A few notes:

Lily and Eden have a strong relationship as coach and player. It can be quite sisterly at times.
Lily is smart, a bit sassy, but always respectful. Any teasing is good-natured.


I’ve given Lily a key role in helping Eden in the story. I’ve also given her a boyfriend.

And I also stole the bracelet idea from Lauren Bell – Rose (Rojo) is based on Lauren, but don’t tell!




The cricket club was a familiar haunt—Eden’s playing career had its origins here with the Under-11s over fifteen years earlier. Happy times. Now, she returned as the wise head, a coach for the girls’ Under-15s. Not enough places in the UK boasted a thriving girls’ and women’s cricket community, but this corner of the country was doing well. There were rising stars, not least Eden’s mentee, Lily.
Eden had spent the last three years earning her coaching badges. It was a subconscious way of showing Mum that she could succeed in the sport—something beyond winning matches and then retiring in her mid-30s. It would never be as well-received as a stellar accounting career, but Eden hadn’t quit cricket five years ago and wasn’t about to now. The coaching was also way of paying things forward, encouraging the new generation—and was incredibly rewarding. Just a shame that Mum lived halfway round the world and couldn’t see how her daughter had tried to do the right thing.
Today, Eden was merely there to watch the season’s first practice session. She pulled on a sweatshirt against the chill, grey April day, and wandered to the nets. A dozen players were batting and bowling. Nearby stood a few parents and two other coaches. Eden did the rounds, catching up with them and giving an update on her strapped pinkie finger.
Nobody here knew chapter and verse on the events since September—she didn’t need any more pity—but everyone sensed that Eden’s winter was one to forget. Today, certainly, as she watched Lily bowling ball after ball, there was a feeling that life was on the up. At the Scorpions, she had the chance to start anew, prove that injuries are temporary inconveniences that can happen to any player at any time.
Things simply had to get better.
A few minutes later, Lily finished her practice spell and jogged over, panting. Eden took her in a hug.
‘Your slow ball is really coming along, Lily.’
‘I learned from the best.’ The girl slugged from her water bottle.
‘Well, I don’t know who that is, but I’m pretty sure it’s not your coach.’ She winked.
‘You are the best, Eden, and anyway, even if you weren’t, you did tell me that improving my death bowling is the biggest thing I could do.’
Eden patted Lily’s shoulder. ‘The biggest thing you could do is give me your Billie Eilish ticket.’
Lily’s eyes flared. ‘Now you’re the worst ever. That was my birthday present from Mum and Dad! Anyway, there’s like six of us going.’
Eden nodded, beaming. ‘Ah, I’m too square to be seen with a bunch of hip teens.’
‘You’re never square, coach. You’re great.’ She looked away, waving to someone. ‘Okay, gotta go. Have to pick up baby brother from football.’
‘Have fun.’
Lily grinned. ‘At the concert? I will.’
‘Laters.’
‘Laters.’
The girl jogged towards her waiting mum. Halfway there, she slowed to speak to a boy who’d intercepted her path. The boy fumbled paper and pen from a pocket, accidentally dropped the pen on the grass, retrieved it, and proffered both to Lily.
Eden’s heart melted.
Oh my God.
The youngsters conversed—the lad visibly nervous about his heroine worship—then they parted with a smile and a wave, and Lily cast a wide-eyed glance over her shoulder.
Eden gave a double thumbs up.
Promise me one thing, Lily. When you find a really great boy, don’t screw it up. Oh, and the same goes for best friends too. Just try to be the best you can be.
Then she walked back to the car, wondering if any Scorpions had a spare concert ticket going.




