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Dramatis Personae

Randy/Randi Gardner – Protagonist

Nick Wilson – Sidehack racer and Randy’s friend

Colin Stewart – Randi’s best friend/boyfriend

Mom

Dad

Suzie – Makeup artist for Adams Photo Studio

Spencer Adams – Track and photography studio owner

Becky Stein– Female racer

Kat – Female racer

Susie – Nick’s original race partner

Carson – Boy at picnic

Race World – Name of the race track

Mary aka Scratch. – Girl at Bart’s Burger

Bart’s Burger – Hamburger hangout for racers

Dew Drop Inn – Country bar

Cory – Flat tracker and Mary’s bf

Doug – Nick’s friend and fellow racer

Dr. Wilkins – AKA Sam – Church youth director

Carson – Boy at picnic

Alex Wright – Has a mobile repair shop at the track

Jeremy – Becky’s boyfriend

###


Part 1

I got showered in dirt as the bike blasted around the berm. I guess I was standing a bit too close, but I just grinned and brushed the dirt from me. Another bike roared through the curve, throwing up another rooster tail of dirt. My friend from high school, Colin, on his Husky, blasted around the curve, closing in on the second place bike.

It was another Saturday afternoon at Race World. There was just the motocross today, but the venue has three dirt tracks, motocross, flat track/sprint car and one that combines dirt and concrete with a paved area for staging drag races, along with a small road race track. Watching the riders bump over the washboards or go flying through the air, all crossed up, was getting me all worked up. I’d love to be out there on the track.

My Mom won’t let me. Or really, more specifically, my dad won’t.

It was just two summers ago, when racing BMX at this same track, that I crashed going into a turn and somehow managed to break my arm. After that, Dad put his foot down and told me my racing days were over. Dad won’t even buy me a dirt bike for trail riding. So for now, I’m just a spectator.

I felt someone standing next to me, looked over and saw my friend Nick. He graduated last year, but we still hang out. And he’s a racer.

Squinting into the sun, I looked up at him. “Hey, Nick. What’s up?”

He grinned. “Same as you, Randy, I suspect.” Shading his eyes with the palm of his right hand, Nick peered across the track. “How is Colin doing?”

I shrugged. “He can’t seem to catch that dude on the KX450, so he’ll probably finish this moto in third place. Again.”

“Do you know him? The dude on the KX450?”

I just shook my head.

Nick said, “He’s a good rider. I bet you could catch him, though.”

I frowned. “Don’t start, you know my parents won’t allow me to race. I would love to get into racing, in the worst way. What about you? Are you racing tomorrow?”

Nick looked down at the ground. “I kinda doubt it.”

That surprised me. “Oh?” Nick almost never missed a chance to race motocross sidehack. The bikes had a sidecar attached where a second person, known as the monkey, would throw themselves around to keep the bike from rolling over, and keep all the wheels on the ground. “Is something wrong?”

Nick scowled. “You know Susie, right? The bitch decided to break up with me, she even left town.” For the past year, Susie had rode with Nick on races; they were an almost unbeatable team. The sidehack races Nick participated in were dirt track, and got a bit wild. He couldn’t afford a more elaborate TT street class sidecar race bike.

My eyes widened. “But Nick! Tomorrow is the start of the new circuit! If you don’t race tomorrow, you’ll be out of the running.”

Nick frowned deeply. “Don’t you think I know that? But side-hack racing requires two people, and I seem to be a monkey short.” He looked at me for a moment. “You want to get into racing?”

I laughed humorlessly, “Like I said, in the worst way.”

Nick grinned at me. “You’re about the same size as Susie. Actually a little smaller. She left her leathers at my place. Interested?”

I grinned at Nick. “Hell yeah! I could race and not need my own bike. But aren’t Susie’s leathers women’s? And… and pink?”

Nick laughed, “Well, you did say you wanted to race in the worst way!”

I laughed, “I did say that, didn’t I? Man. Ever since last summer when I helped Tompkins race sidehack I’ve wanted to get back in. But women’s leathers?”

Nick nodded. “You helped him win a race, if I remember. But he’s not in open class. Do you even have your own set of leathers?”

I frowned as I shook my head.

Nick nodded. “Without leathers, if you take a spill, you’re likely to take all your hide off. Then your mother will have my hide,” he chuckled.

“Do you really think Susie’s leathers will fit me?”

Nick laughed, “They might even be too big on you.”

I shook my head. “I don’t care, man. I want to race with you tomorrow. You can replace me after that, but at least you won’t miss tomorrow’s race.”

Nick groaned, “Your mother will kill me.”

Laughing, I said, “Won’t be the first time! Come on, man, let me race with you!”

Nick chuckled, “Okay. Okay. Come over later this evening, and we’ll see how the leathers fit. Don’t get me in trouble.”

With a broad grin, I said, “I won’t tell Mom. See you later tonight.”

#

“Well, how do I look?” I did a little pirouette in front of Nick, after I had managed to squeeze myself into a set of very pink leathers. It was annoying that the zipper on the pants was on the side instead of in front.

Nick’s grin was a mile wide. “Wow. That’s all I can say. You look super hot in those leathers. Here, put this on too. Susie always wore it around her neck.” He handed me a pink scarf.

I fumbled with the scarf for a moment before finally getting it tied around my neck. I picked up the pink, full-face helmet and rolled it in my hands for a moment. “She sure liked pink.” There was a pink ribbon attached to the top of the helmet. “I’d better make sure I can wear this.” I pulled on the straps to make the helmet a bit wider, pulled it down over my head, then poked the loose strands of my long blonde hair out of my face and into the helmet.

Grinning, Nick said, “You look great. I’d swear it was Susie standing in front of me.”

I looked down my front. The leathers were an amazing fit. “Hey, you know, I’m not trying to be Susie. I’m just using her leathers so I don’t have to buy any.” I pulled the helmet off.

Nick laughed, “Hate to break it to you bud, but you’re actually sexier than Susie. I have to admit that until now, with you dressed like that and the way your hair is, I never realized how pretty you are.”

I frowned at Nick. “Knock it off, man.”

Chuckling, Nick said, “Seriously dude. If you were to smile and wear some makeup, you’d be gorgeous.”

I shook my head. “Keep your dick in your pants, Nick. I’m not wearing makeup.”

Nick laughed, “Hey, have you eaten yet?”

“Not yet.”

“A group of racers usually meet up at Bart’s Burgers on Saturday nights. Let’s go.”

I gave Nick a wry grin. “A burger joint? Really? I figured all you tough biker dudes would meet at The Black Cat Lounge along with the rednecks.”

Nick belted a laugh, “Dude, most of us are under twenty-one. Grab your skid-lid and let’s go.”

“Can’t we take your truck? And I need to change, you said yourself I look like a girl.”

He grabbed his helmet. “Who cares? Let’s go.” He walked over to his vintage 1979 Honda CBX. You don’t see many of these six cylinder beasts on the road anymore, and Nick keeps his in showroom condition. All six cylinders sounded awesome when he started it up.

As I slipped the helmet straps through the D-rings, I said, “I look like an ad for Pepto-Bismol.”

Nick pointed to the seat behind him and chuckled, “Susie said the same thing. Hop on.” He revved the engine a few times.

It was only a fifteen minute ride to Bart’s Burgers, but I wished it had taken longer. It was a beautiful summer night, and there was just something sexy about straddling that vintage superbike.

There were a ton of bikes parked around the burger joint with guys and girls all decked out in leather and mingling among the bikes. A similar crowd was inside. I jumped off when Nick popped the side stand down as he parked next to a few other superbikes like a newly restored KZ1.

After getting off his bike, Nick pointed at me and asked, “Cheeseburger and Dr. Pepper okay?”

Through my helmet, I protested, “I can get my own, Nick.”

Waving me off, he said, “I got it.” He turned and stepped quickly inside Bart’s.

I sighed as I removed my helmet and set it on one of the mirrors. As I shook my hair out, since it tends to get squished inside the helmet, an absolute bombshell of a girl walked up to me. She was every boy’s wet dream, tight leathers, legs that went all the way up, and long, flowing black hair. She was a goddess.

To me she said, “Hey… oh. I thought you were Susie.”

I gave her a nervous smile and shrugged. “Susie’s gone. I’m Randy.”

Flashing me a knowing wry smile, she said, “I bet you are. Congrats on snagging Nick. He’s quite the catch. Oh, and the name is Mary, but everyone calls me Scratch.” I didn’t want to know how she got her nickname. She looked me up and down. “I have to say. You fill those leathers out much better than Susie did. Are you racing with him tomorrow?”

I nodded. “It should be exciting. Are you racing tomorrow?”

She shook her head. “Naw. My boyfriend, Cory over there…” she pointed “… is a flat-tracker. He won the South West Regionals last year.”

I said, “Nick races flat-track too.”

Scratch nodded. “Nice to meet you, Randi. I’m going to see what Cory is up to.” She waved as she turned. I watched her walk away. Cory is one lucky son of a bitch.

I got a little nervous waiting for Nick’s return with a dozen guys staring at me. Then I realized they were probably looking at Nick’s bike. Several of the women stopped by and introduced themselves.

Nick finally stepped out of Bart’s and motioned that I join him at an outside table. I wormed my way over to him, surprised at how all the guys courteously stepped aside to make room for me. That’s never happened before.

As I sat next to him, Nick said, “Sorry to take so long, it was like a zoo in there.”

I shrugged. “No problem. I got to meet several of your friend’s girlfriends. I told you I should have changed, every one of them thought I was a chick.”

Looking annoyed, Nick said, “Everyone seems to be thinking that. Doug, who usually won’t talk to me came up to me and says, ‘You better treat that little girl right or I’m gonna kick your ass and take her from you.’ Can you imagine?”

I took a bite of my cheese burger, which was pretty good, actually, and said, “Yeah, that’s crazy.” I studied Nick for a few moments while I chewed. “Why would he say that?”

Nick shrugged. “Who the hell knows?”

I put my burger down and asked, “Why did Susie leave? Did you not treat her right?”

Nick narrowed his eyes at me. “What? Man, who knows?” He took a bite of his burger and stared at his plate a few moments. He looked over at me. “Okay, I might have yelled at her a few times. She kept making stupid mistakes.” He took another bite of his cheeseburger.

I picked up my cheeseburger and held it for a moment. I set it back down. “Are you going to yell at me?”

He gave me an odd look. “Do you plan on making stupid mistakes?”

“I hope not.”

Nick finished off his burger. “Well, there you go.”

I nibbled on my burger a few minutes before finally finishing it off.

For the next hour, Nick chatted with his racing buddies. I got to visit with most of their girlfriends. They gave me a lot of helpful tips, like dealing with Nick, makeup choices, and letting me know that if I just smiled more and wore a little makeup, I’d be very pretty.

Instead of getting pissed at being mistaken for a girl, I just found it fun to get to talk to all those cute girls and was accepted into their group. Before today, some girl would inevitably say, “Get lost, runt.”

After we got back to his house, Nick told me to be back in the morning at nine to help load the truck.

#

I arrived at the appointed time, and started tossing items we’ll need into the back of Nick’s truck. It didn’t take long to remove the side car from his bike so we could load the bike trailer. I had changed into my leathers before we left his garage.

Nick drove his truck into a space among the other racers, and I found it a bit unnerving seeing a bunch of boys grinning at me.

Nick told me to be ready to hold the bike as he popped the ties, so we could roll it off the trailer. A couple of boys walked up, practically pushed me out of the way and took my position.

“You weren’t actually going to make her do that, were you Nick?” asked the boy who was now standing where I was with a grip on the handle bars. “It could fall over on top of her.”

Placing my hands on my hips in a show of defiance, I said, “I’m perfectly capable of doing that!”

The second boy that had walked over said, “Sure you are, sugar. But why risk it, right?”

I’m not helpless, I thought, as I folded my arms and frowned. I jumped when Nick released the front straps compressing the front forks into the rail holding the wheel. Both boys laughed.

Nick and the boy who took my place rolled the bike off the trailer. Nick looked up and said, “Hey, thanks guys.”

The boys who helped grinned at me. “Anytime.”

Without asking for me to help, Nick grunted as he began to remove the sidecar from the back of the pickup. I folded my arms and said, “Don’t I get to help?”

As he set the sidecar on the ground next to the bike Nick said, “If you want to help, bring me a twelve millimeter out of my toolbox.”

I guessed I could handle that. I opened the lid of his tool box which allowed me to pull out the drawers. It took a couple of tries to find the drawer with the wrenches. I pulled one out and took it over to Nick. He took it without looking at it.

He placed the wrench and gave it a hard pull to crack the nut loose. The wrench immediately slipped off, causing his hand to slam into the bike’s frame. Nick howled in pain.

Shaking his hurt hand, Nick picked the wrench off the ground. He scowled at it as he shook it at me. “Damn! This is a fourteen you stupid bitch! Don’t you know the difference between twelve and fourteen?” He angrily threw the wrench into the toolbox drawer and extracted a different one. He held it up to me. “See the little twelve? That’s your clue. As long as you’ve been around bikes, you should be able to judge the size just by looking.”

“I’m sorry Nick! I could have sworn I’d grabbed the twelve!” I took a few steps towards him. “Are you hurt? Your knuckle’s bleeding.”

In a mocking voice, Nick said, “Of course I’m hurt. But I’ll live. Probably.” He pulled a grimy red shop rag from his hip pocket and wiped the blood from his hand.

Doug walked up and looked between me and Nick. “Is everything okay over here, Randi?” I sighed. I really don’t need a knight in shining armor.

Nick jabbed a finger towards Doug. “Cheeze, man! Are you going to stick your nose into our shit every time she screws up?” He referred to me as ‘she.’ Maybe I should just go home.

Doug shrugged. “I was just checking that everything’s okay.” He looked at me.

I said, “Thanks for your concern, Doug, but everything’s fine. Everyone knows what a hothead Nick is, and that’s why he wins races.”

Nick frowned at me. “You don’t have to defend me. Look, I’m sorry I yelled. Right now I need your help in attaching the side car.”

#

Maybe this was a bad idea?

I stood crouched, with all my muscles tensed, as I held tightly on the railing of the sidecar. I re-positioned my goggles so they were snug over my eyes. I have to admit that I was very excited hearing the roaring of the big bore engines waiting to be released. There was the loud clunk as Nick held the clutch, and dropped the transmission down into first gear. I knew his vision had narrowed down to the starting gate in front of the bikes, waiting to see it fall.

I tightened my grip on the railing as I crouched and tightened my muscles. I watched the gate fall as Nick revved the engine and released the clutch. The front wheel lifted from the ground, and I could just imagine the rooster tail of dirt behind us. I was pulled back hard, but I maintained my grip on the bar.

I threw my weight into the first turn. Whoever was the monkey on the bike in front of me lost their grip and slid off the side car and into the dirt. The bike tumbled end over end. Nick expertly dodged the wrecked bike and opened his throttle wider. Anticipating the next turn, I threw myself against the railing and arched my back as far as I could over the railing.

My head was close to the ground, and I gritted my teeth watching the dirt dash beneath my head. The track climbed upwards, and I had to toss my body against another rail to keep the front wheel in the dirt. A ribbon of dirt pounded into me.

I almost lost my grip when hitting a berm launched us off the ground and tossed me unexpectedly onto the rail. It was all I could do to keep from falling off the side car.

As I pulled myself back up, I had to lean hard into a curve as Nick powered through it, the spinning rear wheel sliding us through the curve and showered me with mud.

Nick stood up on the foot pegs and waved his arms as we coasted to a stop. He pushed the mud from his visor and lifted it. Grinning, he shouted, “Great work, babe! We won!” I slid down to sit on the platform of the side car and gave Nick a thumbs up.

I was exhausted. Only five more heats to go….

#

As the afternoon drew late, all the teams gathered around the official’s table awaiting the results. We were all tired, hot, sweaty, and covered in dirt. I almost didn’t care who won, as long as I could hit a shower soon.

As they were setting out the trophies on the table and before they announced the winners, a race official pointed at me and shouted, “Hey! You. The little girl in pink. Come up here and help us hand out the trophies.”

There was applause and several shouts of, “Get up there, Randi!”

I looked over at Nick, and he just grinned, pointed at the trophy table and said, “Go!”

Embarrassed all to hell, I flashed a weak smile and got up next to the table. The trophies went from the 100cc class up to the open class that Nick raced in.

The first racer to be presented a trophy was a teen and, I have to say, despite being as sweaty and dirty as the rest of us, was kind of cute. There was applause as he took his trophy and held it up in the air. He was directed off the stage, but before he left the stage, he stopped and shouted, “Don’t I get a kiss?” Holy crap. He didn’t just say that did he?

The whistles and whooping rose in volume. All eyes were on me. I wanted to run away. Nick and several of his buddies were grinning. I took a deep breath, stood on my tip toes and kissed the boy’s cheek to even more cheers.

And so it went, as each winner was announced, I kissed them on the cheek, including the one girl winner. We both grinned at each other.

And then we finally got to the biggest trophy for the biggest race. Everyone knew the trophy would go to either Nick or Doug. Both competed fiercely with each other to win a hard fought race.

The official said, “And finally we’re down to the winner of open class sidehack races. This beautiful trophy goes to….” He paused to wink at me. “The trophy goes to… well shit, man. We have a tie! Nick Wilson and Doug Ashton!” There was applause and cheering. I grinned and clapped for both.

Doug punched Nick in the shoulder, and then shook his hand. They both climbed onto the stage and I handed each a large trophy. Nick and Doug both held their trophy up high to cheers and applause. Nick smirked at me and raised an eyebrow.

I whispered, “I don’t have to kiss you if you don’t want me to.”

He laughed, “You don’t get off that easy.” He started to put his arm around me, but in a heartbeat, Doug bent me backward and planted a deep, toe curling romantic kiss on the lips until I had to gasp for air. I couldn’t help myself as I put my arm around his neck and kissed him back to the roar, cheering and applause from the crowd. Nick frowned.

This was going to be an interesting summer….

###


Part 2

The front door closed a bit more loudly than I had anticipated. From the kitchen, Mom called out, “Randy? Where have you been?”

I walked into the kitchen and said, “I was at the track, Mom. Remember? I told y’all about watching Nick race. Where’s Dad?”

Mom shook her head. “On the back patio watching that stupid TV.” Dad had put a roof over the patio and then installed a big screen TV so he could watch football outside to get the football weather effect. Dad’s a real football nut, and he’s pissed I didn’t get any of those genes.

Mom looked down at the pot she was stirring. “You were almost late for dinner.” She looked over at me for a second before narrowing her eyes at me. She reached over and tugged on pink scarf I was stupidly still wearing. “What’s this?”

“Ah. Just something I found on the ground,” I lied.

Mom shook her head at me and grunted. “I doubt that. That’s silk, it’s not going to be just rolling around at the track. Did Nick give it to you?” I’ve always wondered if Mom had ESP or something.

No point lying again. I said, “Yes, actually.” In a way he did.

Mom checked the oven. “Doesn’t really surprise me. You spend too much time with that thug. Actually, I thought you were sweet on that boy…what’s his name? Colin? At least he seems nice.”

I frowned at Mom. “I’m not sweet on him, Mom. We’re just friends.”

Mom chuckled. “Whatever. Just go wash your hands and let your father know dinner’s ready.” I nodded and started to walk away, when she grabbed my arm and squinted at me. “Were you wearing goggles all afternoon? It left a mark.”

I shrugged. “Yeah, so?” No point in lying about that.

Mom asked, “You weren’t racing, were you?”

I frowned at Mom. “I don’t have a bike, remember?”

Mom pointed a finger at me. “Don’t take that tone with me, young man! Are you sure you didn’t race today?”

I gestured extending my arms. “I don’t have a bike! Nobody’s gonna loan me one!”

Mom shook her head at me again. “Go wash up.”

As I turned to walk down the hall I asked, “What’s for dinner, anyway?”

Mom said flatly, “Chicken fried steak.”

I grinned. “My favorite!”

#

“Were you at the track?” asked my best friend Colin.

I nodded uselessly at my cell phone. “Yeah.”

“That’s what I thought since I didn’t see you at the arcade,” said Colin. The arcade at the strip mall was my favorite hangout besides the track. I just wish half the games weren’t broken.

“You weren’t there? I thought you told me you had GTX in your veins.”

“Well, I wasn’t racing Sunday. I’m trying to save some money. But I wish I could have been there,” exclaimed Colin. “Mitch said that Nick had one bodacious bitch as his monkey. Said she was hot dressed in pink leathers; I would have liked to have seen her. Do you know if Nick is racing next weekend?”

“He is. Next Saturday,” I said, not sure what to think about being referred to as a bodacious bitch. “But it won’t be here. The races will be in Alpine at the 16th street track.”

Colin said incredulously, “That track is still used?”

I said, “Well, yeah. Nick races TT steeplechase there.”

Colin let out a low whistle. “The ground is really hard there. Loose sand and gravel. Anyway. Do you know if that chick will be there?”

I sighed, “I think he’s looking for a new monkey. She was just temporary.”

“Ah man,” complained Colin. “Let me know if he’s still going to use her next week.”

I laughed, “Are you in love or something?”

Sounding serious, Colin said, “Maybe. Mitch sent a picture from when she was kissing all the winners. It’s a bit fuzzy but she still looks awesome. I wish I’d won. But then you have to race in order to win.”

I said, “I didn’t think she was all that exciting, myself.” Why the hell am I referring to myself as a girl? I should just end this fiasco right now.

