
  
    PLAYING FOR KEEPS


    The Scarlet Series #1


    Toria Lyons

  


  
    Resolutely-single career woman Sarah Evans is a big rugby fan – but she has no time for those sportsmen who stray. So when she runs into a blast from her university past who has form for playing away, despite the sparks flying, she’s defiantly underwhelmed.


    Rugby player and tycoon Tom Murray is a force to be reckoned with, on and off the field. To him, Sarah isn’t just unfinished business – he wants her and nothing’s going to get in his way.


    They just can’t keep their hands off each other but Sarah doesn’t want a relationship, especially not with a rugby player known for his playboy ways. And Tom rapidly finds out she’s no pushover either.


    Sarah’s out of her depth and into unknown territory, defending her heart from Tom’s remorseless attack. She thinks he’ll move on sooner or later, she just needs to hold onto her heart until then.


    How can Tom convince Sarah that this isn’t a game? And is he really playing for keeps?

  


  
    To my mother, for believing in me. And to the Gwladers and Gwladettes for their oscillating support and ridicule, and making me WUFFS.

  


  
    Chapter One


    ‘Tom Murray? The Tom Murray? Coming to London to play for Harford Park? Wow!’


    ‘What?’ Sarah’s chestnut-brown head jolted up, her heart leaping as she heard the name from her past. The one that she’d tried so hard to forget. Were they talking about the same man?


    ‘You know, the Scottish back row? Oh, I forgot, you were probably working abroad: you wouldn’t have seen him play.’ Her best friend, Clare, continued, oblivious to Sarah’s shock, ‘Only twenty-two when he got crocked against Ireland. A couple of caps and a forced retirement. Such a shame – he was really good.’


    ‘I can’t remember him.’ Sarah frowned, the lie tasting ashlike on her tongue, her pulse still jumping erratically. She could remember the Tom Murray she knew. Far, far too well despite the years passed.


    ‘It’s the latest news, from one of the players’ girlfriends. She knows the family; his father’s a Lord or something. Very posh Scots.’


    Sarah’s heart restarted a normal rhythm; the Tom Murray she’d known at university hadn’t had any titled relations. Besides, Murray was a common Scottish surname.


    ‘What’s up? You’ve gone ghost-pale,’ Clare finally noticed.


    Sarah smiled reassuringly, her hazel eyes lighting up. ‘Just tired, I suppose. I only got back from Paris a few hours ago. It’s colder there than here.’


    ‘Lovely autumnal day for a winning game of rugby, though?’


    ‘Yep,’ agreed Sarah, ‘I love this kind of matchday.’ She beamed contentedly up at the sky – a clear, pale blue after a heavy downpour the previous night, the breeze snapping at the scarlet club flags flying above the stand they were leaving.


    It had been a good match with her local team, Harford Park, winning. She’d watched it with Clare; the vivacious blonde was similarly infatuated with all things rugby. They continued chatting as they approached the warmth of the clubhouse.


    ‘How was romantic, ooh-la-la Paris?’ asked Clare.


    ‘Didn’t see much of it again – mostly the inside of hotels, restaurants, and boardrooms.’ Sarah rolled her eyes. ‘No time for romancing even if some of my associates think it’s appropriate.’


    ‘It’s your cool reserve, coupled with those curves on your long, willowy frame, and that lush mouth; it drives them mad. Did the sexy CFO try to make a pass at you again?’ Clare giggled.


    ‘Hah! He certainly won’t make moves on me again. After I reported he’d been charging gourmet meals with his mistress to his expense account, he’ll be lucky enough to have a job. How was your week?’


    ‘Oh, the usual civil service stuff; meetings, delaying decisions, and nothing getting done. Not like the frequent flyer points you’re earning.’


    Sarah laughed. ‘What about that new accountant? Have you managed to seduce him yet?’


    Clare pulled a mock frown. ‘He’s proving unexpectedly resistant to my charms but I shall soon rectify that. There’s a leaving party next week where I’ll force copious amounts of alcohol down his neck and drag him off to my boudoir.’


    ‘Going home alone, then?’


    ‘Yep.’


    Chuckling, they both shook their heads and several people turned to look at them as they passed by. Instead of the ubiquitous jeans and rugby shirt favoured by Clare and most others at the match, Sarah was femininely dressed in well-tailored clothes. Her almost Amazonian figure and striking face, capped by her straight and glossy brown hair, often attracted attention, and those close enough glimpsed the liveliness which danced in her thickly lashed eyes as she smiled at passing acquaintances.


    ‘I know you said you want to stay single, but why are you so serious about it? You’re nearly thirty,’ said Clare unexpectedly.


    The question caught Sarah off guard. She paused in contemplation for a moment before answering, ‘I’m not an incurable romantic like you; I learnt my lesson young. Since then, I’ve never met anyone I cared strongly enough for to give up my independence.’ She shrugged. ‘Plus, I spent years working all over Europe before moving to London. I’ve had a few mutually pleasurable affairs but long-term relationships don’t survive constantly moving.’


