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Seventeen-year-old Bree Dayton was in
her last years at Mattoon, Illinois High School, and she was about
to finish her final competition in the American Ballet Festival. If
she could make the finals, she would receive a scholarship to begin
Eastern Illinois University in Drama & Dance.

She had worked hard, since she was in
junior high, performing in every competition that her parents put
her in. If they couldn’t get her to one, they found a bus and got
there that way.

It was her life and if it wasn’t for
dance, she might not have made it through school. She could do
without all the homework, but hours of dancing were pure joy. She
pushed herself at times, preparing for competitions, and her mother
who told her that she was doing too much.

Her father just loved to let her shine.
She preferred her father’s method, but the day came when she
realized that her mother knew what she had been talking
about.

It was May of 1985, warm and dancing
filled the air. Not taking her mother’s advice, she grabbed her gym
bag and headed off to practice at the local University. They
allowed high school dancers to use one of their gyms throughout the
summer, and summer had just begun. She’d been pushing herself for
two weeks straight and her mother told her she should take at least
a week off, strengthen her ankles, and then return to the
gym.

However, her mother was gone that
morning to work and Bree knew best; until she felt her ankle twist
under her. Besides the fact that it was excruciating pain, her
mother’s warning came back to her. Her final competition for the
year was two months away and she could hear her mother’s echoing
voice ringing through her head.

Paramedics were called to the
University, and after making their way through the Fine Arts
building; they were directed to the gym, where they found her. When
they arrived, she was seated in the middle of the floor in a puddle
of tears. Hurrying to her side was Dent Gray, a young and dashing
young rookie EMT. He had just taken his physical therapy courses
and dreamed of studying sports medicines.

Applying his hands around her ankle, he
felt the swelling begin, and he and his coworker immediately took
care of her sprain.

Bree sat in tears as she watched them
work and she told Dent that she had to get better because she had
her finals in less than two months. He looked down into her
tear-filled eyes, and told her that would not be a good
idea.

“What do you
mean?”

“Honey, this is a really bad
sprain. In fact, you might have been better off to break it.
Sprains can be worse than breaks. If you ever want to dance again,
you’ll have to let this ankle heal up. There won’t be any dancing
for two months, trust me.”

“Oh yes there will! I have
to make the finals. That is my scholarship to college.”

“Look, worse things happen.
You can always try again later. However, I’m warning you that if
you dance on the ankle that soon, it’s possible that you’ll ruin it
for life. Do you want that?”

“Of course not. But, if I
don’t dance in two months, my life is over.”

Shaking his head, he knew what would
happen. She would dance in two months. He had seen young girls make
that choice too many times, and he was staring at one of the most
stubborn ones he’d ever seen. Choosing to not let that happen, he
then offered to help her strengthen the ankle.

She refused at first, but when he told
her that he’d have to pour it on strong to her parents that she
should not compete at all, she changed her tune. It was a forced
relationship, she knew.

Bree was taken by ambulance to the
hospital and her parents were called. Her mother arrived first and
she came through the door, cursing up a storm. She had warned her
daughter, and now she was laid up.

Her father arrived next, with drooping
shoulders, somehow feeling guilty for not enforcing his wife’s
demands on their daughter. He knew what he had to face as soon as
he saw his wife standing beside Bree.

While Bree sat on the edge of the bed
in the emergency room, she argued back and forth with her mother,
until Dent couldn’t stand to listen anymore. He walked over to
Bree, put his finger over his mouth and then spoke to her
mother.

“Mrs. Dayton, my name is
Dent Gray. I’m the EMT that brought your daughter here. She is one
stubborn young girl. May I give you my card, just in case she goes
through with the silly thoughts in her head? I have advised her not
to dance in her finals. She said she is going to anyway.

Now, what you do and how you do it is
your business. But, if that girl manages to sneak off and compete
anyway, the results will be devastating.”

Bree’s mother, Claire just glared down
into her daughter’s eyes, warning her that she had better not even
try.

Dent continued. “I would like to offer
my services, just in case she gets a wild hair. If you and your
husband are working, and she is home alone; my bet is that she’ll
dance. In addition, if she does, I think we’d rather her be trained
to strengthen that ankle. That is where I could help you
out.”

He handed Claire his card and didn’t
give her time to argue with him. Then he turned around and handed
Bree’s father a card as well. He could tell that he was looking at
a divided family on the issue and he wanted to cover it all the way
around. He picked up his bag, frowned down at Bree; and then he
simply walked out. Her parents were left, looking at each other and
then at their cards they had been given.

Bree got the lecture that she expected
from her mother, and trying to pull her daddy to her side, he, for
once, remained silent. She rode home in the car with her mother,
looking back at her father in his car behind them.

 


 


Once they got home, her father picked
her up and carried her inside, placing her on the couch. The moment
she hit the house, she at once began using every tactic she could
think of, to make them feel guilty if they wouldn’t let her dance.
Her mother walked over to her and simply said, “Today is not the
day that you’ll get your way. It’s not up for discussion quite
yet.”

Bree was left the rest of the day,
sitting on the sofa and flipping channels on the television. Her
mother wouldn’t even take the chance of leaving her alone and she
called in for the rest of the day. Her father, Charles, chose to go
back to work. Anything would be better than hearing the two of them
fight all day.

 


 


The day slipped by with Bree not
getting by with anything, and she was mad when she went to bed.
Tossing and turning in her sleep, she fought against the idea of
not competing. Nevertheless, after wearing herself down, she
finally settled into a sleep and the dream echoed through the
night.

