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      A collection of sizzling sports romances. Forbidden desires ignite in one tale, while a single night transforms into a lifetime of love in another. Holiday surprises unfold in a heartwarming Christmas story, and mistletoe sparks steamy encounters. Opposites attract in a tale of unexpected passion, and love finds its way after a college breakup.

      Written by six talented authors, these short stories promise a blend of love, laughter, and the exhilaration of the game.

      

      Kiss & Puck by Sarwah Creed

      He's a forbidden temptation that invades my dreams and sets my heart aflame.

      

      One Night with the Player by S. O. Connor

      One night is all Melissa and Eric thought they’d have. Until three days later when she shows up on his doorstep as his son’s new nanny.

      

      Christmas Goals by Jenny Redford

      Joe wants his jersey back, and Sabrina needs a date for her family’s Christmas. But can her fake boyfriend become a real present under her tree?

      

      Puck, Love & Mistletoe By Ariana St. Claire

      Getting trapped under the Mistletoe never felt so good...but will the spirit of the holidays melt the ice enough to bring everyone a little naughty and nice?

      

      Sexy As Puck By Lena Cove

      Opposites attract and sparks fly as a hockey player and his podcasting crush prove that going after what you want is always best, but sometimes getting what you least expected is even better.

      

      Smooth As Ice By Layla Rogue

      After a break-up from her college boyfriend, Liana finds love with her parents' attractive neighbor.

      

      Get ready for a rollercoaster of emotions in this enticing boxset.
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            ABOUT SARWAH CREED

          

        

      

    

    
      Sarwah Eve is the sports pen name of Sarwah Creed.

      Sarwah Creed is the Queen of comedy, the Empress of reverse harem, and the Mistress of jaw-dropping twists.

      When she’s not busy writing her Reverse Harem books that will leave you feeling hot and steamy, then you’ll find her in the gym, running, or playing tennis with her kids.

      Sarwah’s books are available in English, German, Dutch, Spanish, French, and Italian.

      She has a sweet tooth and can easily be bribed with chocolate and cupcakes.

      If you’re a new reader to Sarwah, don’t hesitate to sign up for her newsletter and you’ll receive a free book!

      When you’re reading her books, make sure to have a towel nearby because her stories are so steamy, that you’ll need something to cool you down!

      All social media links----https://linktr.ee/SarwahCreed
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            ABOUT KISS & PUCK

          

        

      

    

    
      This is the prequel of my hot hockey standalone book, Golden Puck.

      

      He's a forbidden temptation that invades my dreams and sets my heart aflame.

      Ricky Edwards isn't just our high school's hotshot ice hockey star - he's an irresistible mystery that's crashes into my dreams and takes over my every waking thought. And I can't shake off this feeling that there's something more than friendship simmering between us, and my panties agree.

      I'm caught in a web of secrets from my past. A future husband who makes my skin crawl with each touch, a dad who says it's all for my good.

      I know he’s lying.

      They all are!

      But, about what?

      Can Ricky help me untangle the secrets that threaten to swallow me whole? Or will his move to college leave a Ricky-shaped hole that no one else can fill?
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          JUSTINE

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t believe I’d left home. It was weird because I should have been scared, especially after confronting my dad as I’d left. He’d made me feel sick after I’d discovered his secret. I should have felt nervous about knowing he could come after me. He would make me pay for what I’d seen, but the only thing I felt was freedom.

      “Babes, don’t worry. It’ll all be good. A few weeks by the lake before we head up to Boston!” Ricky, my boyfriend, said. His leg was braced against mine, and as the long, winding road stretched before us, my worries melted away. I smiled and decided to put my feet up on the dashboard.

      The idea of leaving Colorado used to scare me. Sure, we didn’t live in a small town, but it was nowhere near the crowds of New York, let alone Boston. But with Ricky by my side, I felt as if I could conquer the world.

      “Don’t take your belt off!” Ricky snapped as I tried to get more comfortable. He was just trying to protect me, but sometimes, it felt as if he was trying to control me.

      I couldn’t get over how protective Ricky was of me. He even took me with him to university. He could have left me behind because I didn’t get into university like him, and being the daughter of a billionaire, I didn’t have any skills whatsoever. I’d be a burden to him, a financial one. But I’d decided leaving with him would mean independence from my parents. I wouldn’t be at their beck and call, especially my dad’s.

      It should have scared me, but I was so happy with my newfound freedom and being with the love of my life that nothing could get me down.

      “You’re going to be the hot potential NHL player on campus. All the girls will be at your feet, Ricky Edwards. I just don’t know if dragging me with you is a good idea. Maybe, I should have just left and—”

      “And what, Justine? Gone and lived in a shack while I’m in college? No. I have a little money saved, we’ll find a way to make it work. You don’t have to worry about a thing.”