    ‘He must have really hurt you.’ Clare saw through her friend’s bravado.


    ‘No, I was stupid enough to let myself get hurt.’ And every time she thought of trusting her heart with someone, she would be reminded of that earlier mistake.


    Now she was thinking of him, she saw him in every tall, dark-haired man around the club. Her head turned, body on alert, as she spotted another six-foot- plus, broad-shouldered figure facing away from her. Was that him?


    ‘Earth to Sarah, Earth to Sarah, you’re staring weirdly at a stranger,’ said Clare. Then she added, with some concern, ‘Are you OK? You don’t seem your normal cool, calm, and collected self today.’


    ‘Me?’ Sarah came out of her daze. ‘Sorry, I had a bit of a blast from the past earlier.’


    ‘Well, it must have been one hell of an explosion to take you off your game. Come on, we’re missing out on valuable post-match socialising.’


    Clare shepherded Sarah into the clubhouse. By the time they reached the bar, Sarah had recovered most of her composure and was smiling again. They joined the other scarlet-clad Park regulars who were standing around, pints in hands, talking animatedly about the win and bantering with the opposition’s supporters.


    The sun fell quickly and day turned into early evening. The talk moved on from the game to the recent signings.


    ‘That new, blond, scrummy scrum-half looks like a decent catch, but Murray’d better show some of his form from earlier years,’ Clare pronounced darkly.


    ‘What else do you remember about him?’ Sarah was curious.


    ‘He must be around thirty now; usually plays number eight. He’s big, very strong, ruthless, and nothing stops him, short of a bulldozer.


    ‘There are an awful lot of eights like that. And thirty’s a bit old too,’ mused Sarah.


    ‘Apparently, his decision making is still top class and he’s qualified to do some coaching. The chairman is hoping our young team can learn from him,’ added Clare. She gave a gasp. ‘Ooh, there’s the new scrum-half. He’s headed this way. Great try today, Alex. How are you enjoying the new club?’


    Alex Prince looked bemused, his chocolate-brown eyes sparkling as he ran a hand through his chin-length, dirty-blond hair. ‘Thanks – it was nice to have a run-out. The forwards did all the hard work, though. I’m looking forward to my mate Tom joining us for next week’s game.’


    His Scottish accent sent a cold shiver down Sarah’s spine as her earlier apprehension grew.


    It had the opposite effect on Clare; she quivered in delight and babbled an introduction. ‘Er, by the way this is Sarah and I’m Clare. Sarah’s the secretary for the volunteers’ committee; she’s also an ultra-efficient executive in the week. I’m just a civil servant.’


    ‘Nice to meet you both.’ They shook hands, smiling at the awkward formality.


    Clare started to ask Alex about some of the finer points of scrum half play, while Sarah excused herself to go to the loo. The wind had wreaked havoc on her shoulder-length hair but the fresh air had given her attractively rosy cheeks and shining eyes. On her way back, she spoke to other committee members about a meeting that week, before returning to Clare who was still talking animatedly with Alex.


    ‘So, you said you knew the other new chap, Tom Murray?’ asked Sarah as she rejoined them.


    ‘Yeah, I was at school with him, years ago.’


    ‘In Scotland?’ That earlier sense of foreboding coalesced.


    ‘He’s a couple of years older than me. Was good to see him again – he’s been away from playing for a time and missed today’s game. Urgent business interests, apparently.’ Alex glanced over at the main club door behind Sarah. ‘He’s just walked in. Tom! Over here!’


    Sarah’s stomach dropped as she felt a sensation she hadn’t experienced since those days at university: a prickling on the back of her neck. No, it couldn’t be …


    ‘Clare and Sarah, two lovely, loyal Harford supporters, meet Tom, rugby player and one of my best friends,’ carried on Alex, oblivious.


    As Sarah turned round she heard a familiar, lightly accented burr.


    ‘Well, look who it is. Of all the rugby clubs in all the world, I walked into yours. Hello, stranger – run out on any men recently?’


    Her eyes met a broad chest clothed in a well-cut suit. Slowly, she lifted her gaze past his strong neck and firm chin, the flaring nostrils and knife-sharp cheekbones, and met the piercing blue eyes that had haunted her dreams for nearly ten years.


    ‘No one that didn’t deserve it,’ she countered.


    ‘You’ll have to clarify your definition of “deserving it” to me sometime.’ The venom in his voice surprised her.


    She fumed. ‘If you need any clarification, then you’ve taken too many studs to the head.’


    ‘Studs to the head? For one moment I thought you said “studs to bed”. But that’s your territory, isn’t it?’


    ‘Takes one to know one, doesn’t it? How dare you assume anything about me?’


