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Prologue 
 
Alex 
 
Coach. One name I had no idea would change my life. 
What a weird name for a girl? Before I met her, Coach 
referred to the current leader of my team. It was the 
one person I answered to. But this Coach was 
different. 

From the second I saw her, I felt something in 
the pit of my stomach. Though, I couldn’t explain my 
reaction to a girl I didn’t even know. Sitting in the 
stands next to my dad and godfather, watching the 
star shooting guard everyone called Coach play 
basketball, gave me a new appreciation for the game. 

Leaning forward, with my elbows digging into 
my thighs, I watched her like a hawk. Wherever she 
moved I followed. Villanova was smoking Georgetown 
because of her. They had an impressive twenty-five 
point lead that made her opponents look like youth 
league players. 
 Mickey tapped me on the arm. “You wanna 
meet her?” 
 “Huh?” I cocked my head at my godfather, 
confused. “Who?” 
 “Coach,” he said, as if stating the obvious. 
“She’s the player I’m here to see.” 
 “Oh,” I sighed, unable to look away from her. 
“Yeah… sure.” 
 Mickey laughed. “Try not to drool on her, kid. I 
want to sign her to my agency. Don’t screw this up for 



me. One day,” he said, pointing a finger at Coach, 
“she’s gonna be a big star, and I don’t want anything 
to get in the way of that.” 
 I had no doubt about that. Because one day, 
the girl on that court would alter the entire course of 
my life. We were still kids in college with a dream. Our 
lives had yet to fully intertwine. Both of our future 
loses would eventually become the others gain. We 
just didn’t know it yet. 
 
  



Chapter One 
 

Alex 
 
I love losing, and not for the reason most people 
would think. Down two goals, with less than five 
minutes left on the clock, I’ve never felt more in the 
zone. My body comes alive from the adrenaline, 
combined with the dull hum of the fans cheering in 
the stands. The small deficit forces me to skate faster 
and work harder with each second that passes. 
 Coming up on the side of my opponent, I react 
in enough time to move my stick out to block the 
winger’s shot. It goes wide and bounces off the 
Plexiglas. I’m quicker than Reid, a forward on my 
team, who gets to the puck a second after me, trailing 
right behind. Without a second thought, I take off 
down the ice. I look to my left and find Reid, quickly 
making a lateral pass. 
 He switches the puck to his left side to avoid his 
opponent’s stick, and when he’s closer to the net, he 
takes a Hail Mary of a shot. A defenseman and two 
forwards crowd around him, attempting to strip the 
puck away. Like me, Reid plays better under pressure. 
He thrives off this shit. 
 Somehow, Reid lucks out and the puck slides 
past the goaltender’s skate, barely crossing the line as 
the goal horn sounds. A fit of cheers ring throughout 
the arena. 
 One goal down, two more to go. 



 The time on the clock doesn’t bother me. With 
four minutes left in the game, we can make up the 
extra goals. Since my freshman year at Boston 
College, I’ve played alongside Damon Reid. Most of 
the guys have been with us from the start. We play 
like a well-oiled machine. I can almost always 
anticipate where they’ll be before our opponents, 
which gives us a slight advantage over other teams. 
 I skate back to the bench, sweat dripping down 
my forehead and into my eyes. When I strip off my 
helmet, I glance over at my dad, who’s watching from 
the front row. A smile stretches across his face. We 
look so much alike, from our shaggy brown hair to our 
steel gray irises. He’s closer to fifty now, though his 
age doesn’t show. Still built the same as when he 
played in the NHL, I can easily spot his broad 
shoulders and thick arms in the stands.  
 After a career ending injury, he retired from the 
NHL and later coached my team at Boston College. 
But he had to make a choice, one I constantly feel 
guilty about. Having a son on the team he coached 
was too much of a conflict of interest. It was either I 
play for another college or he coaches another team.  
 My dad chose me. 
 He chose my future in the NHL. 
 His sacrifice is something I can never repay, so I 
have to earn a spot on an NHL team. This summer, 
the NHL Draft will determine my future. And now, 
Boston College is a few minutes closer to reclaiming 
the championship title. Winning the Frozen Four will 
help to solidify my future. All eyes are on us. Once the 



final goal horn sounds, the media will attack us like a 
swarm of bees, positioning each of us for a career in 
the NHL. 
 Dad tips his head, his eyes locked on me. I nod 
and smile in acknowledgment. He’s proud of me. My 
dad tells me every day that his decision was worth it. 
That I’m a better hockey player than he ever was, 
which leads him to believe I’ll make it to the big show. 
It’s only a matter of time, determination, and skill. 
 When the goal horn sounds again, we’re tied 
with our opponents. One more goal until we can call 
ourselves champions again. 

We got this in the bag. 
I know it. 
I can feel it. 
Coach Samuels slaps me on the back, and like 

a soldier springing into action, I grab my gear and hop 
onto the ice with Eric Banks, the defenseman I’ve 
been paired with since sophomore year. Thrown into 
the action, a Penn State forward rushes past me with 
the puck, but it doesn’t take me long to catch up. 

I’m the fastest on my team. My dad says I’m 
like a ballerina on skates with how graceful I am. 
When I was a kid, he forced me to take ballet lessons. 
Some of the girls at my school laughed at me. One of 
the parents even protested that boys don’t belong in 
ballet school. I thought it was stupid and girly, but 
every lesson my dad taught me had a point. He was 
preparing me for the tough road ahead. 

As I slap the puck away from the net with my 
stick, it ricochets off the glass. Banks is there to 



intercept but not without a struggle. He shoves his 
elbow into his opponent’s arm to knock him off 
balance. They scramble to maintain possession of the 
puck, slamming each other against the boards. 

He has enough room to make a pass, the puck 
hitting the edge of my stick. Two players are 
immediately on me like flies on shit. With the clock 
ticking down, all of us are high on adrenaline. The 
desperation registers on my opponents’ face. They 
want this as bad as we do. Too bad they’re seconds 
away from losing this game. 

