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Sacking The Player 

He’s the bad boy quarterback and she’s a sassy ballerina. 

Tate King has it all. He’s the King on campus and girls throw themselves at him left and right. The only thing on his mind is getting drafted into the NFL. 

When an injury takes him out of the game and onto the dance floor of a feisty ballerina love is the last thing he wants or expects to find.

This title was previously release under The Boom

Part 1

Here comes the big bang
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Tate

––––––––
[image: image]


How’s that ankle holding up, man?” Bucky asks, before heading out for the night. His name’s Travis, but the team calls him Bucky, short for Buckeye because he’s from Ohio. 

“It’s holding. I’m just happy as fuck that I don’t need that damn boot anymore.”  I’m even more fucking happy that I didn’t need surgery and that coach didn’t pull me from the team. We’ve managed to hide my injury from the press. I was out partying last week with my fraternity brothers, got wasted, and let some dumb shits talk me into a game of flag football at three am. I had no business playing. I knew what was on the line, but I’m the King—Tate King, star quarterback for the Trojans. I couldn’t say no.  I have a reputation to uphold. My image is part of the package, off and on the field. I have to maintain my status without screwing up either. My fraternity brothers think I’m a legend of sorts for getting laid so much and for nearly crushing the school records. 

Coach however...he expects me to keep a squeaky-clean image. Recruiters won’t touch a player who doesn’t hold to their values. 

Playing for the NFL is all I have ever dreamed of and one drunken night almost cost me everything I’ve been working for my whole life. It’s enough to scare my ass straight. 

“Coach wants to see you in about an hour,” he informs me. He grins like he’s in on a joke that I’m not privy to.

“Do you know what it’s about?” I start sweating, feeling anxious that maybe he’s decided to cut me from the team after all. 

He shrugs and grabs his keys. “Not a clue, I just left his office, told me to let you know. I just came back to change. I gotta jet.”

“Thanks, man.”

“I wouldn’t keep him waiting,” he warns with a hint of that shit eating grin again. 

I wave Bucky off and pull up my schedule. Classes start next week. I already have a shit ton of work to do. Fuck, this semester will be brutal. I’m a year away from my BA in Sports Medicine. Between studying and practices, I don’t get much time for a social life. I could nail about any chick at this school that I want, and I have for the most part. I’m careful not to get involved. I don’t want any attachments dragging me down. I want the whole family life until after I’ve made it to the NFL and secured my spot. My father has always driven home the importance of being able to support myself before taking on anyone else. 

He always told me that when I found the person I was going to spend the rest of my life with, it would hit me, I would instantly know. It’s what I keep hoping for, but I’ve not found it yet. Some days, I feel like I hang around the wrong areas. All the girls I meet are just looking to latch onto a football player. I swear, every single girl in this college is only here to become a gold digger. They see a guy like me who’s going places and want a meal ticket.

Fuck. I better head over to Coach’s office. I pull my team hoodie back over my head and place my ball cap over my greasy hair, I need a shower but there’s not enough time. Webb Tower isn’t far from the JMC, the John McKay Center. You don’t keep Coach Clay waiting. I could’ve moved off campus or lived at the fraternity house, but I like being close to my classes. I’ve got my eyes on the prize, being drafted to the NFL. I was matched with Bucky freshmen year and we’ve roomed together ever since. He shares a room with Big Tex. I drew the longest straw, so I got the single room, which happens to be smaller, but at least I can jack-off in private. 

My hand is the most action I’ve seen in weeks, since I came back from summer camp and since I fucked up my ankle during fall camp. It’s not from lack of women trying. They are always willing. I’m just not feeling any of them. I grin as a few freshmen giggle when I walk through the lobby of my building. They treat me like I’m a prime piece of meat. I used to eat the attention up, but now it just annoys me. I make my way out the door and get ready to take whatever comes my way. 

I rush down the sidewalk, avoiding eye contact with everyone I pass. No time for stopping and shooting the shit right now. I make it to coaches’ office in record time. 

Knocking on his door before opening it, I call out, “You wanted to see me?”

