
    
      
        Penalty Kick

        Christmas in Italy #3

        Britney Bell

      

      
        
        
      

    

  
Copyright


Copyright Penalty Kick © 2021 by Britney Bell

All rights reserved.  
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
This is a work of fiction.  Names, characters, places and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblances to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions or locales is completely coincidental.






  Contents




    
        
        
            
        
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          CONNECT WITH BRITNEY BELL
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 1
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 2
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 3
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 4
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 5
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 6
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Excerpt of Perfect Form, Texas Tornados, Novella 1
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          WANT MORE OF BRITNEY BELL
                        
                        
                    

                    
            
        
    


CONNECT WITH BRITNEY BELL


I love connecting with readers! Please subscribe to my newsletter and get first-hand knowledge of upcoming releases and other surprises coming this year.
Click her to subscribe to the newsletter.






Chapter 1

Sergio


Hurry, hurry, hurry. That’s all I can think of right now. Dammit, why didn’t I get here sooner? I fling my shirt over my head and pull over my red and green long sleeve jersey. I’ve got to get in the goal and stretch out before everyone else makes it to the field for warmups. Tonight’s game is going to be challenging, and this is not the way I wanted to start out the night. As a professional goalkeeper, playing for the team in Milan, Italy, I have to be focused, and right now, my brain is scattered all over the place. Procrastination has truly screwed me this time. My mother would be beating me over the head with her flip flop at my laziness. Thank God she lives far away in my home town in Brazil. I should have woken up from my nap when the first alarm went off, or even the second, but noooo, I waited until the third and final oh shit alarm blasted to get my ass out of bed and up here.
As I push the door open, it's met with resistance on the other side, blocking it from opening fully.
“Hey, watch it!” a tall and slender brunette with her hair pulled back in a ponytail yells as she steps out from behind the door, which I apparently just hit her with. She’s wearing a red t-shirt with a white logo of some sort printed on the top right corner of her chest.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” I reply, but it’s to no one because she is already jogging down the hall, continuing on her trek to get somewhere fast. Her backside is now ingrained in my head with her perfect round ass swaying in black jeans and her ponytail swinging from side to side as she runs off.  At the end of the hall, I see her kneel in the middle of a group of people, and curiosity draws me to be nosey and walk by to see what she is doing.  
Upon further inspection, she is caring for a lady who looks to have slipped and fell and is wrapping her ankle in a bandage. The large white cross logo with the words first aid below it on the back of her tee tells me she must be a medic of some kind. 
The next two hours are pure hell. My focus is still not on the game, but now for a different reason other than just running late. I let two goals pass me in the first half, and my coach was up my ass wanting to know what the hell had gotten into me. Luckily, I halfway pull my head out and block the rest of the shots in the second half. I’ve never before been so distracted in the goal, and I’ve played this sport since I was four years old. That perfect backside, swishing ponytail, and her tender care towards that lady flashed through my mind the entire ninety minutes of the game.
I have to stop my thoughts when I’m in the shower, as I clean up after the game, before I embarrass myself by sporting a hard on and either walking around with it standing tall and proud or having to relieve myself in front of everyone. Which is a hell no. 
That’s it. 
I need more of that woman. Her uniform shirt said first aid, so I’m going to go upstairs to the mezzanine and see where the first aid station is. With my mind made up, I hurry through the shower and dress. 
“Hey, Sergio, you going to go with us tonight to eat after the game?” my teammate, Luca, hollers at me from across the dressing room.
“Fat chance. Why do you and Blaze insist on me being the fifth wheel? You guys have your women, now go and have a lovely night cuddling up next to them,” my reply is sharp and to the point because those two always ask me to join them, but my answer is the same each time. I know they are just trying to be nice, and I appreciate it, but I really don’t want to be the odd man out in their little happy family life group. 
“Alright, man. Just know you are welcome anytime.” Blaze comes up behind me and claps me on the shoulder.
“I know. Thanks, guys. Have a good one. I’m out.”
I throw my backpack over my shoulder and head out on a mission to find the girl who's been racking my brain. 