Moving down the ice, I look for the open man. 
I can’t take the shot with how heavily I’m guarded. 
When I glance over, Reid is where I expect him. His 
speed and aggressiveness provide me with a small 
window of opportunity to send the puck his way. Reid 
fakes left and then skates right, gliding across the ice.  

He has the highest scoring percentage on our 
team. Whenever in doubt, I look for Reid. While I have 
the highest penalty kill record, he’s the most skilled 
puck handler in the league. Reid draws his stick back, 
his movements so fast and in sync that he taps the 
puck as the defenseman skates in front of him to 
block the shot. 

The lucky but skilled bastard manages to get 
the shot off in time, the puck blowing past the 
goaltender as it hits the back of the net. Once again, 
the goal horn blares throughout the arena. A chill 
colder than ice runs through me. We won the 
championship game. We’re the Frozen Four victors. 



Reid appears at my right and drops his stick. 
He hugs me so hard the wind is sucked from my lungs. 
“We did it,” he yells in my ear. 

“Thank God you were there to back me up,” I 
admit. “They had me cornered.” 

Banks skates up to my left side and slams his 
gloved hand on my back. The rest of my teammates 
follow suit, taking turns hitting our helmets. We 
congratulate each other on a hard but well-deserved 
win. After we slap hands with the guys from Penn 
State, I exit the rink to meet my dad. He’s glowing, a 
wide grin illuminating his face. 

“Alex, my boy,” he says, hugging me harder 
than my teammates. Even through the thick padding 
of my gear, he takes my breath away. “I’m so proud of 
you, buddy.” 

“Thanks, Dad. I wouldn’t be here right now if it 
weren’t for you.” 

Since I was a kid, it’s always been my dad and 
me. My mom was never around much, and after she 
ran away with his best friend, she hasn’t been part of 
my life. Women don’t factor into the equation. After 
what my mom did, I’ve had zero interest in having a 
relationship with a woman that lasts for more than 
one night. 

My dad and my teammates are all I need. They 
keep me going on my darkest days. Dad is my life and 
hockey coach, the one person who keeps me focused 
and grounded. He made sure I never wanted for a 
thing. Whatever void my mother’s absence left in my 
life my dad filled. 



“I have a surprise for you,” Dad announces 
with a wink. 

“A hot tub full of Playboy bunnies,” I joke. 
Gripping my shoulder with a strong grip, he 

laughs, shaking his head. “No, not that kind of 
surprise… but wouldn’t that be nice?” I nod and he 
continues, “We’re heading to Philly to see Mickey. I 
thought we could spend a few days with him and 
catch a Flyers game. They’re still in the playoffs.” 

“Sounds good, Dad.” 
“Parker,” Coach Samuels calls from behind me. 
My dad and I snap our heads in his direction. 
“Played one hell of a game, son,” he says as he 

approaches. His eyes drift to my dad, who he 
acknowledges with the slight tip of his head. “John, 
how’s retirement treating you?” 

Coach Samuels was my father’s assistant 
coach at Boston College when he was in charge of the 
Eagles. They’ve known each other for years. While my 
father was head coach, he won several championships 
with Coach Samuels at his side. 

My dad shrugs. “Not bad. Now, I get to watch 
all of Alex’s games without any distractions.” Dad 
extends his hand to Coach Samuels. “Nice game, Sam. 
Keep stringing those wins together, and you’ll go 
down in history as one of the greats.” 

Coach smiles. “I learned from one of the best.” 
He pats my shoulder. “Ready to hit the showers? I 
want to talk to you guys in the locker room for a few 
minutes.” 



I hug my dad one last time, and then head 
toward the locker room, excited at the promise of a 
road trip with my dad. 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
  



Chapter Two 
 

Coach 
 
Jamie barrels into my dorm room, a hoagie for me in 
one hand and a cheesesteak for him in the other. “I 
got yours with oil and extra cheese.” He hands over 
the sub sandwich with a wide grin. “Just how you like 
it.” 
 Jameson O’Connor has been my best friend 
since we were kids. We moved through the foster 
care system together until we graduated from high 
school. Growing up in a city like Chicago, you need a 
thick skin, but with Jamie at my side, he made my 
shitty life more bearable. 
 “You know, I shouldn’t eat junk before a 
game.” I sit on the mattress and peel back the paper 
on my sandwich. “I hear Mickey Donoghue is coming 
to see us play against Georgetown.” 

“You’re a star, Charlie. Mickey will know it the 
second he sees you play.” 

I let out a sigh, hoping he’s right. If I want to 
land an agent, I have to play like Jordan. Tomorrow, I 
have to give the performance of my life. 

I look at his now empty hand and sigh. “No 
chips?” 
 Jamie smirks, and then removes a small bag of 
potato chips from his pocket. “Like I would ever 
forget. You’ve eaten an American hoagie with a bag of 
chips since we moved to Philly.” 



 “Everything is riding on this game.” I rip open 
the bag of chips and add some to the open sandwich 
wrapper I’m using as a makeshift plate. “I have to get 
signed by DMG. Everyone Mickey represents becomes 
an overnight success. This is my shot. I can’t mess it 
up.” 
 Jamie drops his cheesesteak onto the wrapper 
and cups his hand over mine, his blue irises meeting 
mine. He’s a good-looking guy, a nerd to the core but 
built like an athlete. Not once have I ever thought of 
exploring anything other than friendship with Jamie. 
He’s like a brother to me, the one person I can count 
on when times are rough. 
 “Charlie,” he says, chewing the bit of steak in 
his mouth. “Stop worrying. They call you Coach for a 
reason. When you’re on the court, it’s like a new 
person emerges. The girl I’ve known for most of my 
life disappears, replaced by Coach. If you were a super 
hero, Coach would be your alter ego. Sometimes, I get 
chills when I watch you play.” 
 I laugh at his super hero comment. “You’re 
such a nerd, Jameson.” 

Jamie always says comic books, computers, 
and video games are his favorite thing on earth, apart 
from me. He’s obsessed with Spider-Man and all of 
the Marvel Comics, constantly making references to 
either comic books or something gaming or computer 
related. 
 He nudges me with his shoulder, a smirk 
stretching across his full lips. “Don’t call me Jameson, 
Charlotte.” 



