

        

            

                

            

        




	











DancingStar


	Angelica Kate


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	Angelica Kate


	© 2020 Angela K. Naff


	 


	 




I M P R I N T


	Dancingstart


	by Angelica Kate


	© 2020 Angela Naff


	All rights reserved.


	Author: Angelica Kate


	Contact: 4585 Ancon Street, North Port, FL (US) or angelicakateok@gmail.com


	 


	ISBN: 978-1-39332-463-8 


	E-Book Distribution: XinXii


 www.xinxii.com


 [image: logo_xinxii]


	 


	This ebook, including all its parts, is protected by copyright and must not be copied, resold or shared without the permission of the author.


	 


	 


	 




Table of Contents


	 


	CHAPTER 1


	CHAPTER 2


	CHAPTER 3


	CHAPTER 4


	CHAPTER 5


	CHAPTER 6


	CHAPTER 7


	CHAPTER 8


	CHAPTER 9


	CHAPTER 10


	CHAPTER 11


	CHAPTER 12


	CHAPTER 13


	EPILOGUE


	


	 


	 


	 




CHAPTER 1
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	Tristan DancingStar was putting together the last touches of the proposal for the new school year. There were several expanded programs he wanted to introduce, and with increases to the tribe’s purse, he wanted the school and education funds to get first dibs on any available money. As the tribe’s administrator, he worked day and night to improve the lives of those remaining on the reservation and those now living in the cities surrounding them. Many had moved to more populated areas for financial reasons, but they still came back to partake in their culture and traditions regularly. 


	While he had been schooled for a while in the white schools, his heart resided on the reservation. It was where he felt strongest and most in touch with who he was meant to be. He loved his Native American heritage. It was something to believe in and to fight to preserve. It seemed to slip away in bigger measures with every passing year, but the new education program they had initiated was a step in the right direction. The tribe had raised funds through numerous businesses over the last few years to help build a new elementary school. They had also raised funds to educate many tribe members who had felt compelled to go into teaching. It was a great feeling to have so many vying for those scholarships. This year almost all teaching positions would be filled by tribe members, which was a testament to ten years of diligent work on many fronts.


	The only remaining vacancies were for an additional kindergarten teacher and a swim coach for the high school-aged children. One person would fill those two posts in an ideal situation, but that seemed unlikely at this late hour. Normally, a high school teacher would also coach swimming, but all the current teachers had been uninterested or unqualified. Tristan knew he had to set board-level interviews for the following week to have the teacher in place for school starting in three weeks. He had met continued resistance from some on the board regarding hiring from the outside, but a further delay was no longer feasible as no additional licensed candidates existed within the tribe. Just that morning, he had contacted the local school district about interviewing candidates they hadn’t yet been able to place for the coming year. The board would be going into town to conduct interviews early next week.


	As he shuffled the papers, trying to replace the order in the chaos, his arm swiped the list he had shoved over to the side. Bending over at the waist to pick up the paper that had floated to the ground, he sighed. His father would need an answer, and soon. As he looked at the five names and brief profiles on the page, his heart sank. None of them had made an impression on him. They had all been invited to numerous functions over the summer, and he had spent time with each in both social and one-on-one interactions. Unfortunately, as had been the case over the last thirty years, his heart was not touched by any of them. He realized he needed to marry and carry on his father’s name, so he had agreed to allow his father to choose his mate for him with several elderly council members' help. He knew this wasn’t the current preferred method of choosing a life partner, but he had made a promise long ago, and he intended to honor it. 


	All five candidates were close to his age and all good heritage. They were attractive enough. One was a teacher and had been a dancer at all tribal functions, well versed in their history, and Tristan knew she would make a great mother, as her patient spirit seemed most inclined toward nurturing. One was much fiercer. She had been a force in Indian affairs, ensuring that the rights afforded them years before were enforced. And the list in favor of each woman went on. He could understand why each had made the list, but he didn’t so much comprehend why any of them would agree to an arranged marriage. He needed someone who could challenge him, respect his traditions, wanted children, had their ambitions, and be happy living on the reservation. But he longed for more than that. He had hoped that one of the possible candidates could have elicited even the smallest emotional response from him. It was the icing on the cake that he had secretly hoped for but seemed destined to forgo. And he was concerned, in truth, that each of them was able to accept the idea of an arranged marriage at all. Surely, they had their reasons, but would someone with their ambitions, who could challenge him to grow and succeed, be that accepting of leaving their fate in the hands of others?