He nods. “Sit, we need to talk about something.”

I nervously sit in the vinyl seat in front of his desk and wait. I look around the room taking in the photos of the men who have played before me, and I hope I still have the chance to prove that I’m just as good, if not better. I’m damn good. Recruiters were watching me when I was in middle school playing on the high school JV team. My love of the game drives me.

“How’s the ankle?”

“It’s good.”

“About time you got that boot off. People were wondering why you were staying holed up in the dorm. I planted a few stories that you had a reaction to local anesthesia after a root canal and needed a few days.”

He shuffles things around on his desk and hands me a piece of paper. 

I look at it and frown. “What’s this?” I turn the paper over studying it with a grimace. It’s some sort of dance practice schedule.

“That’s what you’ll be doing for the next few weeks. You’re a great player, my best on the team, but your footwork is a little sloppy. Dancing will help with that. Good conditioning and all that. Gotta get you back in top form, this injury could have really set your ass back...” he trails off and waves his hand.

“This is a joke, right? You want me in dance?” I have to swallow my laughter when he gives me the eye, the no bullshit stare down. 

Such shit. How am I going to fit this in on top of everything else?

He sits up straight and glares at me, removing his hat, revealing his shiny bald spot. His brow is crinkled with the lines of the wisdom he’s about to lay on me. “You don’t do dance—you don’t get to play. I’ll bench you, but you need to be in shape for our opening game. And I don’t need to remind you that the draft is coming up, it’ll be here before you know it. If they get wind of that ankle, don’t think they won’t hesitate to pass you over. You know the scouts will be lining up to see you play.”

“This is bullshit,” I mutter, jaw clenching. I toss the paper back on his desk. There’s no way I’m prancing around like a pansy. 

“When I was in the NFL, I had to do the same thing. Most players took dance to help them on the field. Just like with Hockey, most of the greats had to take figure skating.” 

Shit. 

“Any of the other guys have to do this too?” I ask him, praying he’ll say I’m not the only one.

He nods. “Three others on the team already are in dance class. Have been for years.” This information shocks me, I wonder why no one said anything? Oh, I know, because it’s embarrassing as fuck. “You, Bucky, and Adams will all be doing this for the rest of the semester. I’ve already assigned everyone with the appropriate dance partner, and you will report there first thing tomorrow to meet her. The sooner you start the better.” His voice doesn’t waver. It’s full of authority. He has me by the balls and he knows it. He shoves the paper in my direction, and I know I have no choice but to accept it. 

I stand up, clenching the paper in my fist, and head out. When my parents find out about this they’ll be making fun of me for years. I’ll never be able to live this down. Most people assume being the star gets me special treatment, if anything it gets me anything but. Coach rides my ass, but I know he wants me to succeed. It doesn’t mean I have to like his method. 

I trudge back to my dorm, crumpled paper in hand. Bucky probably knew coach was pulling this shit. Asshole could’ve warned me. I take the stairs two at a time. I fit in exercise wherever I can. My body is a damn temple. I play hard and work even harder. I have to keep my stamina up. I can’t afford to slack off, ever. The ache in my ankle serves as a reminder. 

Back in my dorm, Big Tex is stretched out on the couch playing Fallout 4. That dude looks like he could eat a damn bear. He makes up two of me. I don’t know how he sleeps in that tiny ass bed. His shoulders are like big ass boulders.

He’s always got some artery clogging food in his hand. “Where you been?” He takes a bite of his pizza. His green eyes widen at my angry scowl. 

“Had a meeting with coach.” I debate showing him the embarrassing piece of paper I’m clutching, but I am saved from deciding when my phone rings. 

“Hey, Mom,” I greet the number one woman in my life, the only woman, walking to the solace of my room. I toss my cap on my desk and hold my phone from my ear while I shrug my hoodie off. She’s always checking up on me. I’m not in the mood for talking so I make up an excuse to get her off the phone. “I’m walking into Coach’s office. I’ll have to call you back.”

“Okay, call me later. Love you.”

“Love you too, Mom.” 