Chapter 2

Nastasia


“Knock, knock,” a deep husky voice calls from the doorway at the same time he raps on the door.
“Hello. Can I help you?” Holy hotness! This guy is all that and a bag of chips with those mocha color eyes that I could definitely get lost in for hours, and that thick black hair that looks like it would be just the right length to skim my fingers through. Hot damn! Okay, get a grip. I’ve got a job to do. Someone is probably hurt and in need of my attention. 
“I’m the guy who accidentally rammed the door in your face earlier today, and I wanted to say I was sorry. You rushed off so fast; I wasn’t able to do so when it happened. My name is Sergio, by the way.”
“Oh, that’s nice of you, and it’s nice to meet you. I’m Nastasia. Yeah, I was in a hurry to check on the lady who slipped and twisted her ankle. Thanks for stopping by. Have a good night,” I say the final bit to hopefully close up the conversation, so he’ll leave. I still need to finish cleaning up from the busy night of spectators with their drunken falls, heat exhaustion, and twisted ankles or knees from the stairs.
“Well, Nastasia, I was wondering if I can take you out sometime.”
“Thanks for the offer, but no thank you.”
“Wow, that was a fast, hard shut down right off the bat. You sure know how to kill a man’s ego,” he responds with a chuckle.
“Sorry, but I don’t have time to date. I work pretty much non-stop around the clock.” I busy myself with folding up a blue blanket, hoping he will get the hint to turn and walk away. My willpower to vocally tell this guy to leave is very frail, and I don’t know if I can turn his offer down, again, even though I should. I seriously do not have time with my work schedule.
"Have you eaten dinner tonight?" 
"No." 
"You’ve got to eat, right? Come on, I'll buy you dinner.” The last few strands of my resolve are wavering. 
“I don’t know. I normally either wait until I get home or grab a quick sandwich to eat on the train,” I reply with the mistake of glancing at him over my shoulder when I put the blanket in the cabinet.
“Call it a thank you dinner for all your hard work of helping the hurt people that come to see me play. I truly do appreciate you for doing that." At that moment, my stomach rumbles at the mention of food, and his lips curl up into a wide Cheshire Cat smile.
"I am hungry,” I say and grab my belly in hopes of stopping the noise. “Just dinner. Somewhere fast, not fancy, and that is close by." 
"Deal," he says as he claps his hands once and rubs his palms together as if in deep thought.  
"Give me a few minutes to finish here, and then I can meet you somewhere."
“There’s a panini shop right around the corner. Will that work?"
“Yes, that sounds great. I’ll meet you there. Let’s say thirty minutes?”
“I can wait for you and drive us,” he pleads for just a little more time. With a roll of my eyes, I relent.
“Alright, fine, but this is not a date. It’s just dinner, and then we will go our separate ways.”
“I'll go pull my car around and meet you by the exit down this hall.” 
***

Sergio’s car is a dark gray sports car with leather seats and a BMW emblem on the steering wheel. The restaurant is literally around the corner. It’s the one I frequent often since it’s on my way to the train station from the stadium. In which, I still have a train to catch home within the next two hours, or I’ll miss the last one of the night. 
We order quickly, grab our sandwiches, and pick a table to sit and eat at.
“Mmmm, so good. I love this place,” he says on his first bite.
“You’ve eaten here before?”
“Oh yeah, I normally stop here after my games.”
“Really, I usually do the same after work on my way home.” I take a nice size bite of my own warm sandwich and groan with delight.
“Damn, we must be missing each other and crossing paths by just a few minutes.”
“Or we’ve been in here at the same time and just not known,” I counter.
“No, sweetheart, I would have definitely remembered seeing you in here before.” His mocha eyes meet mine and turn a dark shade, and heat rises through my face, certainly causing it to turn a shade or two red. 
“Maybe, maybe not.” I cock my head to the side and lift my shoulder in a motion of nonchalance.
“So, tell me, what’s this all work and no play about? Why are you so busy that you don’t have time to date a little?”
“Oh, we are going deep right off the bat, uh,” I mimic his words from earlier. 
“Time is limited, and I figure that is the biggest bang of info for me to get to know you the fastest.”
“Fair enough. I work in an office as a marketing analyst during the day, and then at night, I work the first aid station at the stadium any time there is an event going on. As you know, there are events going on just about every day.”
“For sure, that sounds like it does keep you busy. Are you in some kind of trouble that you need money for?” He takes the last bite of his sandwich and wipes his mouth with a napkin. I watch his oh so kissable lips, mesmerized. I bet those would feel
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