 A shiver runs through me at the sound of my 
own name. I haven’t been Charlotte since my parents 
were alive just like Jamie hasn’t been Jameson since 
his parents forgot about him and let him slip through 
the cracks of the foster care system. His parents were 
alcoholics who named him after their favorite brand 
of whiskey. My parents were once normal. 

Before a child died on his table, my father was 
a surgeon. He was one of the best in Chicago before 
his fall from grace and eventual death. Named after 
the Charlotte from Charlotte’s Web, my father treated 
me like a princess before his depression led him to a 
path of destruction and drugs. His bad habits also 
rubbed off on my mother, who I found dead at his 
side after injecting a bad batch of heroin. 

At one time, I lived a life of privilege and 
wealth. My mother was a doctor’s wife and the 
epitome of perfection. Because of their deaths, I have 
to make it to the WNBA. All of the pain and suffering 
I’ve endured over the years has to be worth 
something. The long road I’ve travelled has led me to 
this point, and now the biggest agent in the business 
is coming to watch me play. 
 Jamie hooks his arm around my back and hugs 
me tight against his side. “You got this, Charlie. 
Mickey will fall in love with you. Just like everyone 
else does.” 
 I snort at his comment and hug him back. 
“Thanks, Jamie. What would I do without you?” 
 “You’re the Jobs to my Woz,” he jokes, making 
a reference to Steve Jobs and Steve Wozniak, the co-



founders of Apple Computers. “I’d be lost without 
you, too.” 

“You’re the Pippen to my Jordan,” I say with a 
wink. 

Jamie always allows me to be the star of the 
show. He’s my wingman, even though he’s far more 
talented than me when it comes to gaming and 
computers. We both attend Villanova on scholarships. 
I got one for a combination of sports and academics, 
and Jamie, the Brainiac, was awarded a full ride for his 
nerd capabilities. Knowing him, one day, he’ll run his 
own tech company. 

“After we eat,” Jamie says, “wanna go to the 
movies?” 

“Like a date?” I say with laughter in my tone. 
He rolls his eyes at me and bites into his 

cheesesteak. “Everyone on campus already thinks 
we’re dating.” 

“Ugh, I know. Idiots.” 
No one can believe a man and woman can be 

friends with no strings attached. The thought of 
kissing Jamie makes my stomach turn. It would be like 
making out with my brother. People have no idea how 
wrong they are about us. When they see us together, 
they make assumptions, which only hurts both of our 
dating lives. 

Neither of us has had a real relationship. Girls 
don’t want Jamie hanging around me. They usually 
get so jealous and start fights with him when he 
refuses to stop talking to me. The same goes for the 
guys I’ve dated. They either stay far away when they 



see Jamie at my side or accuse me of cheating on 
them. It’s a lose-lose situation for us. But at least we 
have each other. 

“Let me guess,” I say, finishing off the rest of 
my sandwich. “You want to see the new Spider-Man 
movie?”  

He crumbles the sandwich paper in his hand 
and flashes a goofy grin. “You know me so well.” 

“But you hated the first movie,” I point out. 
“What makes you think this one will be any better?” 

He slides off the bed and flicks the ball of 
paper into the trashcan. “I have to compare it to the 
comics.” Jamie strolls over to the bed and extends his 
hand to me. “So, you coming with me or what?” 

I smile in response. 
“It might help take your mind off the game 

tomorrow,” he adds. “You need to be loosen up. 
You’ve been wound so tight since you found out Mick 
the Dick is coming to your game.” 

I snicker at Mickey’s nickname. He’s known as 
the Pitbull of the sports agent world and for good 
reason. 

“Fine.” I place my hand in his. “I guess I can 
use a distraction.” 

He squeezes my hand, leading me out of my 
dorm room. I need a break from overthinking 
tomorrow’s game. All it takes is one person to make 
the difference in your life. Jamie was mine, and 
maybe tomorrow Mickey will take my career to the 
next level. 

 



Chapter Three 
 
Alex 
 
On our way to Philly, my dad stopped in Baltimore. 
We toured the aquarium and had lunch at a seafood 
place in the harbor. The long drive from Boston was 
exactly what we both needed after another grueling 
season. One final trip before I’m shipped off to 
whatever team chooses me in the NHL Draft. I don’t 
want to leave my dad alone in Boston, but he knows 
better than anyone the demands that come with 
becoming a professional hockey player. 
 “We’re going to a basketball game,” my dad 
announces as he pulls into a vacant parking space 
beneath the building where Mickey lives. 

I haven’t seen my godfather in years, though I 
do hear from him on birthdays and holidays. My dad 
doesn’t get to see his best friend enough. After high 
school, Mickey left Boston for law school and then 
later opened his agency, Donoghue Media Group, aka 
DMG. My dad stayed behind to play hockey for 
Boston College and then four years later, the Bruins, 
his childhood dream. 
 “We’re going to a Sixers game?” 
 Dad shakes his head. “No, Villanova. Mickey’s 
had his eye on a basketball player for while. He says 
she’s the real deal.” 
 My eyebrows rise at his comment. “A girl? But 
Mickey doesn’t rep women.” 



 “No, he has a few tennis players on his client 
list. He tends to shy away from the WNBA, because 
it’s not as lucrative as the NBA, but he swears this girl 
is going to change the game.” 
 “Must be one hell of a player.” 
 Five minutes later, we’re twenty floors up 
from the ground, with the perfect view of the 
Delaware River from Mickey’s apartment. He lives in a 
high-rise that overlooks the Camden Waterfront, 
nothing but water on every side of the place. I take in 
the sights, from the open concept kitchen and dining 
room to the living room and balcony that leads to the 
water. I love the view. It reminds of my childhood 
home that’s situated on the Boston Harbor.  
 “Hey, kiddo,” Mickey says, hooking his arm 
around me. He smacks me so hard on the back I fall 
forward and sink deeper into his strong embrace. 
Dark hair falls in front of his eyes as he takes in my 
appearance. It’s been so long since the last time he 
saw me. I must’ve grown at least six inches and 
gained thirty pounds of muscle. 

