jawline to her mouth. She opened for him, and his tongue thrust inside. He took whatever he wanted with no protest from her. As the dominant alpha male he was, he deepened the kiss, his mouth hard and demanding, conquering her and dispelling any misgivings she had left.

Drake slipped his hand behind her back and slid it lower until he cupped her ass. He kissed her harder, bruising her lips, building a frenzy inside her she’d never experienced before. She wrapped her arms around his neck and ran her fingers through his shaggy hair. He bucked his hips against hers. As if they were screwing on the dance floor, her body rubbed against his, grinding into his crotch, exercising its own will. Who was she to argue?

He drew back, breathing hard, and studied her. “You are one sexy woman.”

“You are one sexy man.”

He ran his hands up her sides, cupped her breasts and squeezed hard. She bit back a moan. A look of wonder crossed his face. “These babies are real.”
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