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      I was working as a full-time coach at a youth soccer club where I lived at the time when this took place. It was one of the more successful clubs in the State and one of the few that had employed office personnel.

      My wife was working as a lawyer and put in a ton of hours, which left me to do whatever I want and roam around on my own. It was nice, when I wasn’t at the club, I could visit some of the moms that I had moments with.

      We lived in typical suburbia, on a cul-de-sac. A two-story house that looked just like the other nine on the street, ours were number eight with a house on each side of us. Luckily, the builders had painted all the houses in different colors so when people drove into the street, they always said it reminded them of a watercolor painting.

      The neighbors to our left were retirees while the family on the right, who just had moved in, was younger than me and my wife. I had just turned forty-six, while my wife was in her glorious forty-two’s. But as it is usually said about cul-de-sacs, this one was the opposite; it was nine houses of non-friendliness.

      The neighbor’s kid, whom I recognized having played on my club team from age twelve to sixteen. But they had lived in a different area of the town at the time. Then I took on another team and lost track of what she was doing.

      Come to find out, she had gone to another club across town that didn’t take it as serious. She just wanted to play for fun, not the seriousness that our club provided.

      How did I find out? Well, she told me. When she knocked on my door the other week and asked if I could help her.
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      Tanya, her name was, a head taller than me but lanky like a two by four. There was not a curve to see on that girl, flat as a pancake as well. But she was pretty, it was difficult to stop looking at her cute face. Those mesmerizing eyes of her and the lips made to be wrapped around … She made me lose my mind.

      I had just got back home from the gym, had barely had time to park the car outside before I heard a knock on the front door. I wasn’t expecting anyone, confusion was killing me.

      Opening the door, a girl was standing there that I barely recognized. She looked familiar but still not. It was the girl next door, but I remembered her from someplace else.

      ‘Hello, Mr. Donovan. Don’t you remember me? It’s Tanya from next door, I used to play for you.’

      Slowly, a light began to shine in my head, waking me up. She had grown a lot. In length, nowhere else to be seen. She had been my striker, scored twenty-four goals in ten games, that team had been something else.

      ‘Well, hello there. It’s been a while. Where have you been and are you still playing?’

      The questions just came out of me, a stream of curiosity from seeing her, and also wondering why she was standing in front of me.

      ‘Yeah, I am playing for the Mustangs now, my friend is there, and it’s all for fun.’

      ‘Ahh, that’s why I haven’t seen you at the field. So, what can I help you with?’

      ‘My mom told me to come over and ask you if you could help me out. You remember my mom, don’t you?’

      ‘With what exactly. And yes, I actually do. She was quite vocal on the sidelines.’

      ‘God, was she ever, so embarrassing. I got into college, the coach for their soccer team had seen me at a High School game. I am getting a full-ride.’

      ‘Good for you. Congrats.’

      ‘I am heading there in three weeks; I got this program that I have to do before I get there. I have done all the workouts, but I need help with the ball exercises. And from what I remember, you are excellent at that.’

      She batted her lashes at me, her eyes were like endless pits that pulled me into her.

      ‘That’s nice of you to say. Do you have the drills with you?’

      ‘Sorry, no. I didn’t bring them in case you said no.’

      ‘Well, Tanya, I haven’t said yes yet either.’

      I smiled at her, squinting my eyes, so I could look closer at her. She was one of the prettiest girls I ever had laid my eyes on and those lips. Full, perfectly shaped, and inviting. A spitting image of her mom, how I had wanted to take her, but the attitude she was showing turned me off.

      ‘Oh … ‘

      ‘You know what, run home, get them and come back, then we can talk about it. I’ll leave the door open.’

      I hadn’t even finished my sentence before she was gone.
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      Two days later we stood on the field for our first session. I had her warming up, stretching, and juggling with the ball.

      Watching her intensely while she was doing it all, I saw the fabric of what she was wearing showing more than it was trying to hide. It was going to be a hard time working with her. Literally. Her nipples were almost bigger than the breasts they were on top of, so hard and protruding against the fabric. I had problems in my lower regions every time I looked at her.

      We went through ball control, receiving, and distribution. Then we ended it with her dribbling at me for a finish at goal.

      The first few times I let her go by me without a challenge. Then we increased the level until it was full contact. I wasn’t holding back. If she could handle me, she would be able to handle anything the other college teams would throw at her. I had played college ball myself as a defender, so I knew what was waiting.

      I pushed her hard, told her what she did right and wrong. When she got too close, I tackled her. If she got by me, I gave her credit and a high five. I could swear that sometimes she got too close just to press herself against me, damn it, she was smelling so good. I was losing my control.

      A few times she attacked in the wrong angle, choosing a bad solution, that’s when the defender in me took over. My hands grabbed her by pure instinct, I pushed her, I pulled her, all to make her feel how they would treat her. Of course, sometimes my hands held her where they shouldn’t.

      After two hours we closed shop for the day, sweaty, tired, and satisfied with everything. It was just to start all over again the following day. I had to go home and masturbate, my cock was screaming at me, I needed relief, more than once.
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      Daily for the three weeks, I had on me before it was time for her to leave, we were down at the field. Both of us noticed how she was improving, and her mood increased ten-fold due to that as well.

      She was beginning to realize she would be able to play on the next level, and she would fight like hell to get a starting position as a freshman. I knew she would make it, also, I had checked out the roster. There were no forwards, they had all graduated, so she was more or less a shoo-in as a starter. If it was goals they wanted, there was none better than her.

      On our last day of practice, we had decided we would spend it on just finishing, to fine-tune it before she left. She did awesome, hammered in goal after goal no matter how hard I tried to make her fail. It was like she had found a flow, a rhythm in her scoring.

      We were about an hour in when we heard the first thunder rolling in the distance. A bit worried, we looked at the other, should we stop or go on for a few more.

      We continued.

      The sky was blue above us, the air felt so fresh. I crossed a ball to her, she got up in the air and finished with a bicycle kick. I just stood there with my jaw by my feet. Never before had I seen anyone do it
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