As Eden joined the line of players at the advertising hoardings, her spirits leapt. Support, it seemed, was mutual. She shuffled along, signing bats and scoresheets, posing for selfies, exchanging words with familiar faces like Max, Lisa, and a few players’ parents. A couple of yards behind, separated by Jade, came Brooke. Naturally, the squad newbie would be a key target for fans.
Soon, Eden reached Lily, and they exchanged a hug.
‘Thanks for coming. I’m surprised. You look a little peaky,’ she joked.
‘I’m fine.’ Lily’s teen brows furrowed… then arched. ‘Oh, very funny.’
‘It’s not very public-spirited to go to a big indoor venue if you’re sick. Are you sure you wouldn’t rather—’
‘You are the worst coach ever,’ Lily snickered. ‘You are not having my Billie Eilish ticket.’
‘Don’t care. Don’t want to go anyway. I’ve heard she’s rubbish on this tour anyway.’
Lily poked out her tongue, then proffered the miniature bat towards Brooke, who signed with typical flourish.
‘Sorry about Eden,’ Brooke said. ‘She’s always been a nightmare. At least you don’t have to play with her.’ She winked at Lily, who laughed.
‘Thanks, Harry,’ Eden grouched. The way things were going, the prospect of actually playing together looked slim.
Brooke shrugged, then was marshalled along to a pair of wide-eyed youngsters who were leaning over the hoarding.
Lily shot Eden a question, so Eden mouthed, ‘Don’t ask.’
Lily zipped her lips, then focussed her attention on the next player.



As they walked back to the pavilion, Eden spotted a familiar face in the front row of the stands, so she told George and the coach to go on ahead.
She leant on the railing. ‘Hi, Lily.’
‘Hi, Eden.’ The girl nodded at the game. ‘Thought you’d be playing.’
‘Not today. Probably a good choice by Susie, though. Brooke’s on fire.’
‘Room for two seamers, though? Rose is playing.’
‘Yeah, well, Rose wasn’t laid up all winter.’ Eden flashed a sober smile.
Lily patted her shoulder. ‘It’s only one game, coach. Doesn’t mean you’re no good.’
‘Thanks.’
Lily glanced round briefly, and Eden noticed a lad a few rows back in the crowd.
Eden leant in. ‘Secret admirer seems a bit less secret today.’
Lily blushed. ‘Toby’s… crushing hard. Can’t deny.’
‘And you?’
‘Mum says fifteen’s too young to have a boyfriend.’
‘Mum needs to sort out her attitude. Want me to have a word?’
‘No way.’ Lily fiddled with her bracelet. ‘I should wait, probably. Right? Boys break your heart.’
Eden coughed. ‘Not deliberately, usually. And it takes two to make it work… or not. But if Toby… or any boy… gets it, you’ll be okay, Lily.’
‘“Gets it”?’
Eden gestured around. ‘All this. Pressure. Scrutiny. Hard work.’ She chuckled sadly. ‘Failure.’
Lily proffered her wrist, using a finger to show the legends written on two small charms. FOCUS. BREATHE.
‘Stole the idea from Rojo,’ the girl admitted, wincing in amused embarrassment.
‘Well, if you want a role model—’
Lily’s hand came to her mouth. ‘I mean, not that you’re not—’
Eden took Lily’s other hand. ‘No offence taken. In fact, if I breathed a bit more, counted to ten now and again, perhaps things would be different.’
‘What happened to the coach who tells me, “Forget the last ball. Just bowl a better one next time”?’
Eden sighed. ‘That coach would also say, “Do as I say, not as I do”.’
Lily’s brow furrowed. Then she unclasped her bracelet, gently took Eden’s left wrist, and fastened it there.
‘Lily, I can’t—’
‘I don’t have an apple for teacher, so this’ll have to do.’ She winked. ‘Besides, you need it more than me.’
‘If you expect me to go easy on you, good luck with that.’
‘Whatever. I don’t care. Go easy on you, Eden.’
Resigned to the gift, she pulled the girl into a shoulder hug. ‘I’ll try. Thanks for the pep talk.’
‘No probs. See you at the club?’
‘Definitely. Meantime, keep working on your slower ball.’ She lowered her voice. ‘And don’t let Toby kiss you just yet.’
‘Oh, don’t worry. I’m playing very hard to get. Elite athletes aren’t supposed to be an easy ride, right?’ Lily’s eyes sparkled impishly.
Eden nudged her. ‘You’re a mischief, Lily Roberts. Now, I need to go, before Susie hauls me over the coals for a bad attitude.’ Her heart clouded. ‘Unless the boat has already sailed on that.’
Lily raised a maternal finger in a gesture at least three decades beyond her teenage years. ‘What did I say about going easy on yourself, Eden Alicia Palmer?’
‘Yes, coach.’