He leads me over to the couch in the living 
room with his hand on my back and my dad at his 
side. “You played one hell of season.” 

“I didn’t score much the last few games.” 
“Bullshit,” he says. “You had eight assists in 

the post season that led to goals. Whether you score 
or not, it doesn’t matter. You helped your team win 
the championship. Wish I could’ve been there in 
person. I was stuck on the tarmac at O’Hare. Had to 
head out to Chicago to sign Dante West.” 



“I guess we all can’t be like Gretzky and hold 
the records for most points and assists.” 

Mickey smirks. “You’re young, Alex. Don’t 
compare yourself to the people who came before 
you. Compare yourself to the player you are now and 
the player you’re about to become. Stats don’t 
matter. Talent, work ethic, and heart win 
championships, and you’ve already shown you have 
all three of those things.” 

I lean into him, a stupid smile plastered on my 
face. “Thanks, Mick.” 

Most of the time, Mickey earns his nickname 
Mick the Dick. But right now, he’s acting like my 
godfather and agent. How many players have an 
agent before they even graduate? I’m one lucky 
bastard for having connections. I know this advantage 
puts me in a better position than others competing 
against me for a spot on next season’s roster. 

“I’m supposed to be the coach around here,” 
my dad interjects with a smile, his gaze fixed on 
Mickey. 

Mickey shrugs. “What can I say?  I’m not one 
for pep talks or ass wiping, but you must’ve rubbed 
off on me.” He angles his body to look at me. “Pretty 
soon I’m gonna be negotiating contracts for you. I 
can’t wait to rip the fucking heads off the managers of 
whatever team’s lucky to get you.” 

My dad and I laugh at his theatrics. From the 
first time I saw the TV show Entourage, I couldn’t help 
but compare Mickey to Ari Gold. He has the same 
tenacity as the character from the show. Despite how 



he acts, Mickey cares for his clients. He’s a monster in 
the board room but an all-around decent person 
when it comes to taking care of the people he loves. 

“You ready to hit the road?” Mickey pushes 
himself up from the couch and fixes his suit jacket. I 
can count on one hand how many times I’ve seen him 
in jeans or sweats. “If we don’t leave now, we’ll never 
find a parking spot, and I want a good seat.” 

I doubt Mickey has to fight for a seat at a 
basketball game. He’s the agent of every player’s 
dreams. Coach and players will move mountains when 
they see him. Everyone treats him like royalty, the 
undisputed king of the sports world. 

 
*** 

 
The crowd inside the Wells Fargo Center erupts into a 
fit of cheers, the event center coming to life from the 
energy. My skin pricks with electricity, a palpable 
pulse that hangs in the air. As expected, we have VIP 
seats, ushered to the front row like we’re celebrities.  

A girl who serves drinks courtside rushes over 
in tiny shorts and a tight top. She leans over, her tits 
falling out from the shirt, giving all of us a good view. 
As she takes Mickey’s order, I glance at the court. And 
that’s when I spot her. 

Driving the lane hard, a gorgeous brunette 
switches the ball from one hand to the other, 
sweeping it between her legs to keep it from her 
opponent. Her crossover reminds me of Allen Iverson 
or Michael Jordan. 



  In awe of her talent, I point a finger at the star 
shooting guard who’s dominating this game. “Who’s 
that?” 
 “Charlotte Coachman,” Mickey says with a 
smile, his gaze fixed on the court. “Everyone calls her 
Coach.” 

What an odd nickname for a girl? 
After she scores a basket, Georgetown take 

possession of the ball. But not for long. Coach jumps 
high, stealing the ball from the forward in front of her. 
She lands on the ground, ball gripped in her palm, and 
then she’s off. 

Mickey leans forward, his elbows on his thighs. 
“Watch this, John.” 
 My dad’s head snaps in his direction, and then 
Mickey nods at Coach. She dribbles the ball down the 
court, her face full of determination, slipping the ball 
between her legs to dodge each of her opponent’s 
attempts to steal the basketball from her hand. She 
reminds me of myself when I’m on the ice. Nothing 
and no one gets in the way of my ultimate goal of 
winning. Even from a distance, I can tell this girl has 
the same drive in her that will take me to the NHL. 
 A strange feeling stirs in the pit of my stomach 
as I watch her play. I want to get close to her. She 
piques my interest more than any girl I’ve ever laid 
eyes on, and I haven’t even spoken to her. Leaning 
forward, I dig my elbows into my thighs and watch her 
like a hawk. Wherever she moves I follow. Villanova is 
smoking Georgetown because of her. They have an 



embarrassing twenty-five point lead that she’s 
claimed for her team. 
 Mickey taps me on the arm. “You wanna meet 
her?” 
 “Huh?” I cock my head at him, confused. 
“Who?” 
 “Coach,” he says, as if stating the obvious. 
“She’s the player I’m here to see.” 
 “Oh,” I sigh, unable to look away from her. 
“Yeah… sure.” 
 Mickey laughs. “Try not to drool on her, kid. I 
want to sign her to my agency. Don’t screw this up for 
me. One day,” he says, pointing a finger at Coach, 
“she’s gonna be a big star, and I don’t want anything 
getting in the way of that.” 
 “You better grab her before someone else 
does,” my dad says. “She won’t be a free agent for 
long.” 
 Mickey snorts. “Don’t you think I know that, 
John?” 

Mickey’s such an ass sometimes, but that’s 
what makes him Mick the Dick. They continue their 
conversation about Coach. I’d much rather call her 
Charlotte. Why would a girl who has such a pretty 
name want to be called something so manly? She’s 
definitely not like other girls. I can tell without 
speaking to her that a conversation with her would be 
different from others. 

After the final buzzer sounds, everyone in the 
Wells Fargo Center rises to their feet, cheering and 



chanting for the Villanova Wildcats. They deserved 
this win. And Coach had everything to do with it. 

Mickey disappears into the sea of people. 
When I find him again, I see him with Coach. Her face 
brightens as she talks to him. Long, toned legs that I 
wouldn’t mind having wrapped around me peek out 
from beneath her basketball shorts. Even with sweat 
running down her face, she’s gorgeous. If I wasn’t 
leaving for Boston in two days, I would ask her out. 