      It wasn’t just independence I craved, but Ricky, as well. Whenever I was with him, I felt everything was possible. Nothing held me back in life. No one had ever made me feel like that.

      His blue eyes shone whenever they met my dark eyes. I twisted my blonde hair into a loose bun, teasing him. I knew it was doing the trick because he said he loved my neck. It was his favorite part of my body. Then again, he said that about nearly every part of me.

      “Vampire, do you want to bite me?” I asked, lifting an eyebrow while observing his growing erection.

      “Just another hour and we’ll be there, and yes, I’ll bite you all over. You’re such a fucking tease!” he replied.

      I giggled because he had a way of making me laugh at the most stressful of times.

      “Dad will look for me,” I said.

      He nodded as he tried to concentrate on the road, but then he gave me a concerned look.

      “I know. We knew he wouldn’t exactly give you his blessing to be with me. He made that clear from the time he stopped us from seeing each other,” he said.

      “And he knows you’re going to ????, which one, and that we’re together. He’ll go after your dad to punish us.”

      “Chill, Justine. You’re getting yourself worked up. Just lie down and relax. We’ve gone over this so many times,” Ricky said. He claimed he had everything covered, but my hair stood up at the back of my neck.

      I closed my eyes remembering some of my yoga and therapy respiration and calming exercises. When Dad had forbidden me from seeing Ricky anymore, he claimed my emotional distress had been brought on by having an unstable mom and taking after her. Clearly, it had nothing to do with being brought up in a dysfunctional family. My therapist told me, whenever I felt anxious, I should close my eyes and think of myself atop a hill, with my arms wide open and breathing in the fresh air.

      I took in the wind as it graced my face, and I tasted freedom as it embraced me. No more therapy and yoga sessions to deal with my anxiety, then again, I’d only been away from the house, the place I used to call home, all of thirty minutes. I felt better than I had in a long time, knowing I didn’t have to go back there tonight.

      I smiled as I thought about the move I was about to make, one filled with love and hope. I couldn’t wait to start this new chapter in my life and be with the person who’d made it all possible.

      “A penny for your thoughts,” he purred, and I opened my eyes, realizing he was watching me.

      “You should keep your eyes on the road!” I admonished, trying to hide my blush.

      He shook his head and chuckled. “I’m keeping them on the road, but I can’t help glancing over once in a while when I’m sitting next to the most beautiful girl in the world.”

      I shrugged, feeling a rush of warmth and affection wash over me.

      “Yeah, I know it’s tough, but someone has to bear the burden of being around me,” I teased.

      He laughed and took my hand, squeezing it gently. “You know I don’t mind, right? I love being with you, no matter what.”

      My heart swelled with happiness, and I leaned over to kiss him on the cheek. “I love you, too,” I whispered.

      As we drove, a sense of excitement and anticipation grew inside me. This move was a big step, but I knew we could make it work. Together, we could conquer anything.

      “The son of the VP your dad wants you to marry,” he said bitterly.

      I shook my head, a shiver running down my spine. “Don’t. It gives me the creeps when he says Alan is on our level. To my dad, Alan’s rich, so it doesn’t matter that he’s a complete jerk and pervert. One time, we had dinner, and he said he would come up to my room and look for me. He spent his time opening the door and peeping on me.”

      Ricky tried to lighten the mood. “You don’t know that. He could have gone up the stairs and gotten lost.”

      I rolled my eyes, feeling a mixture of unease and disgust. “Remember, I told you, as we came downstairs, Dad said the lovebirds probably couldn’t keep their hands off each other, which was why he was coming up to find out what we were up to. Please don’t spoil this trip by bringing up that perv. I know Alan was watching before I caught him standing at my door. He pretended as if he’d just got there, but he hadn’t.”

      My body shook at the idea of Alan watching and getting off on it.

      “Your dad has never liked me. What did he say? How could you date someone who comes from a broken home?” Ricky was changing the subject, but it was better if we stopped talking about it, or we’d just dampen the mood.

      “He’s so messed up. He said it because you were being brought up by your dad. How bad is that?”

      I couldn’t even look at Ricky, nor defend my dad’s reaction when I’d told him Ricky’s mom died of cancer two years ago. He’d shown no remorse because Ricky’s family weren’t billionaires like him. Neither is Alan’s family, but Dad had made it clear, if we married, Alan could take over for his dad. That was all he’d ever considered or thought about—himself.

      As for Mom, she did whatever Dad said for fear he’d cut up her credit card, and she wouldn’t be able to make her monthly trip to Paris to be with one of her many lovers. She thought I didn’t know about them, but I did. Dad was no saint and loved the idea of a former-cheerleader model being by his side, one that he could keep under control, and he did it so well. “I wonder if cheating on Dad makes my mom feel better.”