	His thoughts turned to his mother. She had married his father when she was just eighteen. Running away from her controlling family, the rebellious streak had landed her at a tavern where his father was celebrating his birthday at thirty and still single. As the story had been conveyed over the years, the chemistry between the two had been explosive and immediate. Within the fortnight, she lived in the small home that his grandparents had resided in until their deaths had only recently taken them from that home, months apart over the last year. The home had lasted, unlike his parents’ relationship. By the end of month four of their courtship, his parents had married, but Tristan had been the only thing about the relationship that had endured. By his second birthday, his mother had taken him and fled from life on the reservation. 


	His mother’s family could not accept the dark-haired, dark-skinned child into their milk-white society. Meeting the man who would be her second husband had been the final straw. Weeks after his fourth birthday, she had returned him to his father. Tristan could clearly remember that day; as she walked away, he hadn’t known that it would be the last time he laid eyes upon her in person. From newspaper clippings, he learned that she remarried and produced two lily-white children. After his teen years, he knew she wasn’t coming back, and he no longer kept track of her as the pain wasn’t worth the effort. He wasn’t bitter. He loved his life. But sometimes he wondered how different his life would have been if she had stuck around. 


	His grandparents and father had doted on him, trained him up well, and given him a sense of belonging and tradition, which few possessed in this modern day. Deep down, though, his heart felt the burden of those early scars. He didn’t trust women. He respected them, as his beliefs required, but trust? No. And love was even more illusory in his dealings with the fairer sex. Not once had he felt compelled to utter those words that would bind his heart to another. He had sampled a few women over the years, but those short-lived experiences had left no impression beyond the moment.


	Looking back at the profiles, he didn’t delude himself that any of them would touch his heart either. If that had been the case, the flame would have already sparked to life in the time they had spent together. Still, he would learn to treat his wife with charity, goodwill, and respect. He felt certain he would love and cherish the children they would propagate. It would have to be enough. But there was time enough to consider all of that later.


	Putting the list aside, he focused on the task of getting interviews, grants, and paperwork completed before he needed to head out into the darkness.
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	Emma finished her laps in the pool and grabbed the edge to pull her body out of the water. It felt good to stretch her muscles and take an hour to decompress. She had returned from a trip to Uganda the day before, having spent the summer engrossed in volunteer work with two different orphanages. She enjoyed spending her summers doing something worthwhile, rather than vacationing and taking it easy. As she leaned over and twisted her hair to release the last of the water, she inhaled, feeling a smidge more like her old self. Summer always gave her time to reconnect with a culture other than her own. Life experiences that she felt made her a better educator. 


	She loved teaching and had been looking forward to getting back to work, but over the summer, with a restructured budget and overhauling of school zones, she appeared to have been placed on a waitlist for a final school assignment. She was concerned but not overly worried at this point—there was still time, after all, and she knew she’d built a good reputation for herself. Having only been with the school district for five years, she was one of the lowest tiered kindergarten teachers on the roster, so it was no surprise they might move her around. 


	As she dried off and headed for the locker room, she felt ready to tackle the real-world issues of a job and future. As a kid, she had made a to-do list that included travel, teaching, and finding the epic love of her life. Two out of three wasn’t bad. Marriage just wasn’t in the cards for her, and it had come off of the list in the last couple of years. She didn’t foresee a time when slowing down, or finding someone that even made her question her life choices, let alone change them, was a possibility, so for the most part, she put it out of her mind. 


	Emma had agreed to go out with her girlfriends to catch up and celebrate her belated thirtieth birthday, which had passed without fanfare two weeks earlier. She hoped it wasn’t another lame attempt to set her up with someone, which each of her girlfriends had attempted in some form or fashion over the last couple of years. Her friends were social butterflies, and an evening out with them always helped put all other worries into perspective. She needed that balance in her life. She tried to enjoy herself during these rare outings, but often, she found a reason to exit the evening long before everyone else was ready to retire.


	“Emma?” She heard a voice call out from a couple of stalls down as she pulled her shorts on over the wet suit. Turning, Emma recognized Ana and her little girl Kristen, who had been in her class the previous year. 


	“Hi,” she said with a huge smile. Crouching down, she greeted Kristen. “How was your summer, sweetie?”


	“We went to Disney World,” the little girl said with a face-splitting smile. “And I saw all the princesses and got to see a whale…he was scary when he jumped out the water,” she rattled on.