I’m considering joining them when a man 
around my age hooks his arm around her back, his 
fingers touching her hip. He must be her boyfriend. So 
much for meeting the basketball phenom who held 
my attention the entire game. 

“You coming?” My dad asks. 
I shake my head. “Nah, you go ahead. I’ll wait 

over here.” 
“Suit yourself.” He gives me a curious look. 

“You could use a woman look that in your life.” 
I laugh at his comment. “What happened to 

girls only get in the way of your career?” 
He rolls his broad shoulders. “Girls like that are 

like diamonds in the rough. She’s going places.” 
I nod in response. There’s so much truth to his 

words. A girl like Coach has a future in the WNBA. 
My dad joins Mickey, extending his hand to 

Coach. I should go over and introduce myself to her. 
Maybe I’ll end up playing for the Flyers and find 
myself back in Philly. But as I watch a man about the 
same age as me hook his arm around her back and 
kiss her on the head, I sit here frozen in place. Staring 



in awe, still impressed with the girl who’s wowing 
Mickey, my father… and her boyfriend, I get the itch 
to run over there and meet her. But something stops 
me. 



Chapter Four 
 

Coach 
 
With seconds left on the game clock, I focus on the 
ultimate goal—win this game. We’re close to thirty-
points ahead of Georgetown, which makes the goal 
laughable. I was expecting more a fight from them or 
at least a little bit of a struggle. Instead, they 
crumbled after the third quarter, handing us this 
game on a silver platter. 
 Taking the ball down the court, I fix my gaze 
on the girl on my right attempting to swat the ball 
from my hand. I sweep the ball between my legs and 
smirk when I hear her sigh. Last year, ESPN dubbed 
my famous move the Coachman Crossover. I can’t 
take one hundred percent of the credit for it. As a kid 
from Chicago, naturally, I’d idolized Michael Jordan. 
He was my hero when I had none. Most children look 
up to their parents, but Jordan was my role model. 

I hear my name chanted throughout the Wells 
Fargo Center. Coach, Coach, Coach. Jamie was right 
about Coach being my alter ego. I love the high the 
fans provide. Something inside me snaps, and I want 
to be better… for them. When I’m on this court, with 
the ball in my hand, I feel alive. I thrive off the energy 
of the audience, more determined than ever when 
they scream my name. 

Moving the basketball across my body, I lean 
into it and drive the lane hard. My teammates clear 
some space for me, leaving an open path to the 



basket. I make the easy layup and fist bump my 
teammates as we make our way back down the court. 
This game is almost too easy. Where’s the fight in 
these girls? They’re not even a challenge. 

Now on defense, I sink into my stance and 
ready my hands to steal another ball. The point guard 
for Georgetown has a weak left side. She’s not as 
skilled as me with ball handling. Given all of the 
mistakes she’s made since the start of this game, the 
coach should’ve replaced her with someone else. A 
few of the girls on her team are far better on the 
dribble. If I were the coach, I would’ve made the quick 
move without a second thought. 

A rush of adrenaline shoots through my body 
when I take an accidental glance at Mickey Donoghue, 
who’s sitting courtside. My stomach has been in knots 
since I spotted him last quarter. A guy around my age 
is on his right, pointing a finger toward the court. Is he 
motioning to me? On his left is a man I recognize. 
John Parker is a former NHL player and Mickey’s best 
friend. Before John’s career ending injury, Mickey had 
negotiated some insane contracts for him. I’d love to 
meet a legend like John. 

But who’s the hottie with shaggy brown hair 
and muscular arms who can’t seem to take his eyes 
off me? He watches me like an animal hunting its 
prey, his gaze never wavering. My heart aches when 
we lock eyes for a split second. I can’t remember the 
last time someone sparked this feeling inside me. It’s 
not often anyone other than Jamie or my teammates 
gains a reaction from me. 



Peeling my eyes from him, I raise my hands in 
the air, rolling up on my toes to tower over the 
shooting guard. She moves right, and we’re like 
magnets. Wherever she goes I follow. I lower one 
hand to swat the ball, and my fingers graze the rough 
leather. This time, she has a firm enough grip that my 
attempt is thwarted. 

With seconds left on the clock, she passes the 
ball to the forward to our right. My teammate jumps 
as the girl takes the shot, her hand barely touching 
the ball as it sails through the air. I can tell before it 
lands the shot is too wide. As expected, it bounces off 
the back board as the final buzzer sounds. 

The crowd goes wild, the Wells Fargo Center 
erupting into a fit of cheers. I slap the hands of my 
teammates, taking turns congratulating each of them. 
As their captain, I have an obligation to my team. 
Whether I’m on the court or the sidelines, it’s my job 
to help push them forward. My father used to say 
that people want to be inspired. So, I do my best to 
inspire my teammates to be the best they can be by 
playing at one hundred ten percent every game. 

Jamie rushes over to my side and hugs me 
tight. The sweat dripping from my brows ends up on 
his cheek when he pulls me closer. “You killed it out 
there, Charlie.” He kisses my sweat-matted hair and 
sighs. “You never cease to amaze me.” He releases his 
grip on me and lowers his voice. “Shit, Mickey’s on his 
way over here.” 

My stomach clenches at the thought of 
meeting Mickey. I’ve stalked him for months, calling 



his office on occasion to ask if he would consider 
coming to one of my games. What did I have to lose? I 
grew up with nothing. If I wanted to force this 
meeting, I had to work for it. A few phone calls and 
articles I sent to his office were obviously worth the 
time. 

Jamie straightens at my side, stiff as a 
mannequin and more nervous than me. “Good luck,” 
he whispers in my ear, low enough only I can hear 
him. 

I smile in response. 
“Charlotte,” Mickey says as he approaches us. 
“Coach.” His eyes glaze over for a second, and 

then I realize I shouldn’t have corrected him. “I’m not 
a fan of my name,” I admit, which changes his stony 
demeanor. “My friends call me Charlie.” 

He shakes my hand, a cocky smirk on his lips. 
“Well, Charlie, that was one hell of a game you 
played. I wish I’d come sooner.” 