    Clare and Alex stood by, astounded by the lethal sparks flying back and forth. The two combatants stared each other down, Sarah’s generous chest heaving in indignation at the man towering over her. Tom’s eyes flickered to the cleavage revealed by her snug, tailored shirt. For one moment, his hands lifted as if to grab her and his blue eyes burned. Then he appeared to pull back and regain control. His face went blank for a moment, then he started smiling pleasantly at Sarah.


    ‘I’m sorry. Peace? It’s been years and a lot of water has passed under both our bridges. I’m sure you’re a different person now.’


    ‘Years?’ echoed Alex before Sarah could leap in again.


    ‘Sarah and I knew each other at uni,’ Tom explained.


    ‘He used to coach me – I mean, he was my rugby coach.’ Sarah corrected herself, still wound up. Different person? The cheek! ‘We didn’t really know each other at all. Barely even to say hello in passing.’


    ‘Oh, so when you said “blast from the past” earlier, you meant him?’ Clare concluded.


    ‘Well, not for certain.’ Sarah frowned quizzically at Tom. ‘I didn’t know it was this Tom Murray. If what I heard earlier about you having family in high places is correct, you must have gone up in the world.’


    ‘Just a technical matter, really; doesn’t mean anything.’ Tom dismissed her comment hurriedly. ‘Now, where can I find the chairman? I need to have a very quick word.’


    ‘I’ll take you to him,’ said Alex. ‘Nice to meet you, girls – I’ll be seeing you around.’ He smiled at them both, his gaze lingering on a blushing Clare who whispered a faint farewell.


    Giving Sarah an unreadable glance, Tom walked away with Alex. Clare turned to her. ‘Well, what the hell was that about? I think we need to go and sit down for a quiet chat.’


    ‘That sounds like a great plan, but I’ll need a stiff drink first.’ Sarah felt ultra-sensitive, her body buzzing with energy from the confrontation.


    Within minutes, the two had visited the bar and grabbed some seats in the corner. Sarah opened her mouth to speak, hesitated, and took a huge gulp of her drink.


    ‘Well, the short story is we went to the same university, and on my last night out I helped him back to his, and things went from there.’


    ‘I think I want a slightly longer version. With naughty bits.’ Clare leant forward.


    ‘OK. He coached me for one year. He was rude and insufferable. Like now. We had a bit of a drunken fumble and fell asleep on his bed. I woke up first and heard him calling his ex’s name, plus she arrived shortly afterwards. I managed to sneak out and departed for Wales.’


    ‘Still messing around with his ex and he dallies with you?’ Her friend’s faint South Walian accent strengthened in disbelief. ‘Absolutely unforgivable, although we all made mistakes when we were younger.’ Clare shrugged. ‘And you never saw him again until now?’


    Sarah shook her head.


    ‘Looks like he still bears a small grudge. Or he did – that was a quick turnaround in mending fences. Are you sure that was all there was to it?’


    Sarah contemplated her drink. ‘He was such a tart in uni – he had countless girls after him. I think it’s more likely that he’s annoyed that I got to have the last word instead of him. Or the last action, as the case may be. We didn’t go all the way, you see – just fumbling.’ Her eyes glazed in recollection. ‘It was incredibly hot, though, and fast; I’ve never experienced anything so scorching since. Even drunk or asleep, he really knew what he was doing.’ She giggled. ‘Definitely not one who suffers from brewer’s droop!’


    Clare giggled along with her. ‘Well, if he’s single now, perhaps you’ll have a chance to have the full experience?’ She winked saucily. ‘You know, and then perhaps we can double-date with Mr Sexy Scrum-Half?’


    Sarah looked over to where the two had gone. ‘I somehow doubt that’s going to happen – have you seen the sharks circling the new blood?’ Tom and Alex, having returned from a back room, were surrounded by a group of girls wearing very little, tossing their hair, and coyly peeking from under fluttering eyelashes. ‘Anyway, I thought you said you were staying single too?’


    Clare followed her gaze and visibly deflated. ‘Oh yes, I momentarily forgot about that. And them.’ One started caressing Alex’s arm and he placed a hand on her waist. ‘Yup, he’s taken. Come on, let’s get out of here, get dolled up at yours, and move on into town for a bite to eat.’


    They drained their drinks, said goodbye to the remaining supporters, and departed the club. Sarah glanced back as she passed through the double doors and, above bobbing blonde heads, caught another unreadable stare from Tom.


    Despite the change in location and outfits, a few hours later she couldn’t get away from him. There it was again, that tingle on the back of her neck. Sarah resisted the urge to look around the bar, knowing exactly who had his intense blue eyes focused on her. She could pick out his rumbling voice even with the chattering din all around.


    She tried to edge away and out of his sight behind a column, but, after only seconds of respite, he must have manoeuvred around to view her again. Why was he doing this to her? Was he trying to annoy her on purpose? She’d had enough.