I sigh, feeling bad for lying, but I got this dance shit boiling my blood. 

Ending the call, I grab my laptop. Peering out my door, I see Big Tex is still engrossed in his game and oblivious to my presence. I uncrinkle the paper, seeing the chick’s name at the top, and search for Amaya Maxwell in our school directory. 

Her face pops up. She’s pretty, and I feel like I should recognize her. I hope I haven’t slept with her. I study her face trying to place where I know her from and then it hits me. Ugh, shit. I knew the name and that heart-shaped face was familiar but couldn’t place either. She dated that piece of shit, Keith. Apparently, they’d dated since our freshman year, but hell, no one knew he even had a girlfriend. Not until she showed up at our end of semester party last year and found Keith doing what he does best. Fucking freshman. 

He’s such a loser. I’m surprised he’s still on the team. Dude never sees the game from anywhere other than the bench. After that party, Keith would just bitch about her. Said she was a dead fish in bed, and he needed more than that, or how she was such a stuck-up bitch. I remember Adams asking him why he bothered keeping her and he just said something about it made it him look good to his parents. 

Not a surprise. If what Keith said about her is true, anyone with high class snotty bitch mothers would adore her. 

Just what I need, a chick I don’t want to bone. Although, that’s probably the best thing to happen, so I don’t piss off Coach.
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Chapter 2
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Amaya

Are you seriously watching Center Stage again?” Courtney plops down next to me on my bed, smelling of grease and cheese. She works as a hostess at Chili’s because she refuses to accept her parent’s money. 

Me on the other hand, I’d rather accept the money my parents give me so I can spend my free time dancing. We’ve been best friends since we were kids. Our parents are best friends, their parents were best friends. We just sort of fell in line. And unlike most people in our social circle, we’re different. When we were first pushed together in first grade, we hated each other, until of course I found her sticking glue onto our teacher’s chair, and I helped her hide the evidence so she wouldn’t get into trouble. Since that day, we’ve been attached at the hip.

Sometimes we’re so alike it scares me, but our differences are that she’s boy crazy, I’m nowhere near it, and she hates dance, but dance is my life.

I roll my eyes and bump her shoulder with mine. “Shut up, you know I love this.” I look back to my TV and smile. “Think maybe you could go shower?” I suggest, wrinkling my nose.

She mock glares at me.  Her hazel eyes narrow on me as she runs a brush through her thick, russet-brown hair. Courtney is my opposite. She has curvy hips and small breasts, as where I’m slender with a big chest. It sucks because she has great clothes that I would love to borrow. “Fine, wouldn’t want you to catch my smell.” 

“You know I love you, but you coming home smelling like that ruins food for me.” I wave my hands around my face and go for the can of air freshener on my desk. 

Her brow raises. “Oh? So, I guess you don’t want this delicious Club Sandwich I brought home?” She gets off my bed and walks away.

I scramble off the bed and run after her. “Now wait a minute, I didn’t say that. Gimmie gimmie,” I whine—pleading. The bitch knows I love me some good food. 

She laughs at me and tosses me the to-go bag.  “I don’t get you, Amaya. You must be the only dancer in the world that eats the way you do and never gains weight. If I didn’t know better, I would swear you’re bulimic.”

I shrug after I take a huge bite. “Meh, once I have kids that will change. You know what my mama looks like.” My mom was just as tiny as I am, but the minute she got pregnant with me, she blew up. I say that with love of course. I love my mama’s squishy hugs.

“Hey what’s this?” Courtney asks, as she picks up my dance schedule from the table. 

I lick the mayo from my bottom lip and wipe away the crumbs from the corners of my mouth before answering. “Oh yeah, I’m getting paid to help some football douche dance.”

Courtney busts out laughing. “You serious? Why?”

I roll my eyes. “Something to do with it will make him a better player or whatever. All I know is if this ass shows up late, even once, I’ll stick my skinny foot up his large ass.”

Courtney snorts. “You gotta get over this shit, Am. You and Keith broke up forever ago, not all jocks are dicks like him.”

