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​​​A very important college football game was quickly approaching and the cheerleaders wanted in on all the action. Through a series of events, Claire and Emma find themselves forgotten and trapped in the coach's office. Will they work together to free themselves or find something else to do while they wait?
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"So you're going to be here for the football game tonight, right Claire?" Kyle leaned into me. In the distance, I could see his girlfriend, Emma staring at us while the cheerleaders around her waited on her to direct their routine. I brought my attention back to Kyle and smiled at him and bit down on my lower lip.

"Yes, of course!" I said pushing my glasses up from the bridge of my nose.

Kyle leaned in to wrap his arms around me in a tight hug, "Thanks, Claire. You're like a sister to me."

"I wouldn't miss your game for anything in the world."

I tried hard to make my arms wrap around him. He was tall and all muscled up. He changed so much since we first met all those years ago. Kyle lifted me and spun me around, I giggled once he set me down. Emma locked eyes with me and I winked at her. She looked like she was fuming. She adjusted her short skirt, pulling it down a bit. She seemed to do that often whenever there was cheerleader practice. I had no idea what it was all about.

"I'll see you around!" Kyle said as he made his way onto the football field, where the rest of his teammates were practicing, "Don't be late." He waved to his girlfriend and then ran off.

As usual, the moment Kyle had his back turned towards us, Emma called me over. Shit. Why couldn't she just accept that her boyfriend and I were close friends? I wanted to avoid her but the last time I did that, she came after me and wouldn't leave me alone.

I wasn't even into Kyle. I just put on a show for Emma because I know how much it upsets her and seeing her lose her shit in front of her cheerleaders is priceless. I was the only one on campus who could make the stunning Emma feel insecure.

"Okay girls, that's when you pick Tiffany up." Emma nodded at Tiffany and then said, "Practice our routine, girls! I'll be right back."

Emma tilted her head while she studied me, "Want to join the team?"

I fought back a blush before I answered her.

I was so taken aback by her strange question, I stood there trying to get my jaw off the ground.

"I-I can't. I'm not a cheerleader." I pushed my messy hair out of my face. 

She just smiled at me and then went on to give the other cheerleaders instructions. She turned back to me abruptly and said, "You don't have to be a cheerleader, you could get us water." Emma smiled slyly, raising an eyebrow at me and the rest of the cheerleaders all laughed.

"You're a bitch, Emma."

"Excuse me?" All the girls around us straightened up and looked serious. I turned around and saw Coach Holly staring me down, her cold gaze sent a shiver down my spine.

"Sorry," I mumbled.

"Let's hit the showers, everyone. We have a big night ahead of us." Coach Holly walked away with the cheerleaders all laughing as they walked off.

Bitches.
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"Tonight's game is important for the guys and for us too!" Emma said, talking up her cheerleaders in the locker room. Excitement was in the air. This was an important game. This game was going to be broadcast live on a local TV channel. College football was important to all of us.

I admired Emma's ability to get everyone together and focused on a common goal. It was the only good thing she had going for her. I get my clothes from my locker and my bag. I needed to drop this off at home and get ready for tonight. I barely noticed I was being watched or that the other women were surrounding me, and when I closed my locker, I saw Emma standing in front of me.

"And there she is." Emma and the other cheerleaders had their arms folded to their chests. I scanned the room, there was no way I could quickly escape.

Emma removed my glasses and she gasped. Even though my eyesight was weak I noticed Emma reaching down and adjusting her skirt. Why did she do that? And how was I the only one to notice that?

She pushed me up against the locker and the room erupted in chants of what Emma should do to me but she just smelled my hair. It was weird.

"What is going on here?" Coach Holly suddenly appeared and gasped when she saw Emma pinning me to my locker, "That's enough! Emma!"

Emma pushed my glasses into my hand and I quickly placed them back on my face. I could clearly see anger blazing in Coach Holly's eyes.

"Emma and Claire, follow me into my office," Emma started saying something but Coach Holly interrupted her, "Everyone else, get ready for tonight."

Shit just got real.
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"Emma, I'm disappointed in you."

"I'm sorry, Aunt Holly." Emma sat in a chair next to me and her aunt faced us in her chair behind her desk while she shuffled through some papers.

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. They were related. That makes so much sense now.

"I won't accept that sort of behavior from anyone, and especially not from you."

One of the receptionists walked into the room and whispered something in Coach Holly's ear. She sighed and told us to wait in her office until she came back. The moment she left Emma stared me down.

"It's all your fault, you know." Emma tossed a lock of hair over her shoulder.

"How?" I was stunned, was she an idiot, "How could that possibly be my fault?"

Emma got up from her seat and sat in front of me, on her aunt's desk. She crossed her legs in front of me. What was she thinking? I had to catch her off guard to get her to back off. I know what would work.

"What are you hiding up your skirt?" I asked and pretended to know something about her.

"What do you know about that." The playful smile on Emma's face vanished. Her eyes suddenly went dark and she looked scared. And now I really was curious, what could she possibly be hiding up there?

"I'm not sure," I suddenly felt nervous and a bit self-conscious.

"Then why did you bring it up?" Emma raised her voice and leaned closer to me. At that moment, Coach Holly opened the door and Emma quickly got off her desk.

"Why can't you two just be friends?" Coach Holly shook her head slowly, "I'll be back to let you two out before the game starts. For now, I want you two to think about why you hate each other."

I couldn't believe what she was saying. Coach Holly ignored our protests and closed the door behind her. She made a dramatic show of making sure it was closed and then she locked it.

I was trapped alone with Emma. I couldn't believe this.

"Do you think this bitch even remembers how important this game is? The team needs me!" Emma tried to open the door almost as though she never heard Coach Holly locking us in. I was surprised to hear her calling her aunt a bitch, especially because Coach Holly has always favored her. Damn.

"I don't think she cares," I said. Shit. Kyle wouldn't be happy with me missing this game. It was his first game on live TV and who knows if he'll ever get a chance like this again. Who knew if our college would get a chance like this again?

"I don't think you understand," Emma folded her arms against her chest and looked me over, "I mean, how could you."

"Okay, that's enough." I glared at Emma, "I've had enough of your bullshit. We are both stuck here. We can't be at each other's throats this entire time. We have to work together if we want to get out of here. Do you think I want to be stuck here with you?"

Emma rolled her eyes at me. She knew I was right. Emma started lifting pages from Coach Holly's desk and opening draws, making a big mess in the process. She was snooping through Coach Holly's things.

"Stop that." Of course, she refused to listen to me, "Coach Holly could come back at any moment and then we'll be in more trouble. I don't know about you but some of us want to finish college."

"I'm looking for a key." She paused to silently plead with me, "Don't just stand there, help me look for her spare key."

"Where do you want me to look?" I glanced around the office. There were so many places a spare key could be placed. Emma said something about searching all the draws on the right side of the office and she'll take the left.

After a while of searching and coming up
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