
​FOOTBALL CRAZY 2: 

​ON THE EDGE OF GLORY

All rights reserved.

Copyright © Yvonne Marrs 2016/2020/2025

Yvonne Marrs is hereby identified as author of this work in accordance with Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Published by WTSMP Publications.

This book is sold subject to the conditions that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the author’s or publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Author’s Note

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Books by Yvonne Marrs

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Author’s Note
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Dear readers,

You may be interested to learn that Football Crazy started out as just one book. I tested the water with the tale around the time of the World Cup 2010 and was beyond amazed that it sold successfully.

At that point, I had no idea how robust a character I had created in Aiden Lewis. Now, a decade later, there are many of my books which follow the lives of his family. I won’t say any more, as I don’t wish to spoil anything.

Enjoy reading!  Yvonne 
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​Chapter 1
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An hour passed while the team showed their fitness levels, with two minutes rest between exercise stations. Dismissed to the showers, they were instructed to return to the boardroom at 4:20pm for the final decision. 

Sneaking a glance at his watch, Aiden saw they had only twenty minutes to perform the necessary in order to appear presentable to Fabio. Another test!

At quarter past four, he was the first one in the room. Fabio smiled at him and Aiden returned the friendly gesture, trying to ignore the twinging in his tight muscles. He hadn’t disgraced himself, he knew; he’d heard the officials barking commands at others to ‘keep going’ and ‘don’t stop’ was often repeated. His chances were looking good. Weren’t they?

The first England team’s 4:30pm briefing began with the full squad of twenty two players. 

Aiden sat staring into space, unable to believe what had happened. The other two men who hadn’t made the cut had already stomped out of the building and shot off in their flashy, expensive cars.

Now, he was seizing up, feeling his hamstrings tightening with every minute he sat here. The tense muscles in his back and neck were causing him a headache - but Fabio’s words echoed around his head.

“I may still need to call on you, if we have injury problems. Please remain available for our matches.”

In a way, it was almost worse than being told you weren’t good enough. ‘You’re not our first choice, but we might need you anyway.’ 

He completely understood the reactions of the two men who had flown off in a rage. Part of him wanted to do the same; part of him talked sense and he remained calm - on the surface at least. He accepted the card from the official remaining in the room with him; signing the relevant forms promising his availability if he was required.

The kids would be in bed by the time he arrived home. Having called Leah to update her, they’d agreed it was for the best. 

Aiden could not face Harry’s disappointment at that moment; he could hardly deal with his own. Having been invited to have a massage before he left, he’d gladly accepted, talking to Leah for some of it on speaker phone. Then he decided to have his evening meal, not that he could stomach much, rather something to sustain him until he arrived home.

Leah hugged him when he arrived home, leaving the house and coming straight to the car as he pulled into the drive.

“There’s still a chance.” She began.

Aiden nodded, taking in her common sense, having long switched his own off.

She smiled at him, kindly. “We should turn off our phones, so you don’t have to speak to anyone tonight.” 

He nodded again, still unable to find his tongue.

“I’ve run you a nice hot bath.” She kissed him, looking into his face and reading his grateful expression. “I’ve opened a bottle of your favourite wine too.”

He laughed. “That sounds.. great.”

“I thought you might say that.” She kissed him again, slipping her hand in his and walking with him into the house. “I might even join you in the tub.” She raised her eyebrows suggestively and he laughed again, suddenly very thankful to have her.

Sitting in the National Training Centre this morning he was gripped by a sudden desire to play for his country again - and to win! 

Would he get a chance?
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​Chapter 2


[image: ]


After a week, Aiden stopped jumping on the ringing phone, convinced that the call he desperately wanted to receive would never come. 

This was his last chance, no matter what Leah said about players in their mid thirties still doing a good job for their country. He knew this was it ..and he’d blown it. Even now, he had no idea how he had failed to make the cut. He’d been tantalisingly close. 

The girls had been excited at the thought of seeing their father play for the national side, but had taken the news casually. It was different with Harry: Aiden could see he was close to tears, and that made him feel even worse - an emotion he hadn’t thought possible.

Leah had come to the rescue - as usual - distracting Harry from his thoughts, chivvying him to get ready for school the next day as it was now past his bedtime. All day Aiden had managed to - mostly - avoid the conversation, but as he’d tucked Harry into bed that night, their conversation had been inevitable. Moments later, Aiden had appeared in the lounge doorway looking crushed. Again, Leah wordlessly hugged him.

––––––––
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Days passed, with their lives returning to relative normality. As the week passed, Harry’s wounded look had almost dissipated. Aiden’s demeanour had been quieter than usual this week, even the children had noticed.

Leah left him sitting on the sofa, wrapped in his thoughts to settle the girls and then Harry for the evening. She wondered how to get her husband to come out of his shell; wondering if Time would do the job itself, or if she’d have to intervene. Deciding then she’d give him another few days to wallow, but no more.

The ringing of his phone disturbed him from his thoughts - looking at the screen, he didn’t recognise the number so, as usual, he ignored the call. Sighing heavily, he was startled as Harry came flying into the room towards him. 

Pulling himself forward to the edge of the sofa as Harry buried himself into Aiden’s chest, he tried to get out of him what was amiss.

“Harry, what’s wrong?” Heart pounding in fear, many things ran through his mind - Leah, the girls, Harry himself, problems at school, bullying—-

“I’m sorry, Dad.” Those were the only words that Aiden could hear, relieved when Leah’s shadow fell over the pair. Glancing up, Leah’s expression told him that Harry had something important to say. He knew then there was nothing to worry about; Leah, the girls, Harry, everyone was fine. 

“Dad, I.. I didn’t get picked for the school team. And.. I know how you feel now.”

Aiden closed his eyes. “Oh, Harry, I’m sorry.” He gave him a big squeeze.

Suddenly, Harry pulled away. “It’s their loss.”

Surprise registered in Aiden’s expression; Leah did her best not to laugh aloud.

“Like it’s England’s loss that you aren’t playing.” Harry continued. 

Leah felt the lump form in her throat, seeing Aiden’s reaction mirrored her own.

Aiden cleared his throat. “Everything happens for a reason, Harry.”

Harry nodded solemnly, his expression so serious Aiden wanted to laugh. It was a good feeling, he realised.

“We can still play at Richmond.” Harry pointed out.

“I like playing for Richmond.” Aiden hugged him again. “And I like that we play for the same team.”

“So do I.” The grin threatened to split Harry’s face. “Don’t be sad any more, Dad. Uncle Jay wouldn’t like it.”

Aiden nodded, letting go of Harry.

“C’mon then, bed.” Leah reminded him from her position at the door.

Harry nodded. “Goodnight, Dad.”

“Goodnight, Harry.” Aiden smiled, watching the pair retreat, still smiling when Leah returned minutes later.

They both jumped some time later when Aiden’s phone rang again. Justin’s profile showed on the screen, so Aiden answered, but before he could say anything, Justin cut him off.

“Seriously, Aiden, we need to get you to take Fabio’s calls.” Justin laughed to himself. “You’ll give the boss a complex.”

“What are you talking about? I haven’t had..”

Again he was cut off. “Yes, you did. I was there, I saw it for myself. I wanted to call you straight back. I had to explain that you don’t accept anonymous calls.” Smiling, Justin shook his head. “Call him
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