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Chapter One


GRANT PARKER HEARD a loud crack as he rolled over in his date’s bed and onto something buried in the sheets. He looked at the sleeping form next to him and sighed in relief when she didn’t stir.

He extracted an e-reader from under one of his hips as he sat up and stared at a large horizontal fracture in the screen in the dim light from her bathroom. Crap. Grant couldn’t remember her name, but he was willing to bet she remembered his. Even more, she was probably going to be pissed about the broken e-reader.

Shaking his head to clear out some of the cobwebs, he knew he needed to get his ass out of here. He had a hundred bucks in his wallet. He’d leave the money to replace the e-reader (along with a note) ten seconds before he walked out the front door of her apartment. Still too drunk to drive, he would call Uber as soon as he got outside.

He’d met her at a bar last night. She was exactly what he’d wanted: a woman who wanted one night with him. They’d had a lot of drinks, and they’d taken a cab to her place. Minutes later, they were naked. He’d had her twice before they both fell asleep from sheer exhaustion. He wondered what the biggest aphrodisiac was for the women who fucked his brains out on a regular basis: that he played pro football or that they were delighted to discover he was an excellent lay. She’d have several orgasms to remember him by.

The Sharks’ PR department worked overtime to craft his squeaky-clean image. Grant had arrived in Seattle as a result of being drafted out of his small, conservative Christian college’s football team. The Sharks had cut their former backup QB after a DUI and a sexual assault arrest. Grant was in the right place at the right time. Grant’s parents were also the nationally known pastors of a megachurch in Texas, which seemed to seal the deal for the Sharks.

It was clear in Grant’s Combine interview with the team’s head coach and the general manager that any hint of bad behavior in his personal life would not be tolerated. The team believed Grant’s background and football skills would go a long way to smoothing things over with angry fans. Grant wanted to play for Seattle. It was the perfect situation.

The Sharks’ PR department circulated pictures of him to the local media with approved dates—girls from the local Christian college, for instance. He’d take them to dinner and a movie or a game. He’d walk them to their front door by ten PM, kiss them on the cheek, and make sure they were safely inside before he got in his car and went looking for what he really wanted: raw, anonymous sex with someone he knew he had no intention of seeing again.

He didn’t lie to anyone he was with. He had told each woman before they went to her place that he was in for one night and one night only. He told them he didn’t have sex without protection, which he provided. They nodded, smiled, and tried every sexual enticement in their arsenal to change his mind. It seemed that the women he dated always wanted what they could not have. If he met someone who boinked his brains out and told him to leave as soon as he got dressed, he’d be back for more. So far, it hadn’t happened.

He knew he was playing with fire for being so public. He knew he should find a woman who was interested in a mutually beneficial (and highly confidential) arrangement. He wasn’t callous or cavalier toward anyone else’s feelings. He just wasn’t interested in getting tied down to anyone, at least in the short term. If he got caught having multiple one-night stands, his carefully constructed image would blow up in his face, and any chance he had of succeeding Tom Reed, the Sharks’ starting QB, would be gone.

He understood his behavior could be chalked up to doing the forbidden, to the idea he was getting away with something he shouldn’t do. What kind of idiot would jeopardize eight million dollars a season for standing on the sidelines with a clipboard sixteen Sundays a year by taking such a risk? The Sharks organization wanted their fans to believe Grant spent his evenings with his playbook and turned in early. Alone. Preferably after reading a few pages of the Bible and saying his prayers. He was a normal, healthy guy with a normal, healthy sex drive. Was this a crime?

Grant wanted to watch the Sharks’ starting QB Tom Reed on the sidelines holding a clipboard as Grant threw TD after TD. He wanted to be the guy in the hundred-foot-tall mural screen painted on the side of Sharks Stadium. He also wanted to be the guy who’d get his pick of twice as many women who all wanted to do him. After all, the ladies wanted the real thing: a starter.

He clicked on the small button that activated the e-reader. It still worked, despite the cracked screen. He saw the title of the last book she was reading, Overtime Parking; a picture of him crossing the tarmac at an airport to get on the Sharks’ team plane was on the cover.