      Ricky shook his head.

      “No, it doesn’t. If it did, then your Mom wouldn’t look so sad all the time.”

      “I come from a dysfunctional family. It could be in the genes. When you’re a famous hockey player, we could end up like them.”

      Ricky turned down the music and gave me “the look”, the one he used so many times.

      “My parents were normal and happy. Don’t rate all families based on yours. I love you, and you love me. When we get married, you’ll see that we’ll be nothing like your parents.” He paused as he swerved past a tight corner.

      I got goosebumps whenever he said that. It made our love feel real and as if nothing could break us up. We would grow as a couple. I put my hand on his lap and tried to get as close to him as possible once the road leveled out and wasn’t as steep as it had been so far. “Is this lake on top of a cliff or what?”

      I couldn’t help but chuckle when I realized we seemed to be going in circles, but then again, Colorado was full of hills. As we drove farther, Ricky kept talking about how it would be worth the drive and that there was no internet, no signal, nothing. Just him and me. Suddenly, a familiar tune began playing on the radio, and I recognized it as Golden Hour. I tilted my head, narrowing my eyes to see if I was imagining things, but then Ricky tapped my leg to grab my attention.

      “Our song. Perfect timing. We heard it when we went to prom, and we knew he was singing about us,” he said with a smile.

      The lyrics of the song played in the background as we sang along, lost in the moment.

      

      It was just two lovers

      Sitting in the car

      Listening to Blonde

      Falling for each other

      Pink and orange skies

      

      As we leaned in to kiss, something suddenly collided with us, throwing us off balance. I let out a bloodcurdling scream as I tried to grab onto anything to keep myself from flying out of the car. I lost control, my head hitting something hard. Everything happened so fast, and before I knew it, the once bright light turned dark, and I blacked out.

      When I woke up, I felt dizzy and disoriented. I tried to open my eyes, but the bright light was blinding. My head throbbed with pain, and I could hear a faint ringing in my ears. I tried to move, but my body felt heavy and unresponsive.

      “Ricky?” I called out weakly, my voice trembling.

      But there was no answer. The silence was deafening, and I couldn’t hear anything except the sound of my own heartbeat. Panic began to set in, and I tried to move again, but my body refused to cooperate. I was trapped, alone and helpless.

      As my eyes adjusted to the brightness, I realized I was in a hospital room. Tubes and wires were attached to my body, and the constant beeping of the machines filled the room. My heart raced when I realized the severity of the situation. What had happened? Where was Ricky? Was he okay?

      Tears streamed down my face as I struggled to sit up, but sharp pain shot through my head, forcing me to lie back down. The events leading up to the accident slowly came back to me, and I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread that crept over me.

      “Please, let Ricky be okay,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

      I felt a hand on mine, and I looked up to see a nurse standing beside my bed, her kind eyes filled with concern.

      “Miss, you need to rest,” she said gently, trying to calm me.

      But I couldn’t rest, not until I knew Ricky was safe. I tried to ask her about him, but my voice failed me, and I drifted off into a fitful sleep, haunted by the events of that fateful night.
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          RICKY

        

      

    

    
      Two weeks later…

      Fuck, fuck, fuck and fuck!

      Tears streamed down my face as I shouted, “I want to see Justine! I need to know if she’s okay!” Frustration and fear had been building inside me for days, and I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

      My dad’s reassuring hand on my shoulder did little to calm me. My knees, weakened by the accident, shook when I tried to stand.

      “Her dad has security on the door,” he said gently. “And the investigation is still ongoing. He accused you of kidnapping her, Ricky.”

      “Fuck him!” I spat, my anger boiling over. I immediately regretted my outburst when I saw the exhaustion etched on my dad’s face. He hadn’t slept in days, his once clean-shaven face now covered in a thick beard.

      “I’m sorry, Dad,” I said, feeling guilty for being so selfish. “I haven’t even asked how you’re doing.”

      He forced a smile. “I took a leave of absence from work, and Nan has been taking care of me. Don’t worry, she’s gone home to rest now. And the good news is, you’re getting out today.”

      Despite everything, my dad’s attempt at cheerfulness made me smile. Nan was always a treat to have around, and she reminded me so much of Mom.

      “How’s Grandpa doing?” I asked, eager for any distraction from my own problems.

      He chuckled. “He’s finally learning how to use the washing machine and dishwasher.”

      I laughed. My grandpa was old-fashioned, and he hated anything electronic. “If a machine can do it, I can do it better,” he always said.

      “He’s coming to see you tomorrow,” my dad added. “He was here last week, but you were out of it.”

      I nodded, my head still feeling like spaghetti. “I thought I saw Mom,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “She told me it wasn’t my time yet.”

