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SUMMER SOCCER SEDUCTION




 Jenny Simons leaned back in her desk chair. The heat felt thick and sticky, and the fan in the corner of her studio apartment did nothing to help. One week, she thought. One more week and I'm gone from here. 

 She wiped the sweat from her forehead and checked the time. Her days seemed to be a blur lately. After graduating in May, she stuck around her sleepy college town for one last summer of relative freedom before moving on to an office job. "At least offices are air conditioned," she said aloud, closing her laptop.

 Many of her friends had stuck around for the summer, too. They got together a few times a week to play soccer on west campus, then drink spiked ice teas at The Café afterward. Jenny didn't feel up to running around in this humidity, though. The air was like soup and her t-shirt stuck to her back.

 Her hours had been cut at the bookstore, which seemed fair since she was leaving soon, but it meant she had very little money to do any of the "Best Summer Ever" activities her friends laid out when they planned this final hurrah. 

 All the down time just meant Jenny had more time to sit and think about Cody, and she didn't want to think about Cody. She looked around the dingy apartment, where the wood paneling separating her space from the neighbors didn't quite reach the ceiling. She smelled their cigarette smoke wafting through the cheap walls. 

 Jenny wondered idly whether she'd managed to forward her mail properly, or if it was even worth checking on since she'd be moving again. She didn't want Cody shredding her magazines, but didn't feel up to calling him about it. 

 They'd met freshman year in the dorms, hated each other at first, and begun dating by finals week that year. Against her friends' advice, Jenny moved in with Cody for senior year. They found a furnished apartment just off campus, smoked pot in the living room, and fantasized about moving to New York after graduation. 

 In the middle of spring semester, Jenny finished an exam early, and came home to find Cody on the couch…with his cock in some girl's mouth. 

 Jenny shuddered and decided it was time to head out for the soccer game. She pulled her long hair off her neck into a ponytail, grabbed a water bottle, and headed out the door. Jenny was never great at soccer, but stayed on the team for the camaraderie. She loved the rhythm of practices, the way her teammates encouraged her for trying hard. She didn't care that she only got put into games if they were ahead at halftime. Jenny found it thrilling when she did well, though. When she stepped around an opponent and ran down the field, muscles tense, heart racing. 

 These summer pickup games were co-ed. The girls said Jenny should just pick one of the guys and go home with him afterward. "Get it out of your system," they told her. She didn't want to just fuck someone because she was mad at Cody. Anyway, she didn't even remember how to flirt, let alone initiate a one-night stand.

 Jenny tossed her bag in the grass next to Steph and sat down. "Hey. How was the movie," she asked. 

 "Predictable. Bloody. You would have hated it," Steph said, rolling her shin guards up over her muscled calf. They put on their socks and cleats as the others arrived. "Do you think Dan will make his usual shitty joke about playing shirts versus skins?" Steph and Jenny rolled their eyes. 

 Once they had about 20 people, they split into three groups and marked off the playing field. Whenever one team scored, the losing team got a break in the shade. Jenny wished she'd opted for a tank top instead of a navy t-shirt. Actually, she wished they'd decided to skip soccer and drive out to the lake.

 Her mind wandered as she ran down the field, until she felt an elbow in her back. "What the hell?" Ryan Garner was body checking her as she tried to pass the ball to Steph. Jenny tried to juggle the ball away from him but he was too tall, too close. She got increasingly angry as she struggled with Ryan, and finally elbowed him in the stomach, shouting as she kicked the ball out of bounds. 

 She heard a deep laugh and looked up. His blue eyes glinted as he smiled at her. Is he teasing me? Jenny had no idea what just happened. Ryan was a fifth-year senior who just graduated, too. She remembered seeing him around, but had never so much as talked to him. He was surprisingly fast for as big as he was--built more like a football player, he was over six feet tall and thickly muscled, unlike his lankier teammates. 

 The game restarted and Jenny hung back, catching her breath. Steph kicked the ball her way again, though, and she began sprinting up the sideline, looking for an open teammate. She kicked up field to Megan and then ran toward the open space near the goal. Suddenly, she felt an elbow again. She whipped her head around, her sweaty ponytail sticking to her cheek. It was Ryan. "Back off," she hissed, shoving him with her forearm.

 Megan scored, kicking the ball right past the goalie's fingers. Ryan's arm, gentle this time, rested on her shoulder. "Nice pass," he whispered. She felt his breath, warm on her neck, and a shudder ran through her body. She felt her nipples harden in her sports bra and felt thankful she chose a dark shirt after all. She blushed and glanced down to see if her sudden arousal was obvious. Where had that come from, she wondered.

 For the next hour, she played distracted soccer, barely touching the ball. When her team lost, she sat in the shade and watched Ryan play. She saw the definition in his legs, imagined running her hand along the line of his hamstring, where it met the back of his knee, muscles flexed as he kicked up field. She watched how his shirt hung on his shoulder muscles, the wide V as his back melted into his waist.

 When it got too dark to play any longer, Jenny and her friends walked down to The Café. Steph nudged Jenny, "Hey. You're quiet today. What's up?"

 Jenny felt herself blushing again. Jesus! I don't even know him. 

 "Oh ho! Hey, guys. I think maybe Jenny likes a boyyyyyy," Steph teased. The girls stopped walking. "Who is it?"

 Jenny told them how Ryan had checked her in the game, how he'd laughed, and how she'd felt a spark when he touched her shoulder. Just saying it out loud felt embarrassing. She'd never been with anyone but Cody before. They'd lost their virginity to each other, clumsily figuring out how to give the other pleasure over the course of three years. 

