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Clay Williams had all the responsibility he
could handle, coming from a football legacy going back three
generations mandating his future. Though Clay didn’t necessarily
mind because let’s be honest, Clay loved football. He lived and
breathed football. At eight years old he swore to his father he’d
win the Heisman trophy. At fourteen he promised his dad he’d play
college ball for the University of Southern California, and at
seventeen he told his dad he’d play professional football for the
Green Bay Packers.






He was scouted in his senior year of high
school to play for USC landing a full athletic scholarship.
Surpassing records set by his father as quarterback he landed the
win for the Heisman in his Junior year of college. In his senior
year he was first round draft pick for the Green Bay Packers.
Everything Clay said he would do, he did.






Fortunately for Clay life was easy because
of football. Gorgeous girls were a dime a dozen, money wasn’t
scarce, and the fame and notoriety was all he could stand to
handle. Living up to the family name was easy but what he didn’t
foresee was the lack of genuine care people would have towards him.
Clay Williams was just a name and a number. Number 7. The “Viking”
he was so aptly named because of his long blonde hair and massive
build. Standing 6’3 at 255 pounds Clay was nothing to sneer at.






Now with a good start into his professional
football career Clay’s name had garnered him football fame and with
every game he played his name was on the tongues of every
sportscaster and fan nationwide. The money and the fame left little
to be desired in his love life. Though he dated many women none
ever excited him. An endless stream of perfectly behaved and well
manicured women bombarded him. Just like in college none of them
were real.






After wrapping up practice Friday evening,
Clay walked out of the stadium waving to his teammates. Scrimmage
was early tomorrow and then Sunday was game time. As he walked out
he heard a woman yelling and cussing. With his keys in his hands he
smiled as he walked towards his car. She was taller than the
average woman as she stood there in black Converse Chuck Taylor
tennis shoes kicking her truck tire.






“Stupid! Fucking! I’m tired of this!” the
woman yelled loudly.






“Hey hey! Are you okay?” Clay called out as
he unlocked his car with the key fob parked three spaces across
from hers. He threw his duffle bag in the passenger seat and walked
towards her.






Asha looked up and the wind whipped her hair
back in her face. She stomped around flailing her hands in front of
her face trying to pull her hair back. “Does it look like I’m okay?
This damn truck is gone! It’s always giving me shit!” she hollered
out indirectly to this giant standing before her.






“It’s a Ford. You know what they say.” Clay
smiled. He asked her to pop the hood. “What’s wrong with it?”






“It won’t start...again. I just replaced the
starter and the guys at the auto part store told me the battery was
fine.” Asha pulled back her hair and wrapped it into a ponytail.
The heat was beginning to get to her. All she wanted was her truck
to start so she could bask in the air conditioner.






“This truck looks fairly old. What year is
it, 2000?” he asked.






“It’s a 1997 Lariat. I’ve had this truck for
so long. It’s paid for. I can’t afford to do anything else so I
just keep up the maintenance.” As he was bent over under the hood
she took a good look at this man helping her. He was tall that’s
for sure, but he was definitely handsome. His body was large and
muscular. Notably his long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail
caught her eye. He looked like something out of an old romantic
fantasy novel.






Clay was looking under the hood and noticed
some serious issues, but one in particular that was the cause of
her current problem. “How many miles would you say you’ve put on
this truck?”
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