    ‘Clare, do you fancy moving on now?’ Sarah asked quietly.


    Clare’s eyebrows rose in surprise. ‘It’s early yet – we don’t usually move on for a while. And we’ve the rest of this bottle of red to drink. What’s wrong?’


    Sarah didn’t know what to say. ‘It’s him,’ she hissed.


    ‘Who?’


    ‘Him. Tom Murray. He’s annoying me.’


    Clare took a surreptitious glance around and spotted the subject of their conversation. She wrinkled her brow in confusion. ‘But he’s nowhere near you. Yet.’


    ‘I don’t know what it is about him but I can feel him there – I always have done. It’s like this radar thing that I can’t control.’


    ‘Ooh, spooky!’ Clare stifled a grin and started humming the Twilight Zone theme under her breath, making them both giggle.


    Sarah elbowed her playfully, the movement spilling several drops from both of their drinks, and for a moment they were distracted.


    ‘Sarah! Now I’ll have to get a cloth from the bar.’


    ‘For this? Don’t bother on my account.’ Sarah pretended to lick a couple of drops off her wrist. ‘Hmm, delicious. And now there’s not much left to drink.’


    ‘I can’t take you anywhere, can I?’ Clare couldn’t disguise the mischief in her voice. ‘Tom, you’ll look after her while I dry myself up, won’t you?’


    ‘It’d be a pleasure.’


    At the sound of his distinctive voice, Sarah lifted her head, caught like a deer in headlights, mouth open and pink tongue poking out. His eyes were like lasers on her, boring through her skin, heating her blood to fizzing.


    ‘I can do that, if you like?’ Tom nodded at her damp wrist.


    She licked her lips, tried to wet her suddenly dry mouth. Heat flushed in her cheeks. A deep breath intending to calm her instead filled her lungs with his woodsy scent. Her knees weakened, he was just so …


    ‘Enjoy the game earlier?’ Tom smiled at her as if he knew the sensations that were buzzing around her body.


    Sarah nodded dumbly and took a huge gulp of her wine, which gave her the time to think of something to say. ‘It was a good win.’ Her mind completely blank, she tried desperately to recall anything about the game. Nope, she couldn’t even remember the final score. ‘Will you be playing soon?’ she blurted out.


    ‘Next week, I think.’


    He stood over her; she felt surrounded by him. She licked her dry lips again.


    His eyes burned into her. ‘Don’t –’


    ‘Don’t what?’


    ‘Don’t you play any more?’ asked Tom.


    ‘I travel a fair bit so I haven’t got the time.’


    ‘What do you do?’


    Finally, a safe topic. Sarah relaxed slightly. ‘I’m a consultant: I help revive and restructure failing hotels. Conference centre complexes which aren’t generating enough profit.’


    ‘Interesting work?’


    ‘It can be. So, you’ve been playing rugby up north. What made you move down here?’


    ‘I have several businesses down here and it saves me a lot of travelling.’


    ‘What do they do, your businesses?’ The normality of the conversation had settled her nerves, even though her body was still on full alert. She took another swig of wine, feeling the warmth down her throat, the buzz of the alcohol continuing to kick in.


    ‘This and that. Some computer software and internet businesses. A bit of property development, conversion of older properties into hotels – I’m surprised we haven’t crossed paths before now.’


    ‘I usually work with established hotel chains; that’s how I started before I went independent.’


    He shifted with his back to the rest of the room. The way Tom was corralling her into a corner reminded her of their university days. She should stop backing away; it would only make it more difficult to get away from him. She purposely held her ground as he moved out of the way of a passer-by and he bumped into her.


    He smelled so good! Under the woodsy aftershave was a hint of fresh sweat and something that was uniquely Tom. Memories began rushing back to her from ten years earlier: the way his hands felt on her. Her abdominal muscles tightened, and aching anticipation swelled the pit of her stomach – and lower down. She moved restlessly from one foot to the other, unwittingly rubbing her thighs together.


    He was saying something but she could only watch his lips as a hand touched her side. The heat radiated from his palm and she barely restrained a gasp as sensation shot between her legs.


    ‘Yo, Tom! Drink?’


    Alex’s call from the bar distracted Tom and the spell snapped. Tom’s hand left her side as he turned and nodded, holding up his own bottle for Alex to see.


    Sarah blinked, shaking off the remnants of the incapacitating daze. She caught sight of Clare by the door, took her chance, and managed to slip away while Tom’s attention was diverted. Downing the last vestiges of her drink, she dumped the glass and strode quickly to the exit, grabbing their coats and Clare on the way.


    ‘So, if I asked …’ Tom found himself talking to empty air, the only trace of Sarah a hint of her perfume. He took a deep breath and felt his body tighten with excitement. Frustration warred with anticipation in his belly, and anticipation won. He smiled smugly. ‘You can run, but you can’t hide,’ he murmured to himself as he glimpsed her disappearing out of the doors.