He’d been the subject of a lot of press, but someone had written a book about him? He hadn’t seen this yet. He was surprised his agent or the team publicist hadn’t told him about it. He’d have to call them both tomorrow. Maybe he should take a look at a page or two to figure out if this was an unauthorized biography.

He touched the unbroken part of the screen with his fingertip, and the text appeared.

And I shoved Parker’s football pants down with both hands. He was naked beneath and sporting a gigantic erection.

“Want it?” he said.

“Yes.” I unzipped my jeans and wriggled until both jeans and underwear slipped to my knees. I unhooked my bra and pushed my sweater up around my neck. I lay back on the hood of his car in the team’s parking lot, spreading my legs, entirely exposed to him. In full view of anyone walking past. The parking lot was full of cars; it was a matter of time before we were discovered.

I reached down to touch myself, to move my fingers in the wetness I felt dripping out of me. I wanted to show him I could come from staring at him and stroking my clit. I wanted him to see it all and to want me as badly as I wanted him.

“Fuck me,” I said.

He yanked my jeans and my panties off and pushed my legs up over his shoulders. I couldn’t concentrate on anything besides his arms caging me, his mouth on mine, his hard, massive dick entering me seconds later. I arched into him, my nipples scraping against his rock-hard chest. He grabbed my ass to pull me into his pistoning hips. Somehow, it was even more thrilling to know we might have an audience, and I ground into him as a result.

“Oh, God. Fuck me! I have to have you!” I told him as I moved against him. He pounded into me, over and over. I heard flesh slapping against flesh and the muffled groans of satisfaction deep in his throat. I wrenched my mouth from his, raked my nails down his back, and let out a loud cry.

“More!” I cried out. “Harder!”

“Oh, I’ll give it to you harder,” he growled as he thrust again. I wrapped my legs around his hips as tightly as I could. My clit rubbed against his pelvis as I moved against him. The hood of his car was cold but slippery against my back. It was going to be covered with our juices by the time we were done. There was nothing like the smell of sex; it surrounded us in the cold night air. I reached down to grab his ass with both hands, pulling him closer.

“Faster,” I cried. “More!”

“I’ll give you more,” he said roughly. “I’m going to fuck you, and then I’m going to fuck you again. Right here. Where everyone can see us. They’ll know how dirty you are, how badly you want it. How you’d fuck them too.”

He was breathing hard. He thrust faster, and I could feel myself coming, lust and adrenaline coursing through my bloodstream as I reached between us to rub my clit. “That’s it,” he said. “You want it. You want everyone to see you coming all over me, don’t you? Come for me. Come now.”

I let out a scream as my entire body convulsed around him. The waves of pleasure and release went on and on. I must have blacked out for a few seconds; I could hear applause and whistles as I came to. I saw a knot of guys a few feet from us; I was beyond caring that I was laid out like a naked, panting feast in front of them. I was limp in his arms, and he grinned down at me. He turned, made a slight bow to the onlookers, and turned back to me. His dick was already getting hard again as I watched.

“Ready for round two?” he said. “I’m going to do every nasty thing to you you’ve ever dreamed of. In front of them. And you’re going to love every minute of it.”

Grant stared in shock at the broken e-reader’s screen. What the hell was this?





Chapter Two


THE CHARTER FLIGHT Daisy Spencer was working that afternoon had been smooth until they were an hour outside of Seattle. They bounced their way into the landing pattern for Sea-Tac Airport as the pilot’s voice came over the intercom.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this will be a rough one due to weather in the Seattle area. Everyone needs to sit down and buckle up, including the flight attendants. I’ll let you know when you can get up again. Also, please stow all loose items such as electronics in your seat back or under the seat in front of you until we’ve landed. Thank you.”

Daisy would have liked to chalk this up to a typical day at work, but she’d received “sit down and buckle up” instructions with forty-five minutes left to go in flight only once before. That one had ended with the euphemistically termed “rough landing” and a quick evacuation via the emergency exit. The fire department had coated everything that moved in flame retardant due to leaking jet fuel.

