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        By C.D. Gorri

      

      

      

      
        
        A Carolina Rugby Romance

      

        

      
        Some think love is a game. Others think it’s more like war.

        But everything is fair play when these rough and tumble Rugby men find their perfect matches in curvy smart-mouthed women who drive them wild.

      

        

      
        Meet our Team:

        Dane Barret–Coach

        Koa Jackson–Forward

        Luca Warden–Forward

        Tank Jackson–Backer

        Noah Walker -Hooker

        Mitchell Knight–Owner

      

        

      
        Content Warning: This is a hot and sweaty sports romance series with open door, descriptive sex scenes. Expect over the top behavior, obsession, minor stalking, foul language, and possessive streaks miles long. This series is written purely for fictional entertainment purposes.
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      There’s always a winner. The trick is not to be the loser.

      Koa Jackson was born to wear the Number eight jersey. Leading his team in tackles, he’s a powerhouse ready to put the Carolina Rovers on the map in Major League Rugby. But he can’t afford distractions—especially not from a smart-mouthed redhead with an hourglass figure and an attitude to match.

      Finley Adamo is bored with her life, so visiting her best friend in Consequence seems like the perfect escape, especially since her friend is dating the new hot coach of a professional sports team. As a popular blogger, Finley agrees to promote the team with highlight posts and interviews, but she didn’t expect Koa.

      Big, sexy, and wickedly clever, Koa is a formidable opponent in their verbal sparring. When he throws down a challenge, betting he can outlast her resistance to the intense attraction they both feel, Finley can’t refuse.

      The only question is, who will break down first?
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      Consequence, North Carolina.

      I swear this town has a personal vendetta against me. Like I stepped off the plane and the universe went, “Him. Let’s ruin that one.”

      Day one? Nearly drowned in a rainstorm so biblical I half-expected Noah—the dude from the bible and not our team’s best hooker (not that kind)—to float by in a bloody ark.

      They said coastal charm.

      I got waterlogged socks and hypothermia.

      Then came the real horror.

      Walking into the coach’s temporary batch and getting an eyeful of his naked, and did I mention hairy, arse.

      Coach Dane quickly got involved with one of our new team’s assistants.

      And on a shag rug, of all things—oh, the horror!

      It was like walking in on your da doing the nasty. With gusto.

      I still can’t make eye contact with the guy without flashbacks. I may need therapy.

      Or a lobotomy.

      But the cherry on this cursed sundae?

      Michael bloody Knight.

      The American billionaire who bought us like a crate of bourbon and dumped us in this swampy hellhole to sell rugby to small-town America.

      I’m actually 85% sure the people here think rugby is just violent soccer with fewer rules.

      Anyway, I haven’t seen the man in months.

      He’s gone ghost, and we’ve been left in a glorified campground, playing in muck, taping up our injuries with duct tape and hope, until—miracle of miracles—they finally finished building us proper paddocks.

      One indoor. One outdoor.

      We clapped. We cried. One of the lads tried to hump the turf.

      Honestly, morale is not great.

      Now, our first friendly match is coming up, and I need laser focus.

      Zero distractions. Nada.

      Except, guess who Dane’s fiancée brought to town?

      Her best mate.

      A so-called branding expert with a voice like honey and a temper like napalm.

      She’s the most infuriating woman I’ve ever met.

      With curves so fine, they make my mind go blank. And a tongue so sharp it might be classified as a deadly weapon.

      Seriously, Finley Adamo is so damn fit she could drive a monk to sin.

      And she’s coming on tour with us.

      For the entire season.

      God save me.

      I’ve worn the number eight since I was thirteen. It’s not just a jersey. It’s who I am.

      Strong and powerful, but also mobile and skilled with ball handling.

      Ha ha. Shut up. I know I walked into that one.

      Anyway, number eight is like the engine room.

      The muscle, yes, but more.

      Number eight is the player who dictates whether to go wide, keep it tight, or reset the attack.

      The calm in the chaos of the breakdown.

      Except there’s nothing calm about her.

      She’s the breakdown, the ruck, the bloody scrum, and the goddamn try all rolled into one.

      Finley Adamo is my kryptonite.

      There. I said it.

      She’s the itch I can’t scratch, the fire I can’t put out, the walking migraine that somehow smells like vanilla and sin and something that might actually be worth ruining my life over.

      But this thing I’m doing now?

      Wearing the number eight jersey for the Carolina Rovers?

      Playing in Major League Rugby all the way out in Bumblefuck, U.S.A.?

      It matters.

      It’s not just some side gig. Not just a paycheck. This is it for me.

      My last real chance to make something of myself. To be great.

      Not decent. Not good.

      Great.

