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Isobel Cartiere tells love stories that truly touch the heart, stories full of deep emotion, undeniable passion, and the kind of connection that feels meant to be. To her, romance isn’t just something written down; it’s about the feelings that pull people together, the quiet pull of desire, and the happiness that comes from truly seeing and being seen by someone else.

She firmly believes that our bodies and hearts deserve to be cherished. When two people unite with honesty and longing, something extraordinary takes place. Love should not be hidden or silenced; it is a powerful, wordless expression of touch, trust, and shared devotion.

In every story, Isobel invites readers into a world where passion simmers beneath the surface, where a single glance or a brush of fingertips can convey everything. Her novels celebrate love in all forms: bold, tender, and unforgettable...
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Sophie Connor knew better. She absolutely knew better.

Yet here she stood, clipboard clutched against her chest like a flimsy shield, watching droplets of sweat trace sinful paths down Liam Sinclair's neck as he adjusted his helmet.

Goddamn football players.

The late afternoon sun cast a golden light over the practice field, illuminating every ripple of muscle beneath the tight practice uniform. Sophie reminded herself that she had allowed herself precisely three seconds of professional appreciation before tearing her gaze away.

"Ms. Connor?" Coach Reeves called from the sideline. "Hill needs those stats before the end of practice."

"Coming," she replied, her voice mercifully steady despite the heat creeping up her neck, which had nothing to do with the Miami sun.

As Ethan Hill's assistant agent, Sophie's job was straightforward: support the billionaire sports agent who represented half of the NFL's elite, keep everything running smoothly, and under no circumstances develop feelings for the merchandise. That last part had been easy enough until today.

Until Liam Sinclair.

The rookie quarterback from nowhere, Tennessee, or was it Kentucky? He had arrived at training camp with nothing but raw talent and a smile that made something flutter beneath her carefully constructed professional exterior. That smile was now directed at her as he jogged over, removing his helmet.

"You must be Sophie," he said, extending a hand slick with sweat, probably worth more than her annual salary. "Coach said you're the one who runs the show around here."

Up close, his eyes were ridiculous, an impossible shade of blue beneath dark lashes beaded with sweat. His hand enveloped hers completely, callused in all the right places from years of dedication.

"Assistant agent," she corrected, withdrawing her hand too quickly. "Mr. Hill runs the show. I make sure it runs on time."

Liam laughed, the sound unexpectedly genuine. It wasn't the practiced chuckle she had grown accustomed to from players who viewed agents and their staff as necessary evils on their path to glory.

"Well, I appreciate anyone who can keep Ethan Hill on schedule. That man's like trying to nail down a hurricane."

Sophie found herself smiling despite her best efforts. "That's an understatement."

"SINCLAIR!" Coach Reeves bellowed across the field. "Save the flirting for after you've proven you can complete a pass against our defense!"

Heat rushed to Sophie's cheeks as several players hooted. Liam didn't even have the decency to look embarrassed; he just flashed her another small-town smile.

"Duty calls," he said with a wink that should have been cheesy but somehow wasn't. "See you around, Sophie Connor."

As he jogged back to the huddle, Sophie exhaled slowly through her nose. She recognized that particular alignment of broad shoulders, the confident swagger, and the easy charm. She had fallen for it once before and built a life around it, only to watch it crumble when John decided that fidelity was just another rule that didn't apply to NFL elites.

The memory of finding him with that cheerleader, a goddamn cheerleader, how perfectly cliché. The memory still had the power to make her stomach turn three years later.

Never again.

Turning on her heel, Sophie marched toward the air-conditioned sanctuary of the administrative building, mentally reciting the checklist of contracts and endorsement deals awaiting her attention. She had worked too hard to rebuild herself after John shattered her heart and nearly derailed her career. It will be hard to let another football player—even one with eyes like summer skies and a smile that seemed to hold no secrets—anywhere near her heart.

Liam Sinclair was forbidden territory. And Sophie Connor was done trespassing where she didn't belong.

But as the door swung shut behind her, she couldn't help but cast one final glance back at the field, where Liam was now dropping back for a pass, his movements fluid and powerful. Something in her chest tightened.

Definitely done trespassing.

Probably.
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Sophie’s fingers flew across her keyboard in the dimly lit office, illuminated only by her desk lamp. It was ten-thirty, and she was still finalizing details for tomorrow's charity gala. Ethan had dropped the file on her desk at five with his usual remark, "Just need you to handle this, Soph," before disappearing to wine and dine with some potential endorsement partner.

She rubbed her eyes and scrolled through the guest list one last time when she spotted it: Liam Sinclair's name, highlighted in yellow with a note that read, "CONFIRM ATTENDANCE."