	Emma smiled to herself. She loved how children just launched into babble at the slightest provocation. Their stories didn’t always go in a chronological or sensible order, but their joy for life was infectious. 


	“Wow, that sounds fun,” she said, standing to include Ana.


	“We visited SeaWorld and Disney World. She did love seeing all those living princesses, and that is now her career of choice when she grows up,” Ana said with an eye roll. “But Shamu jumping out of the pool scared her,” she finished, making more sense of the story that Kristen had told.


	“I can imagine…So are you both ready for school to start?”


	“Not quite. We’ve been waiting for tax-free shopping this weekend to finish getting all her clothes and new shoes,” Ana said. 


	“I get a new princess backpack,” Kristen interjected.


	“Awesome, I always wanted a princess backpack,” Emma said with a lot more animation than she would ever muster up with an adult.


	“Is it true you might not be at Highland Park this fall?”


	“Yeah, with all the reorganization I missed this summer, I have to wait until next week to find out which school will be picking me up.”


	“I heard you were in Africa for the summer—what was that like?”


	“Humbling. I worked with two different orphanages, putting together a reading program, and doing all kinds of work improving the structure. I loved the work, but it makes me so grateful when I get back here.”


	“I can imagine,” Ana nodded. “Well, we have to go. Kristen’s swim lesson starts shortly.”


	“It was nice seeing you,” Emma said and moved to the side as they passed. 


	Emma grabbed her bag and personal items and was walking to her car, smiling as she went. Just seeing the little girl made her remember how much she loved teaching. She hoped something would come up regarding her post, but just to be on the safe side, she decided to look at other schools in the area to ensure she had a back-up plan. 


	She considered stopping at the school board building to see if there was anything that she could do to secure her position. Absence during the summer months shouldn’t matter, but these days, with budget cuts and expanded summer programs, you could quickly become out of sight and out of mind. She wasn’t worried enough to give up the summer activities she undertook; many times, it also served as the only extended time she could spend with her parents. She checked her mirror and realized that maybe she needed to wait on the official drop-in until she could get something done about her hair and hopefully look more presentable before talking to a potential future boss.


	Swinging her hybrid out of its parking spot, she hummed as she maneuvered her way home. Even something as simple as driving in a comfortable little car gave her a natural high after the last two months of deprivation. Or maybe it was just life, in general, these days... she wasn’t about to let a short jobless streak bring her down, even if it came to that.
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	Tristan was trying to get into the club's company and ambiance, but he thought a better use of his time would be spent getting back and finishing paperwork on the deal inked just that afternoon. The tribe craftsmen would be thrilled to learn about the distribution deal that would take many woodworking and beaded projects to a larger audience. It also meant that traditional crafts could bring in money for sustaining livelihoods while helping pass on cultural heritage to future generations. And the entire group of over one hundred workers he represented would be able to keep living on the reservation and not have to commute to earn a living. All in all, it was what he considered a stellar day.


	Socializing was one of the necessities of such business dealings, though, and he attempted to present the appearance of having a good time. He kindly unwound three inebriated women from his person as he made his way to their table, and his distaste for their state could not be filtered. They were all well past the point of good decision making, and men who would willingly take them up on what they offered made him furious. Respect for women and children was a tenet of his moral core, and places like this, with the half-naked gyrating on the dance floor, went against his every fiber. The other three men in the group didn’t appear to have such reservations. 


	“Pick one out, and I’ll treat tonight,” Todd Ames said to him. 


	“I beg your pardon?” Tristan asked, turning in shock to the other man. 


	“Private dance,” he arched a brow suggestively at him.


	“No thanks, but I could use a beer,” he said in appeasement. Todd was instrumental to the deal, and he couldn’t afford to offend him in any manner.


	The waitress appeared as if summoned and was on her way to retrieve another round within seconds. Looking around, Tristan realized not for the first time that, in a room full of scantily clad women, there wasn’t one catching his eye. He decided that when he met with his father the next day, he would place the final bride decision in his hands and be done with this single stage of his life. He wanted children and a companion to go home to after trips like this, and after all, he knew each of the candidates and figured any one of them would be satisfactory. His father, who knew him best, would be objective and select void of any personal feelings except his happiness. It would be a solid partnership if both were willing to work at it. 