    ‘What are you looking so damn pleased about?’ inquired Alex, handing him a fresh bottle of lager. ‘Is it connected to that Sarah? She seems like fun. Classy too, and you really strike sparks off each other. Her friend’s not bad either, although she looks far too long-term for me.’ He waved at a group of girls in skyscraper heels and short skirts by the bar. ‘I’ll stick to the babes over there for now. Coming?’


    ‘Nah.’ Tom pulled his phone out. ‘They’re not my type. I’m more of a steak man nowadays and they’re definitely fast food.’ The way Sarah’s tongue had swiped her luscious lips, he’d just wanted it on his body. Wanted to eat her up, morsel by morsel. Lick her all over. His body tightened further and he had to imagine freezing-cold showers to clear his head for his next move.


    ‘Fast food?’


    Tom paused in scrolling down. ‘Yeah, you know, enjoyable for a moment but ultimately not very satisfying. And certainly not very good for you in the long run.’


    ‘You sound like the team nutritionist. I, for one, am enjoying the different cuisine down south,’ Alex pronounced grandly. ‘Are you sure you don’t want to join us for a drink?’


    ‘I have plans to make and people to coerce, sorry. Maybe later at the club.’


    Tom watched Alex being welcomed by the girls and saw him shrug his shoulders as they pointed in his direction. He wondered for a moment why he was going after this one woman, then recalled why. Unfinished business. The chase was on. And he loved a chase. She wouldn’t know what had hit her.

  


  
    Chapter Two


    ‘What the hell was that about?’ Clare stumbled after Sarah as she almost sprinted away from the bar. ‘Slow down, I’m sure he’s not going to run after you.’


    Sarah stopped and leant against a nearby bus stop. ‘Sorry,’ she gasped, ‘I had to get away, otherwise I was going to embarrass myself. I think I’ve had too much to drink; I was melting into a puddle at his feet.’


    Clare perched on a seat and pulled off one of her high-heeled shoes. ‘OK, but give me more warning next time – these killer heels are killing me.’


    Sarah forgot about her own plight for a moment. ‘Aren’t they a bit higher than your normal taste?’


    Clare flushed in the stark overhead light and fixed her attention on moving the straps. ‘I was being silly. I – I wanted to feel more attractive.’


    Sarah stared at Clare in concern. ‘I told you at my place, you look lovely.’


    ‘Well, it’s not going to do me a heap of good, is it?’ Clare stood up and blew the hair out of her eyes. ‘Look at us – you’re running away from a man and I’m wasting my time trying to attract one. Sod it, let’s go into town, get plastered, and have a boogie.’


    Sarah nodded and agreed, and, as they wandered down the road to flag down a taxi, her attention drifted off again, as she remembered an earlier Tom, an earlier autumn season …


    Sarah had gone to university in Kent and came away with a respectable business degree. Despite her natural reserve and being far from her family home in West Wales, she’d settled in well. The campus was a friendly one with frequent socials, and, as was traditional in most universities in Britain, each Wednesday afternoon’s was the biggest. This was when all the universities’ sports teams played each other, and the matches would often be followed by alcohol-fuelled fun and games in the campus bars.


    She had considered joining the hockey team but instead had been pulled into attending the women’s rugby training. To her surprise, she’d enjoyed learning to play a sport she had, until then, only followed on TV. Sarah felt she fitted into “a sport for all shapes and sizes”. There were two light-hearted coaches who coaxed the girls into a fast, challenging side, and Sarah, once fit, could sprint around with the best of them.


    Within months she had lost a stone, dropped a dress size, and developed a well-toned torso and firm, shapely legs. Her new body attracted more male attention but she usually shrugged it off and the men drifted away.


    In her second year, without warning, everything changed. She had arrived at the first training session of the new term, tanned and ultra-fit after a long, active summer back in Wales. However, instead of jolly Pete and Dave, only one tracksuit-clad, glowering male was present. He introduced himself as Tom Murray, temporarily unable to play himself due to damaged knee ligaments, and frustrated as hell. The girls cowered when he shouted at them but, unbelievably, kept coming back for more. The reason behind this was obvious. He was absolutely gorgeous: tall, muscular, and dark-haired, with knife-sharp cheekbones, a strong chin, and piercing blue eyes. He had a faint Scottish burr that strengthened when he was angry – which was fairly often as the nervous girls often dropped balls, forgot instructions, and ran the wrong way.


    One evening, after another of several weeks of unproductive training sessions, Sarah decided to collar him. She caught up with him as he strode away from the pitch, down the dark path back to the halls of residence.