“Colin. Look, you need to understand something. I--”

“Hey bro,” interrupted Colin. “I need to go. Catchcha later, huh?” He disconnected.

#

“Hey man. Thanks for coming over,” said Nick sitting on his garage floor next to his bike. “I just need an extra pair of hands for five minutes, and then you can go to your movie.”

Colin had called me earlier to ask if I’d go to a movie with him. He wanted to see the new Nathan Adams movie ‘That’s my brain!.’ It’s some science fiction/horror/comedy flick. Since Colin broke up with his girlfriend, we’ve been hanging out together more. It irritated me when Mom told me my date was here to pick me up.

Colin said, “No problem, Nick. What’s going on?”

Nick frowned. “I’m trying to slide the cylinders down, but I don’t have enough hands to feed the cam chain through it.”

Colin crouched down next to Nick’s bike. “No problem.”

I stood there, feeling helpless. “Anything I can do?”

Nick grunted as he lifted the cylinder over the top of the mounts. “I think Colin’s got it.”

As he held tightly to the cam chain, Colin said, “I got a question for you, Nick.”

Nick grunted again as he picked up the head. “Ask away.”

Colin re-adjusted his position, trying to avoid putting his knee down on the oily floor. “What can you tell me about this chick in the pink leathers?”

Nick glanced over at me and winked. “What do you need to know? She’s jailbait, you know.” Nick struggled with the head a moment. “Don’t let go of that.”

Colin laughed, “Technically, so am I. I just want to get to know her. Is that so bad?”

Nick pushed the master link in place. “You can let go now.” He sat up and wiped his hand with a nearby red shop rag. “It wouldn’t surprise me if you didn’t already know her.”

“Come on, Nick. Throw me a bone here,” pleaded Colin.

Nick frowned at Colin after he got up from the floor. “You have any idea how many guys asked me about this chick? I’m not running her fucking dating service. She does a job for me and that’s all I care about.”

Colin said, “Sheesh. I’m just asking. Are you dating her yourself?”

Nick glanced over at me and laughed. “Naw. She’s a bit too skinny for my taste. But hey man, thanks for your help.”

Colin grinned. “No problem. Are you going to be at Alpine next Saturday?”

Nick grinned back. “You bet. Catch you guys later.”

#

On our way to the theater Colin asked, out-of-the-blue, “You’ve met her, right?”

Giving Colin a confused look, I asked, “Met who?”

Colin shook his hands in the air instead of driving and exclaimed, “The pink monkey girl! Who else would I mean? You hang around Nick a lot, so you’ve had to have met her!”

I frowned at Colin. “She doesn’t live with Nick and she’s not dating him. I’ve only seen her at the track.”

“I intend to meet her,” said a determined Colin.

“You’re just setting yourself up for disappointment,” I said, trying to discourage him.

Colin wrinkled up his nose at me. “Is she ugly or something?”

I shrugged. “There’s a reason Nick hired her as a monkey.”

“Bullshit!” exclaimed Colin as we drove into the Cineplex parking lot.

I sighed, “Just remember. Having isn’t always as pleasurable as wanting.”

Colin laughed, “Thank you, Mr. Spock.”

#

It was oh-dark-thirty as Nick and I stood in his garage to load up his truck. It was Saturday morning, and we had a hundred and fifty mile drive ahead of us to get to Alpine for the next race. The fluorescent light fixture was buzzing and flickering and giving me a headache.

Mom and Dad think I’m just riding along to help Nick load and unload his bike. I don’t like lying to my own parents but, if I told them the truth, I’d be snug in my bed instead of holding Nick’s bike in place after I mashed a finger.

I held his bike on the bike trailer as Nick tightened down the straps. As Nick slammed the tailgate closed on his aging Ford F-150, he said, “Go change into your leathers, we need to get going.”

I frowned. “I can’t keep doing this Nick. Two weeks ago you said you were going to get a new rider.”

Nick frowned back at me. “Why? I’d have to pay them. I haven’t gotten any sponsors yet. You get to race, so no big deal.”

“I’m wearing pink leathers! I’m being mistaken for a girl!” I complained.

“I think it’s hilarious,” laughed Nick.

I sighed. “Eventually, I’m going to run into someone I know! Colin is determined to see the girl.”

“And when you do, we’ll have a big laugh about it. Now go put on your leathers so we can hit the road.”

I ran off to Nick’s living room and proceeded to strip, then squeeze into the very pink leathers which has caught a lot of attention, as well as Colin’s imagination. My slight frame and longish hair as well as being dressed in bright pink, does help to suggest I’m female.

I picked up my helmet and set it down on the jump seat in the small cab of Nick’s truck. I climbed into the truck and waited for Nick to lock up his house. The sun was just breaking the horizon.

Nick got into his truck and cranked the engine. He put on a pair of shades and adjusted them. He turned towards me with a grin and said, “Alright, campers. Let’s roll.” Sometimes I think Nick has landed on his head one too many times.

The drive to Alpine was mostly uneventful, although Nick’s choice of very loud heavy metal music made the trip seem even longer than it was. We drove through several patches of rain, but it was sunny and dry when we hit the 16th street track in Alpine. There were a lot of bikes, and we were participating in just one of the events at the big motocross track. While not exactly a national park, there were a lot of trees lining the track. Just perfect for running into.

After arriving, we had to unload the bike and start preparing. I got the same treatment as before in not being allowed to help with the heavy, dirty work. Not by Nick, but by the other riders around us. Nick did gather his own wrenches rather than asking me to fetch them for him.

It was so embarrassing to stand there doing nothing, while attracting attention from men and boys walking through the pit area. Most just stared at me with goofy expressions as they walked past. A few actually stopped and talked to me. Flirting I guess would be a better word for it.

While Nick was checking out his bike, a local news crew of all things walked up to me. All the men staring at me, moved in a bit closer as the news guy and his cameraman got close. A female motocrosser gave me a thumbs up.

“Excuse me, miss,” said the newsguy politely. “Marvin Raskin, Big 2 News. Do you mind if we have a few words with you?”

Feeling even more embarrassed, I said, “Sure. I guess.”

Smiling, Marvin said, “We couldn’t help but notice you in your obvious feminine attire. We wanted to ask you about how you feel being one of the few women participating in this testosterone fueled event?”

How can I answer this since I’m not a woman? I said, “I don’t know about anyone else, but I don’t have any problems. The women racers get respect because they win.”

Marvin asked, “You don’t race your own bike, correct?”

I chuckled, “I’m a monkey. I toss my body weight around to help control the bike.”

“How do you feel about your chances today?”

I folded my arms and said, “The same as anyone’s. This is a tough track. And we’re trying to motocross with a sidecar. I’m going to be busy.”

Marvin took a step closer to me and said, “I’ve talked to several other riders here about you. More than a few are concerned that such a small girl as yourself could get hurt doing this. You’re the only female in this class, and some feel that Nick Wilson, your racer, is putting you at undue risk, just for a stunt.”

I took a deep breath and stood staring icily at Marvin for several moments. I said, “We’re here to race, and we’re here to win.” I turned, terminating the interview, to walk over to see if I could assist Nick in anything. Marvin walked away to pester someone else.

Crouched in the dirt, Nick looked up at me as I approached and grinned. “Well, if’n you ain’t the darlin’ of the racetrack. Just soakin’ up all that attention. I think every guy at the track has asked me if you’re single, but most walk away after I tell them you’re seventeen. You have a lot of fans.”

I grunted. “Just because I’m wearing pink leathers. Just ridiculous.”

Nick stood up, pushing his longish, greasy hair out of his face. “There’s that, but I guess you can’t see it. You make a very pretty girl. If I didn’t know better, I’d be tempted to hit on you myself.”

I wrinkled my nose at him. “That’s kinda creepy, Nick.”

He laughed, “Don’t worry, you’re safe. From me anyways.” He retrieved a grimy red shop rag from his back pocket and proceeded to smear oil and grease around on his hands. “Hey. Would you mind hanging out here in the pit to keep an eye on my stuff. I’ll go get us a couple of hotdogs from the concession stand.”

I frowned. “I left my wallet at your house, Nick. I can’t even squeeze my fingers into these pockets.”

Nick waved me off as he started to walk away. “I got it. Pretty girls don’t pay.” He chuckled.

Just great. He left me alone with all these men around. Actually, I felt sure no one would bother me. I sat on his truck’s tailgate to wait for his return.

While sitting on the tailgate, a couple of boys, looking around eighteen or so approached me. I wanted to run.

A boy with wild sandy blond hair and an embarrassed smile said, “Hey.”

I smiled weakly back. “Hey.” This guy might be a real heartbreaker with the girls, because I have to admit he’s very cute. But he’s not exactly a stellar conversationalist.

The pointed at me and asked, “You’re Randi, right?”

I smiled at him. “That’s the rumor.”

He released an embarrassed laugh. “We were just wanting to ask you… you don’t have to… if we could take a picture with you?”

My gut told me to tell this kid to get lost, but I smiled at him and said, “Sure.” I slid off the tail gate to stand on the ground.

The boy who asked stepped very close to me, and slid his arm around my waist. I didn’t really like him doing that, but I figured it would be over quickly. He wore a big grin while his friend took several pictures. Of course, his friend wanted pictures as well.

Before the two boys could walk away, one of the girl motocrossers walked up with her phone and asked one of the boys to take a picture with me. She put her hand on my shoulder and smiled, while one of the boys took her picture. I thought my sudden celebrity was just crazy. Another racer, one of the older men, had me sit side saddle on his motocross bike while he stood behind me.

Nick finally returned with our hotdogs and some sodas. He laughed looking at me as I got another picture taken. “What in the Sam Hill is going on here?” He set our food down on his truck’s tailgate. “I think I’m going to start charging for photos.”

I shrugged at Nick as I walked up to the tailgate to grab a hotdog. “I don’t know what that was all about. All of a sudden, everyone wanted my picture.”

A girl racer walked next to me while pushing her bike. She looked rather scruffy with dirty leathers and muddy boots. She slapped my ass and grinned. “It’s because you’re an angel.” She laughed and walked on.

A guy I recognized from being in Nick’s graduating class took a swig from his water bottle and punched Nick on the shoulder. He said, “She is an angel. Where did you find her, Nick.”

I frowned. “I think you guys are crazy.”

#

Nick jumped on the starter after we rolled the bike to the starting line and the engine roared to life. I climbed onto the sidecar and looked at the line-up. Some of these guys were well seasoned pros. Not that Nick is a slacker. I admit that I was more than a bit apprehensive about this race. In two previous motocross races two racers won themselves an ambulance ride into town. This track has earned its bad rep.

A race official set the starting gate in front of the line-up. I crouched and got a tight grip on the sidecar’s railing. I heard the bike’s transmission clunk down into first gear amid all the revving engines.

The gate dropped, and I was pulled back as Nick released the clutch. The back wheel, instead of a rooster tail of dirt, just spun on the hard ground. There was a short straight away at the start that turned into a very tight turn at a dip. Everyone’s goal was to be the first one at the turn to avoid the bottleneck.

We slammed into the bike in front of us causing us to roll on our side, tossing me into the dirt. I lay on the ground slightly dazed and, before I could regain my feet, I had the air knocked out of me, when I was pushed back onto the ground as the bike behind us used my back as a ramp to launch himself over two fallen bikes.

I scrambled to my feet and rushed to help Nick right our bike. Gasoline had been running out of the filler cap on the tank and sizzled as it hit the hot engine. Bikes were trying to get around us as Nick kicked the engine through twice before it started.

I held on for dear life as Nick quickly maneuvered around the choke point and opened the throttle wide. A couple of short hills got us airborne a few times, tossing me around on the side car, only to lean hard in a turn.

Another downward hill, and we managed to get the wheels off the ground to land hard on the front wheel, nearly tossing me over the front rail of the side car. Something had been knocked loose, but I couldn’t tell what it was. We splashed through a shallow stream before another sharp turn.

A sudden drop compressed the front forks, again almost tossing me from the side car, and then we hit another hill. As we neared the top, the rear wheel just began to spin on the hard surface of the dirt, and it found little traction.

As we slid through the gravel of another sharp turn, a bike in front of us slid off the track and slammed into a tree. On a gravel strewn straightway, Nick twisted the throttle all the way, and then went into a broad slide as we began a new circuit of the track. I was going to be black and blue after all this.

Nick had us roar across the finish line, grabbing third place. As we rolled to a stop, I jumped off the side car and collapsed on a grassy spot under a tree. I was exhausted. There were two more heats in this race, and I wasn’t sure if I could make it. The monkey on the bike that came in second, stretched his muscles as he stepped off the side car.

He looked at me laying on the ground, breathing hard, and exclaimed, “Shit man, I thought this was supposed to be a tough course!” He laughed as he and his team mate rolled their bike back to their pit area.

As we stood up, Nick looked at me and laughed. “Shit Randi. You have a tread mark up your back!”

“Yeah, some asshole used me as a ramp!” I said, as I stretched out my muscles.

Looking at me seriously, Nick asked, “You okay?”

I nodded. “I don’t think anything’s broken. But now my leathers are ruined.”

Nick looked at my back again. “I think the cleaners can take that out.”

#

I think I slept some of the drive back home. I hope Nick stayed awake. Anyway it was pretty late getting back to Nick’s garage. After the last race, both of us were pretty exhausted. At least when they handed out trophies, the track had their own trophy girl to give out kisses. Nick finished 4th overall, so we were both disappointed.

I handed the pink leathers to Nick after I’d changed. He promised to take them to a cleaner. They probably needed a good cleaning anyway.

As I was walking to my car, parked outside Nick’s house, my cell phone notified me I had a message. Who the crap would be messaging me at this hour? I pulled the phone from my pocket to read the text message. I froze for a moment. I rushed back to Nick’s house and rang his doorbell multiple times.

“What the hell’s your problem, Randy? I thought you were leaving.” Nick had already removed his shirt.

I handed him my phone. “We have a problem.” The message was from Colin who had stayed home instead of going to Alpine to watch the races. In his message was the picture of me in the pink leathers with that one cute boy with his arm around my waist. The text read, “Randi! I had no idea you were a girl!”

###


Part 3

“I am not a girl!” I shouted into the phone when I called Colin. “How can you say that? I mean, are you serious?”

Colin laughed, “Who is in that picture? It’s the girl in pink leathers that everyone is talking about, that’s who! Fess up!”

“Colin, are you high?” I asked, getting frustrated. “How many years have we known each other? You’re pissing me off, man. I can’t believe you’re talking like this!”

“I’m sorry… but listening to you right now while staring at this picture, I’m hearing a girt talk,” said Colin in a calm voice. “I never made the connection before.”

“That’s it!” I shouted, getting more and more angry. “I don’t care about what time it is. I’m going to come to your house, wake up your whole neighborhood and drop my pants.”

“Don’t do that,” said Colin. “I’ve seen you in the shower at PE. I know you’re not physically female, but it’s beyond that.”

“You’ve looked at me in the shower? Seriously? And what do you mean ‘it’s beyond that?’ ”

“I was blind to it, until I saw this picture,” explained Colin. “Now it’s undeniable: you’re a girl.”

“You’re insane,” I exclaimed. “Look. You’re full of shit. I’m really tired and I’m going to bed. Trust me, I’m not a girl. I’m hanging up now.” Colin was in mid-sentence when I disconnected the call.

#

“Say that again? I’m not sure I heard you correctly.”

I hadn’t been talking to anyone all week; I was so pissed off at everyone. Nick called me Friday night and said I needed to be over at his place before the dawn again, as the next race was going to be in Carlsbad and it’s a three hour drive. As we were loading up his truck, he started talking crazy again.

Nick said, “If you don’t want to, I can’t make you, but this is a great opportunity for both of us. You make some cash and I get a sponsor so maybe I can have a bike that’s not held together with chewing gum and bailing wire.”

“But you want me to be a model?” I asked incredulously. “In those pink leathers, with a tread mark up the back?”

Nick chuckled, “The cleaner got that out. But just listen for a second, the track’s owner has ties with several bike dealers and auto parts houses in the area. And he’s serious. He thinks your image in the pink leathers could move products. Everyone likes to look at a pretty girl.”

I frowned at the phone and said sourly, “I’m not a girl.”

Nick said, “Irregardless, he thinks--”

Interrupting, I said, “Irregardless isn’t a word.”

Sounding annoyed, Nick exclaimed, “Who cares? A group of people want to actually pay you money to hold a container of oil, or pretend you’re pointing at something, so they can make a cardboard cutout of you and even shoot a TV spot. I tell you babe, you’re hot property right now. Everyone wants to know who you are, and they want to see more of you. People ask me all the time about you. Locally, you’ve captured a lot of men’s imaginations.”

“You called me ‘babe.’ I don’t think I like the idea of attracting men,” I said with disgust in my voice.

Nick shrugged. “It’s just role play. Give it some thought. No immediate decision, but the longer you wait, the more likely the money will go to someone else. Right now, you get money, I get a sponsor and the track gets promoted. It’s a win all around.”

I frowned. “But everyone thinks I’m a girl.”

Shaking his head, Nick said, “Honestly, does it really matter? When you buff it down to the primer, you’re basically a nobody. Sorry, but let’s be honest here. You don’t have a girlfriend, or even any prospects. Nobody knows who you are, except for a few of your loser friends at school. But right now, you’re a gold mine.”

I sat down on a box that had been laying on Nick’s garage floor for months now and said, “If you think it’s so great, you wear the pink leathers and make the big bucks.”

Nick laughed uproariously, “That’s funny. No seriously. For starters, those leathers are way too small for me, and I’d just look like a dude in pink leathers. But you, you come off as a chick. Even now, you remind me of some of my ex’s when we argued about something. Which reminds me. We need to hit the road soon, so go change into your leathers so we can go.”

“I should just go home,” I said with a frown.

Nick punched my shoulder. “Hey man, we’re a team. Go change.”

I walked into Nick’s house and picked up the leathers he’d left laying on his couch. I was surprised. The tread mark up the back was indeed gone, and they had a nice clean smell as well. I frowned at the leathers. I only agreed to do this because he said he was going to get someone permanent to be his monkey. I need to talk to him about that. I sighed and changed into the leathers.

As I walked out into his garage, Nick was just putting away his cell phone. He looked over at me with a grimace. “Bad news, babe.”

I scowled at Nick. “Stop calling me that!”

He gave me a confused look. “Calling you what? Anyway, that was Johnson with the racing organization. The race today in Carlsbad has been canceled due to flooding. Half the track is under water. Like three feet or more. There’s no other track the circuit can use today.”

Feeling disappointed, I said, “So that’s it? We just go home?”

Nick slid the sidecar from the pickup bed, set it on the garage floor and slammed the tailgate closed before answering. He said, “If you want to come along, I can use your help. I think I’ll get in a motocross today at the local track.”

“Sure. I’ll go,” I said with a shrug. “I’ll just go change.”

Nick shook his head. “Naw, leave it. I was going to leave now anyway.”

“What are you talking about? The track doesn’t even open at this hour.”

Grinning, Nick said, “I was thinking of getting breakfast for a change at that little café near the track. It’s been years since I’ve had French Toast.”

Frowning, I said, “I didn’t bring any money with me, since you said you were bringing snacks.”

Nick nodded. “I was going to pick up some stuff on the way out of town, although there’s a concession stand at the track. But don’t worry, I got you covered.”

“I’m not comfortable with you paying my way all the time,” I said leaning on his truck.

Nick waved his hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about it. I’ve said before, pretty girls don’t pay.” He got into his truck.

As I opened the passenger door, I said, “You’re not going to stop, are you?”

Looking puzzled, Nick asked, “Stop what? Get in so we can go.”

#

I was shocked to see so many vehicles at the café. And it looked to be mostly a racer crowd. I looked around and didn’t see many places left to sit.

The waitress walked to us and said, “Sit anywhere you can find a spot. Our last booth is over there by the window. And miss, I have to say, those are really cute leathers. Do you race too?”

Ignoring her calling me ‘miss’, I said, “Usually I’m his monkey in sidehack races.”

The woman smiled and said, “I don’t know what that is, but if you say so. Menus are already on the table.”

Nick pointed to the booth by the window. “That okay?”

I shrugged. “Good as any, I guess. We can watch it rain.” We got sprinkled on as we approached the café. The local track wasn’t going to flood like the track in Carlsbad because of some rain. But it sure as hell is going to get muddy.

As Nick picked up a menu he said, “Order whatever you want. I’ve heard this place is really good.”

I started to pick up a menu and said with a grin, “Since you’re buying, I think I’ll get the Lobster Newburg and sixteen ounce sirloin.”

Chuckling, Nick said as he waved his menu, “I don’t think they have that. I’m getting French Toast and two orders of bacon. And a beer.”

I shook my head. “You’re only nineteen, dude. Maybe an orange juice.”

Nick shrugged. “Maybe they don’t card here. Anyway, you’re probably right.”

After the waitress took our order, a guy I’ve seen around the track walked up to Nick on his way out of the café. “Hey Nick. That sucks about Carlsbad.”

Nick nodded. “Dude! Don’t you know it? I was really looking forward to racing there. But, it’s hard to race in three feet of water! So I’m going to motocross here today.”

The guy pointed out the window in the direction of Nick’s truck. “On that thing? Good luck.” He looked over at me. “What’s your little girl gonna do? Ride on the back?”

Nick laughed, “Yeah, right. She’s my cheering section.” He chuckled again. I scowled at Nick.

The guy laughed. “I think you made her mad. See ya at the track.” He waved and left.

