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"Six Chicken wings. Blue forty. Lisa loves my rooster. Hut. Hut. Hut!"

Lisa was the girlfriend of Ron Davis, the middle linebacker playing for the Ohio State Buckeyes. Ron's eyes widened and he started forward before the ball was hiked. He was back far enough his foot landed on his side of the line. The ball moved and Jeff Humphrey did everything he could amidst the thunderous roar of plastic padded bodies slamming into each other to stop the two hundred eighty pound Davis from rolling over him.

Jeff was a big guy, but coming up out of a crouch against a charging rhinoceros meant he wasn't much more than a speed bump. That left the center down and a very angry senior linebacker anxious to break the ribs of the Sun Devil's quarterback. 

The football pitched through the air, flipped away by the quarterback to Darius Smith, the senior fullback. Darius caught the ball, tucked it under his arm, and continued to break right towards the line of scrimmage and a tide of red and white jerseys that had one mission in life: to stop him. Darius stuck one arm out to stiff arm the closest tackle coming his way and with his right arm, he tossed the ball back behind him.

James Edgerton, the rising star freshman halfback, snatched the ball out of the air and stepped left. Darius blocked for him, buying the half second he needed to get around the linebackers turning to pursue him. The outside linebacker broke free of the Arizona State tackle that held him up and came at him, picking up momentum as he dug his cleats into the artificial turf in the Sun Devil's stadium.

Jimmy knew he was going to get pounded, but that didn't matter. What mattered was him completing the play, a halfback pass. His primary intended recipient was Tyson Devarton, his quarterback. The problem was Ty was lying on the ground under Ron. Next to them a yellow flag was still fluttering from its short flight to the grass.

The play could be over. Roughing the passer, most likely, and ASU gets five yards. Five yards wouldn't cut it though, they needed a touchdown, and that was twelve yards away. They were down by four and they'd gone for it with a little over ninety seconds to play.

Jimmy scanned downfield but knew it was a waste of time. The wide receiver had cut across the field and there was a lot of red and white jerseys between them. Not to mention the large one about to pound him to the ground.

Jimmy drew the ball back to throw and then kept moving his arm back as he spun around. Ohio State's outside linebacker flashed past him with no more than a bump to the outside of his thigh. Jimmy leaned into his turn and came out running as hard as his tired legs would let him. Years of squats, sled drags, and deadlifts in the gym were proving their worth as he cleared the line of scrimmage and had a clear line of sight to the endzone. All he had to do was keep up his angled run to the corner and get there before the cornerback or safety could reach him.

A stiff arm fended the cornerback off but as he fell he caught Jimmy's heel and tripped him up. The stumble slowed him enough for the safety to push himself harder and aim to knock Jimmy out of bounds inside the one. Jimmy planted his left leg and pushed off, throwing himself to the right and driving his shoulder into the chest of the safety.

Jimmy's arm drove the bull into his side so hard he knew he'd have a bruise. Nothing popped, but the grunt and explosion of wet air from the tackle's breath exploding through his mouth covered him. His shoulder had a distant ache that he knew he'd pay for later. Later was okay though, what he needed was now. All that mattered was fighting back right now, but he was losing the fight.

The fans in the stands and the field flashed to his right. His size, strength and momentum weren't enough to overpower the senior safety that knew exactly what to do. The ground slammed into him with as much force the Ohio State player had, providing an anvil to the safety's hammer. The stadium disappeared in a flash of red and white and then black for a split second. The sound of whistles and a roaring crowd helped Jimmy fight back against the darkness.

He blinked his eyes open and felt the sharp tug of the safety as he pulled himself free. Jimmy rolled over and looked down. The football was still clenched against his side. Above him the closest person had black pants and black and white striped shirt of the referee.... and he had both his arms up in the air signaling a touchdown!
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"Lisa loves my chicken?" Jimmy asked 

Tyson turned to see Jimmy standing there with a grin on his face. The quarterback laughed and shrugged. "Rooster, not chicken. I figured that would get his attention without upsetting the refs."

"It worked!" Jimmy agreed.

Ty winced and rubbed his side. "Yeah, a little too good."

"Maybe you shouldn't have said it was so big," Jeff piped up as he joined them, a red solo cup in each hand. He offered one to Jimmy. "Hell of run, Jimmy."

"Truth in advertising," Tyson said.

Jimmy and Jeff glanced at each other and let it go. They'd seen him in the locker room enough times to know false advertising was more like it. Instead of calling him out Jimmy addressed Jeff, "I had no idea I scored. That fucker hit me like a semi truck!"

"The ball crossed inside the corner, that's what matters," Jeff said. "Even if you went down like a bitch."

Jimmy laughed the friendly insult off. "I was his bitch! I think I passed out for a second when I hit. My teeth are still numb from biting my mouth guard so hard."

"Well let's get the rest of you numb too," Tyson said. "You won the game for us, brother!"

Jimmy felt the heat in his cheeks even as his chest swelled. "Defense, man. Defense kept us in after the blocked the extra point. Ten more yards and they would have been in field goal range."