“All the guys I’ve met, while dating that dick licker, were exactly the same. I’ll do my job, but he steps out of line, even once, well. Yeah. I’ll hurt him.” 

“Who’s’ the lucky guy? Anyone hot?” She smirks getting way too much enjoyment from my situation. 

“I’ll find out tomorrow if he shows on time.”  I just hope the turd isn’t my ex. He’s such an asshole. 

She laughs and grabs her pajamas. I flip her off and dig into the rest of my sandwich. I turn my movie back on and lay back against my pillow. My mind wanders from my screen to the practice schedule that is staring at me. I wonder which brute they stuck me with? I pray he doesn’t have two left feet. 

One minute I’m thinking of what a doofus my partner will be and the next my alarm is blaring in my ear. 

I jerk up from my bed with a piece of lettuce stuck to my cheek.  “Ugh,” I grumble and get my stuff together for the shower. Courtney is still sleeping. Lucky. I make my way to our tiny bathroom. I don’t bother with washing my hair. It’s just going to end up all sweaty and gross anyways. After a quick scrub with my lavender body wash, I towel off and secure my hair in a bun. 

I throw on a tee and leggings, over my dancing briefs and my favorite socks. I’ll probably have to start the dumbface off slow. A quick swipe of my lip gloss after brushing my teeth and I am ready to go. Slipping my black flats on, I grab my USC sweatshirt and pull it over my head, snatching my bag as I go out the door. The walk to the new dance studio is a bit long, but I like taking in all the different parks along the way. Besides, I can stop for some coffee too if Ground Zero is open. 

If the open floor is crowded for our practice, I have permission to use one of the smaller studios. I’m sure whatever asshole I’m stuck with would love the privacy, but the thought of watching them trip over themselves with an audience is tempting. I’m not that evil. Though I’m sure my ex would beg to differ. I don’t know what I saw in him in the first place. He’s shallow and egocentric. Sure, he’s good looking, but he also cheated on me with some bimbo freshman at a fraternity party. 

We didn’t even have anything in common. I love scary movies and Keith was a complete wuss puss when it came to any kind of gore on the screen. I don’t want to think about him though. I’ve moved on with my life. He was just a small blip on my map. I don’t need a man, and I sure as hell don’t want one. They’re nothing but trouble.

Chapter 3

Tate

I watch her perform from the hallway, afraid to interrupt something so beautiful. Her body moves so fluidly. I’ve never seen anything like it—like her, Amaya. Her feet glide across the floor in perfect harmony to a song that only she can hear. She doesn’t even need music. 

Amaya moves with a sensual grace that has me seeing her in a new light. The morning sun is spotlighting her as she continues to perform. Right now, she’s only dancing for herself. It’s breathtaking. Her feet move so swiftly as her body twirls seamlessly.

I continue taking her in. Her dainty legs are covered in these toeless socks that come up to her thighs. A pair of briefs and belly shirt that hangs off her shoulders covers her womanly assets. It’s hella sexy. I can’t take my eyes off her, until she opens her mouth.

“You’re late!” she snaps at me. 

I shrug. “Got lost on my way here.”

“I really don’t care. If you’re late again, I’ll just have to inform your coach that I won’t help you. I don’t give a shit how much I’m getting paid for doing this.” And there goes the sexy, what a bitch. “Just because you think you’re the king on the field doesn’t mean you’re shit when you step onto the dance floor.” 

I sit my bag down. “Sorry I’m late, really,” I say, not really meaning it. 

I hear her mutter, “Fucking jocks.” 

Wow, judgmental much. I shake my head. This is getting off to a rough start. I don’t need this shit from her. She doesn’t know me. 

“Look, I don’t want to be here anymore than you do, so cut the bitch act and just help me.” Her eyes widen in surprise. “You don’t see me muttering about you being a stuck-up bitch that probably is anorexic, so I don’t appreciate being called a fucking jock. Stereotyping me is really lame.”

“Fine,” she grits out.  Her eyes roam over my clothes with distaste. “You’re gonna have to change. You can’t wear jeans in dance.”

“Well, I’m not gonna wear fucking tights.”