    ‘Tom, stop for a minute. Please.’ She physically blocked his way. ‘It’s our first game in a week and I don’t think we’re ready.’ She took a deep breath and steeled herself. ‘You’re too aggressive towards the girls; they’re not learning. We don’t mind criticism and I actually prefer it to being told we’re doing fine. But you shout all the time.’ He stepped towards her and she refused to back down.


    ‘Please be more patient with us. We are trying.’ She went to move out of his way and he caught her arm. An electric thrill ran through her body and she stifled a gasp at the unexpected sensation.


    ‘Sarah, is it? I didn’t choose to take you lot on.’ His thumb started to rub back and forth on the soft skin of her elbow, awakening more nerves along her arm. ‘I was forced to until I can play again. And I admit I am taking my frustrations out on you.’ He paused, tipping his head slightly to one side and studying her in the dim light.


    Sarah felt like a butterfly pinned to a glass slide. She slowly pulled away from his grasp, which allowed her brain to start functioning again. ‘So, what will you do about it?’


    ‘I’ll try to be more patient with all of you.’


    From the next session and on throughout the year, he softened his approach and the girls started to respond. Some even started making passes at him, sashaying around the changing room barely dressed while he gave inspiring team talks or congratulated them after a good win. In the campus bar after matches, he was constantly surrounded by girls, birds of paradise in bright dresses fluttering around him.


    Sarah heard stories from the rest of the team; he was talked about on campus all the time. It was rumoured that he had a different girl leaving his room every morning; girls with stubble burns on their faces and necks, smudged make-up and satisfied grins.


    Despite this, she could feel his eyes watching her. He watched her during ball drills, he watched her while they reset scrum after scrum as she bound on as flanker. He used her in demonstrations of how to hold the ball or rip it from another player, his arms often wrapped around her.


    Her body, sensually dormant to that point, started responding to this insistent male presence. Her breasts would yearn for contact, an accidental brush of a hand or arm; her knees weakened as his hips pressed into hers. Once, after he tackled her to the floor, instead of getting up, he stroked one hand from ankle to the top of her thigh and back. She rolled away, but for the rest of the session, the skin burned where he had touched her.


    She often returned to her room after training feeling hypersensitive all over her body, in particular her well-bound breasts beneath the tight sports bra, and between her legs, irritated by her bulky shorts. She knew she was unusually fascinated by him and thought it was best to stay well away. She saw him around the campus but ducked down paths to avoid him and walked out of the bar when she saw him with a bevy of beauties. She started dating a third-year student, Ed, who took her virginity in a hotel room on a long weekend away. Ed managed to gently arouse her and she enjoyed being with him; a chance for peace from the constant scrutiny and hyperawareness of Tom.


    Nearing the end of her second year, there was a women’s rugby social in one of the pubs in the nearby town. All the team had to be there to celebrate the season so Sarah went along. Tom was there, accompanied by some of the men’s rugby team, with whom the girls proceeded to flirt outrageously. Sarah remained on the outskirts, bemusedly observing the interplay between the two groups. Tom was in the middle, surrounded again.


    Past midnight, and the drinking had got out of hand. Sarah decided to go home with some of the others and nipped to the loo first. On her way in along the passageway, she saw Tom walking unsteadily towards her. The only route of escape was a large walk-in cupboard used to store kitbags, and she quickly ducked inside. She waited for him to go by, jumping when his figure filled the small entrance.


    ‘Oh. Hello.’ Sarah blushed at being caught.


    ‘Hello, sweetheart – what on earth are you doing in here? Trying to avoid me, are you?’ Tom came closer and closer to her until he was towering over her. ‘So, why don’t you want to get your hands on my body like the others?’


    Sarah lifted her chin and refused to retreat further. ‘Of course I don’t,’ she scoffed. Her tough words belied the bolts of energy zipping around her body. ‘Excuse me, I’m off home now.’


    ‘I asked why. You haven’t answered me yet.’


    ‘I don’t want to. I have a boyfriend.’


    Tom raised a sardonic eyebrow. ‘And he’s let you out on your own? Brave man. Or foolish.’


    Sarah laughed unexpectedly. ‘You’re all too drunk to be much of a threat.’


    ‘Is that right?’ Tom lifted a hand and caught the back of her neck. ‘He won’t mind a drunk stealing a kiss or two, then.’ Slowly, he dipped his face towards hers and brushed a kiss on one cheek. ‘That’s for being brave enough to stand up to me at the start of the season.’ He gently kissed the other cheek. ‘That’s for being a marvellous model in training.’ His mouth hovered over hers, millimetres away, for several long, excruciating seconds, until he slowly pulled back. ‘That’s for running from me ever since. I’ll see you next year.’


    Tom turned and left. Instead of wobbling unsteadily away, this time he swaggered.


    Sarah stood frozen in shock. Her whole body felt aroused and her lips were buzzing and swollen as if he had actually kissed them. No wonder all the girls are falling over him, she thought; he’s pure testosterone.