The pilot had his hands full at the moment as the plane shimmied its way through strong winds and lashing rain while descending from cruising altitude. The jump seats were located behind the cockpit and facing the passengers; Daisy glanced around the half-partition that shielded the flight attendants from view. The Sharks’ front office guys, who always sat in the front of the team plane, were clutching their armrests. One appeared to be praying. She saw a few of the players in the rear clasp hands across the aisle as the plane descended through a wall of dark clouds the last thousand feet to the runway.

Daisy’s heart was pounding. Anyone who wasn’t afraid in this situation was out of his or her mind. She had confidence in the pilots—she knew the captain wouldn’t hesitate to abort the landing and divert elsewhere if he couldn’t land safely—but she was still scared. She wasn’t seeing her life pass before her eyes or anything. She remembered every emergency procedure she’d learned in her flight-attendant instruction. If they managed to deploy the emergency slide after landing, they’d have little time to evacuate the plane. Staying calm meant survival for everyone right now.

The silence was broken by the sound of dozens of men reciting the Lord’s Prayer as the pilot fought to stabilize the wildly pitching jet. He was a thirty-year veteran of the airline and flew bush planes in Alaska previously. He was used to a lot worse conditions. The side winds still buffeting the plane were a big concern, however.

“Flight attendants, prepare for landing,” the copilot barked into the intercom.

Daisy’s coworker Rachel reached out to grab her hand. “Almost there.” She’d been through worse too, but it would be a relief to arrive safely.

“Yeah,” Daisy said.

“We’ll be fine,” Rachel said, her hand sweaty from nerves. “Breathe, Daisy.”

The wheels of the jet touched the runway beneath them and bounced. The plane shimmied again as the pilot applied the brakes; Daisy knew he was using every bit of experience and skill to get the plane to stop before he ran out of runway. They heard the whine of the brakes as the passengers were shoved back into their seats. She could feel the jet still moving side to side in the strong winds, but the pilot managed to slow the plane. A minute or so later, he turned onto the path to the area they’d be disembarking at.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to Seattle. I’m leaving the seat-belt sign on because the weather has really deteriorated in the past hour or so. It’s forty-five degrees here, raining hard with a pretty good side wind, but we made it.” His comments were interrupted by enthusiastic applause. “We may see some lightning in the next forty-five minutes, so we’ll be exiting the plane as quickly as I can get it parked and then get you onto your buses.”

Daisy didn’t have time to reflect on the fact they’d narrowly avoided the worst possible outcome. She let out a long breath and unclenched Rachel’s hand.

“Time to get back to work,” Rachel said.

Daisy reached out to grab a plastic garbage bag from the galley. She and Rachel would have to set some kind of land-speed record cleaning up the cabin before they were told they could open the jet’s doors, but it had to be done. The other two flight attendants in the back would help, but it would still have to happen in minutes. They hadn’t been able to do the pre-cleaning of wrappers, plastic cups, milk and juice cartons, and other trash that collected when sixty-plus professional athletes, twenty-five coaches, support staff, and various others traveling on the Sharks’ flight needed refreshments on their way home from Oakland. She saw the Sharks’ head coach unbuckle his seat belt, scoot to the edge of his seat, and reach out one hand.

“Daisy, I can help. Let me have that.”

“You’re not supposed to get up until the seat-belt sign is off, sir.”

He gave her the nod and wriggled his fingers. “Got it. I’ll take that. And why don’t you get me another one too?” He dumped a plastic cup full of wrappers in the bag, turned in his seat, and handed the bag behind his head to one of the assistant coaches. “Put your trash in this, and let’s pass it to the back of the plane. Hopefully, the guys will get the message.”

Four empty plastic bags were handed back. She could hear the rustling of paper and plastic as the passengers cleaned up after themselves. As the plane continued its slow progress, Daisy could hear a few of the players talking and nervous laughter.

“Damn. I thought we were done for, bro.”

“Pretty bumpy. That pilot earned his money. The fucking wings were wobbling too. Scared the shit out of me.”

“Still want to learn to fly, Anderson?”

“Hell no. I want to go home and kiss my wife.”

This was greeted with a burst of loud laughter.

“I’ll bet you’re doing a lot more than kissing her,” another deep voice chimed in.

“Not discussing that with you right now, Collins.”