Fuming, I growled, “Why do you keep encouraging people to think I’m a girl?”

Before Nick could think of a snappy answer, our breakfast arrived. As the waitress set my plate down, she said, “Here you go, sugar.”

#

We sat in the truck. My hair was plastered down from being wet. I stuck my hand out the window. “I think the rain has stopped.” We were out in the rain when we unloaded Nick’s bike and stood around in the mud for several minutes.

Nick closed his eyes. “My race doesn’t even start for another thirty minutes. I’ll just take a quick nap.”

Before I could say something remotely clever, there was a tap on the truck’s door. I took a look and it was Colin. I opened the door and jumped out.

Colin grinned. “Hey Randi, I thought I’d catch you guys here. I heard about Carlsbad. And you look nice today.”

I lightly punched Colin on the shoulder. “Hey Colin. Yeah, Nick didn’t want to waste a race day so he came out to motocross.” How the hell do I process a boy telling me I look nice? I just mumbled a thanks.

Colin frowned. “That’s good. For me, it was a wasted trip out here.” That’s when I noticed he wasn’t putting his weight on his left foot.

I pointed. “Did you hurt your leg?”

Colin grimaced. “Yeah. It was really stupid. As we were unloading my bike out of the truck, I lost my grip and it fell on my foot. I don’t think I could race with this foot.”

Nick had gotten out of his truck and walked around to where we were. He said, “Don’t be a baby. I know guys who saw the casts off their broken legs so they can race.

Shaking his head, Colin said, “I just do this for fun. I just hope my foot’s not broken.”

“Well, that sucks,” admitted Nick.

Colin’s eyes lit up. “Randi, would you like to race? My 250 won’t be doing anything else today.”

I grunted a laugh. “That is definitely temping. But Mom’s given me a strict no racing rule.”

Colin folded his arms. “Your mother ain’t here. Besides, she’s still punishing you for an accident you had on a bicycle! Time to move on, man.”

“I don’t like lying to my mom,” I said seriously.

Nick busted out a laugh, “Since when?”

I brushed the hair out of my eyes. “Crap, man. I’ve been itching to get in a race.” I bit my lower lip for a few moments while I concentrated on a nearby mud puddle. I said, “Hell. I’ll take you up on that!”

Colin grinned. “Cool! While you grab my bike, I’ll hobble over to the table and get you signed up. See you in a few.”

As Colin walked slowly away, Nick and I went over to Colin’s truck. We said hello to his dad, and told him Colin said we could take the bike. He just nodded and popped open a beer. I’m not sure if beer’s allowed at the track.

As I pushed the bike back to where we were parked, Nick said, “That’s a nice bike. You should get your dad to buy you one.”

I grunted a short laugh. “Yeah right. Mom will never let him buy one.”

Nick shrugged. “My sister cried and whined until our dad finally broke down and bought her prom dress. You should try the same tactic.”

I shook my head at Nick. “Maybe if I was trying to get a dress. But a bike is a different animal.”

“Won’t know until you try,” said Nick as he crouched down to inspect the bike more closely.

#

“You did what?” I’m afraid my voice went a little shrill as I yelled at Colin.

“Hey, I did you a favor,” said Colin. “And they said they needed one more rider for that class, or they weren’t going to have it.”

Nick said seriously, “It’s probably good for you. You’ve never raced motocross, it’s different from BMX.”

Fuming, I snarled, “But the powder-puff class? That’s all girls!”

“So?” smirked Colin.

“I’m not a girl.” I folded my arms.

“Nobody believes you,” said Colin with a grin.

Nick said, “Don’t get your panties in a wad. Every one of those girls is an experienced motocrosser. You’ll have your work cut out for you. Plus, this gives you experience.”

“But powder-puff?” I groaned.

Colin said, “Girl, you’ll do great.”

“Cut it out, man. I’m not a girl.”

#

I’m sure I was quite a sight – pink leathers, pink helmet, pink scarf around my neck as I straddled Colin’s 250 on the starting line. The girl on my left, who I learned later was named Becky, was the favorite to win. I’ve watched her race in some of the other classes, and she could give Nick a run for his money. The girl on my right, Kat, is also a tough competitor. I’ve got my work cut out for me. Seriously, these girls are good.

My focus was on the starting gate in front of us. The course is the same as everyone else races on. And today, it was especially muddy. At the bottom of one hill was a six inch deep pool of water that, from the previous races, had become a pool of mud. My muscles tensed as I snicked the transmission down into first, holding the clutch and revving the engine.

The gate fell, so I revved the engine and let out the clutch. At first, my front wheel came off the ground as my rear wheel showered anyone behind me with mud. I was leading off the line but, as we came into the first turn, Becky cut in on my inside and showered me with mud as she gained distance on me. I couldn’t see a damned thing, and managed to pull the plastic tear-off on my face shield so I could see.

Kat was trying to catch me on the right, but I managed to stay ahead of her. I sailed over the washboards and managed to grab some air on the rise on the end of the washboards. I thought I saw Colin getting close to the track, but I had to stay focused.

Becky and I both hit the bottom of the hill together, showering each other in muddy water. She managed to pull away again. Kat was too far back to worry about. I tried to will my bike to go faster as I powered around a berm, staying right on Becky’s tail.

As we came around the last turn that started the second lap, the bike almost slid out from under me as I drug my foot through the mud. That cost me some precious time, and Kat managed to pass me. I was able to catch her on the washboards. As I approached the hill, I saw Colin holding his phone ready for a picture.

I hit the hill hard and launched into the air. I crossed up the bike, and took my hand off the handlebars long enough to flash Colin a V-sign. I managed to grab the handlebar just before I slammed back onto the track. Showing off cost me as Kat roared past me again. We both gained on Becky as she almost missed the turn.

Kat and I kept trading places throughout the race, and all three of us were starting to look like mud-men. As we crossed the finish line, it was Becky, me and Kat and then whoever the hell was after Kat.

The rest of the afternoon was much the same. Just back and forth, back and forth, but with Becky almost always in the lead. The three of us managed to shut out the rest of the pack. Well, the rest of the pack was just two other girls. Did I just say “other girls”? I managed to win one heat, but other than that, it was Becky’s show.

Overall, I finished second, which isn’t bad for my first time out. But still, I got beat by a girl. And in Nick’s open class, he managed to snare third place overall. The local dealers would provide a cash prize for anyone placing on one of their brand of bikes.

After the last race, Becky walked up to me as I was pushing my bike back to the pit area and lightly punched my shoulder. “Great race, girl! I really had to work for it.”

I laughed. “I’ll be ready for you next time.”

Kat pointed at the officials table. “They’re putting the trophies out. I’m sure each of us three got one.”

We started walking over to the table as the trophies were being set out. All the racers were walking that way too. The track had hired a trophy girl, which was a relief. I didn’t want to kiss any more cheeks if I didn’t have to. The model they hired was hot. Long legs, go-go boots and a miniskirt, along with big boobs and long hair. A definite improvement over me handing out trophies.

After most of the trophies had been handed out, the race official stood up on the table and said, “Today, we had a special class that was just for the ladies. We have three trophies to hand out. Where’s Colin? Hey, since you had a hand in organizing this class, why don’t you give these young ladies a thrill and hand out the trophies for them. That’s right. Get your butt up here.” There was a little cheering as well as clapping for Colin.

Colin got up on the table. He said, “Thank you, thank you. It will certainly be my pleasure to present these trophies to such well deserved winners. The first trophy to be presented goes to Becky Stein. Don’t let her size fool you, she’s one bad-ass on the track. Becky, come on up here.”

As she got up on the dais, Colin handed her a very nice trophy. “For first place over-all in the powder-puff class, I’m more than pleased to present you with this trophy.” Colin then bent over and gave Becky a big kiss on her cheek. A shock of cold bolted down my spine. Colin is going to kiss me. He patted Becky’s butt as she jumped down from the dais.

Grinning broadly, Colin said, “Next we have a first timer riding her own bike, but certainly not a new face around here. Randi, come on up and get your trophy. This one you don’t have to share with Nick!” I stepped up on the dais amid applause and cheers. Colin held out the second place trophy for me. I looked stonily out at the audience and whispered, “Okay, Colin. Let’s get this over with.” I closed my eyes. It’s just on the cheek, but still…

As Colin leaned down for the kiss, he said, “Hey!” That caused me to turn my head to look over at him and that’s when he planted his lips squarely onto mine. Aargh! I’ve been kissed by a boy! His lips lingered on mine for a few moments. His lips were warm and soft and the kiss felt actually kinda nice. Have I lost my mind?? I opened my eyes and pulled away from him. Colin was grinning at me.

The race official said, “I guess we should have expected that to happen at some point. Carry on, Colin.” Colin patted my butt as well as I jumped off the dais.

Colin then announced Kat’s third place win and handed her a trophy. She got a kiss on the cheek. Colin then shouted, “Let’s hear it for all three of these girls and the great job they did!” After the applause, Colin jumped down from the dais.

I walked up behind Colin and growled low, “What the hell was that about? Why did you do that?”

He actually slid his fingers down my cheek. “I wanted to kiss you. Damn if you aren’t the most beautiful girl here.”

In a low whisper, I snarled, “I’m not a girl.”

Colin flashed a smile. “I say you are.”

I frowned. “And I say you’re crazy!”

Colin’s face darkened. “Fine. Hand your trophy to me. We’ll go to the officials and tell them you fooled all of them, and that you cheated at a girl event when you’re a boy. You’ll be banned from the track. Hand me the trophy.”

I held the trophy close to my chest. “No. It’s mine. I won it.”

Colin folded his arms. “But you said…”

The race announcer started to walk past us. He looked at Colin and I with a quizzical look. He asked, “Is everything okay between you two? Miss, you look upset.”

I said, “I’m fine.”

Colin said, “I’m fine.”

The announcer chuckled. “I guess you’re both fine.” He started to walk away, but apparently had a thought and turned back towards us. “Oh, I have a question for you miss. I was wondering if, while you’re still covered in mud and dirt, if our track photographer can get a few pictures of you. These pictures are independent of what Nick told you about. Have you decided anything about that?”

I shook my head. “Not yet.”

The man nodded. “Don’t take too long. Some of the staff thinks we should go with Candy. That’s who handed out the trophies today. But most of us would rather hire a girl who’s not only beautiful, but knows about getting down and dirty in a race. Anyway, think about it.”

I said, “I will.”

He just called me beautiful. Colin called me beautiful. What’s wrong with these people?

Looking puzzled, Colin asked, “What was that about?”

I shrugged. “The track wants to use me for advertising. Stupid, huh?”

Colin’s eyes lit up. “Randi! I think that’d be a great idea!”

A woman in jeans and t-shirt and carrying an expensive looking digital SLR approached. “Hi. Randi, right? Spencer sent me over here to get a few pictures of one of our motocross girls. You know girl, you’re a natural beauty. You’d be perfect for our advertising.”

Colin said, “Oh, I think so too!”

The woman looked over at him and asked, “And you are…?

Colin slid his arm around my waist. “I’m her boyfriend.”

Shocked, I said, “What??”

###


Part 4

Shocked, I stared at Colin. “How can you say that?” Colin just grinned at me.

The photographer flashed me a smile. “You two certainly make a cute couple.” She hung the camera around her neck and picked up a clipboard she also had hanging around her neck. “So sweetie, can I have your name? It’s so I can tag your picture correctly.”

Still frowning at Colin, I said, “It’s Randy.”

The photographer nodded and said as she wrote my name out, “R… a… n… d… i. Got it.” She then pointed at Colin, “And your name?”

Smiling broadly, he said, “I’m Colin.”

The photographer said, “Gotcha. Okay miss, let me get a few close-ups of you. I love the way your hair looks. Serious racer, but still so feminine.”

Still caked with mud, I stood straight and smiled at the camera. She had me put my helmet back on for a couple of shots.

The photographer said, “Just a few more. How about a few shots of you on your bike?”

As I straddled the 250 Colin piped up, “That’s actually my bike.”

As she got few more shots, grinning, the photographer said, “Racing the boyfriend’s bike. That’s so romantic!” she chuckled. Writing something on her clipboard, the photographer said, “That’s all I need. Thanks!” She started to turn away, but stopped.

“Oh! One more thing. This should be a great shot. Colin, go stand next to your girl. Put your arm around her. Yeah, like that. Perfect. Randi, hold your trophy. Colin, give your girl a kiss. These should look great. Thanks again.” The photographer turned and walked away from us.

I scowled at Colin. “You kissed me! What the fuck man?” I rubbed my gloved finger against my lips, tasting leather and mud.

Grinning, he pointed at the retreating figure of the photographer. “She told me to.”

“Don’t do it again!” I exclaimed. “What’s wrong with you?”

“You’re very pretty, Randi. You’re hard to resist.” He grinned at me.

“I’m not a girl. So stop already.”

Colin shook his head. “If I walked around the track and asked people if you were a boy or a girl, everyone would say you’re a girl.”

I frowned at Colin. “And if I asked everyone if you’re an idiot or not…”

Before I could finish my statement, Colin’s dad shouted, “Colin! Leave the girl alone. Let’s get your bike loaded up and let’s go. Your mother’s already making dinner.”

Colin pointed over at his dad and laughed. “See? Catchya around.”

I folded my arms and watched him walk away, pushing his bike.

From behind me, Nick shouted, “If you’re through playing around with your boyfriend, we need to go.”

Furious, I walked towards Nick’s truck. “Will you please stop?”

#

“Son. I need to leave for work in a minute, but I have to ask a few questions.” Dad took a drink of his coffee as he sat at the kitchen table while reading the local news on his cell phone. Mom stood behind him and chuckled.

Feeling a sense of dread, I stopped pouring cereal into my bowl. “Whatcha need to know, Dad?”

Dad started to turn his phone towards me. Mom grinned and said, “Where’d you get those pink leathers, hon? You look cute.” Holy shit! I didn’t know the track would send those pictures to the newspaper.

Dad raised his eyebrow. “Well?”

“Well… I… uh….”

Mom squinted at the article. “Randi Gardner took a break from being Nick Wilson’s monkey to try racing on her own. In fierce competition, Ms. Gardner managed to snag second place over-all as well as a kiss from her long-time boyfriend Colin Stewart.”

“Well… uh… I….”

Dad squinted one eye at me. “Racing bikes. Kissing boys. No wonder you’re always tired on the weekends.”

Sounding nervous, I said, “Hey. It’s not what it looks like.”

Scowling, Mom said, “What it looks like, is that you’ve been racing, when we’ve forbidden it.”

Dad shook his head. “And I told you I thought he was a twink.”

Mom looked at the pictures on the phone and then back up at me. “Is that you kissing Colin? I knew you were sweet on him.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “He’s kissing me. I’m not kissing him!”

Dad looked down his nose at me. “Is there a difference?”

Feeling exasperated, I said, “Well, yeah. It’s who initiated it.”

Mom frowned at me. “But you’ve been racing?”

I looked down at the floor. No point in trying to lie about it. “Yes.”

Mom frowned deeply. “Even though we told you not to.”

Anger deep inside me flared up. “Yes! Yes I raced. Telling me I couldn’t was because of a stupid accident at a BMX race. On bicycles! And it was a fluke. Colin crashed at the same time and he now races motocross. I’m not a child anymore!”

Mom took a seat next to Dad and looked again at the pictures on his device. She asked. “So you want to race?”

I set my knuckles down on the table across from my parents. My eyes bright. “More than anything, Mom!”

Mom folded her arms. “Short of tying you up, I can see that we can’t really keep you away from it. I don’t think you should be rewarded for disobeying us, so here’s my proposal. You can openly race but with this condition: you race as a girl. You’re practically doing that already. When you’re at the track, you must present as a girl.”

“Mom! That’s crazy. It’s bad enough I get mistaken for a girl already!” I protested.

Mom scowled at me. “Do you want to race?”

“Yes!” I exclaimed.

Mom sighed, “Then those are my rules.”

#

Nick laughed, which was not the reaction I had hoped for after telling him what Mom said. “That’s not a big deal. You already look like a girl to everyone.”

Frowning, I said, “I was hoping you’d be more on my side.”

Nick chuckled, “I am on your side. Anyway, you need to go put your leathers on.”

I looked at Nick questioningly. “Why? It’s Wednesday. There’s no racing today.”

Nick nodded. “That’s right. I called you over here so you can do something for me and for yourself. Go change.”

I shook my head. “Not until you tell me what’s going on.”

Nick grinned. “You’re going downtown for a photo shoot. The track wants to center an ad campaign around you.”

“Nothin’ doin,’ man!” I exclaimed. “I’m not doing it. That kind of shit requires my consent, and I’m not consenting.”

Nick’s expression turned serious. “You will, or you’re done racing with me.”

I frowned at Nick. “You’re joking. You need me to race sidehack.”

Nick shrugged. “Not really, Colin volunteered to take your place. He said sidehack racing is too dangerous for a girl. I don’t really believe that, but there it is.”

“I’m not a girl,” I said flatly.

“Did you see those pictures this morning?” asked Nick with a slight smile.

Frowning, I said, “Yeah. I saw them.”

Nick chuckled, “Spencer told me he got a call from some women’s magazine that wants to use that picture for the cover of their upcoming women in sports issue. Tell me again you’re not a girl?”

I folded my arms. “I’m not a girl. Those people are crazy.”

Looking serious again, Nick said, “Crazy or not, I’m serious about replacing you with Colin if you don’t go to the photo shoot. Now go change.”

Something told me Nick wasn’t fooling around. He wants a sponsor, and this was an easy way for him to get it. Plus, there was money in it for me. All I had to do was wear my pink leathers and pose. Not like I had to kiss anyone.

#

“There she is!” exclaimed Spencer as Nick and I walked into the photography studio, with me in my pink leathers. On the way over, Nick had explained to me how, although racing is Spencer Adams’ passion, advertising is his profession. So supposedly, he knows what he’s doing.

Spencer walked up to me wearing a wide grin. He shook my hand, but didn’t try to squeeze it. “Thank you so much for coming today, darlin’. As you can see, things are a bit busy here. Just go back there to see Suzie. She’ll brush your hair out nice and do your makeup.”

“Makeup?” I don’t want to wear makeup.

Spencer said, “As beautiful as you are, you don’t need much. It’s for the cameras and lights.”

The room was a bit crowded as I looked around. I was surprised to see Johnny Mueller all suited up. He graduated last year. All American, and going to college on a football scholarship. There was a lot of talk about NFL and all that. I guess he was getting some publicity photos, or maybe it was for an ad. Who knows?

As I started walking down the hall to find Suzie, Johnny pointed at me in my pink leathers and asked, “Can I get some pictures taken with her?”

Spencer grinned. “That could make for some cute pictures. Randi, hurry. Go see Suzie. This is going to be a fun morning.”

I hurried down the hall and found Suzie sitting in a small room. She looked up at me with a smile. “You must be Randi. Have a seat.”

She studied me a moment, chewing on the end of a makeup brush. She said, “You’re a natural beauty, so you don’t need much makeup. But I want to make your eyes pop.” She started rummaging around her brushes. I’m not sure I want my eyes to pop. Is that permanent?

As Suzie started applying eye liner to me, I thought I’d try to distract myself from what she was doing. I said, “I’m surprised to see Johnny Mueller here. What’s he up to?”

Suzie paused a moment. She smiled, “Oh, do you know Johnny?”

I smiled at her. “Yeah, I went to school with him. He graduated last year.”

She started applying mascara. I did not like that at all. “He’s cute, isn’t he? Did you date him?”

Horrified by the thought, I said, “Oh, no. No. He only dated cheerleaders.” That was true, but why did I say it that way?

She added blush to my cheeks. “That happens a lot, doesn’t it? I bet you were cuter than any cheerleader.”

Stunned by what she said, I replied, “I seriously doubt it.”

She applied a little lipstick and leaned back. “There. I’m done and you girl, are gorgeous. Go on back to Spencer.”

Embarrassed by Suzie’s comment, I hurried back to the main room. On my return, Johnny looked down at me and smiled. I couldn’t believe how much taller than me he was.

Johnny asked, “Didn’t I know you? We went to the same school, right? You were a cheerleader?”

I smiled weakly at him. “We went to school together, but I wasn’t a cheerleader.”

He ruffled my hair. “You should have been. Are you in college?”

I laughed. “I’m going to start my senior year this fall.”

He shook his head. “Bummer. I have a strict rule of only dating college chicks.” He looked at me and gave a low whistle. “But it’s not that strict,” he laughed. Oh great.

I said, “Well, you don’t want to break your own rules.”

He studied me a moment. “I remember you now, I asked a friend about you. You know what that stupid bastard said?” I shook my head. “He said he thought you were a dude. What an idiot, huh? I guess it wouldn’t have mattered since I was dating Diane then. But still.” He ruffled my hair again.

Spencer approached us. He said, “Okay, Johnny. We got some great shots for the ads. But let’s get a few quick, fun pics of you with Randi.” He had us stand next to each other with me looking quite literally up at Johnny and he looking down. He handed me a football to hold.

Johnny is really tall. There was a shot with Johnny wearing my pink helmet perched on top of his head as there was no way he could squeeze his head in. And I wore his football helmet which engulfed my head.

Just before Johnny had to leave, Spencer set up a few very embarrassing pictures. One had Johnny on one knee holding a flower out to me with me acting demure. One with Johnny resting his chin on my head with his arms around me. And finally, one of me kissing his cheek.