She laughs, and holy shit, I feel that laugh in my dick. And her smile...damn, it’s like the sun warming me all over. “I don’t think they make tights in your size big guy, but shorts will work, a tank top, tee shirt, whatever. The tighter the better.” She gives me a wink when her eyes travel up my stomach, chest, and then to my face. 

Wait, did she just flirt with me?

I pull my sweatshirt off and strip down to my boxer briefs. I’m not shy about my physique. I know I look good. Her eyes sparkle with appreciation for my body and she has to look away. I like the blush that is creeping down her neck and across her cheeks. There is something so innocent about her demeanor, but her minx smile says wild. My heart rate speeds up as she takes a drink of water. 

“Are you just going to stand there and stare at me or are we going to dance?” I wink. 

She nearly spits out her water. 

Folding my discarded clothes, I place them on a chair near the wall. 

Amaya takes her water bottle and puts it on a chair far away from where I’m standing, as though she is avoiding me. 

“Do you have any experience with dance?” She’s back to all business. 

“Not really, but as you can see...” I wave my hand over my abs and say, “I spend a lot of time in the gym.”

She cocks her head to the side and rolls her eyes. “Do you throw a football with those spaghetti arms?” 

I’ll let that slide this one time. She clearly has a stick up her ass and a jaded view on athletes. Probably because of that loser, Keith. Looks like he really did a number on her. Another reason I know I don’t want a relationship—baggage. I don’t want to start my professional career off tied down. 

“What’s first, Twinkle Toes?”

Her jaw clenches and releases. Tiny dancer has a temper. Interesting. 

My inner asshole can’t help but want to piss her off just to watch her squirm. “Get on with your class, Teach. My time is precious too.” I tap my wrist like I would if I were wearing a watch. 

She balls her fist and releases it with a deep breath. “First, we stretch. Gotta loosen you up a little.”

I start to make a wise crack about being loose but bite my tongue. I don’t think my crude humor will win her over. But it’d almost be worth the trouble to hear her laugh again. The way her lips part and her breath hitches in her throat is intoxicating. 

She seems to lick her top lip when she’s concentrating, it’s cute. I can’t take my eyes from her. There’s something about her that draws me in and makes me want to spend more time with her despite her cold shoulder. It’s a defense mechanism. Her walls are up, but I want this to at least be somewhat enjoyable. I’ll win her over with my Tate King sex appeal one way or another. She’ll see, I’m not just an average jock.

She bends over touching her toes.  Damn, the way she loosens up is about to give me hard on. I start doing some lunges and strain my head in the other direction keeping my eyes from her delicious ass. 

We go through a few more stretches and she shows me some basic moves that focus on balance. She’s not bad once she gets the stick out of her fine ass. We make small talk about our workout regiments. 

The girl is focused and goal oriented. She has pride. I can respect that. 

My cell phone starts ringing from the pocket of my jeans. I cross the room and retrieve it.  Amaya gives me a death glare, takes my phone from my hand, and shuts it off without a word.

“What are you doing?” I reach for my phone and she twirls away, holding it closer to her chest. 

“No phones. Does your coach let you on the field with it?” She cocks her hip to the side as she holds my phone out.

“No,” I grit out. Who does she think she is? I shake my head as she continues to smirk with satisfaction.

“Good, next time you come to my floor you’ll leave the phone off.” 

“Got it. But I expect the same respect from you.” I step into her invading her personal space. 

She takes a step back and I follow. “I don’t owe you anything.” 

“Well, sweetheart, you aren’t here to just stand and look pretty.” I take my phone and put it back on my clothes pile.

“All right, wise guy. Let me see your freestyle.” 

She can’t be serious. I cross my arms over my chest. Twinkle Toes sashays across the room to a small table and turns on some music. 

She smiles brightly as she dances her way back to me. She’s swinging her hips moving completely different from before. She’s really getting into the song. I continue to stand, frozen in place as she twirls around me. She comes up behind me and trails her fingers across my bicep, before kneeing me in the rear. “Show me what you got, hot shot.” 