The plane came to a halt, and the pilot turned off the seat-belt sign. “I’d like to thank everyone aboard for flying with Pacifica Airlines. I still see lightning on my weather readout, so we’ll make sure you’re safely on the buses before it arrives. Please take extra care with the steps today due to the rain and wind. We look forward to flying with you again soon.”

“How about next Friday night?” one of the players called out. “We have a business trip to Green Bay.”

Daisy smiled as she picked up a few wrappers that had managed to escape the surprisingly tidy group. They might have had a scare, but they were ready to get back on a plane again. So was she.

“Thank you, guys, for cleaning up,” she said to nobody in particular. “We really appreciate the help.”

Matt Stephens, the owner of the Sharks, gave her a broad smile as she approached him. Daisy didn’t spend a lot of time keeping up with football, but any woman with a pulse knew who the startlingly handsome Matt was. She also knew that he was married and, according to all reports, crazy about his wife, Amy.

“Thanks for getting us home safely.” Matt reached out to shake Daisy’s hand.

“The pilot’s your man for that, but thank you,” she said.

Daisy was a bit surprised that Matt never sat with the front office guys and coaching staff when he flew with the team. He seemed to prefer the sometimes-boisterous player seating. Matt’s brother-in-law Brandon McKenna, who’d retired from the Sharks a few years back and took Matt’s job on a nationally broadcast pre-game show, sat next to him.

“He saved our ass—butts today,” the tall, blond Brandon said. He reached out to loop his arm around Matt’s shoulders. “Let’s go home, bro.”

“You don’t need to ask me twice,” Matt said. “I wasn’t sure we were getting off this damn flight alive.”

“If I got killed in a plane crash, Sugar would kick my ass,” Brandon said. His dimple flashed as he impulsively kissed his brother-in-law on the forehead. “We’re outta here.”

Daisy moved away from them and reached out for another full plastic bag from Grant Parker, the Sharks’ backup quarterback. He looked into her eyes and raised an eyebrow—the universal guy signal for Hey, how you doin’?

Grant wasn’t hard on the eyes, either. His tousled, wavy, sun-streaked, chestnut-colored hair brushed his shoulders. His eyes were the color of melted dark chocolate and twinkled when he smiled. He had the required three-day scruff of whiskers most men under thirty sported these days. Instead of the bulked-up muscles of most of his teammates, Grant was tall and lean. He also bore a somewhat disconcerting facial resemblance to a major religious figure. This hadn’t slowed the party in her panties down one bit.

Imagine what the pastor of her parents’ church would have to say if she told him she had lust in her heart for a guy who looked like Our Lord.

She made an extra effort to remain somewhat professional while he was around, despite the fact that she wanted to squeal like a fourteen-year-old girl confronted with her favorite teen idol. She’d been working on the Sharks’ charter flights for two seasons now. The other guys on the team, the coaching staff, and the Sharks announcing crew and other media—they were fun to fly with, and she enjoyed chatting and laughing with them, especially after the team won. Grant was another story. She’d like to toss herself in his lap and run her fingers through his hair, for starters.

He spent his flights listening to music on his headphones and working on his tablet. There might be an occasional conversation between him and his teammates, but for the most part, she’d noticed he kept to himself. Her interactions with him were limited to “What would you like to drink?” and “What would you like to eat?”

Of course, this hadn’t stopped her from embroidering a rich fantasy life about Grant in her head. She would love to know what he was like when he wasn’t at work, so to speak. She’d read stories about him in the Seattle papers and had seen him shown on the local sports reports. She wondered how much was true and how much was creative fiction.

He was a pastor’s son. He spent most of his spare time during the season making charitable appearances on behalf of the team. He told reporters that he hadn’t met the “right girl” yet, despite the fact that he’d been seen out to dinner at Seattle-area restaurants with more than a few women from the local Christian colleges over the past few years.

Mostly, he (or his representatives) wanted Grant to be seen as an asset to the Sharks, a great addition to the community, and Tom Reed’s worthy successor. Daisy wondered if Grant was curious about what it might be like to be out with someone who’d be interested in a bit more than sharing a root beer float and seeing a G-rated Disney movie with him.

