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      He was her first. And she wants him to be her last.

      

      Brooklyn

      

      When I knew him, Duncan was a soccer star.

      But to me, he was my first love. My only love.

      Six years ago, he was the boy with the midnight dark hair and impossibly gray-blue eyes I met one summer in Europe. When the world felt dark, Duncan was my light. He kissed me, cared for me, and protected me. And then I went home, and he stayed in Europe to pursue his dreams.

      

      I followed my dreams by going to college. And the years passed. Duncan never left my heart, but I didn’t expect to see him again.

      

      Because first loves aren’t meant to last…

      

      Duncan

      

      I was supposed to stay away from Brooklyn.

      She was too young, too good, and she was only in Paris for a short while.

      

      But she got under my skin right away—that brilliant, sassy blonde with the killer smile and long, tanned legs.

      

      She twisted my heart into knots and made me want to stay in her arms forever rather than chase my dream. She was like lightning in a bottle—I was sure when she left Paris, I’d missed my chance with her for good.

      

      For six years, I was right. Until I agree to take part in a charity soccer game in Boston and a gorgeous blonde with tanned legs runs onto the field to see her cousins who turn out to be three of my closest friends.

      

      So Brooklyn is back in my life…but her cousins have warned me off her. She’s like their baby sister and they don’t want to see her hurt.

      

      I don’t want to break the bro code.

      

      But time is short. And the fire between Brooklyn and me stills burns.

      

      And I’m not giving Brooklyn up again…for anyone.
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      Six Years Earlier…

      Paris, France

      Brooklyn

      I’ve been living in Paris for a month already, soaking up the culture and the cafés. And attending a sporting event wasn’t high on my list of priorities.

      But then I found a game on television and saw what the players look like.

      How do you say hot in French?

      Beau.

      Tres beau.

      My cousins back in Boston adore soccer and they made me promise to attend at least one game.

      “And get a damn picture to prove you were there,” my oldest cousin, Ryder, had grumbled.

      So here I am. Staring out at the soccer field. I’m sorry—the pitch as Europeans call it. I don’t think I’ll be able to get used to that. What I am getting used to, as an American living in France, is all of the mistakes I make on a daily basis.

      So watching a club game for younger players, the ones who hope to make it big someday, but aren’t there yet, seems safe enough. The stands aren’t packed and I’m able to get a front row seat.

      But I can’t see well enough.  The ball is a damn blur and I can’t tell who the hell has it.

      So I stand up and make my way down to the field, sorry—the pitch—making sure to stay on the sideline and far away from the team benches. And then I put my full attention on the players.

      Number thirteen in particular.

      Midnight hair and a lean, muscled body, he moves lethally across the field like a panther about to strike.

      I’m enchanted by him, and I step ever closer to the edge of the playing field.

      Too close, apparently, because I’m suddenly yanked backward.

      “Fais attention!” A security guard snaps at me.

      “Pardon,” I say with a nod.

      But I can’t take my eyes off number thirteen.

      Which just happens to be my lucky number. Yes, I go against type.

      He has the ball, and he’s coming closer.

      And closer.

      He races past me so close that I jump as he maneuvers around a defender and effortlessly keeps the ball in his possession. He suddenly turns and sends a perfect pass toward a streaking teammate, who scores just as the referee blows the whistle to announce the halftime.

      I jump up and down screaming in excitement as the players start to head off the field in the opposite direction of where I’m standing. But number thirteen jogs in my direction.

      Right toward me.

      I don’t have time to react before he easily lifts me off the ground with one strong arm and walks with me until we’re a good twenty feet back from the edge of the pitch.

      I remain in his hot, sweaty arms, my face pressed against his chest. I can hear his heart beating fast, and I hope he can’t hear mine because unlike the way he’s been exerting himself all game, I have no reason to have an elevated pulse.

      “Hey.” He puts me down and smiles at me.

      And oh my Lord, I nearly fan myself.

      Because this boy…he has the most beautiful smile I’ve ever seen in my eighteen years.

      “Tu dois etre prudent.”

      Be careful.

      “Right. I know. I’m sorry.”

      But I don’t want to be careful right now. I want to be reckless and wild and to stay in his arms.

      His gray-blue eyes widen. “You’re American.”

      “Yes.”

      “Me too.”

      “Really?” I smile at him. “Where are you from?”

      “New York. What about you?”

      “I grew up in suburban Massachusetts, but I’m moving to Boston at the end of the summer.”

      “You’re in Paris for a while?”

      I nod.

      His smile widens, and he reaches for the phone in my hand. “If I give you my number, will you call me tonight?”

      That would be a hell yes.

      And for the next thirty-three days, Duncan Hyde and I were inseparable.

      Until the day I left Paris to go back to reality.

      “You’re going to be a big soccer star,” I whispered to Duncan as he kissed me goodbye in the morning dew of the Paris dawn. “I’ll be wishing the best for you forever.”

      His lips lingered on mine. “Do you want me to come with you?”

      I shook my head. “Are you kidding me? This is your dream. Go after it. Besides, I’m only eighteen. My cousins would kill you if we ran away together.”

      “They’d have to find us first,” Duncan said teasingly, his gray-blue eyes belying the sadness he was trying to hide.