I snort. Not happening.  

She taps her foot waiting. 

I stand still. 

“Fine. You don’t dance. I’ll call your coach and tell him you refuse to do the work.” She shrugs and starts walking towards the table. 

“Fine,” I call out. I feel stupid. My face is flamed in embarrassment. This chick is eating my humiliation up. I start moving my feet from side to side and swinging my arms out. I close my eyes and pray no one else is seeing this. It will ruin me if word gets out. I can’t dance. 

“Oh God, please, stop.” She’s shaking her head. I knew this was a bad idea. She giggles that musical laugh and it’s infectious. I have to laugh too. “Come here.” She motions me forward with the hook of her dainty finger. My hand would swallow hers. 

I step forward and she takes my hand in hers. Yup, I have bear paws compared to her skinny digits. 

Amaya instructs me on how to stand and demonstrates the proper way to hold my arms. Dancing is way more technical than I ever gave it credit. I step on her toes at least three times. I’m like a big dumb lug. It’s pathetic. Five songs later, I’m dripping in sweat and ready to die from dehydration. Amaya shares her extra water bottle with me, and I have to refill it twice. 

“I think we can call it day. Time slips away from me when I dance,” she says sheepishly. 

“Thanks... for doing this. I’m sure this wasn’t how you planned to spend your free time.” 

“It’s not so bad,” she admits.  “The money isn’t either,” she teases with an airy laugh.

“Yeah,” I agree. She’s not too bad and she’s easy on the eyes.  Her hair has come loose. A few strands are framing her face, she’s sort of gorgeous. I resist the temptation to brush the tendrils behind her ears so I can stare at her a moment longer. 

Instead, I get dressed. Her heated gaze warms my back as I step into my jeans. She can’t deny that she enjoys checking me out too.
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Chapter 4
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Amaya

Tate King, “The King” of the field is my student. Unbelievable. Courtney will just love this little tidbit, if I tell her. Knowing her, she will want to tag along to all my practices so she can ogle him. I’ll admit he has a nice body. He’s kind of perfect in that All-American way—brown spiky hair that’s messy, takes no effort to style, because you know he rolls out of bed looking that good.

So maybe I was checking him out. He’s built like an Adonis. I can appreciate that he takes pride in conditioning his body. The guy stands a good six-feet tall. He’s built and he is attractive. Really attractive. 

Damn him. 

I wasn’t expecting him to be so driven. Guys like Tate have the world eating out of their palm. When he started telling me about his workout routine and how dedicated he is to his sport, it made me admire his determination. 

He falls instep next to me as I cross the street to McClintock Avenue. 

“Are you following me?” I stop on the sidewalk, but he keeps walking past me, making me feel stupid. Ugh. 

Maybe I was a bit rough on him in the beginning, but how was I to know he’s not a complete douche. 

“Uh no, I’m heading back to my dorm.” He’s walking backwards now as he talks. 

I cross my arms, glaring at him, trying to ignore the fact that he’s sexy, even when he’s not putting forth the effort. “Bullshit, you live in the frat house.” Although having a guy looking like Tate following you around isn’t the worst that could happen. At least he’s pretty. 

He shakes his head. “I might be part of a frat, but I don’t live there, otherwise I wouldn’t get any studying done, and I’d just be drunk twenty-four/seven.”

Huh? Well, that’s a surprise.

I give up the stare down and continue walking. I try to speed up, but he keeps up with me. “Seriously, you don’t have to walk with me, dance class is over, we don’t need to be near each other.” I probably smell like a sweaty pig. 

He spins back around facing the correct way. “Yeah, and you are a tiny person, and probably don’t know how to defend yourself. You really think I’m gonna let you walk home, alone—in the dark?”

It’s nowhere near sunset, but I don’t point that out to him. “I can handle myself.” I seethe at him. Who the hell does he think he is? I do this walk every single day.

“You probably can, but if I have to walk this way too, may as well walk together. Oh hey, did you know we’re both in Professor Reynard’s Sports Medicine class?”

Of course I knew. “Why are you taking that class?”

“It’s my
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