Grant glanced up at her again.

“Need some help with the rest of this?” he asked. “Just point me toward the Dumpster. One of my jobs growing up was taking out the garbage.”

“Thank you so much, but we’ll let the cabin cleaners deal with it,” she said. “You need to get on the bus before the lightning storm starts.”

She heard the dull thump of the rolling stairs being shoved up against the side of the jet. The baggage guys were going to have a hell of a time unloading the jet in this weather, especially since she heard the boom of thunder from a few miles away.

The passengers grabbed backpacks, purses, and other items from the overhead bins and filed off the plane as she and Rachel stood at the jet’s doorway and told each person good-bye. She got several hugs as the players filed past. One of the bigger guys reached into his backpack, pulled out several new Sharks-logo ball caps, and handed one to each flight attendant as he passed them.

“You ladies need some gear,” he said. “I’ll bring more next week.”

“Is that a threat, Morrison?” one of his teammates asked.

“They’re spending time with us. They need swag,” he insisted.

“My son will love this. Thank you so much,” Rachel said.

“Oh, no, ma’am. That’s for you. I’ll bring him something else.” He sauntered down the stairway leading to the tarmac, where a small group of airline employees stood in a covered area waving the Sharks’ flag and calling out, “Go Sharks” and “Welcome home.”

Grant Parker was bringing up the rear. He stowed his headphones and tablet in his backpack and reached out to shake Daisy’s hand.

“Nice to see you again,” he said. Maybe she imagined that he’d squeezed her hand. “Will I see you on Friday’s flight?”

“Yes. I’ll be here.” It was amazing she could get any words out at all.

“Good. I’ll look forward to it,” he said. She saw his lips curve into a grin. He was still holding her hand, and the fact that her pulse sped up as a result had nothing to do with today’s flying adventure. “I know this is pretty sudden, but I have a question.”

“Of . . . of course,” she managed to stammer out. “What can I do for you?”

He pulled his cell phone out of his pants pocket as he released her hand. Damn it. She’d like to stand there and hold his hand for an hour or so. That wasn’t weird or anything.

“Can I get your cell number, Daisy?”

“Uh, sure. Yeah,” she said.

She rattled off the digits as he punched them into his phone. “Thanks,” he said.

He was halfway down the stairs before she realized he’d asked for her number and she’d never asked him why. It seemed a bit sudden, but truthfully, she was still so rattled from the flight he probably could have asked her for the password to her checking account, and she would have blurted it out. She leaned out of the doorway of the plane to see if he was still around. The players and coaches were sprinting across the tarmac as she heard another roll of thunder in the distance.

Daisy could still feel the imprint of Grant’s hand clasping hers. Of course, she’d done a lot more than shake hands with him in her imagination.

And in the book currently burning up every digital retailer’s best-seller lists.





Chapter Three


AN HOUR LATER, Daisy wheeled her suitcase into the suburban townhouse she’d scrimped and saved to buy. The weather was even worse. The steady pounding of rain, lightning, thunder, and howling wind had made the ride home from Sea-Tac a less-than-fun adventure with slick roads and pooling water. She needed a change of clothes and a glass of wine, and at the moment, she wasn’t sure which she wanted more. She’d left the blue skies and low seventies of San Francisco’s airport for the torrential rains of Seattle. She loved the area, but she was looking forward to some sunny days.

Her roommate, Catherine, was working a flight home from London. She’d arrive home late tomorrow afternoon, but till then, Daisy had the house to herself. Maybe she should add a hot bath into her evening’s plans. She pulled off the low-heeled pumps she wore to work, carefully draped her damp uniform over the bedroom chair, and grabbed her iPad as she sat down on the bed.

Most single women in the Seattle area spent their time off enjoying the thousand and one things to do in the area. She liked going out and meeting new people, but lately, she was consumed with one thing. Actually, a person. The only chance she had to talk to him was when they were surrounded by a hundred other people who needed her attention and who weren’t going to sit patiently while she did her best not to make a fool of herself over him. She thought about him when he wasn’t around. She dreamed about him. Even more, she fantasized about him. There were other guys in her life, but she couldn’t seem to forget about him.