      And I know what people think. They look at me and see the bruiser. The brawler.

      The hothead who gets carded too often and can’t keep his mouth shut. And sure, I might’ve chucked a chair or two in my time, but I live for this game.

      I bleed for it.

      Rugby is the one place I’ve ever made sense.

      I’m not the clever one.

      That’d be my brother, Tank. He’s the brain. The planner. The golden boy.

      Me? I’m just the guy who knows how to hit hard and carry harder. Who understands the rhythm of the scrum like a heartbeat.

      The guy who controls the chaos. Me? I live for the fucking breakdown.

      That’s what I do.

      That’s who I am.

      So no, I can’t afford to muck it up. Not now.

      Not when we’ve finally got eyes on us. Not when we’re this close to building something that could actually last.

      But Finley?

      She’s loud, brilliant, impossible.

      And every time she walks into a room, I forget my game plan.

      Every time she looks at me with those emerald eyes and all that red hair floating around her shoulders, shining bright like flames, I forget my bloody name.

      She’s the kind of woman who makes you want to throw it all away just to hear her laugh.

      And that?

      That’s dangerous.

      Because I’m already hanging on by a thread.

      And she’s got scissors in her smile.

      What I want to know is how the hell am I supposed to build a legacy when she’s walking around here, completely unattached, so close yet untouchable, wrecking my will to live?

      Go on and tell me that if you’re so fucking smart.
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      “Fin? You in here?”

      Carolina’s voice cuts through the early morning fog of my half-conscious brain like a buzz saw dipped in honey.

      I jolt awake and nearly smack my skull on the upper bunk I’ve been crashing in all week.

      My home sweet tin-can hell.

      “Yeah,” I croak, voice gravelly from sleep and possibly emotional exhaustion.

      I sit up slowly, moving like I’m eighty-five and one sneeze away from a hip replacement.

      She’s standing there in the narrow doorway of the RV like a literal angel, holding out a travel cup filled with what I can only assume is the sweet, life-giving nectar of the gods.

      Coffee.

      I take it like a drowning woman handed a lifeline.

      “The guys have a training session in twenty. You said you’d film it,” she reminds me, all sunshine and casual efficiency while I still feel like a troll dragged out from under a bridge.

      “Mmm. Yeah, yeah. Let me shower and I’ll be right there,” I mumble, taking a heroic gulp that immediately scalds every taste bud off my tongue.

      Worth it.

      “Geez, Fin, that’s hot! Be careful,” she laughs, stepping in to start making my bed with the kind of cheerful competence that makes me want to cry or punch a wall. Maybe both.

      My best friend was always friendly and efficient, it was enough to make me sick.

      Like Donna Reeds meets curvy, sex siren in one little cute Jersey Girl package all wrapped up with a bow—or a hot pink scrunchie.

      God knows I love Carolina, but I can’t be nice until after my caffeine kicks in and I’ve had a shower.

      The RV shower is barely bigger than a coffin, but it runs hot for a glorious eight minutes.

      That’s long enough to rinse the travel funk from my body and maybe a few regrets from my soul.

      I scrub hard and fast, thinking about the dozens of better life decisions I could’ve made before ending up as a glorified rugby roadie.

      Because let me tell you something, all this?

      This whole rugby team meets Oregon Trail situation we’ve got going on?

      Not what I expected when I impulsively joined my bestie down in Consequence.

      I don’t know what kind of fever dream possessed the team’s owner to decide we’d go tour bus caravan style across the entire continental U.S. like some half-baked boy band reunion tour. But it sucked.

      Most of the guys are stuffed onto a charter bus that smells like socks and testosterone, while Dane and Carolina are cozied up in this smaller RV like it’s their personal love nest on wheels.

      And me?

      Oh, I’m just here.

      With them.

      Third-wheeling like a champ in a converted child’s bunk room, trying to pretend I don’t hear every creak and sigh of their extra-curriculars through the paper-thin walls.

      Oh yeah. My headphones have been working overtime.

      Once I’m dressed and vaguely presentable, I stumble out of the RV and blink against the morning sun like I’ve just emerged from hibernation.

      This whole week has been a crash course in WTF is my life now and I’m not sure I passed.

      See, I grew up in Jersey.

      Fast pace. Big noise. People flipping birds in traffic and calling it foreplay.

      Down here, everything moves slow.

      S-L-O-W.

      At first, I thought I could adjust. I mean, what’s a few extra minutes waiting for coffee or learning to pump gas?

      But rugby? That’s not slow, it’s straight-up confusing.

      The rules make no sense. The ball isn’t even the right shape. And every guy on the field looks like he could crush a watermelon between his thighs.