    In her third and final year, Sarah contemplated not playing rugby any more but her friends still dragged her down to training. To her surprise, a different tracksuit-clad male was waiting – Mike, who was firm and not afraid to cajole or shout at the girls when they let him down but who was also less devastatingly attractive. Sarah heard that Tom’s knee had recovered and he was now back playing for the university’s first XV; he didn’t have time to train the girls any longer. She found it strange, when running drills, that she actually missed the constant feel of his eyes on her. The back of her neck prickled once or twice but no one was immediately visible beyond the trees surrounding the training pitch.


    She would still see him around campus and, as before, tried to avoid him. In the bar, unlike before, he actually had his arm around the same girl every night, a slender blonde named Tess. Tess had never picked up a rugby ball; sports would have ruined her nails. She would also never have risked bruising her long legs, which were usually displayed dramatically below short silk dresses or outlined by a skinny-cut pair of jeans.


    Every now and again, though, he’d find Sarah and pin her down in a corner for a chat on how the girls were doing. He listened to her and offered some incisive advice, sometimes humorous comment. And all the time he would stand too close, sometimes touching her arm, shoulder, hip, talking quietly as if to a nervous filly when she went to shy away. It would only last a few minutes but it left Sarah feeling charged. He asked after Ed and she always said things were fine, although in reality they’d become distant and hadn’t been seeing much of each other.


    At the end of her final year, there was a big Wednesday night out. Sarah had joined some friends on a raucous day trip to the beach. She’d slept on the minibus back and partially recovered, though her friends had carried on partying. They all entered the main campus bar on a high and proceeded to drink and dance the night away.


    At around two in the morning, a tipsy but tired Sarah made her excuses and departed; she was meeting Ed for lunch the next day. They had finally decided that it was time for them to break up – their relationship was going nowhere and, having made the decision, both were greatly relieved. Fortunately, she had returned to living on campus for her final year and didn’t have far to go to get to her bed.


    There were signs of rampant celebration dotted all over the path – discarded plastic pint glasses, a small spatter of vomit for Sarah to skirt, a mismatched trainer and high-heeled sandal. Rounding a corner outside her halls, she heard a muffled groan. She peered cautiously into the unlit grounds to see Tom Murray a few feet away, stretched out on the dewy grass wearing only a pair of drink-stained jeans. For a moment she was spellbound by his bare chest, the defined muscles highlighted and shadowed perfectly by what little light came from the path. Hesitantly, she bent down and touched him on the shoulder. His eyes flickered open and tried to focus on her.


    ‘I must be dreaming,’ he muttered. ‘Angel. I’ve been waiting for you all my life.’


    Sarah laughed drily. ‘An angel dressed in jeans and a sweater? I don’t think so. I think I’ll leave that to Tess.’


    ‘Tess dumped me.’ He stuck his lower lip out like a naughty child. ‘She shaid, “Issh time to move on.” Heartlesh woman.’


    Sarah’s heart twanged in sympathy. ‘Join the newly single club. Come on, I’ll give you a hand home. Everyone’s still partying hard and the campus security guards have enough to contend with.’


    ‘Yesh pleash. Nine Carshwell Road. Keysh under the flowerpot.’


    He thrust his arms up towards her and, doing most of the work, she managed to get him on his feet, her arms around his wide chest. He smelled mainly of beer but, underneath that, she could pick up a delectably male scent, reminding her of those moments in training. Though this time, she would be directing him.


    Together they stumbled, limped and weaved down the road to his terraced digs just off the campus. Some moments she struggled to keep a grasp of him, trying to hold him up around his lean, muscled waist when his legs wavered, occasionally guiding him with a hand on his tight buttocks – a task which wasn’t much of a hardship.


    She propped him against the door as she rummaged under the flowerpots dotting the path to it.


    ‘Whass keepin’ you, my sweet?’ Tom yelled from the doorstep. He took two steps back towards Sarah, fell down a step, and flopped on the lawn. ‘Whoops!’


    Sarah giggled. Already covered in sticky drink, he was now decorated with grass clippings and mud. She pulled him up again to face her, and manoeuvred him through the door. She briefly attempted to prop him up and get away but he somehow stayed between her and the entrance door, not letting her escape.


    Tom lifted his arms and draped them over her shoulders, leaning into her. ‘I need a sh-shower, and I won’t let you go until you shoap me down,’ he breathed in her ear.


    Despite his inebriated state, she could feel curls of arousal tightening through her, and her legs weakening. Luckily, the bathroom was the first door she tried; a small, blue-tiled room with a clean, white bathroom suite.


    Tom collapsed on the side of the bath and leant around the shower-screen to poke at the mixer taps. Somehow he managed to turn the water on. He looked back to Sarah.


    ‘Clothes. Off.’