One night after a bit too much wine, she opened up her laptop and wrote down one of those fantasies. A few days later, she found herself writing again. Before she knew it, she had written something a Google search called a “novella”—her raunchiest, filthiest, most graphic and unrealistic fantasies about the churchgoing, chaste Grant Parker of the Sharks. He’d flip out if he knew the things she thought about, and she’d die before she’d tell anyone else (besides her roommate) about them. Nobody else in her life had any idea.

According to Amazon.com’s best-seller rankings, however, she’d told thousands of strangers. She’d copyrighted the work under her initials for some attempt at privacy. She’d snapped a picture of Grant with her tablet one afternoon as he walked across the tarmac to board the team’s jet for a game in Denver and used it for the cover image. She’d figured out how to edit, format, and upload her book through a self-publishing service after researching it online. A few clicks later, she was a published author. She still couldn’t believe she’d done it. Even more, she couldn’t believe the book was selling.

If Grant ever found out about this, she’d die.

Another several-thousand-dollar royalty payment had been direct deposited into her checking account this morning. It joined the one she’d gotten last month. She was going to have to talk to an accountant about paying taxes on the money. Maybe she should donate it to a charity or something.

She glanced at the sales rankings one more time: number five. In all of Amazon. Her smutty little book was trouncing authors who actually did this for a living. And the reviews were as explicit as her fantasies.

If anyone found out what she’d done, she’d be lucky if she could get a job as a waitress in a coffee shop. In Iceland.

THE ADRENALINE PUMPING through Grant Parker’s body after the rough flight had drained away during the drive home. The weather was shitty, but he could take it easy behind the wheel of his car. He didn’t have the same control over the jet he’d been in an hour or so ago. Flying was part of his job, and for the most part, he enjoyed it. He wasn’t sure he wanted to die in a plane crash, though.

He kept seeing his parents’ faces as the Sharks’ plane bounced around. Mostly, his mom’s. He didn’t want to think about them grieving for him. He had a tough time making friends due to the shyness he’d battled most of his life, but he had a couple. They’d miss him if the worst happened. Maybe they’d pour one out for him at the bar they all liked to go to while they were in college. But the last few hundred feet or so from the runway, he wasn’t thinking about them. He was thinking about one of the flight attendants.

He’d noticed Daisy the first time she’d flown with them. She was pretty, but he was more attracted to her outgoing, funny personality. She seemed to be able to talk to anyone, and she’d made an extra effort to talk to him. Even if it was part of her job, he appreciated it.

He had gotten a glimpse of her sitting up front. If she was the last person he saw, his life had been pretty good. He’d decided that if the flight landed safely, he was asking her out.

He didn’t have a date yet, but at least now he had her number.

Half an hour later, he dropped his garment bag in the living room of the Bellevue high-rise condo he’d moved into last year, after Sharks security suggested he might want to live somewhere a bit more inaccessible. A woman had broken into his previous house while he was on a road trip. She’d told the cops he was the father of her unborn twins. He’d never met her before. A DNA test proved he wasn’t the father of her children, but his parents were horrified. He wondered what they might have to say if they had any idea how he spent his evenings off.

Wait until they heard about Overtime Parking, he thought. Even worse than his parents finding out he was the subject of someone’s most explicit fantasies, the possibility that the book might become public knowledge made him groan aloud. He’d gotten enough crap from his teammates and the local sports radio hosts over the woman with the twins. Of course, the guys thought giving him shit showed that they cared.

His teammates didn’t seem to care when he threw himself into a window seat on the flights to away games, pulled out his tablet and his headphones, and sealed himself off. He socialized with the guys at times, but he preferred to keep his private life private.

Of course, the Sharks’ PR group capitalized on his visits to the local children’s hospital, his interactions with the Make-A-Wish kids visiting practice once a week, and his speeches at local churches. He was fine with the media talking about that. The public ate it up. They wouldn’t believe how he spent the vast majority of his time off.