“Thank you.” My cheeks flush from his 
compliment. “I’m just happy you’re here. I’ve been 
trying to get your attention for a while now.” 

Another wicked smirk turns up the corner of 
his mouth. “Well, you have it.” 

No matter how many times Jamie or someone 
I know gives me praise for a game well played, it’s 
never the same as when someone in the business says 
it aloud. When ESPN started calling me Coach, and 
later dubbed my crossover the Coachman Crossover, I 
thought I’d hit the peak of my college career… until 



today. Mickey Donoghue could change my life 
forever. 

Mickey leans closer, his hands shoved into the 
pockets of his dress pants. “You have serious 
potential. I could use a player like you on my roster at 
DMG.” 

My skin burns from the rush of excitement 
shooting through my body in waves. A smile tugs at 
the corners of my mouth, and before I know it, I’m 
hugging Mickey like he’s family. 

“Thank you,” I say again, as if it’s the only 
word I know. “I won’t let you down.” 

Hugging strangers is completely out of 
character for me, and here I am clinging to Mickey for 
dear life, like he’s a life raft I need to survive. It’s 
about time I got a break. My life has been full of 
nothing but loss and heartbreak. I channeled years of 
misery into a skill, the pain and anger driving me 
closer to my goal. 

Mickey steps back and straightens his lapels. 
He looks like the powerhouse agent from television, 
dressed in a few thousand-dollar suit, his black 
oxfords shined to perfection. He looks like a man who 
closes multi-million dollar deals before lunch. And if 
I’m lucky, I’ll be one of his success stories. 

He removes a hand from his pocket and slips a 
business card into mine. “Can you stop by the office 
on Monday? I’d like to make this official. I’ve seen 
enough to know you could run circles around the 
current players in the WNBA.” 



I blush again at his complement. “I don’t know 
about that, but I sure as hell will try.” 

“You don’t have to be modest,” Mickey says, 
cupping my shoulder with his big hand. “Someone 
with your skill doesn’t need to be.” 

“Coach,” a man says. 
I glance to my right, surprised to find John 

Parker at my side. “Hi,” I mutter, awestruck. 
“John Parker.” He extends his hand, and I slip 

my fingers between his. His firm shake rocks through 
my body. “Mickey’s told me a lot about you. After the 
way you played today, I can see why he dragged us 
out here to see you.” 

Still in shock, I do my best to carry on a 
conversation with Mickey and John. A few times, 
when I get tongue tied, Jamie jumps in to help me 
out. He’s always there when I need him. And today, of 
all days, I need my best friend at my side. 

When we were kids, Jamie would help me 
sneak off to practice my jump shot. He even made me 
a basketball net from old wood he’d found in an 
alleyway. We’d climb out the window of our bedroom 
after our foster parents went to bed and shoot hoops 
for hours with nothing more than the sound of police 
sirens filling the air. We lived in a horrible 
neighborhood with awful people and far too many 
kids under one roof. Basketball was my outlet, my 
escape from the harsh reality of the world. 

As the crowd thins inside the event center, I 
notice the man who sat at Mickey’s side. Why is he 
over there by himself? Maybe he wasn’t with Mickey. 



But if that were the case, then why is he still here? His 
eyes find mine once more, and when he locks onto 
me he doesn’t let go this time. Heat pricks my skin 
from his intense stare. I’ve never had a man look at 
me this way before. 

Jamie links his arm through mine, snapping my 
attention back to the conversation. I smile and nod, 
pretending as though I haven’t missed a second. 
Weirdly enough, long after he’s gone, I still find myself 
thinking of the guy with shaggy brown hair, 
wondering who he is and why he was at my game. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



Chapter Five 
 
Alex 
Three Months Later 
 
My stomach twists like a pretzel as I wait in the 
crowd, hoping to have my named called. I want to 
vomit under my chair, the nerves shooting through 
my body leaving me on edge. Years of hard work has 
to pay off, right? I gave up everything for a hockey 
career. 
 When my friends were getting drunk and 
fucking girls in high school and college, I was 
practicing and traveling to games. My dad made sure I 
stayed the course. He’s always been my number one 
fan and the best coach I’ve ever had. Without him, I 
doubt I would’ve made it this far. 
 The event center is mobbed with people, the 
tensions high for the first round of the NHL Draft. My 
dad has connections in the league and so does 
Mickey. They both had heard through the grapevine 
that I’m a definite first round pick. ESPN and a few 
other outlets also echoed their suspicions. 
 Sitting between Mickey and my father, I hold my 
breath and wait. I never expected to be first or even 
second or third, but I can’t stand the suspense. With 
each name they call that’s not mine, my heart slams 
into my rib cage. 
 My dad must notice how much I’m shaking 
because he clamps his big hand on my arm to steady 
me. I glance over at him. He’s all smiles and 



confidence. There’s never been a doubt in his mind 
that I would make it pro. 

My jaw is set so hard it feels as though it could 
crack under the pressure. No matter how much I try 
to relax I can’t shake the tension from my body. I’ve 
never been more nervous and scared in my life. What 
if they don’t call me? All of this will have been for 
nothing, a fact I’m not ready to face. 
 “Don’t worry, kid,” Mickey says under his 
breath. “This is your year. I have reliable sources that 
are almost positive the Caps are more than 
interested.” 
 The Washington Capitals are a good team. I’d 
be lucky to get on their roster. But I’d much rather 
stay in Boston with my dad and play for the Bruins. 
My father was drafted by them out of college and 
stayed until his retirement. Plus, who wouldn’t want 
to play for their hometown team? I grew up watching 
the Bruins. For most of my life, I imagined what it 
would be like to stand on the ice and look out into the 
crowd at TD Garden. 
 “The Washington Capitals select defenseman 
Alex Parker.” I hear the words spoken aloud, though 
they don’t seem real. 

At first, I wonder if I dreamed of this moment 
for so long that it’s now nothing more than a memory. 
But my dad snaps me back to reality. He wraps his 
arms around me, practically choking me with one of 
his death grips. What’s with dad’s and life sucking 
bear hugs? I tap his arm, and when I do, he releases 
me from his hold. 