      My dad’s eyes widened. “What did she look like? What else did she say?”

      I shrugged, unsure if it was even real. “I don’t remember. Maybe, it was just a dream.”

      His gaze was fixed on me as if he saw me for the first time. “I lost my faith when your mom died,” he said, his voice heavy with emotion. “And I thought I was going to lose you, too. But you came back, Ricky. You fought for your life.”

      He pulled me into a hug, and I cried on his shoulder, feeling a mix of relief and sadness. Maybe, I had lost my faith, too, but for now, being in my dad’s arms was enough.

      The  cold and sterile hospital room, with white walls and a single window overlooked the parking lot. It felt suffocating, as if the walls were closing in on me. Maybe, I had crossed over to the afterlife, or maybe, my mom had been a figment of my imagination. But the thought of seeing her again brought a bittersweet smile to my face.

      “Ricky King. How are you doing?” The doctor walked in, holding a clipboard. His smile was reassuring, and I knew he had good news. He looked a little younger than my dad, so he was probably the resident.

      “I’m a little tired,” I answered, my voice hoarse. “I tried to stand up just now and ended up back on the bed. Apart from that, I’m peachy!”

      “Peachy?” he quizzed, and then I noticed he had a group of students behind him. I nodded, realizing my Nan had been talking to me a lot because I was starting to sound like her. I looked over at my dad, who was thinking the same thing.

      “Nan,” he said with a laugh, and the stress lines on his face started to disappear.

      “All your vital signs are looking good. Everything else will take rest and development. How’s the arm doing?” the doctor asked.

      “In a cast,” I replied, stating the obvious.

      “It’s fine. It doesn’t hurt.”

      “Good! In two weeks, you can come back, and we can maybe take it off.”

      “Wow, that soon,” I replied, surprised that I wouldn’t need it for so long. “And Justine, Doc. How’s she doing?”

      The doctor shifted his eyes to my dad, and I didn’t like that. It felt as if they had some secret code, and they didn’t want to reveal what was on their minds.

      “Son, I’ll talk to you about that in a bit,” my dad said, and I felt agitated. Why couldn’t they just tell me what was going on?

      “Right, so I’ll get you all signed out, and then you’re good to go. You’ll be on the ice before you know it,” the doctor said with a wink before leaving the room.

      I faced my dad, who turned a bright shade of red. I crossed my arms. Whatever he had to say, he better say it soon.

      “Where do I start?” he asked, looking at me with concern.

      I shrugged, feeling lost and unsure. “I don’t know what’s going on, so how would I know where you should start? Just tell me already.”

      “Well, Justine has lost her memory, but they maybe it’s temporary. It’s natural when someone has a shock. She can’t remember the last four years of her life,” he said, pacing the room.

      He explained that her dad had agreed to drop the accusations if I signed a contract and agreed to keep my distance. If I didn’t, he would press charges and say that I tried to kidnap her. That would mean I could lose my scholarship and everything I’d worked hard for.

      “And Justine? I would lose her,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

      “Not necessarily. I’ve seen the contract, and it talks about you approaching her. It says nothing about you approaching her. This memory loss she’s suffering can’t be a temporary thng. So all you should need to do is sit tight and wait for her to come around,” my dad repeated trying to reassure me once again.

      “I’m not going to lose her,” I declared, my voice shaking with emotion. Justine was the only person who truly understood me, and I couldn’t bear the thought of her slipping away from me. I remembered the day I had asked her out on a date in middle school, and how we had both decided we were too young for anything serious. But as fate would have it, we found ourselves in the same high school, and the attraction we felt all those years ago had only grown stronger.

      Justine’s mom had always been supportive of our relationship, but things changed when Ted, Justine’s dad had different ideas, becuase he was a powerful man who wanted his daughte rot have. A powerful man who owned nearly everything in town, he had a way of manipulating people to get what he wanted. Justine’s mom became a puppet to him, and our relationship suffered as a result.

      Even as I tried to process this information, my mind kept drifting back to thoughts of Justine. I longed to kiss her sweet lips and feel the warmth of her skin against mine. It was painful to think that I might never get the chance again.

      My dad told me that Justine would come around in time and remember everything we had shared.

      “You came around once, and I used your hand to sign the contract that would keep you away from her.”

      How could he do this to me? To us?

      But even as I raged inside, I knew that my dad had no choice. Ted had threatened to take away his job and leave us all penniless. We were already struggling to make ends meet since my mom had died, and my dad couldn’t bear the thought of losing everything else. So he had made the only choice he could.

      My anger surged toward Ted. He’d taken away the woman I loved, and he threatened to destroy our family in the process. But even as I seethed, I knew I couldn’t let it consume me. I would find a way to be with Justine again, no matter what it took.
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
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DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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