He’d discovered early on in his dating life that many women who claimed they loved long walks on the beach, picnics, and bike rides on sunny days on online dating sites also wanted the nastiest, crudest, no-strings-attached sexual encounters he could offer. He wasn’t complaining. He knew he wasn’t the only guy in the world who was interested in getting what he wanted and then getting out, but it would be nice to meet a woman who had her way with him and then threw him out.

He didn’t want feelings. He didn’t want tenderness. He wasn’t interested in the melding of souls, at least not right now. He wanted to bury himself balls-deep inside a beautiful woman, roll out of her bed, pull on his pants, and go home alone. He was pretty sure there was a reason for this that he didn’t understand, but he wasn’t willing to plumb his psyche right now for the motive behind why he’d avoided attachment to others (especially romantic partners) so much. If the author of Overtime Parking was a woman, he’d happily reenact every scene in her book. No matter how potentially compromising or how shocking.





Chapter Four


DAISY NEVER MADE it to the hot bath she’d been dreaming about. She woke out of a sound sleep a few hours later to the sound of a crash and someone saying in a British accent, “Dammit. Damn suitcase wheels.” It didn’t take the brains of a duck to figure out who it was. She threw the blankets back, jumped out of bed, and hurried down the stairs.

“You’re home early,” she called out.

“Bloody hell,” her tall, slender, red-haired roommate said. “My flight home got cancelled, so I deadheaded back to Seattle through NYC. And the wheels on my bag decided to go tits up too. I love dragging a suitcase through JFK.” Catherine heaved a sigh. “It’s not all bad. It seems I might have an extra day or two off as a result.” She reached out to lock the townhouse’s front door. “Sorry I woke you up.”

“No, you’re not,” Daisy said. The two women grinned at each other.

“Nice to see you,” Catherine said.

“I’m relieved to see you too. There were a few minutes earlier I was pretty sure I wouldn’t get to.”

Daisy pulled breath into her lungs. The first time she’d had a near-miss on a flight, she’d laughed it off. This time, she’d kept thinking about all the things she still wanted to do in life, like fall in love. It still hadn’t happened. What if it never did? She knew all the safety statistics on flying, but they didn’t account for the fact that she still had a lot of living to do.

“But here you are. Fancy that.” Catherine reached out to pat Daisy on the back while she shoved her suitcase away from the front door. “How about a piece of fruit?”

“I’d rather have a pint of Ben & Jerry’s, but that’ll work.”

Catherine had been with Pacifica Airlines for eight years. She didn’t mind working international flights. As a result, she worked a few days a week and spent the remaining days dealing with the jet lag. She’d moved into the spare bedroom in Daisy’s place when Daisy had told a few of her coworkers she was looking for a roommate. It was always a good thing to split expenses, and Daisy genuinely enjoyed Catherine’s company. It was also nice to have someone to complain to when her love life wasn’t going as well as she might like.

Catherine had had the same problems until she’d met her boyfriend, Declan. Spending one’s time flying back and forth from Seattle to London sounded like fun, but it was hard to find someone to date as a result. A few coffee dates turned into dinner dates. The dinner dates turned into a relationship. Catherine met Declan’s parents. She joked that they were in no hurry, but Catherine had already told Daisy that Declan was the one.

Daisy was thrilled for Catherine. She’d like to meet the one, but so far, it hadn’t happened.

Daisy met lots of single guys on flights. She met married ones as well but did her best to avoid them. Many of her fledgling relationships didn’t last long due to her schedule. Daisy wasn’t so worried about finding a guy to have a family with; she’d have plenty of time to have a baby later on. Right now, she just wanted to meet a guy who could handle her independent lifestyle. Men claimed they liked a woman who wasn’t underfoot all the time but were irritated when Daisy couldn’t drop whatever she was doing (or reschedule work) to be with them.

If Daisy had a rough time meeting guys the rest of the year, August through February was tougher. She sacrificed one or more of her days off every other week to work the Sharks’ road game flights. She told everyone else that it was extra money, but she was more interested in the opportunity to be anywhere near Grant Parker for a few hours. She didn’t want to dwell on the fact that she was attempting to get the attention of someone unattainable, as opposed to a guy who might want to date her.

Catherine reached out to grab the teakettle they kept on the stove to fill it with water. “How about a cup of tea?”

“That would be great
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