"Shit," Sophie muttered, suddenly recalling Ethan's instructions. New rookies needed to be front and center at these events, especially someone with Liam's potential marketability. And she had utterly forgotten to inform him.

She grabbed her phone and pulled up the contact sheet, only to find that no cell number was listed. Of course.

Sophie hesitated, glancing at the time again. The rational part of her brain suggested emailing him and following up in the morning. The part of her responsible for keeping her job knew that Ethan would have a meltdown if his star acquisition didn't appear at the gala.

Gathering her things, she headed toward the athletic complex. He might still be there. Coach Reeves had mentioned something about Liam putting in extra practice time after hours.

The complex was mostly dark, with a few security lights casting long shadows across the corridors. Sophie's heels echoed against the polished floors as she made her way toward the locker room, feeling increasingly foolish. He was probably long gone.

She paused outside the men's locker room, listening. The faint sound of running water reached her ears. Someone was still there.

"Hello?" she called, knocking tentatively on the outer door. No response.

Sophie wavered, weighing professional obligation against propriety, before pushing the door open a few inches. "Hello? Is anyone still here? It's Sophie Connor from the agency."

Still nothing. Sighing, she stepped inside the common area, carefully announcing her presence again. The shower had stopped, but she could hear movement further inside. 

Following the sound, she rounded the corner to the main locker area and stopped dead in her tracks.

Liam Sinclair sat on a bench in the center of the room, gloriously shirtless. Water still glistening on his shoulders and dark hair, a towel hung loosely around his hips. One muscular leg was stretched out before him as he massaged his knee.

Sophie's mouth went dry.

Liam winced, pressing his fingers into the tight muscle above his knee. The coach had warned him about overdoing it, but those extra repetitions had been worth it. He needed to prove himself and show everyone that a kid from Millfield, Tennessee, a town of only 3,200, belonged here.

The sound of a throat clearing made him jerk his head up.

Sophie Connor stood at the entrance to the locker room, looking as though she would rather be anywhere else. Her professional attire was slightly rumpled after what must have been a long day. Her hair was pulled back in a now-messy ponytail, making her even more attractive than when she'd been on the field.

"Ms. Connor," he said, straightening instinctively. Something about her made him want to sit up straighter, speak more clearly, and impress her, though he would never admit it.

"I'm so sorry to intrude," she said, her eyes darting everywhere but his chest. "I knocked, but..."

Liam suddenly became acutely aware of his state of undress. Back home, nobody would think twice about a guy without his shirt, but Sophie's studiously avoiding looking at him made heat crawl up his neck.

"No problem," he said, reaching for his t-shirt but not putting it on. "Is everything okay?"

Everything was not okay. Not when she could count each defined abdominal muscle, not when his shoulders looked like they'd been carved from marble, and indeed not when water droplets trailed down his chest's contours.

Sophie forced her eyes to his face. Professional. She was a dedicated professional.

"I apologize for the intrusion," she said, her voice sharper than intended. "I forgot to inform you about tomorrow night's charity gala. All new signees are expected to attend. It's at the Wentworth Hotel at seven PM, black tie."

His brow furrowed in confusion or concern. It was hard to tell with the distraction of his... everything else.

"I don't think I packed anything formal," he said, running a hand through his damp hair, sending another rivulet of water down his neck.

Sophie swallowed. "The agency can arrange something. I'll have it delivered to your hotel in the morning."

He nodded but winced as he rotated his shoulder.

"Are you hurt?" The question escaped before Sophie could stop it, genuine concern overtaking her determination to keep this brief.

"Just tight," Liam admitted. "Coach says I'm overcompensating with my upper body. I'm not used to throwing against defenses this fast."

She should leave. She should leave right now. Instead, she heard herself say, "I used to help with athletic therapy in college. I could... I mean, if it would help."

Was she offering to touch him? Apparently, she was.

Liam couldn't quite believe what he was hearing. Sophie Connor, who'd been all business on the field and looked at him like she was seeing every mistake he might ever make, offered to help with his sore muscles.

"That would be... I mean, if you don't mind," he stammered, suddenly feeling every bit the small-town boy his teammates teased him for being.

She moved behind him, and he felt her presence like a physical sensation—the subtle scent of her perfume, something clean and floral that made his pulse quicken.

"Just here?" Her voice was professional as her fingertips hovered near his shoulder.

"Yes, ma'am."

She let out a small laugh. "Please don't call me ma'am. It makes me feel ancient."

"Sorry, it's—"

"Southern manners. I know." Her fingers finally made contact with his skin, and Liam had to remember to breathe consciously.