In the dream, she saw a young man and
he was with her around the clock, acting as her coach; teaching her
new moves and holding her in place when she’s pivoting and making
her spin like a top.

She can’t see the coach’s face, but she
feels an odd attraction to him. She can tell by his hands that he’s
young, not much older than her. The dream goes on for a time and
she’s mainly dancing in an arena. However, it’s what happens when
she finishes dancing; that bothers her most. She runs and jumps
into his arms, and they embrace with a sensual kiss.

She woke from her dream, feeling sweaty
and uneasy and not wanting anyone to know the end of the dream.
Therefore, she kept it to herself. She could tell by her bouncing
into his arms that she was happy with him, but Bree had no interest
in any man. She felt like love would get in the way of her bright
future.

After a couple days of being left and
stranded to the sofa, she gave in. She hollered at her mother and
said, “Fine, if the only way I can dance is to have that rookie
come over here and act like some coach, then fine; I’ll do
it.”

“Really? Is that right Bree?
I don’t think I have even approved of it. Personally, I think you
should just lay off for a year.”

“What? Are you crazy? Mom,
you can’t be serious. If I quit for a year, I’ll be so out of
practice and shape that I’ll never dance again!”

“You should have listened to
me.”

“Mom, no. You can’t do this.
It’s all I’ve ever dreamed of. Look, I know that I should have
listened, but please don’t stop me now.”

Bree was now ready to beg.
She sat, biting her nails, thinking about the rookie Dent guy. She
thought to herself , Surely that idiot
won’t hang around for two months. I’ll just go along with for a
week or so.

Claire Dayton knew that she couldn’t
keep her from dancing. She had to work and Bree would find her own
way, so she sat beside her on the sofa and she made a
deal.

“Okay, it you won’t take off
a year, then the only way I will even consider you competing, is
letting that young man train you up.”

“He’s nothing, Mom. He’s
just an EMT, and a rookie at best. I know what I’m
doing.”

“Are you such a spoiled
brat, Bree, that you can’t see how serious this really could be? Do
you want to compete?”

“Yes! Of course I
do.”

Handing her Dent’s card, she just got
up and walked away. Now, Bree had the ball in her court and it was
up to her.

 


 


She waited a day before she had to call
Dent and when he answered his cell, she nearly refused to respond.
Waiting for her to grow up across the phone line, he paused and
offered nothing. Then, she slowly began to talk to him.

“Look, I have no choice. You
did a real number on my mom. Now, the only way I can compete is if
I let you play coach.”

“What time?”

“What?”

“What time would you like
for me to pick you up?”

“I don’t know.”

“You have to wait until the
swelling goes down to dance. But, if you want, we can get together
and we can start applying some heat and ice pack treatments and do
some stretches to keep you limber.”

“What? I just want to
dance.”

“Bree, you can’t. This is
the only way that you can get that ankle ready. Do you want me to
pick you up in fifteen minutes, or not?”

Slumping her shoulders and holding the
phone away from her mouth, she murmured a statement.

“I heard that too, by the
way. Look, I don’t see anyone else beating your door down to help
you get ready, do you?”

“No. Fifteen minutes is
fine.” She hung the phone up and never even said
goodbye.

Passing by the sofa, he mom just smiled
and handed her an outfit that she could change into.

“Geez, thanks mom. You’re
always the greatest.”

Fifteen minutes later, Dent was at the
door, with a wheelchair.

“What the heck is
that?”

“It’s a
wheelchair.”

“I know what it is. I’m not
riding in that old man thing.”

“You will, or we won’t
go.”

“Mom!” she screamed from the
door, and the most she got was her mom’s head peeking out from the
laundry room, waving goodbye.

“Why do I have to ride in
that? It makes no sense.”

“It makes perfect sense. If
we are going to the trouble of working your ankle, then we have to
control the time you spend on it.”

“Well”, she said, “I can see
why you never got anywhere with a career.”

Biting his lip, he tipped the chair and
wheeled her on its backside, all the way to his car. Their forced
relationship had just begun and the battle was on. Getting her into
the car, he then went to the driver’s side and took off.

 


 


They spent the day with Bree warming up
with stretches, walking around the inside track and applying ice
and heat packs. Bree was bored of course, but cooperated. Before
dropping her off, Dent reminded her that they’d follow up the next
day. Each day was the same and two weeks passed. Bree actually
found it more enjoyable than sitting in front of soap operas all
day so the complaining eased off.

 


 


After a month, Dent knew that he had to
allow her to return to full dancing and he watched the joy that
filled her heart when he told her he was setting her loose on the
floor. It started out awkward and she experienced many falls, but
she kept getting back up. This is when Dent became taken by her
spunk and dedication. He caught himself, nearly mesmerized by her
energy and her stubbornness to continue.

Dent was engaged to a young woman just
about his age and she quickly grew tired of his devotion to Bree.
Trying desperately to persuade him to spend less time, she became
defeated and finally gave up.

She stood back, watching several times
as they practiced and confused about her growing hatred for
Bree.

She kept telling herself that once he
was finished with training Bree, that everything would go back to
normal and she longed for that day. She couldn’t bring herself to
attend their practices very often because of his constant eyes on
Bree, so she stayed away most of the time.

This left Dent and Bree to
themselves.

 


 


During the remaining month, Bree found
the dream returning and each time she fell asleep, the young
dark-haired man would become more vivid. She still couldn’t see his
face, but his touch was familiar. She never thought that it might
be Dent, because in the dream, she had fallen in love with him.
However
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