      “True.”

      He pulled me into his arms. “You deserve to go big too, Brooklyn. Promise me you will.”

      “I promise.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Brooklyn

      The Manhattan sky is dark and threatening as I leave my high-rise apartment building for the last time. Dragging two suitcases behind me, I walk to the curb and raise my hand.

      When a cab pulls up, I wait while he deposits my bags in the trunk, and then I climb into the back seat.

      “Where to?” he asks as he gets into the driver’s seat.

      “JFK Airport.”

      I twist my long hair up into a messy knot on the top of my head and flick through my phone while the cab driver weaves through the gridlock of Manhattan traffic. My cousins texted me three times, wanting to know what time my flight arrives. First Ryder, then Emmett, and then Killian. Always in that order, and always because they care about me and know they’re the only family I’ve got left. Yes, I’ve also got Ronen and Shane and the rest of the O’Shea clan, but Ryder, Emmett, and Killian are the only ones I knew growing up. They’re the cousins who were there for me when I lost it all. The ones who took me in and helped raise me when I had no one else left.

      I text them back the time and then I rest my head against the seat and stare out at the cityscape passing by in a whirl.

      Heading home to Massachusetts is bringing up memories I’ve tried hard to forget. Sad memories of loss, but also a reminder of what came before I moved in with the O’Shea brothers in Boston. My one and only time living out of the country. The one and only time I fell in love.

      I let out a heavy sigh and stare out at the colorless city of Manhattan. I got my college degree. I even landed my dream job.

      And I did it all on my own. The decision to break up with my first love was the right decision.

      So why do I feel so lonely?
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      Duncan

      Bucca’s kitchen is busy and bustling as I bring in the last customers’ empty plates. The tiramisu I made went over well, and I’m not working the dinnertime rush, so I set out the ingredients for a new batch and spend the next hour preparing it. Once that’s done, I take off my apron and grab my bag. I love the energy of Boston’s North End, especially at mealtime, but I’m ready for some time off.

      “Quitting time, D,” I say to my cousin, Diego.

      He takes off his chef’s hat and grins at me. “Are you ready for today’s charity game? All ticket and concession proceeds go to the foster kids organization Roberto partnered with.”

      “I was born ready,” I say back.

      I’m only half-kidding. Soccer’s in my blood. My mom played in high school, and it’s the one thing she passed down to me that I actually appreciate.

      “Let’s go,” he says. “Caleb and the O’Shea’s are meeting us there.”

      As we step outside Bucca’s Ristorante, I glance up as a plane flies overhead toward Logan Airport.

      And maybe it’s because I’m about to go play soccer, or maybe it’s the warm afternoon, unusually humid for Boston in November, but my mind is brought back to Paris, France six years ago and a blonde with a killer smile who took my breath away and stole my heart all in the same moment. No one else has gotten inside me since. No one else has made it past a few nights.

      I shake my head to clear the memories.

      That girl, and that time in my life, are long gone.
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        * * *

      

      The Boston sky is blue and cloudless as I dribble the soccer ball down the left side of the field.

      “Cut!” I yell to Diego.

      He’s not a soccer player, but he does what I say, and I cross the ball to him in perfect rhythm to match his stride. All he has to do is tap the ball and it’s a goal for Bucca’s Ristorante. Between that and my two earlier goals, we’re up three to nothing on the team sponsored by O’Shea’s Bar. The small crowd of mostly family and friends, plus a few busloads of foster kids, cheer, and I slap Diego’s hand.

      Killian O’Shea and his older brother, Ryder, meet us in the middle of the field with Ronen and we all shake hands.

      “These charity games are a good chance for you to show off, Duncan,” Killian says to me. “Shit, you’re good.”

      I used to be good, but that feels like a long time ago.

      “Sucks about your knee,” Ronen says with a shake of his head.

      It does.

      After tearing up my knee, I lost my sponsors. I had to give up on the European leagues and head home with no back-up plan. The good news is my knee doesn’t stop me from exercising. I just can’t train the way a professional would need to. And until these charity games were organized last month, I hadn’t played soccer. Not since I moved to Boston to work alongside Roberto, my biological father and Diego’s uncle, at Roberto’s family restaurant. Working at Bucca’s Ristorante has been amazing. Doesn’t mean I don’t miss the hell out of playing soccer.  

      The game keeps going and soon I have the ball in my possession again.

      I cut hard to shake off my defender, but he stays with me. I’m able to outrun him and then I hit a perfect pass to Caleb Walker, my future brother-in-law.

      He kicks the ball back to me but his pass is off-target, and I have to shift to control it with my thigh before I strike it mid-air in an arc toward the right side of the net.

      It lobs in easily.

      End of game.

      Amidst the cheers of the crowd, I stop and toss the soccer ball to one of the foster kids watching us on the sidelines.

      “That’s how you make sure you keep possession,” I explain. “Don’t give up on the ball until you know what you’re going to do with it, and stay available so it can come back to you.”

      The kid nods. “Yes, Mr. Sorelli.”

      “What’s your name?” I ask him.

      “Tim.”

      “Nice to meet

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/boston-player-hires.jpg
BOSTON BOYsg

MELISSA BELLE






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