[bookmark: Untitled_Section-27]Eden watched Lily run up to bowl. The delivery seamed beautifully, passing the bat of the teenager at the wickets.
Eden clapped twice. ‘Nice one, Lily.’
The batter collected the ball from where it nestled in the black netting, tossed it back with her gloved hand, then took stance. Lily walked back to the start of her run up as another girl delivered another ball down the wicket. It was short and wide, so the batter flayed it through where Cover would be.
‘Lovely stroke,’ Eden called to the batter.
Lily ran in. The ball hit a perfect length, angled in, outfoxed the batter, and clattered into the sprung stumps. Instinctively, the girl punched the air.
‘Beautiful nip-backer,’ Eden said, raising a hand for a high-five.
Lily slapped. ‘Thanks, coach.’ Her chest heaved.
‘Take a minute. Have a drink.’
‘Will do.’
Eden watched her protégé wander over to the refreshments table situated on the edge of the small rural pitch. Across the grass, a handful of players were doing fielding practice with a club coach. A pair of red kites wheeled in the calm May air. Below them, the ground rang with thwacks, shouts and laughter.
Eden breathed deeply.
Oh to return to such heady days of innocence.
In the rutted car park beside the pavilion, a few mums chatted. Perched on the back of a chair, his feet on the seat, was Lily’s young suitor.
Eden recalled the numerous times over the last two seasons when she’d secretly hoped she’d be allocated a fielding position near the groundsman’s hut. It was hard to make out Matt’s features from across the pitch, and sometimes it took mammoth self-control to focus on the game and not imagine what would come afterwards. 
‘Penny for them,’ Lily said.
Eden jolted. ‘Sorry.’
Lily peered towards the car park. ‘You okay?’
‘Of course. So… did Toby ask you out yet?’
The girl folded her arms, all sass. ‘Did Matt ask you out yet?’
Eden’s eyes flared. ‘How is that your business?’
‘How is my love life your business?’
The words “love life” from such a young mouth made Eden splutter a laugh. ‘I suppose it isn’t. Only looking out for you.’
Lily’s nose wrinkled. ‘Hmm. Sounded like fishing to me.’
‘Water cooler chatter,’ Eden said defensively.
‘How about coaching me?’
‘How about a bit of gossip from my favourite seamer?’
‘Are you trying to live vicariously through me?’ Lily said.
Eden’s mouth hung open. ‘Good word, Lil. A-star in English Language for you.’
‘You are, aren’t you?’
‘Nothing of the sort.’
‘So he hasn’t asked you back?’
Eden’s stupefaction didn’t wane. ‘Why would he?’
‘Because he knows he didn’t support you like he should have.’
‘Lily, you’re very sweet, but I don’t want to rake over that shi—’ She cut herself off.
‘“Shitshow”, coach. I’m fifteen. Effing shitshow.’
‘All the same—’ Eden began.
‘So that’s a “No”.’
‘You are an inquisitive little mademoiselle today.’
‘I earned it. “Beautiful nip-backer”, you said.’
‘I did. All the same—’
‘So that’s a “No”.’
Eden sighed heavily, the breath mixed with sadness. ‘I think he would rather date Brooke.’
‘Why?’
‘Because she’s a lovely girl.’ Which was true. A person only needed a few hours with Brooke Harris to discover that she was a nice, dedicated, caring, outgoing, steely, attractive young woman.
‘So are you, Eden.’
‘Thanks. But I also I have form.’
Lily scoffed. ‘It’s a good thing you’re only my bowling coach, not my psychologist.’ She tapped her wrist. ‘What happened to focus and breathe?’
‘I do. And I’ll never forget that you gave me that bracelet. But it can’t erase history. Or does it have some magical power that you didn’t train me on?’
‘What’re you like? You do remember that Final? All hundred overs?’
‘I mean, I’ve tried to lock it away in a little cabinet in here,’ Eden tapped the side of her head. ‘Which is a healthy thing to do.’ 
‘Doesn’t sound like it. You took two for twenty-three—’
Eden guffawed. ‘I so did not. I took two for forty.’
‘Two for twenty-three off nine overs. And that one-handed diving catch at Point. Come on, twenty-three off nine? That’s tight as a duck’s—’
Eden raised a hand. ‘Okay. But who gives a shit about those nine overs? It was the last over that cost us the game.’
‘So the lesson here is to only remember the failures?’
‘Hell no.’
Lily nodded. ‘Exactly. So you didn’t have a great relationship with Matt?’
Eden was thrown by the change of direction… which was nothing of the sort. She cursed the girl’s sharp mind.
‘Yes, I did.’
‘And without that bad spell, you two would have carried on.’
Eden put a maternal arm around Lily’s shoulder. ‘Yes. But you’re describing every relationship, Lil. You’ll learn that. Things are fine until they end. Peace persists until war breaks out.’
Lily laughed. ‘You weren’t at war. You certainly aren’t now. It was like… a hurricane in the Caribbean, right? It blows through, then people rebuild. They know shit like that can happen. But do they jack it in and move to Belgium or Leeds or whatever?’
Eden frowned. ‘Are you saying that Matt dating Brooke is the equivalent of him throwing in the towel and moving to Belgium? Tweedie is more like… Cannes.’
‘Well I’m not sure about that, but are you just gonna let him?’
Eden raised a palm. ‘I think someone needs to get back to the nets.’
Lily removed Eden’s arm from around her shoulder. ‘Coach, I know I’m only a teenager, but please, either ask him back or let him go. You’re torturing both of you. And me, a bit, as it happens.’
Eden’s mouth worked soundlessly.
Lily pointed at the nets. ‘Let’s go then.’
Eden restrained her departure. ‘Oh no you don’t, Miss. What about you and Toby?’
‘Er… I’m… waiting for the right moment.’
‘Well, don’t wait forever. If I was in your place, and a hottie like Toby was on the scene, I’d snap him up before someone else did.’
Lily laughed. ‘Ooh, looking for a toy boy, are you?’
‘That’s not what I mean, and you know it.’
‘Yeah. You mean I should date him to block someone else?’
‘No, not that either.’ Eden exhaled fake exasperation. ‘Date him because you want to.’
The words reverberated around her head like an echo chamber.