Just before he left, I got a big hug from Johnny and he said next time he was in town, he wanted to hook up. I just smiled at him and wished him luck on his upcoming season.

Finally, Spencer started concentrating on my photo shoot. Suzie touched up my makeup, brushed my hair and then we got serious about taking pictures. It actually went pretty quick. I had a few poses of me just standing, or looking like I was pointing at something. And one where I was holding a big plastic container of motor oil. Spencer thought all the pictures were wonderful. In an hour, we were done.

“Well done, Randi!” exclaimed Spencer. “I wish my professional models were as easy to work with as you. You actually listen, and you’re gorgeous.”

Embarrassed, I said, “Thank you sir. I was worried at first about doing this, but I had a lot of fun.”

Spencer grinned. “I had fun working with you. And Nick as well.” He took a few pictures of me posing with Nick with our ‘race faces’ on…whatever the hell that meant. I guess we did it right. Spencer mentioned he would need some models soon to shoot ads for local dress stores. That would be crazy. He didn’t accept my answer of no.

As we exited the studio, Nick asked, “Hey, you want to grab some lunch? We’re near several good places.”

I unzipped my leathers a bit. “Actually, I want to get out of these leathers. It’s getting kinda hot in here.”

Nick nodded. “We’ll grab something to go and head back to my house.”

I shook my head. “No Nick. That just means you’ll be paying my way again.”

Nick smirked. “It’s no big deal. Like I’ve said before, pretty girls don’t pay.”

I sighed, “I should just give up.”

Chuckling, Nick said, “Yes.”

#

“About time you got here,” said Nick, just slightly angry. He was attaching his bike trailer to his pickup. The sun was just cracking the horizon.

“Sorry,” I said with a yawn. “I was just really tired. How far away is Sanderson, anyway?”

He snapped down the lock on the hitch and slid a cotter key through the hole. Standing straight, he said, “It’s about a three hour drive. Every place is so damned far away. Help me load the bike, and then you need to go get into your leathers.”

I found the trailer ramp, and attached it to the center rail as Nick rolled his bike around. “Sanderson is an asphalt track, right?”

Nick nodded, and then we pushed his bike up the ramp. I held it steady while Nick secured it with the straps. Nick said, “Yeah. It’s a small airfield. It doesn’t get much use, so it doubles as a race track.”

I shook my head. “I don’t think I like that. Asphalt doesn’t give, and it’s too flat.”

Nick started tying down the rear wheel so it wouldn’t bounce out of the rail on the highway. “Yeah. It’ll be a little different from what we’re used to. You’re going to have to work really hard today.”

We didn’t talk much on the way to Sanderson. Nick was actually a bit nervous about this particular race. Not only was it one of the more important races in the circuit, but Nick had to modify his bike a little for the race. He’d replaced the knobby tires with beefy street tires. He’d also attached a fairing to the front of the sidecar, as speeds were going to be a lot higher.

I was shocked to see so many people and bikes as we rolled into the airfield, this was apparently a major event. A national circuit was also holding their races here today, and a TV crew for a major sports channel had a presence. Looking at all the expensive bikes and the uniform leathers of the professional teams, I felt like Nick and I were just some hicks from Hicksville. The pits for each circuit were segregated. Several of the racers for our circuit waved us in.

Again, I wasn’t allowed to help unload the bike from the trailer, or even help Nick remove the side car from the pickup bed. The comments I heard were, it was doubted I was even capable of helping, to saying I was just too damned pretty to get dirty.

Members of the professional teams would walk through the pits on their way to register for their events. They would mock our bikes and scoffed at our lack of product endorsements stuck to our bikes. A woman from one of the professional teams criticized Nick for using a little girl to ride in the sidecar. She sounded British.

We had a few hours before our first race. There were some stands set up, so I wandered over to check out the racing and found a good spot where I could see most of the track. A group of boys saw me sit down and decided to sit with me. They tried to chat me up, but I wanted to watch the races. They didn’t believe that I was one of the racers.

I felt like a rank amateur watching the professional racers. It was almost like watching a ballet, with the monkeys on the professional teams going gracefully from lying flat on their side cars, to flying to one side or the other to keep the bike on the track. I couldn’t take my eyes off the racers as they thundered down the straight-a-ways and powered through the corners. I was glad we weren’t racing against them.

I felt a poke on my arm, and looked around to see Nick frowning at me. “I’ve been looking all over for you. Get your ass over to the pits, we’re up next.”

One of the boys looked shocked and said, “Wow. She really does race!”

I stood up and saw that I’d have to navigate around the boys. “Excuse me, guys. I need to get through.” They actually moved out of my way.

I followed Nick back to his bike, and grinned when I saw that he’d cleaned it up a bit, with a sticker on the newly installed cowling on the sidecar that boldly said, “Spencer’s Photography.” I grabbed my helmet, and we started rolling the bike to our starting position.

I stood next to the bike as I strapped my helmet on. Nick’s bike roared to life after he kicked it through once. One of the bikes had another girl as the monkey, and she waved at me. Why did I say “another girl?” I waved back and did some quick flexing exercises, as I needed to be super flexible for this race. Could I be as fast and graceful as those professionals?

As Nick straddled his bike he said, “Randi. Take your position.”

I climbed up on the sidecar, crouched down, and got a solid grip on the bar in front of me. Nick looked back at me, and I gave him a thumbs up. They raised the starting gate and I narrowed my focus to it. I heard the clunk as Nick dropped the bike into first gear, engine roaring. Some photographer ran out onto the track to snap a quick picture. He had to be chased off the track. I was nervous as hell.

The gate dropped and I braced myself. I hung on tight as Nick released the clutch, and we were suddenly propelled down the track. Nick had replaced the rear tire with a softer compound so it just wouldn’t sit there and spin. It was both terrifying and exciting to see the asphalt rocket beneath my side car.

I threw my weight into the first corner as we blasted through the turn. Then I had to fling myself to the other side, leaning so far over my head was inches from the pavement, with small pebbles and dirt bouncing off my face shield. Holy shit this was intense.

I wasn’t sure of our position, I just knew we had broken away from the pack and had to be one of the leaders. When we hit the straight-a-ways, it wasn’t like I could stand up and look; I had to lay down to reduce the drag. Nick was hunkered down over the tank. He’d added a little windshield. I couldn’t tell if that was helping or not. We were on our second lap and I was already feeling tired.

On the third lap, in the second turn, we were forced to the outside of the curve. Nick tried to tighten the turn and I was leaning as far as I dared go. We slipped off the asphalt and dropped down. We rolled, and I was launched into the air. I think I landed on top of Nick as I heard a grunt, and then my head slammed into the tarmac and… lights out….

###


Part 5

I felt myself sliding on gravel and pavement. Everything was black. The sounds I heard seemed far away. I heard the engine of Nick’s 750 running full throttle, but it sounded distant. Sounds of other motorcycles faded in and out. I heard footsteps running up to me. Someone touched my arm.

“Randi! Randi!”

I heard distant ambulances.

“Get back son. She can’t be moved until the paramedics check her neck….”

A tire crunched on gravel….

“…appears to be one male and one female… male is conscious.”

“Aahhgh!”

“Did that hurt?”

The engine noise stopped, along with a chattering clunk of the transmission.

“Cut those leathers open…”

“Get that helmet off her. She’s breathing.”

“Sir you appear to have broken ribs. There’s going to be some pain as we move you.”

“Grrmph!”

“Is she safe to move?”

“This isn’t a female.”

“Secure this patient. He keeps trying to sit up.”

“Aagh! Where’s my bike? Is my bike okay?”

“Your bike is fine. Just relax, sir.”

“Randi! Please be okay!”

“Sir you need to step back….”

“Don’t worry about your bike, Nick. We’ll put it in our trailer. Shit. Look at those forks….”

“Randi?”

All the sounds faded away.

#

I couldn’t focus on the face staring down on me. Someone was holding my hand. Where the hell was I?

Mom’s voice said, “Randy? Are you awake?” The blurry face congealed into Mom’s. Behind her was a very worried looking Dad.

Mom started crying. “Thank God you’re okay!”

Dad tried to grin. “Yeah. Your only injury was that bump on your noggin. You’re going to have to toss that skidlid away.”

I could hear some electronic sounds coming from behind me. I tried to smile. Not sure if I succeeded or not. “Hey Mom. Dad. Where am I?”

Dad moved closer. “You’re at Sanderson Medical Center, this was the closest facility after your crash.”

A guy dressed as a doctor stepped up to me on the other side of the bed. He was looking at some device before looking at me with a smile. “Good morning, Mr. Gardner. Good to see you awake. How are you feeling?”

“Sore. But I’m not in pain or anything.” Mom squeezed my hand.

The doctor nodded. “We checked you out pretty thoroughly, and we found no serious injuries. The way you fell, you’re very lucky. Those leathers you were wearing saved your hide.”

I tried to grin. “That’s why I wear them.”

The doctor shrugged. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen pink ones before, but they’re no good anymore.”

I sighed. At least he wasn’t calling me a girl. Well, once the leathers were removed, it would have been pretty obvious. “When can I go home?”

Smiling, the doctor said, “Probably tomorrow, we want to keep you overnight for observation. We want to make sure you don’t have any brain swelling. But everything looks good. If you can give us a bowel movement tomorrow, you can be released.”

“Thanks doc.”

After the doctor had left, Dad said, “Observation my ass. They just want to run up the bill.”

I started looking around the room. “Holy crap! What’s with all the flowers?”

Mom grinned. “You seem to be very popular. And a girl.”

I sighed, “All because of pink leathers. Well, those are gone now, maybe things will change.”

Mom shook her head. “We had to send Colin home. He wanted to sleep in that chair over by your bed, he’s definitely sweet on you.”

“I don’t know why.”

Mom was about to say something when a familiar voice from the room’s door said, “Knock, knock.” I looked over to see Nick on one crutch hobble in. His chest was wrapped under a t-shirt and pajama bottoms with the leg cut open to fit over a cast.

“Nick! You’re alive. I would have lost a bet.” I grinned at him.

“No thanks to you!” He winced as he coughed.

“Me? You’re the one who can’t control his own bike!”

“I can whack you with this crutch you know. You punk, you landed on top of me and cracked three ribs.” Nick chuckled. And then winced again.

“Sorry.”

“Not your fault, but you’re still a punk.” Nick looked serious for a moment. “No matter what, I’m out of the racing business for a while.”

I know it’s not funny, but I grinned and said, “Just saw your cast off, and suck up your pain. Be a man.” Nick should know I’m kidding with him.

Nick shook his head. “Be a man? That’s funny coming from you. But it doesn’t matter, my bike is shot. Came down on the front wheel, bent the forks back, and then flipped a half dozen times, bending the handlebars as well as the front rim. The sidecar was destroyed. The engine is okay, but I’ll still need a new bike.”

I sighed, “I guess I can race Colin’s bike when he’s not using it.”

Nick shook his head. “Colin’s now convinced that racing is just too dangerous for anyone as pretty as you. Don’t look at me like that, I didn’t say it.”

“That’s not fair!” I exclaimed. “Besides, motocross is different.”

Nick shrugged. “You’ll have to have that fight with him.”

I looked over at Mom and Dad who were quietly listening. “Dad… Can I have my own dirt bike?”

Dad looked at me as if I was nuts. “Well you know, son. I was going to get you a bike, but now we have all these medical bills…”

I frowned at Dad. “You were not. Mom, please can I have a dirt bike? I’m a good rider, everyone says so.”

Mom grunted a laugh. “They’re being nice because they think you’re a girl and they’re hoping to get a date.”

I folded my arms. “That’s stupid!”

Mom just shrugged.

There was some rustling at the door, and, trying to enter my room was Spencer Adams, carrying two boxes of pizza and a huge vase of flowers.

Dad stepped quickly over to him. “Let me give you a hand with that.” Dad took the vase and set it down on the floor, as there was no other shelf space.

Spencer set the two pizza boxes on my legs that were hidden under the covers. Spencer grinned at me and asked, “How’s our prettiest racer feeling? I heard there were no serious injuries.”

“I’m feeling a bit sore, but otherwise okay,” I said, ignoring his comment about being pretty.

He looked over at my parents. “You must be Randi’s parents. That’s one brave little girl there to race with Nick, I have to tell you.”

Dad started to say something, but Mom poked him in the arm.

A nurse stepped into the room and announced, “There are too many people in this room! The patient needs to rest!”

Spence said, “I can’t stay anyways. I figured you’d want something besides hospital food. Oh, before I go. Do you think you can come to the studio Wednesday for a bit of modeling?”

I smiled weakly. “Sure. Why not?”

As he started to exit the room, Spencer turned around and said, “Oh, I almost forgot. I had the track store order you a new set of leathers. The ones I picked were just as pink, and actually more feminine than the ones you were wearing. You take care now.” He turned and left.

Despite the pain, Nick laughed, “Now that’s hilarious. See ya later, kid.” Nick left the room.

Dad rubbed his ribs. “Why did you poke me?”

Mom frowned at Dad. “You were about to spill the beans. Randy has a sweet modeling job, but that Mr. Adams thinks he’s a girl.”

Dad looked at me and nodded. “True. He is a twink.”

Terrific.

###


Part 6

“Hey Colin. What’s up?”

Standing on my front porch, Colin said in a serious tone, “I just wanted to check up on you, and see how you were doing.”

I shook my head and chuckled at him, “You could have just called, we got home yesterday afternoon.”

Stepping through the front door, he said, “I wanted to see you too.”

After he’d walked past me, I smirked, “Why don’t you come in?” I sat down on our couch, and he took a seat next to me. What the hell?

He picked up my hand and I snatched it away. “I was just so worried when you had that crash. I overheard the doctors tell your parents that if Nick hadn’t broken your fall you could have had a serious head injury or even died!”

I nodded. “I guess I owe him. I feel bad about cracking his ribs.”

Colin grimaced. “Yeah, Nick took a beating. You cracked his ribs, his bike landed on him breaking his leg, and his bike is a total loss. I think Doug wants to sell him one of his old bikes.”

“That’s cool,” I said. “Everyone thinks Doug is some jerk, but he’s actually a pretty decent guy.”

Giving me a curious look, Colin asked, “Do you like him?”

Shrugging, I said, “He’s okay. It’s not like we’re buds or anything.”

Seriously, Colin said, “You know he has a girlfriend, right?”

I nodded. “I’ve met her.” What the hell is up with this guy?

Colin placed his hand on my leg. “Well, everyone is glad you didn’t die.”

I frowned at Colin. “I’m glad I didn’t disappoint anyone by dying. And will you please stop?” I picked his hand up from my leg.

Colin looked sheepish. “Sorry.”

Wanting to change the subject, I said, “Any chance I can borrow your 250 again this coming weekend?”

Colin looked at me as if I was from Mars. “You want to race again after that horrendous accident? No. I don’t think so. I can’t risk it.”

Scowling, I asked, “Risk what? Dude, you’re not risking anything. I thought I’d try out my new leathers, I pick them up on Wednesday.”

Colin stared at the floor. “I like you too much, Randi. I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

I shook my head at him. “Dude! I’m not going to get hurt!”

Anger flashed across Colin’s face. “Girl, you broke your arm racing BMX. You’re just too delicate for racing!”

I jumped up, feeling royally pissed. “That was a freak accident, and I’m not a girl! What’s wrong with you?”

Colin asked, “Are you so sure? Randi, you’re beautiful and so feminine.” Colin stood up and rubbed his chin. “You know, I’ve already been shaving awhile. You never have, and your face is just as smooth and pretty as ever.”

Growing angrier, I demanded, “Are you spying on me? How would you know if I shave or not?”

He sighed, “Well, I probably should be going. I’m so glad you’re not hurt or dead, and I guess I’ll see you Wednesday morning.”

Feeling confused, I asked, “What happens Wednesday?”

Colin asked, “Don’t you remember? Mr. Adams wants you to come to the studio Wednesday for some modeling. He asked me to pick you up, as he’s hired me to model too. Some clothing store is advertising back to school fashions or something. Anyways. I’ll pick you up at eight thirty. See ya.” He turned and left the house. This is really insane.

I turned, and almost jumped out of my skin. Mom was standing in the living room and startled me; I don’t know how I didn’t notice.

Mom smiled at me. “You are very pretty.”

#

It was as if we were going on a date or something. Right at eight thirty-one and a half, Colin rings our doorbell. Mom answers the door, and he asks if I’m ready. Mom comes to my room, cracks open the door and tells me Colin is here for me.

Frowning, I said, “I heard the doorbell, Mom, it’s not going to be anyone else. I’ll be there in a second.”

Mom smiled. “Don’t keep him waiting.”

A few minutes later, I walked out into the living room. Colin stood and smiled at me. “Hey Randi. Are you ready?”

I shrugged. “As ready as I’ll ever be, I guess.” Knowing I’d be modeling girls clothes, the night before, I’d shaved everywhere, not that I really needed to. Colin was right, I’m not growing facial hair yet. My Aunt Zelda can grow a heftier beard than me.

Colin grinned as he scanned around the living room. “You sure got a lot of flowers.”

I chuckled, “Yeah. Crazy, huh? I don’t even know half the folks that sent them.”

Colin nodded. “You had a lot of people worried.”

I shook my head. “That’s crazy. You know how many flowers Nick got?” Colin shook his head. “One small vase, and that was from the hospital.”

Colin shrugged. “A lot of people are unhappy with him that he put you in danger.”

I frowned. “It wasn’t his fault.”

Colin nodded. “Maybe. But hey, let’s go.”

As we headed for the door, Mom said, “You two kids have fun. And don’t stay out too late.”

I looked at Mom. “Did you forget to take your meds again, Mom?”

#

Opening the passenger door to Colin’s pickup, I said, “I have a license you know. I really don’t need a lift.”

Colin chuckled, “I know, but Mr. Adams wanted us to arrive at the same time. He also thinks I’m the more responsible driver.”

The truck had that definite “old” smell. I didn’t want to say anything. I asked, “Why would he think that?”

As he started the engine, he laughed. “It’s because I’m male. That’s what he said.”

I frowned. “I’m male too.”

“He doesn’t believe you.”

“Besides, just being male doesn’t make you a more responsible driver!” I exclaimed.

Colin laughed, “That’s what a girl would say.”

I shook my head. “That’s what a normal person would say. Sheesh. And I’m not a girl,.”

Colin just grinned the rest of the way across town to Spencer Adam’s photography studio,

I pointed out the window at a traffic light we just passed. “Hey Mr. Responsible. That was a red light you just sailed through.”

Colin shrugged. “It was yellow.”

“It was not!” I exclaimed.

Colin looked over at me and laughed, “I say it was. And I’m the man.”

I sucked in a deep breath. “If you weren’t driving, I’d strangle you.” He just laughed.

After a few minutes of stony silence, we arrived at the studio. As we walked across the street to the studio, Colin tried to take my hand. I pulled my hand away from him.

“Hello, you two!” called out Spencer Adams as he greeted us at the door. “You’re here early. That’s good.” He shook both our hands. I couldn’t help but notice Spencer gave Colin an almost bone crushing grip, and for me he just gripped my fingers. Kinda weird, but at least my hand wasn’t in pain.

Suddenly animated, Mr. Adams touched my arm. He said, “First things first, my dear. He led me over to a plastic clothing bag draped over an office chair. “Here are your new racing leathers. I think you’ll find these far more comfortable than your others. It’s ventilated. And I think it has a far more feminine appearance.”

I hefted the bag. It was heavier than I thought it would be. “Mr. Adams. Thank you, but honestly, you didn’t have to buy this for me. I mean seriously.”

Smiling broadly, he said, “You’re more than welcome, young lady. Since you started riding with Nick, attendance at the track has gone up.”

Feeling appalled, I said, “You’re joking, right?”

Spencer chuckled, “Oh no. People are always asking, ‘Where’s that pink girl?’ So even if you’re not racing, you should come out to the track.”

Colin said dourly, “I think racing has gotten a bit too dangerous for her.”

Spencer laughed, “Nonsense! Randi’s a strong girl.” He paused a moment, and said, “Okay, Randi, you know the drill. Go down the hall and see Suzie to fix your hair and makeup. After Suzie is done with Randi, Colin you’ll need to see her as well. I know you don’t like makeup, but for the pictures, everyone needs a little at least. The client will be here shortly to see how things are going.”

Terrific. I hate having to wear makeup. At least before it was never more than just a touch.

Suzie smiled at me as I entered her small room. “Hey there, Randi! Are you ready for another photo shoot? Today, I’m going to do your makeup more like what you’re used to, along with the other girls in school. Since you’ll be modeling back-to-school fashions, you’ll need to look more like you’re in high school. You’re still in high school, right? Anyway, you’re going to love your look.”

I smiled weakly. “Great.”

And she wasn’t kidding, either. This time I got the works. Foundation, blush, lip gloss, eye-liner, mascara, eye shadow. Everything. While Suzie worked on my face, another woman came in and did my nails, applying a dark pink shade to my nails. When Suzie finished emasculating me, she held up a mirror.

“Okay, honey. What do you think?”

Holy shit! I was beautiful! I wanted to date myself.

I lightly touched my face to verify it was me. “That’s incredible.”

Suzie grinned. “Amazing what you can do with makeup. You were already gorgeous, but now every boy is just going to love you!” Terrific.

Colin appeared at the entrance to Suzie’s makeup room. He said, “Mr. Adams said you were ready for… oh my God! Randi? Holy shit! You’re gorgeous!”

Suzie grinned at me. “See?”

“Don’t get too excited, Colin,” I said. “It’s still just me.”