	As he looked back over the floor, his eyes were drawn to a group of women stepping through the door. Three of the four looked like all the others present in the club. Skirts up to inappropriate levels, and makeup so thick they had to use a brick layer’s trowel to apply it. They made eye contact with several patrons as they made their way through the club, finally choosing tall stools around a table a few feet away from the booth his group occupied. He watched the vultures begin to swarm. 


	The fourth woman grabbed his attention, partly because she didn’t look like she belonged and partly because she was also stunning in an unpretentious style, far different from the other women around this place. Her gorgeous dark blonde tresses fell her back almost to her waist, and her face was sun-kissed and perfect in its lack of make-up. Her soft eyebrows, long eyelashes, and high cheekbones were the perfection of the au natural variety. But it was that cool appraisal and quick dismissal she gave when one guy approached her, which made him chuckle inwardly. 


	She had intricate leather bracelets on her wrists and no other jewelry. Her dress was long and flowing in an earthy brown and green, and she wore flat leather lace-up sandals. Tristan surreptitiously kept an eye on her even as he stayed involved in his table, and she stuck out in the den of iniquity, even more, when the drinks were delivered to her table. From the groans and teasing of the other three, it was obvious her drink wasn’t going to be causing any bad decisions on her part this evening. 


	Tristan was so engrossed in trying to figure her out by this point that he didn’t catch the question Jim was asking. Jim Baker was about fifty, and the smarmy kind of guy had a wife at home who he conveniently forgot about on nights like this. He was smooth-talking and liked to flash his wealth around. They had worked on another deal several months earlier, and it was Jim who had put him in touch with the others on the current opportunity. For that, Tristan was grateful, but that was where the guy’s importance ended in his life. 


	“Something catch your eye?” Following Tristan’s gaze to the table where the four women were ensconced, Jim repeated his earlier question.


	“Nice smorgasbord. Which one?” Todd asked. Todd was a decade younger, single, and confident that he would be taking some beauty home with him. He just hadn’t made his final choice yet. 


	“The one in red, I bet,” Jason Grimes said, chiming in before Tristan could turn the conversation elsewhere. Jason was the only one Tristan didn’t know that well. A bit introverted, he had been hanging back all night. The ring on his finger spoke of his married status, though, and the negotiations during their meeting indicated he had a sharp brain. 


	“I’m just observing tonight, fellas,” Tristan attempted to distract them from the women.


	“Well, they are the best-looking things to walk in that door, and there’s one for each of us. I’m going to ask them to join us,” Todd said, sliding out of his chair and moving over to their table. 


	Tristan watched the other ladies giggle as Todd made introductions and his offer. He watched the blonde, who remained silent and shook her head to the negative at the woman to her right. After a few minutes, though, they all picked up their drinks and followed Todd over to the table. The blonde imp looked uncomfortable, glancing at the door almost as if assessing the likelihood of escape. At the urging of one of her friends, she took a seat on one of the extra chairs Tristan had reached over and snagged to provide more seating for the group. He politely stood as the women were getting settled. It was a sign of respect, even in such an environment. When the blonde woman looked up to thank him, he gazed down into the bluest eyes he had ever seen. In that instant, he knew what it felt like to be hit by lightning. Those eyes could see straight through a man to his soul and know what he was thinking. He didn’t take his eyes off of her or acknowledge the others as names were exchanged. When her turn came, he tuned in. 


	“Emma,” she said, extending her hand to each of the gentlemen as if at a business meeting. When she extended her hand to him in introduction, he stared at the proffered hand as if it were a snake ready to strike. When they entwined hands, there was nothing tentative about the quick shake, but the electricity coursing up his arm was making its way into regions of his body and heart that he hadn’t until that moment known existed. She was absolutely nothing like the kind of woman he should be attracted to, but the lust punching through his defenses refused to agree with his better judgment.
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	Emma hated such places, but the girl’s treat night had put her at their mercy. They had met for dinner several hours earlier, and that portion of the evening had been wonderful. They’d each tried to outdo each other, gossiping in the interest of catching her up on several months of social happenings. Finished with dinner, they’d exited the restaurant, and the other three had coerced her into accompanying them for a nightcap to the club. She had balked but not readily had a viable excuse at her ready, and since it hadn’t been all summer since they’d seen each other, she’d never had much chance of escaping that early anyway. So, with grudging acceptance, she’d followed them into this smoke riddled, male jeering establishment. After less than twenty minutes, she just wanted to be home, sleeping off the heavy pasta meal and far away from here. 
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