Jeff snorted. "Fifty two yard kick? No way. Maybe Detroit's kicker could have done it, but he's pro. Ohio State? Not a chance!"

"We'll never know, our defense held strong," Jimmy said. He raised his cup, "Here's to the D!"

"After that win, you'll be giving the D to any of these girls you want," Tyson teased.

Jimmy blushed and followed the quarterback's eyes to the girls at the house party. "I don't know, my bruises have bruises."

"Drink more," Jeff urged the underage halfback. "This is the best time of our lives, get as much pussy as you can!"

Jimmy drank and grinned. His eyes scanned the people in the living room. Most of them were girls dancing. A few glanced his way and made eye contact. "I guess it can't hurt worse than Ohio State's defense!"

Tyson clapped him on the back as Jimmy walked past him towards the meat market.

He kept going and was swallowed up by the crowd. He towered over the dancing co-eds and felt a little self-conscious when he tried to find the beat in the music. What he lacked in dancing appeal his football success made up for. The men braving the impromptu dance floor clapped him on the back or fist bumped him while girls smiled, batted their eyes, and pressed against him. His beer was replaced several times until he realized, too late, that he was drunk.

Too much of a grind from a sexy brunette in a scoop neck that showed off her cleavage to her navel made him loose his balance and stagger back. He bumped into somebody bigger and harder and heard an angry shout over the music. Jimmy turned and saw one of his teammates, a defensive line back named Zack.

"Dude!" Zack said.

Jimmy held up his hands. "Sorry, bro. These girls are crazy! Hey, great job today! Defense won the game."

Zack relaxed and switched hands with his cup so he could wipe the spilled beer on his pants. He nodded. "Yeah, good job out there. You did your job so we could do ours."

Jimmy fist bumped him. "Cool, I got to get another beer, you want one?"

Zack looked at his and nodded.

Jimmy turned and worked his way through the crowded room towards the kitchen where the keg was resting in a tub of ice. He grinned and nodded to the people he saw while he filled his cup and grabbed a new one for Zack. As the foam was spilling over the edge a delayed thought hit him, if the defense had done their job Jimmy wouldn't have had to work so damn hard to get that last touchdown.

He smirked and started back, anxious to tease Zack. He hadn't even made it out of the kitchen when a girl rounded the corner from a hallway and stepped in front of him.

"Shit!" Jimmy swore as he jerked both beer cups up and tried to put on the brakes. The beer sloshed up over the edge and hung suspended in the air for a terminal millisecond before it splashed down on the redhead's hair and back.

She screamed and spun around, flinging her shoulder length hair out she moved so fast. Jimmy stood still, his mouth hanging open as she glared up at him. Way up, she was probably a foot shorter than him.

"Dude, what the fuck?" she spat. "You just spilled beer on me? Really?"

"I... uh...yeah, you came out of nowhere! I—"

"Whatever. So now what? My shirt's ruined."

Jimmy laughed nervously. "It's not ruined... just wet. It'll dry."

"Yeah, and I'll smell like beer. My RA catches me and my ass is in trouble!"

"Uh... we could wash it, or something. They must have a washer and dryer here, right?"

She rolled her intense green eyes. "Oh, sure, I'll just hang out topless in the meantime. Good idea."

Jimmy tipped his head as he considered her chest. Her green top matched her eyes and was cut low enough to show some freckled cleavage and, he realized after a moment, twin bumps that meant she wasn't wearing a bra. "Oh shit," he mumbled.

"Yeah," she said. She reached out and took the beer from his right hand. "You owe me this."

"Hey, that's not mine!" Jimmy said.

The girl stopped and looked at it. She thrust it back to him hard enough some beer splashed on his hand when he took it. She grabbed the one in his other hand and brought it to her lips. She turned it, her nostrils flaring slightly. She found the spot she wanted and pressed her luscious red painted lips against the brim before tipping it up to take a deep drink.

She handed it back to him and made a face. "I can't stand that stuff."

"Miller Lite?"

"Beer."

Jimmy laughed and raised the beer to his lips, not realizing she'd turned the cup so that her lipstick stain was right where his lips where. He drank, realizing too late the spicy tingle in his lips and the hint of cinnamon flavor in the beer. He lowered it and looked at it, noticing her lipstick for the first time.

A warm flush washed over him, making his nose join his lips in tingling and then the rest of his body followed suit. He shook his head a little and looked at her again. "Woah, cinnamon lipstick?"

She grinned. "You like?"

He hesitated and then nodded. This chick was into him even after he'd spilled beer on her. Or maybe because of it. Maybe she liked that kind of thing. Messy, sloppy sex. He grinned. "Yeah."

"Come on, you're going to make this up to me," she said and crooked her finger at him.

"I... what? I thought the beer..."

"One sip of beer for you ruining my shirt? I don't think so."

"Oh," he mumbled. He shrugged and realized he still had Zack's beer in his hand. "Wait, I got to give this
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