With a stunned expression, Colin said, “You’ve always been beautiful, but now… now… all I can say is wow.”

Still grinning at Colin’s admiration of her handiwork, Suzie said, “Okay, Randi, head on back to the women’s dressing room. You’ll find ten outfits, put on the first one and then go out to the studio.”

I nodded and looked down at the floor. “Yes, ma’am.” I wondered if I could make a run for it. Crap. No good. I rode in with Colin so I don’t have my own transportation.

Just like Suzie said, there was a rack with ten really cute outfits. Skirts and dresses. Did I just call them cute? I had to admit that a girl wearing these clothes would look very cute. And this morning, that girl would be me.

Lying on a chair was a bra and panty set in a pretty pink color. I guess I’m supposed to wear these under the outfits? The bra was the correct size for my non-existent boobs. There was a note that said I could keep the underwear.

Although I was the only person in the room, I was suddenly horribly embarrassed that the briefs I had on had a skid mark. I pulled them off and tossed them in the trash. I put the panties on, and found they were much more comfortable anyways. I frowned at how easy it was to hide my privates.

I briefly examined the bra. There’s no point in even wearing this. Then I thought that you would be able to see the straps through the clothes, and it’d be obvious if I didn’t have it on. I struggled with it for a minute before getting it on and in place. Even though I’m ‘flatter than a fritter’ as my grandmother would say, the bra was able to make me appear like I had budding boobs.

As I picked up the first outfit, the door to the dressing room opened. I actually squealed as I tried to hide behind the outfit on the hanger.

Giggling, Suzie said, “Sorry. Didn’t mean to frighten you. Spencer needs you to hurry up.”

Shaking, I said, “I’ll be out in just a minute.”

I quickly put the top on and slid the skirt up. I wasn’t sure if I liked having my legs exposed, and somehow it felt different from shorts. There was a pair of tennis shoes along with some white ankle socks with pink trim. I only saw one pair of shoes, so I guess I used these for all ten outfits? It struck me as being ungirl-like to just have one pair of shoes.

After I was dressed, I took a deep breath and stepped towards the door. This wasn’t like wearing pink leathers, where everyone used to just mistake me for a girl. This time it was no mistake. I was presenting as a girl wearing a feminine top, a short skirt and makeup. Not to mention my shaped, dark pink nails.

I stepped out into the studio and heard Colin gasp. A woman, who I suspected was the client, said, “You’re right, Mr. Adams. She’s perfect for this clothing line. She’s not only gorgeous, but has that mix of girl-next-door and sexy.”

Spencer said, “Okay. Both of you kids look great. Stand on the green mat. We’ll add the background later. Colin take her hand. I need both of you to look at each other and smile. Great!” He then pointed at a cart with various items on it.

“I need you to hold hands again, but this time also hold a few school books. Just like that, Colin. Not like that Randi, hold them against your chest, like you do at school. Yeah. Perfect,” said Mr. Adams as he walked around us with his camera.

“Okay,” Mr. Adams said. “One last photo before we change outfits. Colin, I need you to stand straight, but look wistful. Randi. Stand next to Colin, but get on your tiptoes and kiss his cheek.” I sighed, as I really did have to get on my tiptoes to kiss him. Thankfully, kissing on the lips was not allowed.

That was mostly how the morning went. We’d have pictures shot of us holding hands, or hugging or other school-like poses. We’d run back and forth to change clothes, to change up our outfits. Both Colin and I giggled a lot. Maybe for some people modeling is work, but we were having a blast.

Finally, at a little past eleven o’clock, Mr. Adams called an end to the session. He was grinning when he said, “Okay, guys, that’s it for today. You two were wonderful. The fun and energy was infectious. I wish we could go on the rest of the afternoon.”

Laughing, I said, “Thank you, Mr. Adams, I had a blast today. This was a lot of fun.” Discounting having to kiss Colin on the cheek, of course. And to be honest, I didn’t really mind that either.

Colin grinned. “I agree, Mr. Adams, I had an awesome time modeling. I really hope we can do this again soon.”

Spencer said, “You’ll be getting your wish soon, I’m working on a deal with another client. It’ll be for formal wear.”

Colin grinned. “I really want to see Randi in a Homecoming dress!”

Spencer said, “She’ll be gorgeous for sure. Before you go, check with Suzie to make sure she has your correct bank account and routing number so you can get paid. Also, Ms. Knox, whose clothes you’ve been modeling, has something to tell you.”

Smiling, Ms. Knox said, “Guys, I want to thank you so much for modeling my clothes. The energy and fun you had today translates right into the photos, and I’m sure it will make these clothes big sellers. To show my appreciation, all the clothes you modeled today are yours to take home.”

Colin leaned over and whispered, “Yeah, they can’t sell them as new after we’ve worn them.”

Suzie and her assistant carried several neat bundles of clothes and set them down on the tables in the room.

Looking disgusted, Suzie placed one bag on top of the others. “I suggest you take these boy clothes you were wearing and burn them. Girl, that tomboy look just doesn’t work for you. These clothes you modeled today really brings out your femininity. I’m serious.”

“Thanks, I think.” I looked at what was essentially a trash bag with my clothes in it, and pointed at it. “Shouldn’t I change back into these?”

Suzie waved her hand dismissively. “Nah, why bother? Just wear the outfit you’re currently wearing.”

Ms. Knox pointed and said, “You can keep that cute purse too. I do need the shoes back, however.” Since I had no pockets, I moved my wallet, phone and house keys to my new purse. My new purse. Did I ever think I’d ever say that? And it is cute.

Colin and I both thanked Ms. Knox for the clothes, and for the chance to model. It was just after eleven-thirty when we started loading our treasures into the club cab of Colin’s truck. I, of course, was embarrassed to be walking around outside in a skirt. It took me a moment to figure out how to climb up into his truck while wearing a skirt.

As he started his truck, Colin turned to look at me. “I don’t know about you, but I’m hungry. How about lunch?”

“You go,” I said frowning. “I’m wearing makeup, a skirt, and I don’t have any money on me. Just take me home.”

Colin grinned at me. “You look great. And I’ll get your lunch, I don’t mind.”

I frowned at my shoes. “You and Nick are always paying my way. You don’t have to do that.”

Colin shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t mind, and I know a great place that I bet you’ve never been to. My dad and I go there a lot after dirt bike riding.”

I sighed and looked over at Colin. “I suppose it’s pointless to tell you no.”

Colin backed his truck into the street and grinned at me. “That is very true.”

#

Colin drove into the parking lot. There were more cars than I would have expected, but it was lunch time. The place did look kinda seedy. Colin assured me that looks were deceiving, and I guess I have firsthand experience on that.

It wasn’t until we parked that I really noticed the name of the place.

I shook my head and exclaimed, “There’s no way in hell I’m going in there!”

Colin looked at me curiously. “Why? What’s wrong?”

I laughed and said, “It’s actually called the Dew Drop Inn. That’s a joke, right?”

Shaking his head, Colin said, “Who cares? It doesn’t affect the taste of the food. Come on, let’s go.”

I put my knees together, and rotated in my seat, so that I could climb out without exposing myself. Our feet crunched on the gravel as we walked across the lot. There was a shout behind us.

“Colin! Hey!” We turned to see some guy waving, beckoning us to him.

“Shit. That’s Raul, I have to go talk to him,” Colin commented with a frown. “You just go on in and get us a table, I’ll be there in about five minutes.”

“You want me to go in there by myself?” I asked.

Colin frowned. “Yeah. It’s a normal thing to do.”

I exclaimed, “I’m dressed as a girl!”

Colin grinned. “And you’re gorgeous. Five minutes.” He walked away towards Raul. Well that’s just perfect. Walking alone into a strange place while wearing a miniskirt just doesn’t sound like a good idea.

I shrugged and started walking towards the door. Well, Colin did say that he and his dad have been to this place many times. I stopped and looked at my reflection in the glass door, and I can’t deny that I saw a very pretty girl reflected back. I took a deep breath, and opened the door.

Upon entering, my senses were immediately assaulted by loud country music and the smell of food being cooked. I didn’t think Colin liked country music. You learn something new every day.

The place was fairly crowded. I was surprised they had a small dance floor, and several couples were dancing to the juke box tunes. I scanned the room, looking for someplace to sit.

A waitress walked up to me, smiled, and asked, “Are you looking for a table, hon?” I nodded and she asked, “How many?”

I smiled back at her and said, “Two.” I was extremely self-conscious. Oddly, I was more embarrassed to be carrying a purse than I was for wearing a skirt.

Smiling back at me, the waitress said, “Follow me, hon.” She looked back at me and asked, “Expecting someone else to show?” No. I just like sitting at tables for two.

I nodded, smiled, and said, “Yes. He’ll be here in a minute.” Why did I feel the need to clarify my response?

The waitress smiled at me knowingly and brought me to an empty table, set for two next to several pool tables. Terrific. I hope the pool tables aren’t going to be that noisy. She asked, “Is this okay, hon?”

I didn’t really like it, but I said, “Yes. This is fine.” I looked around, and was appalled to see almost every man in the restaurant staring at me. I fought back an urge to run.

The waitress said, “Menus are on the table. Someone will be around to take your order after your date gets here.” She turned and walked away.

My date? Date? No no no. He’s just my friend. I didn’t say anything because I knew she wouldn’t believe me anyway.

Keeping my knees primly together, I sat at the table, putting my purse on the table top. I folded my arms on top of the table and tried to relax. The pool table nearest me had several people hanging around it. Two were women, but they didn’t seem to be playing. Three of the men were talking kinda loud, and on a table near them were stacked several empty beer bottles.

I was trying to ignore my surroundings when a man abruptly sat down in the empty chair facing me. Grinning way too much, he said, “Well hello there, darlin.’ What’s a sweet thing like you doing here all by your lonesome?” What? You can’t just sit by yourself?

I smiled at him, which I’m sure was a mistake, and said, “I’m waiting for someone.” I wanted to add, “Now leave.”

Grinning broadly, he said, “Well, darlin’ your waiting is over. I’m here.” How did I wind up in a Billy Jack movie?

My smile changed to a frown. I said, “I’m waiting for a particular someone. Not you.” I thought I’d add that last part for emphasis. Where the hell is Colin?

He shook his head and leaned forward towards me. “Let me tell you something, and my boys all here will agree.” He pointed towards the pool table. “Anyone who’d leave a sweet thing like you to wait all by yourself, ain’t worth waitin’ for, if you know what I mean.”

I shook my head and said, “No I don’t. Will you please leave?”

He grabbed my arm and said, “Come join us. I’ll teach you how to play pool.”

I picked up a fork from the table and growled, “Let go of me or I’ll stick this fork in your eye!”

He laughed, “Spicy! I like that. I bet you’re a wild animal in the sack.” He let go of my arm.

Colin finally arrived at the table, and saw the strange man sitting across from me, with me holding a fork in the air.

“Hey Randi,” Colin asked curiously. “What’s going on?”

The man stood, grabbing my hand and pulling me up with him. He yelled, “Get lost, boy! She’s got a man now.” I tugged, but I couldn’t free my arm from his grip. I was suddenly scared out of my mind.

Colin gave the drunk a shove, causing him to stumble. He shouted, “Let the girl go!” As the drunk stumbled, he grabbed at my top, causing a couple of buttons to pop open, exposing my pink bra.

A woman from the pool table whacked the drunk on the back of his head. “Gary! Quit bothering that girl! She doesn’t want you.” She grinned at Colin. “Especially when she’s got that cute little honey.”

A man from the pool table grabbed the drunk by the shoulder. “Stop being an asshole, Gary. You’re drunk. Sit down and leave these folks alone. Besides, she’s jailbait, man. You don’t want any of that.” The guy holding Gary turned to us and said, “Sorry about this, folks. He’s had one too many beers I think.” He managed to get Gary back to the pool table.

I just stood there shaking. What would he have done to me? I’d never been so scared. I felt shame that I showed fear while Colin put himself in harm’s way for me.

Colin came quickly over to me and put his arms around me. “Are you okay?”

I shook my head. I was trying not to cry. I felt crying was stupid. Be a man, my dad always said. Even in a skirt? Quietly, I said, “No. Take me home.”

Colin brushed the hair out of my face. “I think the drama is over if you still want lunch.”

The glare I hit Colin with should have left a greasy spot on the floor. I said, “Please take me home.”

Putting his arm around my waist, Colin said, “I’ll never leave you alone again.” He bent his head down and his lips caressed mine. I didn’t pull away.

###


Part 7

Still rattled from my encounter at the Dew Drop Inn, I slowly walked into my house. My parents were sitting on the couch watching TV; my dad must have come home for lunch. At first they didn’t really look up, then mom said, “Hey Randy. How did the shoot go?”

I took a few steps toward them. My blouse was still pulled open, and with a cry breaking in my voice, I said, “Mom.”

For a few seconds my parents don’t really react to me.

I took a few more steps, and said, “Mom.”

Mom finally looked up at me. Her eyes widened. “Randy! What happened to you? My God, are you okay?” She leapt to her feet as I started to cry. Dammit. I didn’t want to cry.

Suddenly looking horror struck, she reached out towards me and asked, “Baby, what happened to you? Why is your blouse torn open?”

The tears started to flow. “Oh, Mom. It was horrible. This guy… this man, pulled my clothes open. He grabbed my arm.”

Dad stood up and shouted at Colin, “Boy, what happened to Randy?

Mom held me as I stood there and shook. I felt so ashamed.

Colin stepped up next to me. “We were going to have lunch at that country bar, um, it has that stupid name… Dew Drop Inn. She was attacked by a some drunk.”

Looking incredulous, Dad said, “Attacked? Attacked how? Tell me, boy!”

I looked over at Dad while Mom held me. “I was by myself. And a drunk tried to pick me up.”

Furious, Dad shouted, “Is that true, boy? You left someone dressed like that all alone in that dive? What the hell were you thinking?”

Colin took a step back and said, “It was less than five minutes, sir. I swear. My dad and I have been there many times without any problems!”

Mom said, “Were you dressed like that and left alone?” Mom scowled at Colin as she growled, “That is not a place to take a young woman and leave her.” Mom just called me a young woman. What the hell?

Sounding worried, Colin said, “Let me bring in all her modeling clothes, and then I should probably leave.”

Dad snarled, “Boy, you definitely need to leave. I don’t want you taking Randy anywhere dangerous like that again.”

I just stood there with Mom as she stroked my hair. She softly cooed, “You’re okay, Randy. You’re home now.”

As Colin got into his truck, Dad said to me, “I don’t want you hanging around with that boy anymore.”

I looked over at Dad and said, “But he’s my best friend.”

Dad grunted, “Some friend he is!” He turned to look at me. “Are you sure you’re not hurt?”

I looked down at my arm. “As tight as he grabbed my arm, I was afraid it would bruise. But so far it hasn’t.”

Mom slowly re-buttoned my top. Luckily, none of the buttons had popped off. She smiled as she said, “I know a nice little place to have lunch. Just the two of us, but let’s fix your face first.”

I’d stopped shaking. I felt foolish. I said, “Shouldn’t I just go wash my face, Mom? And change clothes? I feel stupid dressed like this.”

Mom shook her head. “Oh no, honey, you look beautiful. Let me take you to this place. Just me and you.”

“I’m not sure I want to go anywhere, Mom. I was just attacked in a restaurant, for Crissakes,” I said, wiping my nose with my finger.

Dad put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Remember what grandpa always said. If you fall off the horse you gotta get right back on.”

I studied Dad’s face a moment. “Then why can’t I get back up on a motorcycle and race?”

Dad frowned. “We’re just talking about horses. Don’t be a wiseass.”

Mom took my arm and started to lead me towards her and Dad’s bedroom. “Let’s go fix your face and go to this great place. Dad will have to stay here and hold his horses.”

Mom had me sit down at her vanity. She picked up one of my hands to look at and said, “Your nails are gorgeous, Randi. Did they do this at the studio?”

I gave Mom an odd look. “Well, I didn’t do it.”

Mom frowned slightly. “Too bad I don’t have a matching lipstick. Your lips definitely need a touch-up.”

Even though I really just wanted to wash my face, I said, “They gave it to me. It’s in my purse.”

Mom’s eyes brightened. “Oh! Let me get your purse right quick.” Mom dashed out of her room for a few seconds and returned with my purse. She had it opened and was already digging through it. “I found it. This is a cute purse.”

She handed me the lipstick. “Hang on to this for a minute. All we really need to fix is your eye makeup.”

As she went to work on my face, I said, “Mom, have you blown a gasket or something? I’m not a girl.”

Mom shrugged. “Humor me, I never get to do this. And since you’re already dressed, why waste it?” She pulled a dress from her closet and laid it on the bed. She sat next to me and picked up my hand.

With a serious expression she said, “I don’t want you to get the idea that something bad will happen if you decide to dress in an attractive outfit in the future. You make an incredibly beautiful girl. Don’t be afraid to show who you are. Now fix your lips, and go wait in the living room while I change.”

As I stood up, I shook my head at Mom. “You’re changing into that dress? Why? Who gets dressed up just to go to lunch?”

Mom’s eyes were bright. “Women do.”

As I exited Mom and Dad’s room, Dad stepped back. He’d been listening! He followed me down the hall to the living room and sat next to me on the couch.

“I have to admit your mother’s right. You need to be yourself, even if it means being a twink.”

I nodded with a frown. “Thank you Dad, for those words of encouragement.” I guess I can’t expect much more from my dad.

He touched my arm. “Oh, and another thing, if you’re going to insist on dressing like this. If you find yourself in another situation like the one with the drunk…” He paused a moment. “If you ever do, just remember, nobody expects a woman to fight clean. Just kick the bastard in the nuts and run away. Nobody will think bad of you for it.”

“I’ll try to remember that.” Honestly, I wish I had done that.

Mom stepped into the living room. “Okay. I’m ready.”

Dad stood up. “You’re beautiful, honey. You look great in that dress.”

I stood up as well. Mom did look beautiful. I’ve always thought she was pretty, but I rarely see her in a nice dress and wearing much makeup. I said, “You are beautiful, Mom.”

Blushing, Mom said, “Let’s go eat.” She walked up to Dad and kissed him, leaving a lipstick mark on his lips. She grinned and said, “Hold that thought.”

I followed Mom to her car and got in. Dad watched from the porch as we drove away.

#

Mom parked near a restaurant named Mandalay. It was originally a large residence, but had been renovated into a restaurant. The three bedrooms provided places for private dining or lunch meetings. I’d never been to it before. It caters mainly to women, not that men aren’t allowed. The menu just doesn’t appeal much to men, there are no steaks or burgers. Just a wide variety of soups, chef salads and those little triangle shaped sandwiches that men hate.

Just inside the door, a woman greeted us. “Welcome, ladies, good afternoon! I’ll show you to your table.”

I was surprised, as the place was packed. It seemed to be all professional women. Managers, assistants or, like Mom and I, overdressed lunch customers. I kinda expected it, but was still surprised to see no men.

The menus the woman handed us after we were seated seemed little more than pamphlets. Mom surprised me by getting wine. I wanted a Dr. Pepper, but had to get sparkling water. I didn’t really like it.

Mom ordered for both of us. She ordered the soup of the day along with chef salads and a small plate of ham sandwiches… the small triangular variety.

Mom hadn’t stopped smiling since we entered. “Isn’t this great? The atmosphere is perfect.” She pointed to the arrangement of pink and white carnations on the table. She chuckled, “You won’t see this in Mickey D’s.”

I looked around at the paintings on the walls and all the flowers. The walls were painted lavender with white trim. I said, “There’s a definite feminine vibe here. I feel my balls shrinking by the second.”

Mom frowned at me. “Don’t be vulgar, dear. I thought you’d appreciate it here.”

I nodded. “I do like it here, Mom. It’s very relaxing. Very comfortable.”

Mom looked around and quickly removed a carnation from the arrangement. “Lean towards me for a second, honey.” I leaned forward and Mom slid the stem of the carnation over my ear to where the flower was visible through my hair. She grinned at me. “Looks cute.”

Just then, our soup arrived. I scooped up a few bites. “Hey, this is really good.” Mom agreed.

Just as I was finishing off my soup, a group of women near us were obviously finished and all stood up. One woman looked at me curiously. She stepped up to our table and said, “Pardon me for intruding, but my curiosity has gotten the best of me. Would you by any chance be that pink girl?”

I furrowed my brow at the woman. “Pink girl?”

Looking frustrated, the woman said, “Oh… that girl in the pink racing suit or whatever it’s called.”

I smiled and said, “Yes. That would be me.”

Grinning, the woman said, “I thought so, I’ll have to tell my son I met you. He has a couple of large posters of you on his wall.”

Feeling surprised, I said, “Really?” Then I remembered the posters Mr. Adams had made from some photos taken at the track.

One is of me, taken with a telephoto lens, gripping the rail of the sidecar as I was leaning severely, trying to keep the bike on the track, my expression looking all badass, with all three wheels of the bike momentarily off the ground, and a shower of mud and dirt behind me. There’s also a poster of the picture Colin had taken of me on his 250, high in the air, all crossed up.

The woman said, “Oh yes, he’s quite a fan. He’ll be glad to know that you’re fine after your accident.”

I nodded. “Yes. I guess I was pretty lucky.”

The woman then laughed. “Oh. Some other good news I can tell my son. His best friend was trying to convince him that you’re really a boy. Having met you, I can tell him that you are most definitely not a boy. You take care of yourself, miss.” The woman along with the other women she was with, turned and left the restaurant.