    Sarah grimaced. She would have to strip him. She knelt on the tiles and started to unbutton his jeans, peeling them down his hips to the floor and off. He wore plain black silk boxers under them. Between his legs was a very large bulge. She stared, absolutely spellbound.


    ‘No. Clothes. Off.’ She stood and tried to squirm away from him but his hands had locked solidly around her waist while she was distracted. ‘Your clothes.’


    Arousal spiked through Sarah’s belly. ‘Tom, I have to be getting back.’


    ‘No, you have to be helping me shower.’ He grinned naughtily up at her. ‘You don’t want me to fall and drown, do you?’


    Sarah sighed and shook her head in mock annoyance. It seemed logical enough to her fuzzy brain; she would get soaked trying to help him while fully dressed. She pulled off her light sweater to reveal the strappy top beneath, turquoise lacy bra straps peeking out. Kicking off her sandals, she unzipped her jeans then stepped out of them. She breathed quickly in the steamy air.


    ‘Tha’sh bedder,’ slurred Tom. The matching bikini pants she was wearing near his eye level attracted his attention. ‘Mmm, delicious,’ he mumbled. ‘All off?’ he queried hopefully.


    ‘Behave. That’s it. Now, let’s get you in and cleaned up.’


    Sarah tried to stay practical, moving him up and under the warm spray. His hands were still loosely draped around her waist so she had to follow him. He lifted his head and closed his eyes to the spray. Rivulets of water started running down his wide, solid chest, rinsing off some soil and bits of grass. She grabbed the shower gel and squirted some on him, then started rubbing the rest of the dirt away. Her hands swept over lightly tanned skin, feeling the solid muscle underneath and the dustings of hair on his arms and chest, his torso narrowing down to the waistband of his underwear. A heady scent she’d always linked with him emanated from the soapy lather, clouding her thoughts. Increasing bolts of arousal continued to shoot through her, building in strength, and her efficient cleaning arcs quickly turned into lingering caresses. She stifled a groan.


    ‘Now your back,’ Sarah directed him, attempting to keep a clear head. She tried to turn him around. His encircling arms wouldn’t move.


    ‘Not letting go,’ he stated stubbornly.


    Her only option was to step forward and sweep her soapy arms around him and over his muscular back. Her bra-clad breasts pressed into his chest, her tummy against the prominent bulge further down. At the insistent evidence of his excitement, her legs melted and her pulse rocketed. A moan escaped from her as heat built like wildfire in her sensitive places. She tried to draw away but he wouldn’t let her, instead tightening his arms and rubbing against her dissolving body. Her breasts felt swollen, the nipples stiffening, and she rubbed back, needing the pressure, moaning again. He plucked at her soaked top and her hands moved to stop his. She looked up to see him watching her through half-closed, glittering eyes. In a daze, she let him drag the top off over her head.


    ‘Mmm, pretty,’ he murmured appreciatively at the lacy, half-cup design. One deft hand scooped her swelling flesh out of the constraining garment, the fabric holding them up high. Fingers thumbed her knotted nipples.


    Sarah moaned again, instinctively arching and pressing herself into his hands.


    Tom chuckled. ‘Very pretty. Now, wet pants.’


    She glanced down at the silk boxers and her hands stirred involuntarily to push them off his hips. They dropped to the floor with a soft slap. Her whole body electrified as she stared at his substantial erection. She had to touch him. Her right hand moved to clasp him, her fingers curling around the hot, velvety skin coating his steel-hard manhood. His head fell back and he groaned, his hips flexing within her encircling digits. His arms tightened more, trapping her hand between their bodies, then his hands squeezed her lace-clad buttocks, pulling her into him.


    ‘Wet pants,’ he repeated.


    Deftly, he pulled her knickers down and delved his fingers into her molten core. Sarah cried out, powerless to resist his intrusion.


    ‘Soaking wet,’ he whispered as his fingers found her tender nub.


    Sarah yelped as torrents of pleasure poured through her. A long, rough finger thrust inside her and she convulsed helplessly, unable to think or breathe, only to feel as it plunged repeatedly inside her. Another finger joined the first, stretching her deliciously, and she moaned, her head falling forward to bite his shoulder.


    Tom turned them both around and pinned her forcefully against the wall, hoisting her off her feet with a hand on her backside. Her legs parted and rose on his hips, giving his other hand full access between her thighs. Her own trapped hand moved on his manhood, gliding along and squeezing in time with her inner muscles on his fingers. His hips pistoned against her, his merciless digits reducing her to a bundle of raw, exposed nerves.


    He breathed heavily into her ear, nibbling the lobe as she gulped and cried against his shoulder. Her hitched-up, swollen breasts ground against his chest, the friction and restriction driving her crazy with need. His fingers alternately rubbed her and pinched her, thrusting inside her as her body clenched around them. The sensations built up rapidly as the pace quickened to a frenzy, until they peaked and their bodies arched in agonising bliss.



