The Soccer Secret

I walk onto the bus that goes to the soccer fields after school. Immediately I hear the chatter of the other girls on the bus. Everything in my backpack starts to weigh down on my shoulders as I step up the last stair. I realize every seat has someone in it. 
I sit down next to someone I don’t know and start to put on my gear. As I slip on my shin guard she says “Hello.”
She has blond hair and is really tall.
“Hi, how are you?”
“Im fine,” she answers.
“Do you play soccer?” I ask.
“Yeah,” 
“Whats your name?” I ask as the bus starts to move.
“Natlie,” she says, “what's yours?” 
“ Amanda.” I say as I slip my shoes back on.
For the rest of the trip we talk about our lives and our interests. When we finally get to the fields, I see the perfectly cut green grass and the straight white lines. We get off the bus and put on our cleats. 
As I tie my shoe, another girl wearing the other team's colors walks up and says, "seriously what kind of girl wears green cleats?” I hear the others on her team laugh. I just ignore her and they walk away.
I start dribbling the ball while I wait for the coach to call us over. I kick the ball hard into the top right corner of the goal . The coach walks over and says,”That was pretty impressive.”
“Thank you,” I reply.
The next few practices are pretty much the same, we run through drills and play some scrimmage. That one girl from the other team for some reason really hates me and Natalie. I can tell she's one of those people who always gets her way. She has all of the best and most expensive gear and she gets mad any time someone says no to her. She is constantly making fun of me and my stuff. Every day she's been emptying my water bottle when I’m not looking.
We haven't told anybody about this because we're scared that she’s going to find a way to get us in trouble or even kicked off the team.
“Finally,” I say under my breath, I've been waiting for this game for weeks.
	“Are you nervous?” Natlie asks, sounding anxious. “Because I think I’m going to die of nervousness.”
“I’m not nervous,” I reply. “Why are you nervous?”
“Because we’re playing the BULLY”S team , and I think she’s going to find a way to say we cheated when we win, because we’re clearly better than them,” she says basically in one breath.
“Acually I’ve been really excited to destroy them in a game.”
“Yeah,”
I hear the referee’s whistle and walk to the middle of the field. He goes over the rules and then asks Natlie, “Heads or tails.”
“Heads.”
	He flicks the coin in the air and caches it and shouts, “Tails.”
	“Dang it,” I say under my breath.
	I walk over to my position, right wing. I see the bully across the field. She's staring at me with a mischievous grin on her face. The ref blows his whistle and the other team passes the ball to the right, trying to advance. I go after the girl with the ball, she tries to pass but I get in the way and take the ball and kick it to Natlie. She starts dribbling the ball, she kicks it to someone else and she passes it back to me. I kick hard and the ball goes straight past the goalie. 
	Natlie walks over to me and says, “Nice!”
	“Thanks," I say as we walk over to the center
	I see the bully and she looks really mad, she’s glaring at me.
	I get in position and the whistle blows. The ball goes to the left this time. Natalie goes  after it but the bully gets in her way. The bully kicks her in the knee. The whistle blows and I walk over as the ref asks, “What happened?”
	“She kicked me in the knee,"Natalie says. 
	“I did not!” she says  
	“Yaeh sure,” says the ref, “Go sit on the bench Natalie."
	“Lets just start already, “I walk over to the center of the field.
	The whittle blows and the ball goes backwards. I go for the ball and they pass but
someone gets in their way, they kick to me and everybody comes rushing towards me. It seems like the entire team is surrounding me. The bully gets in the middle, right in front of me, she gets on the ground and yells, “Help,she pushed me!”
The whistle gets blown for what seems like the millionth time, and I hear the coaches and the ref coming over, “ What happened?”
	“She pushed me and was about to stomp on me”
	“I did not!” I say 
	“Shes lying,” the bully says through fake tears.
	The coach walks over to me and says, “did you really do that?”
	“No!” I say, “And she's been bullying me and Natlie for weeks.”
“Why did you keep this a secret?” the coach says as I see two people walk over to the field clearly the bully’s parents.
	“I thought that she would get me kicked off the team,” I say.
	“Ok,” the coach says and walks over to the crowd.
	I hear yelling and shouting from the parents as the coach says what I told her. I see the bully and her parents walking away, “Were leaving.” 
	They walk off the field to the parking lot.
	We continue the game and win 5 to 1.