What was she doing? Whatever it was, it was a terrible idea. But now her hands were on Liam Sinclair's impossibly warm skin, feeling the knotted muscles beneath. She pressed her thumbs along his trapezius, finding the point of tension with practiced ease.

"You're carrying all your stress here," she said, keeping her voice neutral despite the moment's intimacy. "Try to drop your shoulders when setting up for a throw."

He nodded, and she felt the movement through her fingertips. "That feels... really good."

The catch in his voice sent a spark straight through her. She dug her fingers deeper, working through the tight muscle, telling herself this was purely professional assistance. The fact that his skin was like warm silk beneath her hands was irrelevant.

Until she felt him shiver.

Her hands slowed. Beneath her fingers, goosebumps had risen on his skin. Without thinking, she let her thumbs trace small circles toward his spine.

Liam closed his eyes, lost in the sensation of Sophie's hands on him. Growing up, touching had been straightforward, with high fives from teammates, backslaps from his father, and hugs from his mother. This feeling was something else entirely. Every place her fingers pressed sent currents through his body, awakening parts of him that had no business waking up right now, not with her standing behind him, not with nothing but a towel covering him.

"That's..." His voice came out embarrassingly rough. He cleared his throat. "That's helping a lot."

She murmured something in response, her fingers slipping lower and tracing his spine. The simple touch was the most erotic thing he'd ever experienced, and he prayed she couldn't tell what it was doing to him.

Back home, the girls he'd dated had been as familiar as the town, childhood friends who'd grown into teenage sweethearts. Nothing had prepared him for Sophie Connor, and the way even her most clinical touch made his blood rush.

Sophie was no longer pretending this was professional. Her fingertips traced the definition of his muscles, learning the contours of his back, dipping lower to where his waist narrowed. She felt his breathing change, becoming deeper, slightly uneven.

It had been so long since she'd allowed herself this, the simple pleasure of touching someone she was attracted to, not since John. The thought of her ex should have been like cold water, but somehow, it wasn't enough to make her stop.

Liam was nothing like John. Where John had been all swagger and practiced charm, Liam seemed almost startled by her touch, responding with an unguarded honesty that was more seductive than any line.

Her hands trailed back up to his shoulders, then forward slightly, fingertips grazing his collarbone. She felt rather than heard his sharp intake of breath.

Reality crashed back in like a thunderclap.

What was she thinking? This was Liam Sinclair—a client under her professional care, a rookie new to the league, a man categorically forbidden to her for multiple reasons. Despite his imposing physical presence and athletic build, there was an unmistakable innocence in how he responded to her touch, making her actions even more inappropriate.

Sophie jerked her hands away as if burned.

"That should help with the stiffness," she said, her voice unnaturally high. "Ice it when you get back to the hotel. Twenty minutes on, twenty off."

She stepped back, putting necessary distance between them, her heart pounding so loudly she was confident he could hear it.

The sudden absence of her touch left Liam momentarily disoriented. He opened his eyes, turned to look at her and read the alarm in her expression.

"Thank you," he managed, relief flooding through him that his voice emerged steady despite the chaos of sensation still rippling through his body. "That made a world of difference."

Sophie was already backing toward the door, all professional composure again, though her cheeks were flushed. "Good. Great. So, the gala tomorrow. Seven PM. The car will pick you up at six thirty."

"I'll be ready," he promised, wanting to say more but not knowing what. He'd never been good with words off the field.

She nodded quickly. "Good night, then, Mr. Sinclair."

"Liam," he corrected gently. "Please."

For a brief moment, raw vulnerability flashed across Sophie's features—a glimpse of genuine emotion quickly concealed as her professional mask slid back into place. "Good night, Liam," she said, her voice steady once more, all traces of that momentary openness gone.

And then she was gone, the door swinging shut behind her, leaving him with the lingering warmth of her touch and the thundering of his heart. His skin still tingled where her fingers had been, and each point of contact burned into his memory like brands. A complex storm of emotions swirled within him—desire, confusion, hope, and a peculiar ache he couldn't quite name.

He stood motionless, caught between the urge to chase after her and the paralysis of uncertainty. His mind replayed every subtle change in her expression, breath, and the moment their eyes met.

For the first time since arriving in Miami, Liam felt utterly out of his depth, yet strangely, perfectly where he belonged.
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Sophie adjusted the guest list one final time, glancing around the grand ballroom of the Wentworth Hotel. Crystal chandeliers cast a warm glow over the space, transforming the usual parade of athlete egos and endorsement deals into something almost magical. The charity gala was Ethan's crowning achievement of the social season—part PR stunt, part fundraiser, and all business beneath the champagne and designer gowns.