“I knew it,” he says against my hair. “First 
round.” I can hear the pride in his tone even before 
he looks me dead in the eyes. “Congrats, buddy. You 
did it.” 

My smile mirrors his. “Thanks, Dad. You had a 
lot to do with it.” 

It’s true. I would probably be back in Boston, 
balls deep in some girl and getting shitfaced with my 
friends had it not been for my dad keeping me on 
track. Without him here to guide me, I would be lost. 
 “Hey, kid.” Mickey snaps his fingers to gain my 
attention. “Get your ass up on that stage before the 
Caps get some sense and take back their offer.” One 
of his usual cocky smirks illuminates his face. 
 Mick the Dick is out in full swing today. 
 I shake my head at him. “How do you know 
how much they’re offering?” 
 He shrugs, his smirk widening to the point he 
looks like The Joker. “I have my ways.” Tipping his 
head in the direction of the stage he adds, “Now, get. 
I have calls to make and hearts to break.” 
 I roll my eyes, hoping he’s not going to start 
trouble for me with the Capitals before I even get to 
Washington. Who knows with Mickey. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if he’s already trying negotiate an unheard 
of first year contract for me. The pay is shit for 
rookies. 

My dad said his salary was so low it forced him 
to constantly remind himself of his love of the game. I 
could care less about the money. They can keep it for 
all I care. I want legacy and the fame that comes with 



it. I want to do what my father couldn’t during his 
time in the league. 
 After I shake hands and place the Capitals hat 
on my head, I stare into the crowd. My cheeks hurt 
from smiling so hard. None of this feels real and yet 
it’s happening to me, of all people. And my dad was 
there with me every step of the way. 
 
  



Chapter Six 
 

Coach 
Six months later 
 
“I made a few phone calls,” Mickey says, leaning over 
my chair on the sidelines to whisper into my ear. I can 
barely hear him over the fans cheering behind him. 
“So far, the Sparks and Mystics are interested in you. 
Looking good, kid,” he says in a cocky tone, “looking 
good.” 
 Over the past six months, I’ve become friends 
with Mickey Donoghue. Sometimes, I pinch myself to 
make sure all of this is real. I’m in my final year at 
Villanova, one week away from March Madness, and 
his news couldn’t have come at a better time. 

I smile in response to Mickey’s news, my eyes 
fixed on the court. My teammates are pounding the 
hardwood, a nine-point lead on the game clock. 
We’ve been crushing it since the start of the season. 
All of the attention we’ve attracted has garnered a lot 
of praise from the media, which must make Mickey’s 
job a lot easier. 

Mickey taps me on the shoulder. “Keep it up, 
Charlie. We’ll talk more after the game.” 

“Thanks, Mick.” 
 Seconds after Mickey disappears to his seat, 
my coach snaps his fingers, calls my name, and then 
points at the court. 

That’s my cue. 



 Springing into action, I drop the towel around 
my neck to my chair and swap places with Kate. She 
was on fire last quarter, but since the start of the new 
one, her aim’s off. I take the ball down the court, 
shifting it from my right to left hand. Pacing myself, I 
eye up the position of my teammates, noting each of 
their places on the court. The guard in front of me 
swats her hand at the ball, and I quickly adapt, moving 
it to my weak side. 
 With ten seconds on the shot clock, I pass to 
Rachel, who has a split-second to catch the ball. She 
dribbles but doesn’t have enough room to drive the 
lane. So, she clutches the ball to her chest, pivoting 
her right foot to give herself some space to take the 
shot. It hits the back board, though with too much 
force. 

Jumping in the air, I reach over my opponent 
to grab the rebound. My feet hit the ground hard, and 
when I spin to pass the ball again, a move I’ve made a 
thousand times, I feel something in my right knee 
snap. I collapse onto the court, the ball falling from 
my hand as I scream out in pain.  
 One of the players on the other team snags 
the basketball, about to rush down the court when 
the referee blows his whistle. Crowded over me, my 
teammates ask me what’s wrong, though I have no 
idea. I didn’t do anything out of the ordinary. So, why 
am I in so much pain? 
 My coach drops to my side, with the team 
doctor on his right. 



 “Doc,” I groan, wincing in pain. “Something 
popped in my knee.” 
 Everyone clears a path for him, concern 
furrowing his brow. “Sounds like the anterior cruciate 
ligament.” 
 “In English,” I groan. 
 “Your ACL,” he says with a loud sigh. He turns 
to my coach, and without speaking, I can see a private 
exchange occur between them. 

This is bad. 
I can feel it. 
They don’t have to say it aloud to confirm my 

suspicions. 
 “Are you sure?” Mickey’s now at my side. 
 “Without an x-ray, I can’t say for sure. But it’s 
likely. The hospital will have to confirm.” 
 Mickey pinches the bridge of his nose 
between his fingers and shakes his head. He mutters a 
few curse words under his breath. 
 Jamie works his way through the crowd and 
falls to his knees next to me. “Charlie, what 
happened?” He takes my hand in his and rubs his 
thumb over my skin. “Did you break something?” 
 “Doc thinks I tore my ACL.” 
 “Fuck,” he mumbles. “No… This can’t be 
happening… not now. Not when you’re this close.” 
 Jamie knows better than anyone how hard I’ve 
worked to get to this point in my life and career. He’s 
well aware of everything we’ve both given up to make 
our dream a reality. I feel like I let him down. After 
everything he’s done for me, I want to curl in a ball 



and cry. But I won’t. I have to stay strong for everyone 
around me. No one can see Coach crumble. My alter 
ego keeps me safe, protected. 
 Jamie’s eyes water, and I can see he’s fighting 
tears. So am I. The pain is unbearable. To stop myself 
from falling apart, I bite the inside of my cheek. I want 
to cry and scream and punch everything in sight. 
 “Let’s get her off the court,” Dr. Porter says. 
 Doc and Jamie help me up from the floor. A 
nagging pain shoots up my right leg that almost 
causes me to topple over. 

Mickey grips my arm to keep me balanced. 
“It’s gonna be okay, Charlie. We’ll get through this.” 