      I had to mention thighs, didn’t I? Now I’m thinking about his.

      Koa Jackson.

      The man is unparalleled. And his thighs?

      His thick, god-tier thighs—pure muscle and zero mercy—had my ovaries clocking in for a double shift.

      That would be reason enough for this whole move, unfortunately, he hates my guts.

      I mean, he really really hates them.

      I don’t think he’s said a single word to me in the whole time I’ve been here.

      But I’m not the type of gal to run from big, bad ballers.

      So, here I am.

      When I told Carolina I wanted to ditch Jersey and help give this new team some viral traction, I half-expected her to laugh.

      But she didn’t. She said yes.

      She believed in me, even when I didn’t believe in myself.

      So I packed up, cashed in my points, and flew one-way to Consequence, North Carolina.

      And who was the first person I met when I got off the plane?

      Koa freaking Jackson.

      All biceps and brooding. The man looks like he was carved from obsidian by a horny goddess and then dipped in Polynesian sunshine.

      He’s six-and-a-half feet of muscle, attitude, and a growly Kiwi accent that makes my brain short-circuit just a little.

      If only he wasn’t a total jerk.

      Never even says hello.

      Just stares at me like I’m something stuck to the bottom of his cleats.

      Every time I try to implement something new for the team, he stalks off, muttering under his breath about fancy PR nonsense.

      So yeah, my impression of the guy?

      Hot.

      Grumpy.

      And unfortunately, completely allergic to my charms.

      What? I got charms. My Uncle Tony says I’m downright cute for a pleasantly plump broad.

      Yeah, he calls women broads. Which is probably why my Uncle Tony is still single.

      Anyway, what can I say? Koa Jackson makes me feel about as wanted as a plague of locusts.

      But I can’t back out now. I signed a contract with the Rovers to be their one woman PR team.

      So, I’ve got to spend the entire season filming practices and pretending I don’t notice the way he glares at me like I personally insulted his mother and every ancestor before her.

      This is fine. I’m fine.

      Totally capable of ignoring the growly, gorgeous nightmare who makes my insides turn into some sticky sweet and somehow spicy combination of cotton candy and rage.

      I can so handle this.

      Probably.

      Maybe.

      Who am I kidding?
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      “Let’s go, lads! Get the fucking lead out!” Coach Dane roars across the field, voice sharp as a whip crack, and I almost smile.

      Almost.

      Because there’s something satisfying, hell, almost surreal, about hearing him bark orders at me.

      The same man whose face was plastered on my wall when I was a kid, all sweat, scowl, and grit.

      Now he’s pacing the sideline, yelling like he’s still thirty and bulletproof, and I’m out here trying not to let the past and present tangle in my head.

      “Why’re you grinning at Great Dane like that?” Tank pipes up, practically breathing down my neck like the nosy git he is.

      And just like that, the moment’s gone.

      “Fuck off,” I mutter, glaring at him.

      Tank’s a veritable genius. He has the stats, IQ, and smug face to prove it.

      But socially? He’s dumb as a post.

      “Hey fellas!” he yells suddenly, grinning like a goddamn game show host. “Look who’s coming to get some film of us. Look sharp, lads!”

      And the air shifts. Like I can feel her before I see her.

      And then there she is.

      Finley bloody Adamo.

      South Carolina might be a pretty enough pit stop, but I could be standing in a mud field in the arse-end of nowhere and she’d still be the only thing I noticed.

      She’s striding across the grass like she owns it, sunlight turning that riot of red hair into fire.

      She’s got a camera slung over one shoulder and that classic Jersey girl don’t-mess-with-me expression on her face.

      Like she’s walking into war, not busting up our training session with her curvy as fuck body and her tripod.

      Seriously, what in blazes is she wearing?

      Tights—painted on, basically—that stop mid-calf and hug every curve like a second skin.

      A tank top that clings to her gloriously ripe tits like it was sewn on by the devil himself.

      No bra. Or if she is wearing one, it’s flimsy and does nothing to hide her pert nipples.

      Of course not.

      Because she is chaos.

      Because she wants me to suffer.

      It’s a million degrees, and she’s dressed like that, and now half the lads are gawking like they’ve never seen a woman before.

      I want to snarl.

      I want to throw a cone at their heads.

      I want to walk over there and tell her to cover the hell up.

      But more than that?

      More than the anger and the heat and the annoyance?

      I want to taste her.

      Top to bottom.

      Press her to the ground right here in the middle of this perfectly manicured field and find out if that mouth of hers is as smart with kisses as it is with comebacks.

      I haven’t felt this out of control in years. Maybe ever.

      She’s not even trying.

      That’s what makes it worse.

      Because every time
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