"Everything's perfect," Ethan said, appearing at her elbow with his wife, Laura Cruz, on his arm. His tuxedo probably cost more than Sophie's monthly rent, while Laura stunned in a crimson gown that perfectly complemented her Latina complexion. Power couple didn't begin to describe them. "The commissioner just arrived. Did you get Sinclair squared away with the proper attire?"

"Yes, the tailor delivered to his hotel this afternoon," Sophie replied, mentally checking off yet another task completed. "He confirmed he'll be here."

"Good. Make sure he meets the right people tonight. The kid has star potential if he can handle the spotlight off the field and on."

Sophie nodded as Ethan moved on to charm the next VIP, leaving her to scan the room for their newest client. A flutter of nervousness that had nothing to do with her professional duty rose in her chest. She hadn't seen Liam since... well since her hands had been all over his bare skin in a moment of temporary insanity.

She smoothed down the midnight blue silk of her dress, a rare indulgence she'd allowed herself after last year's bonus. The sweetheart neckline was more daring than her usual style, but tonight wasn't about blending into the background. Tonight was about...

Her thoughts scattered like startled birds when she spotted him.

Liam stood near the entrance, looking like he had stepped out of a magazine spread rather than a locker room. The tailored black tuxedo fit his athletic frame perfectly, emphasizing broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist. His dark hair was styled just enough to look intentional rather than fussy, and when he smiled at something one of his teammates said, Sophie felt it like a physical sensation.

She forced herself to look away, taking a steadying sip of champagne. One night. She just needed to get through one night of pretending that yesterday hadn't happened and she hadn't crossed a line she'd sworn never to approach again.

Across the room, Liam tugged at his bow tie, feeling like an imposter in the perfectly tailored tuxedo. The fabric was finer than anything he had ever worn, making him acutely aware of every movement. His teammates flanked him—Carter and Vince, both veterans who had taken him under their wing during training—but their easy confidence in this setting only highlighted his discomfort.

"Loosen up, rookie," Carter chuckled, clapping him on the shoulder. "You look like you're waiting for the firing squad."

"Is it that obvious?" Liam asked, taking a hesitant sip of his drink.

"Only to everyone with eyes," Vince teased. "Just remember, same rules as the field—look confident even when you're not, and nobody will know the difference."

Liam nodded, but his attention had already drifted across the room. He had spotted her the moment she entered his line of sight as if some sixth sense had developed overnight specifically to track Sophie Connor. Her sleek blue dress was a revelation, clinging to curves he'd only glimpsed beneath her professional attire. Her hair was swept up, revealing the elegant line of her neck, and Liam suddenly found it difficult to swallow.

"Earth to Sinclair," Carter's voice broke through his trance. "I asked if you've met the commissioner yet."

"Sorry, no. Not yet," Liam replied, returning his attention to his teammates. But his awareness of Sophie remained, a constant pull like a magnetic field he couldn't escape.

Every few minutes, his gaze would drift back to her as she moved through the room with ease, stopping to chat with various guests. She was always professional, always poised, and always impossibly out of reach.

Sophie kept Liam in her peripheral vision as she worked the room. It was a professional necessity, she told herself. He was new and needed guidance at his first official event. The fact that she noticed how the warm lighting caught the angles of his face or how his hands moved expressively when he spoke was purely incidental.

She was in mid-conversation with a sporting goods executive when she noticed a familiar blonde approaching Liam's group. Madeleine Carte, a notorious party fixture and the daughter of one of the team's minority owners, caught her eye. Sophie had witnessed Madeleine's predatory pattern at enough of these events to recognize the calculated sway of her hips as she inserted herself between Liam and his teammates.

"Excuse me," Sophie said to the executive, "I need to check on one of our new clients." She moved closer, ostensibly to monitor the situation while maintaining a professional distance.

Madeleine wasted no time; her hand came to rest on Liam's wrist as she leaned in closer than necessary to speak to him. From Sophie's position, she could see that Liam's polite smile didn't reach his eyes.

"Rookie hunting," a voice said beside her. Jason, one of the senior agents, had appeared at her side. "Maddy's getting more obvious every season."

"Someone should warn the new ones," Sophie replied, trying to keep her tone professional rather than protective.

"Isn't that what you're here for, Soph?" Jason winked before wandering off toward the bar.

She watched as Madeleine moved closer, her fingers trailing up Liam's arm. His teammates had conveniently disappeared, leaving him to fend for himself. The discomfort on his face was evident only to someone paying close attention, which Sophie was not doing, she reminded herself.

Liam felt trapped in a social quicksand he didn't know how to navigate. The blonde woman, Madeleine, as she had introduced herself, had effectively cornered him against a column. Her perfume was overwhelming, and her hand rested on his bicep as she described what sounded like an exclusive after-party.
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