I pulled the carnation from my hair, twirled the stem and stared at it. I sighed heavily, “But I am a boy.”

Mom looked at me with sad eyes. She pulled the flower from my grasp and put it back in my hair. Under her breath, Mom said, “I’m not so sure anymore.”

#

I knocked my phone from the bedside table onto the floor and leaned over the side of the bed, hoping to see it. I reached for it, and wound up falling out of my bed. Disoriented, I fumbled around and finally got the phone. By the time I picked it up, the call had already gone to voice mail. I sighed, angry that anyone would call me before noon on the few remaining days of summer vacation.

The call was from Nick. Not happy at finding myself on the floor instead of being asleep, I said aloud, “What the hell does he want?” I glared at the phone. I guess I could listen to the voicemail and find out. I punched a few buttons and put the phone on speaker.

Nick’s recorded voice said, “Hey bud, do you ever answer your phone? Anyway, I need to discuss a few things. First, I got a call this morning from Colin. He’s picking up his bike, saying he’s not going to let you borrow it anymore. Said something about not being allowed to see you anymore.

“Dude. Were you and Colin dating? Also, Spencer from the track hasn’t heard from you about whether or not your new leathers fit. Can you try them on… like this morning, and let him know? And lastly, come over here. I have a possible deal for you, but I need you to come here. Come by after lunch if possible. See ya.”

I picked up the phone and shouted at it, “No! I’m not dating Colin! Sheesh!”

I stood up and put the phone back on the table. In my closet hung the new leathers, still in their protective plastic bag. I guessed I should go ahead and try them on. Who knew when I’d be back at the track. I sighed. Mr. Adams wants me there whether I’m racing or not.

I stripped down to my panties. Yes, panties, they’re just too darned comfortable. I pulled the leathers from the plastic bag, and I was immediately hit by the smell. Wow. Real leather. I studied them a moment to figure out how to put them on. After a few minutes, I finally got inside and zipped them up.

Holy crap. They felt great. They fit perfect. There were ventilation pockets that actually seemed to work. I stepped in front of the mirror and couldn’t believe it, I looked like I had a girlish figure. And then I noticed something else. I actually screamed, “NO!” I tried pushing it around, but I couldn’t change the appearance. There was a fold in the crotch that looked like a camel toe, and I couldn’t do anything about it.

#

“I’m in the garage!” called out Nick as I started walking towards his front door. Stupid me. I should always just look there first. I walked around to his garage. He was laying across the bench seat of his truck with a bunch of wires hanging down under the dash.

“Hey Nick!” I called out when I entered his garage. I looked at him a moment before asking, “Hey man, whatcha up to?”

Nick started to sit up, banged his head on the bottom of the dash board, winced and said, “Hey dude. I’m replacing the stereo in my truck. I’m glad you could make it over.”

I folded my arms. “Well, you did make it sound kinda urgent.”

He sat up all the way and slid out of his truck. “Well, it kinda sorta is. Want a soda? I haven’t opened it yet, and it’s only been sitting out a couple of hours?” He winced when he sat up.

“So, what’s so urgent? And how’s your leg and ribs?”

“Not bad. Not bad.” He hobbled over to the middle of his garage. There was a large red shop cloth draped over something in the middle of the garage floor. “How about you? I heard you had some dust up with a drunk in a bar. You’re only seventeen.”

I sighed. “I blame Colin. It’s where he picked for lunch.”

Nick grinned. “Is that why you broke up with him?”

“What?!” I shouted. “No! I mean we weren’t dating! Give me a break, man.”

“That’s what Colin told me. He said you started flirting with some drunk dude, and he had to rescue you.”

I took a deep breath. “I think we can all agree that Colin is an idiot. Now, why am I here?”

Nick hobbled his way to whatever it was in the middle of his garage floor. “Races are this weekend, right? And then your boyfriend takes his 250 away from you. What to do, right? Well, how about this?”

Nick tugged on the shop cloth and it slid to the floor, revealing a dinged up and dirty 450 with big knobbies fore and aft. It also had a taillight and a headlight, with a mirror on the left handlebar. A torn saddle, a speedo, and no exhaust pipe. “What do you think?”

I stepped up close to it and squinted at it. “Not too bad. Get rid of the street stuff and, with just a little work, you could probably race it.”

“I couldn’t,” said Nick. He picked up a box from the floor. “Check this out. Yoshimura exhaust system. Anyway, maybe with a little help from you, we can get this puppy ready to motocross by Saturday.”

“Go ahead, start it up. It runs great. With both of us, I think getting it ready would be a cinch.”

“I’m sure we could, but Nick. You can’t race with your leg busted. I mean, it’s like busted in three places.” I said, after kicking the engine through. The engine started first kick.

Grinning, Nick said, “But you can race.”

I revved the engine a few times filling the garage with blue smoke indicating the engine needed a ring job, and God knows what else. I shook my head, “Mom has laid down the law. She doesn’t want me racing anymore since the last race almost killed me.”

Nick rolled his eyes. “Fuck that, man, you weren’t almost killed. That pretty face of yours didn’t get one scratch. And Saturday you won’t be racing on asphalt. Talk to her. Tell her you have Castrol in your veins.”

Shrugging, I said, “I’ll talk to her, but I know what she’s gonna say. She wants me to do more modeling.”

Nick nodded at me. “Spencer showed me some of the pictures from the photo shoot. If you don’t want to risk breaking a nail, I’ll understand. You’re very beautiful and very feminine.”

I shook my head. “I wish people would quit saying that.”

“Well you are. Deal with it,” said Nick with a chuckle.

Still shaking my head, I said, “I’ll talk to her. See ya.”

#

“I said no, honey.”

“But Mom! Nick and I have been fixing up a bike he bought off Doug.”

Dad said as he looked up from watching TV, “You have a death wish son? Wasn’t getting almost killed a few weeks ago enough for you?”

I stood up, putting my hands on my hips. “I was not almost killed, I didn’t even get a scratch!”

Mom looked up from her Kindle and said, “Honey, you’re just too young.”

I folded my arms. “Age has nothing to do with it, there are plenty of racers my age. There’s an old geezer Dad’s age who consistently comes in last, so his age doesn’t help. There are even girls who race! And they’re highly competitive.”

Mom took a stern look at me. “Can you promise you won’t get hurt?”

I laughed, “I can’t make that promise just walking out the door! Please, you guys. Nick and I worked so hard to get this bike race ready! I don’t want to be afraid to get back up on a bike. Remember what you said about getting back up on a horse?”

Dad frowned. “Yes. And again I wasn’t talking about motorcycles!”

Raising my voice, I said, “It’s the same thing and you know it, Dad! You know I’m a good rider. I promise, if I get killed, I’ll never ask to race again. I don’t want people thinking I’m too chicken to get on a bike again.”

Mom frowned at me. “You don’t have to prove yourself to anyone.”

“I have to prove it to myself.”

#

Saturday morning, I walked into Nick’s garage and shouted, “Are you ready to rumble?”

Nick banged his head on his truck’s dashboard as he tried to sit up. After rubbing his head, Nick managed to sit up in his truck. Grinning, he said, “I’m ready for some racing. Good job on breaking down your parents’ resolve.”

“I resorted to crying.”

Nick chuckled. “Whatever works. Go put on your leathers, Doug will be here any minute.”

I ran my fingers down the length of the bike’s saddle. “Why is Doug coming here?”

Nick said, “He’s going to help load the bike on the trailer. I can’t because of this busted leg. And my ribs still hurt.” He pointed at the bike trailer. “Help me hitch this thing to the truck, and then get your leathers on.”

I rolled the trailer up to the rear of Nick’s truck and dropped the hitch down on the ball. I whacked the latch with the palm of my hand and inserted the cotter pin. “All set. I’ll go change.”

It’s not a secret anymore about me wearing pink leathers, but I still wanted to change into them at Nick’s place. About ten minutes later, I returned to Nick’s garage.

He grinned when he saw me. “Looking good.” Then he burst out laughing, “Nice camel toe.”

I frowned. “You’re not supposed to notice.”

A horn honked from Nick’s driveway as a pickup truck pulled in. Doug and his girlfriend hopped out. They walked up to the bike.

Pointing, Doug said, “You did a great job on this, Nick.”

Nick pointed at me. “I got a lot of help from Randy.”

Doug looked over at me with a surprised expression. “Really? Did she hand you the correct wrench this time?”

Nick shrugged. “Randy’s not a bad mechanic.”

Doug grabbed the bike’s handlebars. “Well, let’s get this puppy loaded.”

I started to hold the handlebars to help load when Doug’s girlfriend touched my arm. “Just stand back, sweetie. This is a job for big girls.”

I stood there fuming, while Doug and his chick rolled the bike up the ramp and his girlfriend held it steady while Doug locked the straps down. Pouting, I was furious that nobody thinks I’m capable.

Nick punched Doug’s shoulder. “Thanks, Dude!”

Grinning, Doug said, “See you at the track. I’ll help you unload.”

Nick said to me, “Go ahead and hop in the truck while I lock up. Sorry that we won’t have any tunes on the drive over.”

I frowned at Nick. “You know, I’m just as capable to help load as that girl.”

Nick shook his head. “Are you letting that eat you? Sorry babe, but if that bike started to go over on either side, you wouldn’t be able to hold it. Get in the truck.”

I climbed into the truck and closed the door. As Nick locked his house up, I fumed, “I’m not helpless!”

When we got to the track, Nick parked and turned to me. “I guess I need to call Doug. I thought he’d be here already.”

I frowned. “Come on , Nick. I can help you roll the stupid bike off the trailer.”

Hobbling over to the trailer, Nick said, “Are you sure you can handle it? I can’t help a lot with my leg.”

I grabbed the handlebars and braced myself. “I’m ready.”

Nicked took a deep breath and popped one side of the straps. The forks popped up and the remaining strap pulled the bike quickly towards me. I couldn’t hold it! The weight was about to push me over. Oh crap! It’s about to fall over on me! Nick tried to grab the bike but couldn’t.

Someone stepped in and took the handlebars from me. “I’ve got it honey,” said a female voice. I stepped back and saw it was Doug’s girlfriend. Grinning she said, “Like I said sweetie, this is a job for the big girls.” As she and Doug began to roll the bike off the trailer, she continued, “A pretty little girl like you should probably stick with modeling.”

I folded my arms and scowled at her. She looked at me and chuckled. To Doug, she said, “Am I wrong?”

As they rolled the bike from the trailer, Doug said, “Yes, she’s beautiful, but she’s also a strong competitor.”

His girlfriend was about to say something else when Nick said, “Hey guys, thanks for the help in unloading. We need to go check in.”

Doug grinned. “No problem, bud. We’ll see you after the races.” He looked at me and smiled. “Hey, we’re all rooting for you.”

Nick tapped my shoulder. “Don’t let her get to you, I really don’t think she’s trying to be mean. Let’s get you checked in and maybe get a hot dog.”

“It pisses me off!” I said as we walked towards check-in, with Nick hobbling along. To no one in particular, I grumbled, “I’m not a little girl!”

As we were getting me checked in one race official, who I think was probably Nick’s age, said, “Your bike is new. We’ll give you a new number for your plate.” He looked at a list, then at me and he grinned. “Your number will be 69.” His grin spread wide.

I shook my head. “I want a different number.”

“Sorry. All decisions are final,” smirked the official.

An older woman sitting at the same table said, “Ralph, give her a different number. That number isn’t even allowed.”

Ralph wrote something down and handed me a new sheet. My new number was 00.

“No, I want a real number.”

Looking indignant, Ralph demanded, “What’s wrong with 00?”

Frowning, I said, “It looks like boobs.”

Grinning, Ralph said, “Yeah. It does.” He chuckled.

The woman sitting next to Ralph, took the paper, and wadded it up. She said, “Oh for goodness sake.” She took another piece of paper and wrote something on it. She said, “Here, sweetie. Your plate number is 35. How’s that?”

I said, “I’ll take it.” Using black electrician’s tape, Nick formed the number on our blank number plates. I noticed on my form, my name was spelled Randi.

Rolling the bike to the starting line, I asked Nick, “Do you think I’m a girl?”

Nick stopped walking. “No. I know you’re not. But sorry to tell you, you are effeminate. It’s easy to be confused by the vibe you put out. If someone doesn’t know you, they’re going to get the impression you’re a girl. And those pictures of you wearing skirts and dresses sure don’t help.”

“So I should dump the modeling and be more aggressive?” I asked as I pulled my bright pink helmet on. Another gift from Spencer Adams.

Nick shook his head. “Definitely not, that modeling is a good gig. And you’ll just look silly if you try to act aggressive. Honestly? You need to figure out who you are, and then be you. It seems to me, you’re happier as a chick. But that’s up to you.”

I nodded and waved at Nick, as I rode quickly to the starting gate. I got in line with the other riders. There were about twenty of us in the open class. I revved the engine a few times. I loved the deep-throated exhaust note of my big bore four stroke.

My focus narrowed down the gate. A few guys had watched me roll up to the gate. They had shaken their heads at me, to them I was just wasting my time. I pulled in the clutch and dropped into first gear with a loud clunk.

The gate dropped and I let out the clutch as I cranked up my RPMs. I shot across the gate, but was already behind about six others. Several of us were almost touching as we banked into the first turn. Following the turn was a straight with three short hills, the first of which I hit hard. My bike launched into the air where I cleared the next two hills completely,

There was a berm immediately after the hills for the second turn. The bike in front of me took the turn a bit too wide, and I passed him on the inside. There was a sudden drop after the turn, andy bike was in the air all the way down. Water had collected at the base, so it was nice and muddy when I landed hard. I almost slipped off the bike as the suspension bottomed-out.

I wasn’t expecting the dirt to be so soft going into the third turn. I went hi-side, which tossed me from the bike and I landed in the other side of the berm, my bike burying itself in the soft dirt. I scrambled over to my bike as three others went past me. The engine was still running, so I jumped on it, popped the clutch and showered whoever was behind me in a rooster tail of dirt.

I avoided the washboard by jumping over it completely and passed another bike on the short straight before starting the second lap.

I was beat and covered in dirt when I finally blasted across the finish to a disappointing fourth place. Nick walked with me back to the pit area. “You did great kiddo. The bike is heavier than what you’re used to, with a lot more torque. Now that you know what you’re doing, I’m sure you’ll do better in the remaining motos.”

“I sure hope so,” I said as I collapsed exhausted into one of the chairs we’d brought. Nick tossed me a soda and a bag of chips.

And Nick was right. I did much better in the next three motos to finish third over-all. Not bad for my first time out in this class.

#

“Do you know what you’ll be modeling today?” asked Mom, as I poured a cup of orange juice. Suzie from Spencer Adams studio had called me the night before to ask me to come in for a photo shoot. I was surprised when she said the client had even asked for me specifically to model.

I’ve gotten in the habit of shaving my legs and underarms, but this morning, I shaved extra close. I was wearing one of my new skirts and tops with the new shoes Mom had bought me. It still felt weird to wear high heels.

I sat next to Mom and shook my head. “All they hinted at was that it was a high end client who had asked for me specifically. Weird, huh?”

Mom smiled as she took a sip of her coffee. “Not at all. You make the clients clothes look good, so it follows you’ll be in demand. And you look nice this morning. I love that skirt.”

“Thanks,” I said after downing my orange juice. “Dad doesn’t really like to see me dressed like this.” Dad had already left for work.

Mom shrugged. “I think your father will come around eventually. Just give him time.”

I stood up. “Well, I need to run. Mr. Adams wants me there a little before nine this morning.”

Mom sipped her coffee again. “Is Colin picking you up again?”

I shook my head. “No, I think Dad scared him. He hasn’t even called me. But apparently, from what Suzie told me, the client has her own male model. She told me his name, and I think I go to school with him, so I’m a little worried about that. How will he react seeing me dressed as a girl?”

Mom smiled at me. “Try not to worry about that and just be beautiful.”

I grinned. “I hope that’s enough. See ya.”

#

I sighed when I saw I’d have to park across the street again. There was a van parked in front of the studio with a company name of “Carol’s Bridal & Formals.” Was I going to be modeling wedding dresses? And, Homecoming wasn’t very far away either. I decided there was no point in guessing as I walked through the door.

Mr. Adams rushed up to me as I entered. “There she is! Randi! Great. You’re here early. You’re going to just love the shoot today.” He then gestured to a woman standing behind him. “Carol. Please come meet today’s model.”

The woman, who I guessed was the owner of Carol’s Bridal and Formals, stepped beside Mr. Adams. She extended her hand towards me and we had a rather uncomfortable, wimpy handshake. “So you must be Randi! Mr. Adams has told me so much about you. You’re this simply beautiful young woman, and you race motorcycles!” She laughed lightly. “I just find that extraordinary, especially since you have delicate hands.”

She made me feel uncomfortable. Not sure how to respond to being told my hands were delicate, I just smiled slightly and said, “Thank you.”

Mr. Adams clapped his hands once and announced, “Okay everyone. We’re burning daylight, so let’s get started. Randi, you know the drill, go see Suzie for makeup. We’re going for a more dramatic look this time.”

I nodded. “Yes, sir.” I turned and hurried down the hall to find Suzie.

I found Suzie in her room, ready to make me gorgeous, although I felt silly thinking that. Being gorgeous was something I had never thought about before. Her assistant also appeared ready to do my nails. Last time, I discovered I liked having my nails done. I sighed. There’s no doubt. I’m sliding into the pink side.

Suzie spent more time on my makeup than she had in the past. “Girl, don’t be surprised if men don’t just throw themselves at your feet.”

I shook my head. “Don’t talk crazy.”

Suzie shrugged. “I’m just tellin’ ya. Okay. Go to the dressing room to get into your first dress. There’s an assistant to help you. Knock ‘em dead!” I just laughed and walked over to the women’s dressing room. I still haven’t seen who the guy is for the shoot.

A woman in the changing room smiled at me. “Oh! You are so beautiful!” I’m going to get a complex if I keep hearing that. “I’m Laura, your assistant this morning. Okay, now strip down to your undies and remove your earrings. We’re going to loan you real diamond earrings and a diamond necklace for the shoot.”

I put the earrings I was wearing into my purse, and got down to my underwear. Oh great. I’m going to lose an earring, and owe millions of dollars.

The first dress Laura pulled out of a box was beautiful. Not that I’m an expert on dresses. She called it a mermaid dress, and she actually had to put me in a corset to squeeze down my waist. I had to wear the corset for all the wedding dresses. The dress was white lace and satin, and was tight down my thighs, flaring at the knees. She had to help me step into the white, satin heels.

She checked out everything and made sure the dress was smooth. I really hoped the pictures were quick.

Laura giggled and said, “Okay, let’s go out and meet your husband.”

“My what?” I asked, almost falling off my heels.

Laura laughed. “The male model. He’ll be modeling a tux.”

With swishing satin, I walked into the studio. Carol smiled. “What a lovely bride! Have you met the male model?”

I looked at him, he was a boy about my same age and dressed to the nines. I said, “He looks familiar, I think I go to school with him.” Why did I say that? I’ll be going to school as a boy, and here I am wearing a wedding dress.

The boy couldn’t take his eyes off me. He said, “Hi, I’m Tony. I think I’ve seen you at school. Yeah. We had the same English class.” True. We did. Thank God it wasn’t P.E.

I forced a smile. “Oh, hey Tony. I remember you now.” Terrific.

He laughed, “I remember a couple of guys thought you were a dude.”

I grinned nervously. “Pretty silly, huh?”

I hope we get the pictures soon. The dress is so tight, I’m afraid of splitting a seam trying to breathe. Can you breathe through your pores?

Carol said, “Okay guys, here’s the plan. We have five wedding dresses and three tuxedos. So for each dress change, Tony, you’ll have to change your outfit three times so we can get a picture of each tux with each dress. I know it’s a hassle, but it’s what we have to do.”

Tony piped up saying, “That doesn’t bother me at all.” Hopefully I won’t expire from asphyxiation.

I was glad when the shooting started. Tony and I each got a shot by ourselves, and then a bunch of shots of us posing together. I liked Tony, and, I have to admit, he’s very cute. More cute than Colin. Why did I think that?

He was very nice and had a great sense of humor, which helped the morning go by. It annoyed me though how he kept sniffing me and telling me how pretty I smelled. Maybe he should sniff me in my leathers after an afternoon of racing. Maybe I shouldn’t have worn that perfume Mom bought me.

We finally got down to the final dress, and it was the prettiest. Mr. Adams was handling the photography himself and kept directing us. For the final set of pictures, he said to just keep moving and looking like we were in love while he rapidly snapped the pictures.

At one point I slid my arms around Tony’s neck, and I was suddenly struck by him. His eyes were such a deep blue, his jaw line smooth yet masculine and his hair playfully tousled. Against my better senses, I found myself attracted to him. He winked and then bent his head to me. I wanted to pull away but closed my eyes instead. His lips touched mine. I thought of Colin’s kiss. Just a child. I leaned into Tony’s warm, soft lips. What in the Sam Hill am I doing?

Carol asked, “Did you get that Mr. Adams?”

Spencer chuckled. “I sure did!”

###


Part 8

The neighbor across the street waved to me as she was getting into her car. “Hey, Randi. You’re looking very lovely this morning.” I thought for sure she knew I wasn’t a girl. You don’t tell boys they’re looking lovely.

I waved back and said, “Thank you.” The makeup and outfit I’m wearing would be confusing to folks I guess.