I force a smile for his benefit. Right now, I’m 
blind with rage and torment, unsure of how I’ll 
overcome what is a common but sometimes career 
ending injury for most people. 

*** 
After having surgery to repair my torn ACL, I’m half 
drugged, one eye open when I see Jamie’s face. He 
looks like a dark-haired angel, a few fallen strands 
covering his crystal blue eyes. I’m so doped up on 
meds I swear there’s a halo of light surrounding his 
head. Or maybe it’s the fluorescent lights in the 
hospital room. 
 “Hey,” he whispers, now threading his fingers 
between mine. “I was so worried.” He raises my hand 
to his mouth and kisses my skin. “I can’t lose you, 
Charlie. Just the thought…” 
 I chuckle. “It would take a lot more than a 
routine surgery to kill me.” 



 He smirks, still keeping a firm grip on my hand. 
“Well, seeing you passed out in this bed killed me. 
You’re the only family I have.” 
 I smile but my cheeks feel weird, the muscles 
in my face out of whack. “It’s you and me against the 
world,” I slur, the words somewhat muffled. 
 Jamie drops my hand to lower the rail on the 
hospital bed and climbs in with me. There’s hardly any 
room, the two of us barely able to fit on the twin 
mattress. Jamie’s muscular and tall, far too big paired 
with me. I’m only two inches shorter than him with 
more muscle than most women. For most of my life, 
we’ve done this. 

I rest my head on his chest and sigh. Jamie’s 
here, which means no matter what happens I still 
have my best friend. We’ll always have each other. 
 Jamie runs his fingers through my hair. It feels 
good as he massages my scalp. With Jamie at my side, 
I feel invincible. I can do anything with him around. He 
says Coach is my alter ego, but he’s the one who 
helped create my persona. No one believed in me 
more than Jamie. 
 “I’m just glad you’re here, J.” I sigh, tugging his 
t-shirt that says Spidey Sense Activated. He loves 
comic book tees. “What are we gonna do now? The 
doctor said it can take up to nine months to recover 
from this injury. March Madness starts next week.” 

“Don’t worry about that. Just focus on getting 
better, so you can move forward with your career.” 

“We graduate in a two months,” I point out. 



 “We’ve been through hell and back again and 
lived to tell about it. No matter what happens, you’ll 
come out on top. You always do. Everything happens 
for a reason.” 
 “How can you be so optimistic after 
everything? My college career is over.” 
 “Because, if my parents didn’t abandon me, I 
never would’ve met you. My life is better off without 
them, but it wouldn’t be better without you. So, like I 
said, everything happens for a reason.” 
 Hugging him as hard as I can manage, I love 
him so much for never losing faith. I still have terrible 
nightmares about my parents’ deaths. Unlike Jamie, I 
tend to drift toward the negative and focus on it until 
he snaps me out of my head. Without him, I would be 
lost. I would still be the mute girl who was so 
paralyzed with fear that I couldn’t communicate with 
anyone other than him at our first foster home. Jamie 
has this calmness about him that always puts me at 
ease. 
 “Am I interrupting something intimate?” 
Mickey pops his head into the room, a vase of red 
roses in hand. 
 I laugh at his snide comment. “No, you’re not 
interrupting something intimate. You know Jamie and 
I are just friends.” 
 He snorts and sets the vase on the table 
beside my bed. “Whatever you say, kid.” 
 Oddly enough, Mickey calls all of his young 
clients kid, though the life experience I gained at an 
early age stripped away my childlike innocence. 



 “So, what’s the verdict?” He leans back in the 
chair, his arms crossed over his chest. As usual, he’s 
wearing an expensive black suit that probably costs as 
much as a semester at Villanova. 
 “I tore my right ACL. The doctor said only time 
will tell. I have anywhere from two to nine months 
recovery time. It all depends how fast I heal. He can’t 
give me a definitive timeline.” 
 He nods. “I figured as much. You can beat this, 
Charlie. Just because your college career is over 
doesn’t mean we can’t still try for the WNBA.” 
  A genuine smile turns up the corners of my 
mouth. 
 “And if for some reason it doesn’t heal as 
expected, I want you to come work for me.” 
 I gasp at his words. “Work for you?” 
 He tips his head. “Yep. Come work at DMG. I 
think you’d make a good agent. You get along with my 
clients and staff, and you’re knowledgeable with 
contract law. I could use someone like you on my 
team.” 
 I never thought a double major in law and 
business would come in handy. At least Mickey’s 
providing me with a fallback plan. His offer gives me 
hope. Even if my knee doesn’t heal properly, I’ll have 
a job after college. Getting into the WNBA is a long 
shot to begin with, but I’d never given much thought 
to what I would do if that didn’t work out. 
 “Thanks, Mick.” 
 He taps my shoulder and winks. “Get some 
sleep, kid.” 



*** 
Later that night, I’m with Jamie, watching the Flyers 
play hockey when I spot someone familiar. The Flyers 
are playing the Capitals at home. After scoring a goal, 
he skates off the ice. The cameras zoom in as he 
removes his helmet, revealing sweat matted shaggy 
brown hair. His name scrolls across the bottom of the 
screen. Alex Parker. 
 “Huh?” I say under my breath. 
 Jamie shifts his weight and looks at me. 
“What?” 
 I point at the screen. “He was at one of my 
games last year, the one where I met Mickey and John 
Parker.” 
 “Must be John’s son.” 
 I nod. “Yeah, must be.” 
 “If that’s John’s son, Mickey probably 
represents him,” Jamie points out. 
 “I met a few of his local clients at the 
Christmas party at his office. But I had no idea John 
had a son in the NHL. Mickey never mentioned him.” 
 Jamie rolls his shoulders. “I’m sure it’s not 
important.” 
 My best friend was right about most things. 
But this wasn’t one of them. At the time, neither of us 
had any idea that one day the smoking hot hockey 
player on my screen, the man who watched me with 
longing from the sidelines at my game, would force 
me out of my comfort zone. I’d become his strength 
at the cost of becoming my weakness… if I let him. 
 



 