Players from both sides were signing bats and posing for selfies. Amongst the fans was Lily, who hustled over.
‘Matt, what’s happened? Is Eden okay? Is Ray okay?’
‘They’re both fine. Ray’s had a scare, but I think he’ll mend quickly.’
‘And Eden?’ She glanced around. ‘Was she okay with you going along?’
‘Because of us falling out before? Yes. But that wouldn’t matter. She needed my help.’
‘Did she… ask you to go the hospital?’
‘No. But I went anyway. I think she realised she needed someone to hold her hand through the situation.’
‘Did you hold her hand?’ Lily’s expression was suggestive.
Matt chuckled. ‘Yes, Lily. For support. And stop stirring.’
‘I don’t need to stir. It’s obvious.’
He frowned. ‘What’s obvious?’
‘Eden’s still in love with you.’ She grinned.
His eyes widened. ‘What? That’s… I… Look—’
‘But she is, though.’
He put hands on hips. ‘How do you reckon that?’
Lily shrugged. ‘A girl just knows.’
His laugh was a reflex. ‘Lily, you’re fifteen.’
She held up an index finger. ‘Sixteen next month. And a girl. One who knows. Us cricketers do.’
He nodded mockingly. ‘Is that so?’
Brooke appeared in his peripheral vision, so he bypassed that topic and told Lily that he’d pass on her regards to Ray and Eden. The girl hustled away to grab more autographs.
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