Mom looked up from the TV when I entered the house. I guess Dad was at work. Mom smiled at me. “Don’t you look lovely today! How was the photo shoot?”

I pulled a chair up next to Mom and sat down. “It went great, Mom. Today I got to model wedding gowns.”

“That’s great! Is Mr. Adams going to give you copies? I’ve love to see them.”

I nodded. “I believe so.”

Looking at me sideways, Mom asked, “Did Colin behave himself?”

I shook my head. “He wasn’t there. They brought in a different guy, someone named Tony.”

Looking a bit surprised, Mom said, “Oh? Well, did he behave himself?”

I smiled thinking of Tony. “Yeah. He was a perfect gentleman. In fact… Mom. What’s wrong with me?”

Mom looked at me curiously. “What do you mean, honey?”

“I kissed him. It wasn’t part of the shoot, I just couldn’t resist him. He’s gorgeous.” I looked down at my hands.

Mom sighed, “Your father is always saying you’re a twink.”

I frowned at Mom. “So I’m gay? That’s it?”

Mom shrugged. “You’ve never once mentioned any girls you like. And then there was… um, ah….”

“I don’t have a problem with being gay, if that’s what I am. I’m sure Dad doesn’t like it,” I said frowning again at Mom. “But are you suggesting there’s something more?”

Mom leaned forward and hugged me. “Your father wanted a son so bad. He pushed sports and other guy activities on you, but you were never really interested in those things. You were always effeminate. The doctors said you had a hormonal issue, and that’s why you haven’t developed big muscles or grown facial hair. Your father kept holding out hope that you’d grow out of it, but it doesn’t look like it.”

I sat up straighter in my chair and asked, “So I’m really a girl?”

Mom shook her head. “No, you’re a boy. Just very effeminate, and you probably won’t develop more male attributes without hormone injections. Even with those, you won’t be able to father a child.” Holy shit. This was way too much to digest in one sitting.

Mom sighed. “The doctor said one of our options was to raise you as a girl but wasn’t sure how you’d adjust since you’d still be male. Your father was against that anyways.”

I just stared at Mom for a minute. “You could have raised me as a girl? Why didn’t you? I think I would have liked that.”

Mom shrugged. “That was an option to us, but the doctor actually advised against it. He cited a case where a boy had been raised as a girl and later committed suicide.”

I leaned back in my chair. “This is so confusing. Look at me, what do you see?”

Mom smiled nervously. “At the moment, I see a pretty, young woman.”

“So why can’t I stay this way?” I asked. “I like looking like this.”

Mom smiled at me. “You can dress however you want, but if you want to switch to being a girl, there are legal hoops for you to jump through. Not to mention surgery eventually.”

I frowned at Mom. “I wish you’d raised me as a girl.”

Mom looked at me seriously. She said, “You should probably seek the help of a professional. Honestly, Randy, other than spending more time with girls growing up, you never talked about wanting to be a girl until you started wearing those pink leathers. I think you just enjoy all the attention you’re getting.”

I shook my head. “You think I’m that shallow?”

Mom just stared at me for several long moments. Finally, she said, “You can’t just wake up one morning and announce you’re a girl. While you make a lovely young woman, there’s more to being a woman than just looking good in a dress. You want to pursue this and investigate further? You have my blessing. Your father won’t like it. But you have to get some professionals to examine you, before you make a potential huge mistake.”

I studied my hands with the beautiful nails. “If I have to stay a boy for now, can I have my own dirt bike for racing?”

Mom snorted a laugh. “You’ll have to ask your father that.”

#

“This is a nice bike,” said Nick, as he dismounted the blue and white dirt bike he’d ridden to my house from the dealer. I don’t have a motorcycle operator’s license.

“Thanks.” I grinned as I slid my fingers along the shiny fuel tank, and twisted the throttle a few times. “Think how great this will sound with a Yoshimura exhaust system.”

Nick turned the ignition off and stepped back to look at the bike. “How did you convince your folks to get it?”

Chuckling, I said, “I just suggested some things to my dad.”

###


Part 9

I grunted as the front forks bottomed out and the saddle bounced up to hit my ass as I blasted over the rough track. Standing on the foot pegs and using my legs as shock absorbers kept my teeth from rattling. My sole focus was on the bike directly in front of me. I was sure I was currently in second place and the pink and white bike in front of me was the leader. Damn that girl is good.

I rocketed around the turn in the final lap, showering those foolish enough to stand on the berm with soft wet dirt. This was my first race day with my new bike, and the bike was performing better than my expectations. Last week I had it over in Nick’s garage as we stripped all the street stuff from it and added the new exhaust system, which helped boost the bike’s power output.

Once again I was placed in the Powder Puff class, but if I can’t catch the girl in first place, maybe it’s where I belong. I’m not the only rider at the track who thinks she should move up to the Open class. She’d still smoke the competition.

My front wheel was just even with her rear wheel as we crossed the finish line. I let go of the throttle to coast to a stop. Becky, the girl who just whooped my ass, raised her face shield and gave me a thumbs up. I heard her yell, “Great race, girl!” I waved back to her. Everyone thinks I’m a girl. Well, Nick doesn’t.

“Dude, get back to the pit area. We need to get ready.” I was once again Nick’s monkey on his sidehack. I was both afraid and anxious about getting back into it. Nick had wrapped his ribs pretty tight, as they hadn’t fully healed.

Pushing my bike and walking back with Nick, I said, “Man. You need to give those ribs another month, dude.”

Picking up his helmet, Nick said, “Naw, it’s fine. It’s mind over matter. If I don’t mind, then it don’t matter.” He still walked with a limp.

Pulling my bike up onto its stand, I said, “You’re gonna kill yourself.” We’d removed the side stand to save weight.

Nick laughed, “I doubt it. Your boyfriend Colin was begging me to let him take your place in the side hack. He said you’re too much of a delicate feminine flower to risk.”

I shook my head. “He’s not my boyfriend. I think I’m a better monkey than he is anyway. I should ditch the leathers, and show up in a miniskirt and high heels.”

Nick grunted a laugh. “Adams would sideline you so quick, it’d make your head spin. There’s no way he’d risk you scratching up those sexy legs of yours.”

I smiled brightly at Nick. “Do you really think my legs are sexy?”

Nick started to push his bike. “Let’s just get to the track.”

#

I tried relaxing in one of the portable chairs Nick had brought with us. Nick was cursing his bike. I just took another big swig of my Gatorade as I heard footsteps crunching on gravel behind me. Becky walked up to me.

She chuckled as she pulled up another chair. “Great race, Randi. I was worried you were going to catch me right at the end.”

I grinned. “If the track had been just a bit longer, I would have.”

She glanced over at Nick. “And I thought for sure you guys were going win your side hack race until the sidehack wheel fell off.”

I grimaced. “Yeah, that sucked the way I was tossed into the air.”

There was an awkward few moments of silence, and then Becky said, “Well, what I wanted to ask you – I know it’s short notice – but my church is having a picnic tomorrow starting around eleven AM, and I wanted to know if you would like to come, several riders are going. Kat is coming.

“You don’t have to bring any food. It’s a fun get-together for young people like us. Yeah, someone will ask you to join our youth group, but you’re not obligated. You can bring your boyfriend along too.”

I looked down at my feet a moment. “I’ll think about it. I’ll have to ask my mom.”

Becky smiled. “Of course. I hope to see you there.” With a grin, she turned and scampered away.

#

After Nick dropped me off at my house, all I wanted to do was hit the shower. We’re storing my bike at his garage, so I didn’t have to deal with it right away. Nick agreed to keep the bike, but he’s not going to clean it or maintain it without my involvement. That’s only fair, I guess.

The front door slammed behind me as I hurried across the living room. “Hey! I’m home. What’s for dinner?”

“What kind of greeting is that?” asked Mom as she stepped out of the kitchen. “Pwew! You need to take a shower before you come to dinner!”

“That’s what I’m going to do,” I retorted. When Mom frowned at me, in a softer tone I said, “That’s where I was headed.” I paused a moment and said, “I need to ask you something.”

Mom glanced back towards the kitchen. “Okay, make it quick. I think something’s boiling over.”

“One of the girl racers invited me to her church’s picnic tomorrow,” I said, inching towards the bathroom. “Should I go? Or actually, can I go?”

Mom shrugged. “I don’t see why not, you need to get out more. You might meet new friends.”

I let out my breath. “She only invited me because she thinks I’m a girl.”

Mom looked at me sideways. “Is this something where you’ll have to strip down naked?”

I laughed, “I doubt it. It’s a church picnic.”

Mom said, “I need to get back into the kitchen. We can discuss this later but, really honey, you can just dress androgynously. A t-shirt and shorts. Besides, at the track, only you and Nick think you’re a boy anyway, so go have some fun. I just heard something boil over.” And she dashed into the kitchen.

During dinner, as Dad scooped a lion’s share of mashed potatoes, he asked without looking at me, “What’s this about a picnic tomorrow?”

I took another bite of meatloaf and said, “Yeah. One of the girl racers invited me to come to her church’s picnic tomorrow. I don’t have to bring anything.”

Stirring butter into his potatoes, Dad said, “Is she trying to get a date with you?”

I grunted a laugh. “I doubt it. She thinks I’m a girl.”

Dad frowned at me. “Why would she think that?”

I frowned back at him. “I don’t know. Maybe it’s because I race in a girl’s class and look like a girl in my pink leathers. You know all this.”

With his mouth full, Dad said, “I thought you were done with this girl shit.”

I sighed, “Everyone at the track considers me to be a girl. Mr. Adams still wants me to model. I’d bet money if I showed up at the track as a boy, everyone would assume I’m going tomboy.”

Dad shook his head. “I don’t like it. It’s bad enough I have a twink for a son, but he has to wear panties too?” Dad narrowed his eyes at me. “I suppose there’ll be a lot of boys at this event?”

I laughed, “Probably, it is a youth picnic. I’m not going to meet boys. Becky asked me to come, and she thinks I’m a girl. Look. Forget it, I’ll let her know I can’t come.”

Dad nodded. “That’s for the best. You really need to knock it off with this girl nonsense. You don’t want me to take that bike away, do you?” That’s the main reason I store it at Nick’s.

“Don’t be so harsh,” said Mom. “Boy or girl, Randi needs to get out and meet new friends.”

Nostrils flaring, Dad said, “He’s not going and that’s final.”

#

“Mom. This isn’t too much makeup for a picnic is it?”

###


Part 10

Mom kissed my cheek as I was about to slide out of the car. She said, “Have a good time at the picnic. Give me a call when you’re ready for me to come pick you up.”

“Thanks, Mom. Thanks for understanding,” I said.

Mom smiled at me and ruffled my hair. “You bet. Have a good time and make some friends. Don’t worry about things. You’re beautiful.”

I grinned at Mom. “Thanks!” I slid out of the car and closed the door. I must be going insane. Not only did I decide to wear a little makeup, but I also painted my nails with a light pink polish. Dad was fit to be tied when he saw me this morning. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I should just knock it off with the girl shit. I didn’t really dress girly. I was wearing a t-shirt with the C-Z logo and shorts.

As Mom drove away, I checked the contents of my purse. Yes, I was carrying a purse. Everyone loses it if they see a boy carrying a purse. But today, I’m not a boy, so I guess it doesn’t matter. In my purse was makeup, my phone, my house keys and some money, if I needed it.

I looked around the park. Not far from me, I saw a bunch of kids standing near tables and a large tent. The kids were mostly around my age, give or take. That had to be the party, so I began walking in that direction.

As I neared the tent which seemed to be where the adults were hiding, a girl came running from the group and hugged me at a dead run. “Randi! You came!”

Grinning, I hugged Becky back. “Yep. Sounded like fun.”

Becky pointed at my t-shirt and exclaimed, “My dad used to race C-Zs.”

I said, “Oh cool. Great bikes.”

Touching my arm, Becky said, “Come on, I’d like you to meet some friends.”

Actually, under the tents were tables loaded with food like fried chicken, hamburgers, sandwich meat, fries, veggies and the ever present potato salad. Kids were just starting to line up. We walked up to a group standing around talking.

Grinning, Becky said, “You know Kat.”

Kat chuckled, “Finally get to meet you without eating your dirt.”

Becky pointed to another girl. “This is Cindy. She’s in the band with me.”

Cindy shook her head at me. “You’re another biker chick?”

Becky said, “She’s also a fashion model.”

Cindy looked surprised. “Serious?”

The next person she introduced me to was an adult casually dressed in a t-shirt and shorts. Becky said, “Randi, this is our pastor, Dr. Wilkins. He’s our youth director.”

Dr. Wilkins smiled as he shook my hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. You can call me Sam. Such a lovely young lady, but isn’t racing motorcycles dangerous?”

Before I could answer, Kat said with a grin, “She was almost killed a few weeks ago!”

With a look of concern, Sam said, “Oh my. Were you frightened?”

I laughed, “I think I was unconscious at the time.”

Becky said, “It was a scary crash, as her rider rolled their side hack on asphalt. She was the monkey.”

Looking confused, Sam asked, “Monkey?”

I sighed, “It takes two people to race side cars. The second person is called a monkey. It’s hard to explain.”

Sam shook his head. “Sounds extremely dangerous. I’m surprised your parents let you do this.”

I frowned at Sam. “It’s also a personal challenge. Just yesterday, Nick and I…”

Becky took my arm. “I want you to meet some of my other friends, and then we can get something to eat. Do you play volley ball?”

As we got some distance from Sam, Becky said, “Sorry about that. Dr. Wilkins gets on my case all the time about racing; I think he’s afraid of motorcycles.”

Becky introduced me to several more of her friends. I was surprised that a few recognized me from the track. There was one boy named Carson who kept looking at me. As we walked towards the food line, I saw him talking to Kat and looking my direction. Terrific.

As we took our place in line, Carson managed to work his way to stand next to me. He tapped my shoulder. “Hey. Kat was telling me you’re a monkey in the side car races. I didn’t know they did that around here. Doesn’t that take a lot of upper body strength?” He looked at my skinny arms.

Annoyed, I said, “Actually, it requires a lot of agility. Our side hack racing is more like motocross with a side car. We don’t do street racing.”

Kat nodded. “Yeah, she was almost killed when they tried street racing.”

I frowned at Kat. “I think everyone knows that by now.”

Kat looked indignant. “Sorry.”

Carson smiled at me. “You must be a pretty brave chick.” Carson had very blue eyes.

I shrugged. “To be honest, I really don’t think about it.” I put a piece of chicken on my paper plate.

Prodding, Carson asked, “So is your racing partner your boyfriend?”

I laughed. “Nick? He’s just some crazy guy I met at school before he graduated. My parents didn’t want me to race, so I kinda snuck into it by being his monkey. Now I have my own bike as well.”

Becky nodded. “And she’s good, almost beat me yesterday. Is this true? I heard Colin is your boyfriend.”

I stiffened as I put some BBQ beans on my plate. I quickly – maybe too quickly – said, “No. He’s not. Nix that rumor.” Becky chuckled.

As he got some beans as well, Carson casually asked, “So you don’t have a boyfriend right now?”

I said, “Not right now.” Why did I say it that way? Carson has a cute smile.

Carson, Becky, Kat and I all sat together at a table. Carson sat next to me. Sam joined us, and sat across from me.

“I hope you don’t mind me joining you daredevils,” Sam quipped as he set his plate down.

Kat giggled, “Dr. Wilkens, almost anything can be dangerous. Remember Tommy Valasco lost his big toe last summer mowing his lawn? Nothing is one hundred percent safe.”

Sam shook his head. “Well, it just seems you lovely ladies are looking for danger.”

Carson said, “I’ve read motocross is the second most physically demanding sport in the world.”

Three girls came bouncing up to our table. One of them said, “We’re trying to get a volleyball game going. You girls interested in playing?”

Kat stood up, gathering her trash together. “I’m up for it. What about you guys?”

I stayed seated. “I don’t know, I’ve never been very good at volleyball.”

Becky playfully slapped my arm. “Me either. Let’s go.”

I sighed, as I really didn’t want to play. Back in middle school PE, when they decided during class on cold days to play volleyball, I was always the last player picked. Because I played like a girl. Well, that would be expected now.

I said, “Okay. But I’m warning you, I suck at this.”

One of the girls that asked us to play said, “Good. I won’t be the only one, then.”

As we trotted over to the volleyball court, the six of us introduced ourselves to each other. Janet, one of the new girls, said to me, “Now I remember you, you’re in my government class. Don’t laugh. One of the guys in the class tried to tell me you were a boy, but I knew you were a girl.” I just laughed nervously.

Since none of us truly knew which players were good or not, team selection went quickly. A boy who sat on the sand to watch shouted that one team should be “skins,” which, of course, would have meant taking our tops off. That was resoundingly rejected. Maybe if we were all wearing bikinis? That would leave me out. We all kicked off our shoes to play barefoot in the sand.

Lining up to begin the game, Kat looked over at me and grinned. “I think Carson likes you?”

I laughed, “Why would you say that?”

Kat smirked. “He’s sitting on the side watching you. Not us. You. When I talked to him earlier he said he planned to play softball after lunch, but he’s watching you instead.”

I turned to look over at Carson. He smiled and waved at me. Terrific. I didn’t come to the picnic to meet boys. The game started, and I turned my attention to that. I know it was my imagination, but I felt his eyeballs burning into my back.

The game was fun, I even managed to hit the ball over the net a few times. One time I lost my footing in the sand and fell. Carson laughed.

We played three games, and my team won twice. But the day was getting hot, and I think we were all beat, so we all decided to quit. I’d forgotten about Carson. I looked around for him after the game broke up, but I didn’t see him. I wondered when he walked off. And why do I feel disappointed?

I wandered back to the tent to get a drink of water, and I got another piece of chicken while I was there. A few minutes later, a half dozen boys entered the tent and started grabbing food, I think they had been playing softball. When they sat down, they all kept glancing over at me.

One of the boys called out to me, “Hey. You look lonely over there. Come sit with us!”

I smiled and said, “Actually, I’m done eating. Thanks though.” I was done; I was just snacking. I wanted to sit a bit longer, but not while being stared at. I got up and walked past them.

Still wanting to sit and be alone for a bit, I walked over to the swings. Oddly, there were no children playing on them. I sat in one of the swings and smiled to myself at the memory of sitting in these very swings when I was a kid. Lost in thought, I just rocked lazily in the swing, my eyes closed.

“Need a push?” The voice startled me. I looked up to see Carson standing beside me.

I smiled at him and said, “Sure.” Carson smiled back, stepped behind me and gently pushed on my back to get me swinging.

To fill the awkward void, I asked, “Do you go to Wilson?” Wilson is the name of my high school. The other school in town is Harcourt. “I don’t remember seeing you at school.”

Carson chuckled, “I’m from out of town. We came here this summer to visit my cousins, they go to your church. That’s how I knew about the picnic.”

“Oh. It’s not my church, it’s Becky’s.” I relaxed with Carson’s gentle pushing. “Just curious, why aren’t you with your cousins?”

Laughing, Carson said, “I’ve seen them all week. Besides, one is in elementary school and the other is in middle school, so I wanted to hang out with some older kids. We go back home in a few days.”

Grinning, I said, “I can understand that.”

“Let me guess about you,” said Carson. “Since you’re athletic, you’re a cheerleader and dating the captain of the football team.”

I laughed, “Sorry. You’re wrong on all three. I’m hardly athletic, I’m not a cheerleader, and I’m not dating anyone right now.”

Carson said, “I don’t believe that. As beautiful as you are and outgoing, you’re just the type to be a cheerleader. I also find it hard to believe you’re not dating anyone. Kat said she thought you were dating someone named Colin. He’s one lucky SOB.”

I shook my head. “I’m not dating Colin. He left me alone in a bar, and I was assaulted.” Why the hell did I mention that?

“Remind me to beat the shit out of this guy,” huffed Carson. “You’re not old enough to drink, are you?”

“No,” I said quickly. “It was also a restaurant.”

“Ah. I didn’t think so,” said Carson. “But you say you’re not athletic? Motocross is very physically demanding.”

I shrugged. “I exercise, but I don’t work out or anything.”

Carson said, “I like you. You’re a nice girl.”

Not sure how to react, I just said, “Thanks.”

“There’s where you guys are!” Becky called out to us.

She ran up to us. She gave me a knowing smile. “The party is going to be winding down. I think they’re taking the tent down, and some people have to leave. But Dr. Wilkins wants to have a weenie roast for those who want to stay a while longer. We’re meeting over by the fire pit.” She then ran off towards another group.

Carson asked, “Do you want to do that?” I don’t know why he’s asking me.

I said, “Sure. I’m not ready to leave just yet.”

Carson grabbed the swing’s chain and brought me to a gentle stop.

I said, “Thanks for the push.”

Carson grinned. “You’re very welcome.”

Surprising me, he took my hand and started to lead me over to where the others were gathering.

In an open, sandy area, there was a pit lined with rocks in a large circle. Sam had already gotten a fire started. I saw both Kat and Cindy sitting near the circle of rocks, and a boy sat behind each of them, wrapping their arms around them. In fact, there were several couples sitting in that manner. Becky showed up with a boy in tow. The sun was low in the sky. Becky handed me an extra beach towel. Nobody told me I was supposed to bring one.

Sam set up a table near the fire pit, loaded with wieners, buns and condiments. Next to the table was an ice chest with sodas. I think they were trying to avoid taking much of the stuff home with them.

Carson sat behind me on the beach towel, and I felt him put a finger in my short’s back pocket. He sat very close, and was touching me.