 "Ryan's going to grad school in Wisconsin," Meg said. "I heard him telling the guys about it."

 Steph grinned. "Sounds like the perfect opportunity for a fling, I say. You still have your IUD, right?"

 "Steph!" Jenny grew flustered. "Let's just order our tea, okay?"

 That night, back in her sweltering apartment, Jenny couldn't stop thinking about the game. It had been months since she'd had sex. Hell, it had been weeks since she had pleasured herself. Jenny could almost smell the sweaty musk of Ryan, feel his breath again as he talked to her on the field. Her nipples crimped up against the cotton tank she wore to bed and one hand slid down her taught stomach.

 She rubbed the spot on her arm where his fingers had rested. Then her hand crept down her panties. Her lower lips throbbed as she remembered Ryan's touch and she thought about those fingers touching her, sliding inside her. She gasped as she climaxed, so quickly. She felt the blood pulsing toward her slick opening and she melted immediately into sleep.

 The next day at the bookstore, she hummed to herself as she stocked the shelves with logo shirts, coffee mugs, and baseball caps. She was so lost in thought she didn't even notice someone approaching her until she heard a deep voice say, "It's Jenny, right?"

 She shrieked and dropped a stack of hats. 

 "Sorry. I didn't mean to sneak up on you." It was Ryan. Jenny's cheeks flushed pink as she bent to pick up the hats. "Meg said you worked here. I ran into a bunch of the soccer people this morning at IHOP. I figured I'd better replace this hat while I still have time, right?" He gestured to the ratty hat he wore. His face looked stubbly, like he hadn't shaved that morning. 

 "You should probably get a shirt while you're at it," Jenny said, smiling.

 "Is that 'cause you work on commission?" He grinned.

 "No, because you need to represent when you go off to be a cheese head," Jenny retorted.

 He smiled, white, straight teeth showing beneath his thin lips. "So you asked about me, too." He plucked a hat from Jenny's arms and stooped for an extra-large t-shirt from the bottom shelf. "See you at the field tonight?" He winked and walked off toward the registers.

 Jenny exhaled and realized she'd been holding her breath. She put away the hats and pulled out her phone to text Steph. "Shit." She wrote out what happened. "What do I do now?"

 "I say shave your legs before soccer tonight," Steph wrote back. "This is happening!"

 After Jenny's shift, she went back to her apartment to shower. This is ridiculous, she thought as she washed her body. I'm going to be drenched in sweat from the game anyway. She let the cool water roll over her body as she lathered shaving cream onto her legs. She shaved all the way up each thigh, carefully moving the razor along the lines of her leg muscles. She closed her eyes and wondered if she'd even be able to do this--she wanted Ryan, but felt like a schoolgirl. She had no idea how to make this happen.

 She toweled off and began to pack her duffle bag for soccer. It occurred to her that she might not come back to her apartment that night, and at the last minute, she shoved in a fresh change of clothes and a toothbrush. She exhaled, grabbed a water bottle, and walked to the field. 

 He wasn't there yet. Her friends teased her as they laced up their cleats. "Mmm I see you went with the coconut shampoo," said Meg. "Great choice." Meg held out her hand and Jenny saw she had a condom. "For luck," her friend said, and slid it into Jenny's bag. Jenny felt anxious as they started lining up to play and Ryan was nowhere in sight.

 He came jogging up to the field just as they were splitting into teams. He tossed his bag under the tree. He came over and put his hand on Jenny's shoulder, put the other on his heart. "On my honor, I swear I won't check you today." He laughed and joined her team. Dan blew a whistle to start the game. 

 Jenny was shocked that she was able to concentrate on soccer, while her body was so aroused by Ryan. Her mind had laser focus as she played, finding space where there wasn't any, juking and turning, passing the ball. As it grew dark, she shouted for the ball, and Ryan kicked it across field to her. She planted one foot, drew back her right leg, and kicked it into goal. It felt good to score, and Steph ran across to give her a high five.

 Ryan walked over to Dan and said, "Hey, man, let's end there. It's dark, right?"

 Jenny stood in midfield, catching her breath, still high from her score. Ryan walked over toward her, smiling in the dimming light. He smelled like soap mixed with sweat, and she felt the heat shimmering from his body as he put an arm around her. "Nice shot. Buy you a drink?"

 "Sure," Jenny sighed. Her body tingled where his skin touched hers. She felt the weight of him through her clothes, wanted to slip out of her shorts right there on the soccer field.

 They walked toward the main road together in expectant quiet, the squeak of their duffle bag straps the only sound until Steph shouted over her shoulder. "You guys coming with us to The Café?" Jenny looked up at Ryan and raised an eyebrow in question. 

 He nodded and they caught up to the group, talking about the game, about their plans to go tubing the next day. They found a table outside and Jenny sat by Ryan, pressed against his firm leg under the table. She sipped the cold tea slowly, feeling the sweat roll off her lower back as the heat centered between her thighs. He talked about starting graduate school--he'd gotten a fellowship to study chemical engineering--and she stopped paying attention to his words when one of his hands slid onto her leg.

 His long fingers brushed her knee, questioning. When she smiled at him, the hand slid higher, his pinky finger tickling the edge of her mesh shorts. He finished his drink and reached for his wallet. "Want me to walk you home?" he asked. She nodded.

 She felt





















































