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Chapter 1: The New Coach Arrives
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The sharp whistle split the crisp morning air, silencing the uneven thuds of cleats against the turf. Conversations stopped mid-sentence. A few players exchanged wary glances as a tall figure walked across the field, his boots crunching on the damp grass with slow, deliberate steps.

Kira Martin stood near the edge, one foot resting on a ball, her eyes narrowing. The rumors had already reached her—about the new assistant coach, about his reputation for being ruthless, about how he’d once trained pros before disappearing from the spotlight. No one understood why a man like that would end up at Westview High.

But Kira didn’t care about reputations. She cared about results. The girls’ soccer team had been clawing their way up for three years under her captaincy, and she wasn’t about to let some overconfident coach interfere.

“Line up,” the man said, his voice low but carrying easily across the field.

His presence drew reluctant obedience from both the boys’ and girls’ teams as they shuffled into a loose formation. Kira folded her arms, her expression calm but her mind sharp, already analyzing him.

He was younger than she expected, probably late twenties, with dark hair swept carelessly to one side. His eyes were sharp, the kind that seemed to see straight through people. He wore a plain black windbreaker and track pants, the whistle hanging from his neck looking almost like a weapon.

“I’m Coach Dorian,” he said, his gaze sweeping across them. “This isn’t a playground. If you’re here to pass time, leave now. If you’re here to win, you’ll follow my lead. No questions. No complaints.”

Someone at the back snickered.

Dorian’s head snapped toward the sound. “Step forward.”

A lanky boy from the boys’ team hesitated, then shuffled forward, trying to hide his grin.

“Think something’s funny?” Dorian asked.

The boy shrugged. “We’ve had coaches talk tough before. Doesn’t mean anything on the field.”

Dorian’s lips curved—not into a smile but something sharper. “What’s your name?”

“Tyler.”

“Alright, Tyler. Let’s see how fast you can run laps with your mouth shut. Go. Ten laps. Now.”

Tyler opened his mouth to protest, but Dorian’s stare cut him off. Muttering, he started jogging around the field.

“Anyone else feel like testing me today?” Dorian asked quietly. No one answered.

Kira smirked faintly, though she kept her face neutral. So he wasn’t all talk. That was interesting.

“Captain Martin,” Dorian said suddenly, making her blink.

“Yes?” she said, stepping forward.

“You’re the girls’ captain, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Keep your team in line. I don’t tolerate laziness. The same goes for you.”

Kira raised an eyebrow. “We’re not lazy, Coach.”

“Prove it,” he said flatly. “Scrimmage. Boys against girls. Ten minutes.”

The boys perked up at the challenge, some grinning as though it were a joke. The girls shot wary glances at Kira.

“Now?” she asked.

“Now.”

Kira didn’t hesitate. “Fine.” She clapped her hands. “You heard him, girls. Let’s show him what we’ve got.”

As the teams split, Dorian stood at the sideline, arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

The whistle blew, and the ball rolled into play.

It started rough. The boys had size and strength on their side, but the girls moved faster, weaving past their opponents with quick passes. Kira darted across the field like a shadow, her feet dancing over the ball as she maneuvered past a defender.

She could feel Dorian’s eyes on her, assessing every move. It irritated her more than it should have.

“Pressure them!” Kira barked to her team.

Within minutes, the girls had scored. The boys weren’t laughing anymore.

From the sideline, Dorian’s whistle blew. “Stop!”

Everyone froze.

“Captain Martin,” he said. “Decent work.”

Kira’s jaw tightened. Decent? That was all he had to say?

“But you rely too much on speed,” Dorian continued. “You’ll collapse against a well-structured defense.”

Kira glared. “And you know our play style after five minutes?”

“Yes.” He met her stare without flinching. “If you’re serious about winning, you’ll listen. If not, you can keep playing like amateurs.”

The tension between them crackled in the air.

“Understood, Coach,” Kira said coolly. But inside, a challenge burned. She wasn’t about to let this man undermine her leadership.

Dorian glanced at the players. “Practice’s over for today. Tomorrow, we start for real.”

As the teams dispersed, Kira lingered, watching Dorian stride away.

He didn’t look back.

But Kira knew one thing already.

This season wasn’t going to be easy.
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Chapter 2: A Clash on the Field
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The sun bore down hard on the field the next day, turning the air thick and heavy. Sweat rolled down Kira’s neck as she tightened the laces on her cleats. Around her, the rest of the girls were stretching, quiet and tense. They could feel it too—today wasn’t going to be like any other practice.

Coach Dorian’s voice cut through the murmur of the players.

“Line up. I don’t care if you’re tired, sore, or distracted. If you want to win, you leave all that behind the second you step on my field.”

Kira watched him pace in front of the teams, his expression unreadable. His sharp gaze flickered over each player like a blade.

“You think you know hard work? You don’t. You’ve been coasting on what you think is effort. That ends today.”

The boys shifted uneasily, a few of them scuffing the dirt with their cleats. The girls stood straighter, but Kira could sense their apprehension.

Dorian stopped suddenly and pointed at Kira. “Captain Martin. You’re fast. Skilled. But you’re not leading.”

Kira felt heat rise in her chest. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me. You’re playing for yourself, not your team. That won’t work.”

The boys chuckled, and Kira’s fingers curled into fists.

“Alright then, Coach,” she said coolly. “Why don’t you show us how it’s done?”

A flicker of amusement crossed Dorian’s face. “Fine. I will.”

He turned to the rest of the players. “Set up a drill. Two teams. Me and Martin as captains. I want to see what you’ve got when you’re pushed.”

The teams were quickly divided. Dorian’s team had most of the strongest boys, while Kira’s team was mostly her own girls, along with two second-string players from the boys’ side.

“This doesn’t seem fair,” one of the girls whispered to Kira.

“Good,” Kira muttered. “Let’s beat them anyway.”

The whistle blew.

Dorian didn’t hold back. He moved with calculated precision, intercepting passes and driving the ball downfield. His strength and experience showed in every step, and his teammates rallied around him like he was a magnet.

Kira grit her teeth, racing after him. She managed to block one of his shots, but the rebound was quickly scooped up and sent into the net.

“One-zero,” Dorian called out, his voice calm but carrying a weight that felt like a taunt.

Kira wiped sweat from her brow and clapped her hands. “Focus! They’re underestimating us. Let’s make them regret it.”

This time, she took control, shouting quick instructions and weaving between defenders. The girls moved faster, sharper, their passes more deliberate. Kira found an opening and sent the ball flying into the corner of the net.

“One-one,” she shot back, her eyes meeting Dorian’s.

A flicker of something—approval, maybe—passed through his expression before it hardened again.

“Not bad,” he said. “But can you keep up?”

The pace quickened. Dorian and Kira clashed in the midfield over and over, neither willing to back down. The other players faded into background noise as their rivalry became the focus.

When the final whistle blew, the score was tied.

Dorian stepped closer, his shadow falling over her. “You’re stubborn,” he said softly, almost like a challenge.

“And you’re arrogant,” Kira shot back, breathing hard. “But we’re not afraid of you.”

His lips curved slightly—not quite a smile. “Good. That’s a start.”

As he turned away, Kira felt the fire in her chest burn hotter.

She didn’t know if she wanted to beat him... or prove him wrong so badly that he’d never underestimate her team again.

Either way, she wasn’t backing down.
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