Sam walked up to the fire pit and announced, “I want to thank you all for staying for our wrap up event, as we share fellowship with good friends and a meal. And thanks for making our annual picnic a success. Take all the hotdogs you want, and enjoy. We’ll see most of you next Sunday.” Then he sat down on the sand next to a woman I assumed was his wife.

Carson patted my shoulder. “I’ll get us some dogs. Stay here!” He grinned.

Along with several other people Carson got up, went over to the table, wrapped some wieners and buns in a paper towel and brought it over to me. He didn’t sit, but asked me, “What kind of Coke you want?”

“Dr. Pepper,” I answered. He darted off to the ice chest, and a moment later returned with two cans of soda.

I picked up a wiener and looked at it. I asked, “How are we supposed to cook these?”

Carson looked at me quizzically. “Really?” He picked up a small broken branch laying in the sand. He then poked the small branch through the wiener. “Now just hold this over the fire for a couple of minutes.”

As I looked at my hot dog with a stick poking it, I said, “That’s a stick.”

Carson laughed, “It won’t kill you.” He then leaned forward and poked his hot dog in the fire. He looked back at me and grinned. “You need to go camping more.”

I stuck the stick into the fire. Carson said, “There you go. You got it.”

After the wiener looked cooked, I slid it into a bun and squirted some mustard on it. As I took my first bite, Carson kissed the back of my neck. I froze.

He whispered in my ear, “I’m sorry.”

I turned to look at him and smiled slightly. “No. It’s okay.” He grinned and kissed my neck again.

After several minutes, as our faces glowed in the light of the fire and everyone had finished eating, it grew quiet. Carson gently tugged on my shoulder to get me lay on the towel. A moment later I felt his soft warm lips press against mine. Holy crap! He’s kissing me! And I loved it. I lost track of time as we embraced and kissed.

Finally, he whispered in my ear, “Sorry, babe, it’s past time for me to go. Probably you too.”

I sat up and looked around. It was dark, and most of the folks had left. I said, “Yeah. I need to call my Mom.”

Carson nodded. “I’ll wait with you until your mom shows up.”

I nodded. “Thanks. I didn’t realize it was so late.”

I pulled my phone from my purse and called Mom. “Hey honey. I was starting to get worried. Is everything okay?”

I said, “Everything’s great, Mom. I need you to come pick me up.”

Mom said, “Okay honey, I’m on my way. I guess we need to set up a curfew for you.”

We disconnected, and I got up to walk to the parking lot and wait for Mom to arrive. Carson took my hand, and walked with me.

As we stood there in the dark, holding hands, Carson said, “I had a great time.”

I looked up at him. I just noticed he was taller than me. I smiled at him and said, “I had a great time too. I’m glad I came.”

Carson sighed, “I only have a few days left here, but I’d love to see you again. Would you like to go out?”

I should have said no, but instead I smiled and said, “I’d love to.” Then we exchanged phone numbers.

With his fingers, Carson lifted my face up. He bent down and kissed me. Oh God. I just melted. At first I thought I was seeing stars, but it was the headlights of Mom’s car as she pulled up.

I said, “Here’s my ride. I’ll talk to you later.”

Carson grinned. “I’ll call.”

I got into Mom’s car, and she drove away from the curb.

Mom looked out the windshield and asked, “Are you going to tell me who that boy is?”

I just smiled.

###


Part 11

“Do you like that boy?” asked Mom after we entered the house.

Dad looked up from the TV and, before I could answer Mom, he asked, “Boy? What boy?”

Mom said, “Randi met a boy at the picnic.”

Dad shook his head. “Doesn’t surprise me, Randy goes out of his way to humiliate me.”

I walked over to Dad and raised my voice. “I’m not trying to humiliate you, but you do a good job of that yourself. I’m just being me!”

Dad stood up and shouted, “Don’t raise your voice to me! Does this boy you met know you’re not a girl?”

I shuffled my feet. “No.”

“Son, you really need to stop fooling these boys,” said Dad seriously. “Most aren’t going to like it, if they find out the girl they were kissing is really a boy.”

I sat on the couch. “I like being treated like a girl. It’s fun.”

Dad frowned. “Getting beat up won’t be fun.”

The phone rang. Dad scowled at the phone. “Who’d call at this hour?”

Mom picked up the phone. “Hello? You know this is kinda late, don’t you? Yes, Randi is standing right here. And please, try not to call this late again.” Mom handed the phone receiver to me. “It’s some boy.”

I gave it a curious look before putting it against my ear. “Hello?”

Over the phone, I heard, “Hey babe, it’s me, Carson. Sorry for the late hour.”

Smiling at the phone, I said, “That’s okay. What’s up?”

Carson said, “We’re going back home Tuesday morning. Would you be interested in going out to a movie or something tomorrow night?”

I shrugged. “I’ll have to ask my Mom if it’s okay.” I pulled the phone receiver away from my face and looked expectantly at Mom. “Mom, is it okay if I go on a date tomorrow night?” I sighed. As a boy if I was asking a girl out, I doubt I’d ask Mom for permission.

Folding her arms, Mom asked, “Is this that same boy?” I nodded. “You must be back home by ten thirty.”

I put the receiver back against my ear and grinned. “Yes. As long as I’m back home at ten thirty.”

Carson said, “That cuts back on how long our orgy can be.”

I narrowed my eyes, “Our what?”

Carson chuckled, “I was joking. Want to see that new Nathan Adams movie, He Who Laughs Last?”

“Oh yeah! I wanted to see that,” I said.

Carson said, “Cool. I’ll pick you up at six so we can get something to eat at the Cineplex before the movie.”

I said, “Sounds cool. I’ll see you at six then.” We disconnected.

Dad looked at me with disgust. “So, you have a date with a boy tomorrow night? You’re going to do it anyway, so no point in trying to stop you. Be careful, I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

“I’ll be okay, Dad,” I said. “Carson is a nice boy.”

Dad frowned again. “They all are at first. Now get to bed.”

#

I was beside myself all afternoon, waiting for six o’clock to come around. I selected one of the outfits I got to keep from modeling, and Mom helped me with my makeup. She took me to the salon to get my hair styled.

Dad was at work of course, but he had phoned Mom to let her know he was going to be late coming home. Mom guessed he just didn’t want to see me getting ready for my date.

I stood in front of the mirror staring at the pretty girl looking back at me. To look like a girl does take more work. The thing is, boys always react to me as a girl, even if I’m not trying. I’m convinced I should have been a girl.

I pranced back out into the living room one more time before Carson was expected to arrive.

“How do I look?” I asked Mom.

Mom smiled. “You look beautiful honey. Just be careful keeping everything tucked away.”

I frowned. “I don’t think that’ll be an issue Mom, as I’m not exactly well endowed in that area anyways. Please don’t be like Dad.”

Mom said, “I want you to have a good time, honey, but you need to be careful.”

I nodded. “I understand, Mom. But I really want to know what it’s like to go out on a date with a boy as a girl. Carson leaves town tomorrow, so there’s no danger of a long term relationship.”

Shaking her head, Mom said, “Just be careful. I’m sure this boy just wants a date with a beautiful girl, and who can blame him. Just remember the word ‘no’ should he try to take things too far.”

“I know, Mom. I know,” I said. “Carson isn’t likely to leave me alone in some dive like Colin did.”

The doorbell rang.

Mom smirked at me. “Speak of the devil.”

It wasn’t necessary, but I smoothed the front of my skirt. “Do I look okay?”

Shaking her head, Mom said, “You’re beautiful. Just relax.”

I couldn’t see him, but I heard Carson say after Mom opened the door, “Hi. I’m here to pick up Randi. Is she ready?”

Mom smiled and stepped aside. “I think she’s ready.”

Carson removed his baseball cap, and his eyes were transfixed on me.

I smiled and said, “Hey, Carson.”

Collecting his senses, Carson grinned and asked, “Are you ready to go?”

I took a couple steps towards him. “I’m ready!”

He took my hand and turned towards the door.

Mom said, “Have a good time. And remember, she needs to be home by ten thirty.”

Carson nodded. “Yes ma’am. I’ll have her back safe and sound.” Then he started to pull me through the front door.

With my free hand, I waved to Mom. “Bye Mom!”

Carson led me to a silver minivan. I giggled and said, “Nice mom-mobile.”

Looking embarrassed, Carson said, “Yeah, well, my actual car is a Mustang, but that’s back at home. I had to borrow the family wagon for tonight.”

I laughed, “I’m just teasing.”

As he opened the passenger door for me, he said, “Actually, the V-6 in this thing does pack a pretty good punch.”

“I said I was teasing,” I said. “It’s more comfortable than my pickup.”

He looked over at me. “Now if I can remember how to get to the Cineplex.” He gave me a wink.

As he drove through the streets, I had kinda hoped we’d go to a real restaurant for dinner instead of the Cineplex. But for a first date, and most likely only date, a burger or pizza was probably okay.

As I slid out of my seat to the parking lot after Carson had found a good place to park, I couldn’t help but notice the car we were next to was Colin’s. I hope he doesn’t make a fuss over Carson. Despite leaving me out to dry at The Dew Drop Inn, he actually thinks I’m his. I know he means well, but he’s like a big eared puppy who keeps tripping over his own ears, but despite that, he’s not a puppy and doesn’t have long ears.

We walked up to a ticket kiosk and Carson started punching buttons. “There we go. Two seats in the middle down towards the front.”

I looked around the crowded theater and said, “Being a Monday, I hope it’s not too crowded.”

“Back home it’s always crowded,” Carson said with a shrug. Pointing, he said, “Let’s sit over here. We have an hour to kill.” He indicated a table near several video games.

After we sat down, Carson started poking at the small kiosk on the table for ordering food. He asked, “Do you want pizza or some chicken strips?”

I said, “Let’s try the chicken. I get pizza a lot here.”

“Chicken it is.”

Carson leaned back and stared at me for a few moments. “So tell me. How did a beautiful girl like you get into racing motorcycles?”

I looked down at my hands, embarrassed at being called beautiful, and shrugged. “On weekends my dad and I would go dirt riding in the local caliche pit. The hills would change almost every week with their digging. Or we’d rent a cabin in New Mexico and ride in the mountains, which was a lot of fun.

“Well, there was that time I got chased by a bear. No really. Then at the caliche pit, I tried to climb a vertical wall like I’d seen the motocrossers do. I flipped over backwards and hurt my leg.”

Carson’s eyes widened. “Oh wow. You didn’t get seriously hurt did you?”

I shook my head. “Not much. I twisted my knee and had to wear a brace for a while. But sadly, Dad decided that was it. No more motor sports for me. I begged and begged, but he sold my dirt bike.”

Shaking his head, Carson said, “That seems a bit severe. I mean, accidents happen. You learn and keep going.”

I sighed. “Dad thought I was too delicate.”

An employee brought our tray of chicken strips and set them down.

After a pause, Carson asked, “So. How did you get into racing?”

I grinned slightly. “Well, Dad still liked watching motorcycle races, and there’s a big motocross track here. Anyways, I wandered around a bit, and found a smaller track. It was set up for BMX racing. I had a bicycle and I asked Dad if the next week, I could try BMX. Surprisingly, he said yes.”

Taking a bit of a chicken strip, Carson asked, “Were there any other girls racing BMX?” I didn’t catch the word ‘other’ at first. At that time I was just being a boy, though a lot of people at the track did confuse me for a girl.

Answering his question, I said, “No. It was all boys racing.” I took a bite of chicken and then said, “So next week end, there I was. I’d spent the week getting my bike ready for racing.”

Grinning, Carson asked, “Did you win?”

I grunted a laugh. “Not hardly. Going into the first turn, there was a big crash. My handle bars caught somehow on another bike, and I got flipped into the mess of bikes. I managed to break my arm, and Dad said no more. Despite my begging, I was forbidden to do any racing.”

Shaking his head, Carson said, “Wow. Maybe racing just isn’t your thing.”

“But I still wanted to!” I exclaimed. “My friend Nick asked if I’d like to help him in the pit area whenever he raced. As long as I didn’t race, Dad didn’t have a problem. At the time, Nick just raced motocross.

“Then one day when I showed up at Nick’s house to go to the track, he’d added a sidecar to his bike. He wanted to try side hack racing, but he need a second person, called a monkey, to ride with him. His girlfriend had left him, and left her full set of pink leathers that fit me perfectly. So I volunteered.”

“Didn’t that violate your Dad’s orders to not race?”

I chuckled. “Well, I figured thst, since I technically wasn’t the one racing, Nick was, it’d be okay. And he never knew until the crash that almost killed me.”

Carson’s eyes went wide. “Holy shit, girl! You’re a wild woman! How did you ever get back to racing?”

I chuckled, “I cried a lot.”

Carson started to say something, but then the status board caught his eye. “We should probably get in the snack line now.” Between the two of us, we’d finished the chicken strips.

#

A few minutes into the movie, Carson slid his arm along my shoulder. I was expecting it, so I didn’t really mind. In fact, I liked cuddling up to him. He pulled me to him.

The movie started with non-stop action loaded with car and motorcycle chases. When the action slowed down, I looked up to see Carson looking down at me. He bent his head lower and kissed me. I moaned. I loved every second of his soft, warm lips pressing into mine. No denying I love kissing boys. He started to slide his fingers up my skirt, and I had to pull his hand away. He tried again, and this time I pulled away from him.

“What’s wrong, babe? I thought you wanted this?” he whispered. He tried again.

I pulled his hand away. I whispered, “Please. I don’t want to be touched there.” I felt tears well up. Dammit I thought, everything was perfect. Kissing him was heaven and now this.

Carson snarled, “What’s wrong with you, bitch?” He suddenly unzipped his pants, and pulled my hand inside. “I don’t care if you touch mine! Let me touch yours!!” Oh my God! I had my hand on Carson’s thing. He was hard with sticky goo coming out. Feeling revolted, I pulled my hand quickly back and jumped up out of my seat.

I growled, “Take me home. Now!”

Someone in the theater shouted, “Shut up back there!”

Carson stood up and grabbed my hand. “Sit down, bitch! The movie’s not over!”

Angry and shaking, I said, “If I have to call my dad, you are not going to like it.”

He stood there a moment and glared at me. And then he snapped, “Fine. Let’s go.”

As we walked out of the theater, there was a ripple of applause.

When I got in the passenger seat, I slammed the door and folded my arms. I just sat there and shook.

As Carson climbed into the driver’s seat he said, “Come on babe. What’s wrong?”

I gave him a cold glance. “I asked you to stop and you didn’t.”

Carson chuckled. “Hey. When girls say stop, they really mean don’t stop.”

I said in a low voice. “Take me home.”

Shaking his head, Carson groaned, “Okay.”

After several minutes of driving, he pulled his van up in front of my house. I opened the door and jumped out.

“No good night kiss?”

As I ran into my house, Mom and Dad looked up from the TV. Mom started to say something when I threw my arms around her crying.

As she returned the hug, she asked, “What’s wrong honey?”

Sobbing, I said, “Oh Mom it was awful. Why are boys like this? He… he tried to put his hand up my skirt, and then he forced my hand on his thing. I got some of him on my fingers. We were kissing and it was great and then he kept trying to touch me!”

Mom held me tight. “Oh, honey! I’m so sorry.”

I stood up, wiping my nose. “I’m so done with boys.”

Dad put his arm around me. “It’s about time.”

###


Part 12

“Hey, Nick.”

“Well, hey Randy,” greeted Nick as I entered his garage. It was a Saturday, and another race day. So now, instead of putting Nick’s bike on the center rail of his trailer, we put our bikes on the outside rails. Lately we haven’t had anyone stopping me from helping to load/unload the bikes.

Nick took a slug from the beer he was drinking. “Go change into your leathers, as we need to get there a bit early.”

I frowned at Nick. “Speaking of early, isn’t it a bit early in the day to be downing beers?”

Nick frowned back. “I’ve just had the one. Sorry. I’m worried about getting back in the race.” Nick had been working on his bike to get it back in condition to compete in sidehack motocross.

I laughed, “You? Nick? Worried? You’ve had some bad spills before, that never stopped you.”

Nick grunted a laugh. “I have several reasons to be nervous….”

“Hey guys!” called out a familiar voice entering the garage.

Nick shrugged and pointed at the person entering the garage. “I have a new monkey.”

“Colin?!” I said in disbelief. “You can’t be serious!”

Colin said, “Like I’ve said before, Randi, this kind of racing is too dangerous for someone delicate like you.”

“Horse shit!” I exclaimed. “Nick. What the hell?”

Nick sighed, “Sorry bud, Colin is right, but not for the reason he thinks. Your dad told me if I ever let you near my rig during a race again, he’d remove some choice body parts, and I don’t think he was kidding. Colin was already familiar with me and the bike, so I gave him a call.”

“That’s nuts!” I yelled. “If I can’t race, why am I even going?”

Nick said, “Your dad doesn’t seem to have a problem with you racing your own bike. At least for now.” He turned towards Colin. “Give me a hand loading these bikes.”

Scowling, I said, “Back off Colin. I got this.”

Nick shook his head. “Sorry Randy, but I can’t risk you getting hurt. While we load the bikes, go change.”

Feeling indignant, I just stood and scowled at Nick. “I can’t believe you’re doing this to me, as I’ve got the experience to help you win.”

Nick said as he ran his bike up the ramp, “We’ve been practicing the last few evenings, and Colin worked out pretty well. Go change!”

I stood in the garage another moment watching them load the bikes on the trailer before turning and heading into Nick’s house to put on my leathers. Racing sidehack is fun. I can’t believe he’d take it away from me. There’s always talk that my photo sessions are at risk if I hurt myself racing.

As soon as Nick got the bikes strapped down he said, “Saddle up, boys, let’s ride. I think today will be a good day.”

When I climbed up into the cab of Nick’s truck, I found myself sitting in between Nick and Colin. Colin threw his arm behind my shoulder, and grinned at me. “You look sharp in your new leathers.”

I smiled weakly back. “Thanks.”

As Nick started his truck, he said, “You might want to consider moving up from that Powder Puff class. I think you’re a better rider than that.”

Colin nodded. “I think Nick is probably right.”

Nick’s new sound system can really crank out the db’s, and I’m sure we’ll all be deaf before we’re thirty.

Forty-five minutes later we were in our pit area. Nick and Colin had unloaded the sidecar from the bed of Nick’s truck, and Colin assisted Nick in getting it attached to his bike. I just stood there like a fifth wheel.

Colin zipped himself up in his leathers at the track. I’d never seen them before; they were black and silver, and very form fitting.

“Like your leathers, Colin,” I said as we were getting ready for Nick’s race to start.

Grinning, Colin said, “Thanks. Dad bought ‘em for me. Like yours, these are vented.” He picked up his skid lid. “Matching helmet too.”

“Lookin’ sharp.”

Colin chuckled, “Not as iconic, though, as your solid pink.”

Shaking his head, Nick said, “If you two are done admiring each other, we need to get down to the starting line.”

Colin pointed at me after he slid his brain-bucket on. “Make sure you check out my moves!”

I sighed as I was left alone to prep my bike for my race. I really didn’t need to do anything. Who cares if Nick wasn’t there. I checked the bike over twice to make sure everything worked smoothly. I popped the fuel cap off and sloshed the gas in the tank a bit. I don’t burn a lot of gas during a race, but I decided to add a bit more. One kick and the engine roared to life. I took a few deep breaths and blipped the throttle a couple of times. I don’t need Nick.

I rode over to the track, and caught the start of Nick’s race. Colin definitely struck a more masculine figure than I ever could. He was braced and ready and, when the gate dropped, he started changing positions to keep the sidehack on the ground. I hate to admit it, but he looked very professional.

I watched several races before my class was ready to go. Maybe Nick is right, and I should change class. The only rider that was any competition to me was Becky and maybe Kat.

Becky rolled her bike up next to mine, flipped up her visor and said, “Hey girl. Ready to get smoked again?”

I laughed, “You wish!”

Becky looked serious for a moment. “How was your date with Carson? I didn’t talk to him before he left.”

Trying not to sound angry, I said, “I’m going to kick your butt today as payback for that date!”

Shaking her head, she said, “That bad, huh? Sorry, I didn’t really know him. Aren’t you dating Colin anyway?”

Scowling, I said, “No.”

“I noticed he took your place with Nick.”

I nodded. Becky shrugged. “Competition is pretty tough, and Nick might be better off with a boy riding with him.”

I poked my chest with my thumb. “I’m tough!”

Becky grinned. “Girl, you don’t have to tell me that. Hey, we better line up.” She pulled her visor back down.

I nodded, but she was already rolling to the starting line.

My vision narrowed and my muscles tensed. The sound system announced the pending start to the first moto of the powder puff class. The gate dropped, I released the clutch and I jumped ahead of Becky. Just barely. I blew her out on the first turn, and my confidence began to climb. I hit the second berm low, forcing Becky to go high and slowing her down.

On a straight, I managed to cover her in mud. After that, she dogged me pretty hard, and a couple of times it seemed our handlebars were going to touch. She caught me on the final turn and passed me. She tried to get some distance on the second lap. We both launched into the air on the big jump and crossed up together. I hoped someone got a shot of it.

Hitting the straight, I avoided her splash of mud, and just started to pass her when suddenly my engine chunked to a stop and my rear wheel ran freely, the chain laid out on the ground. I was just stopped in the middle of the track, and several riders roared past me.

A couple of spectators ran out and helped pull my bike from track so it would no longer be a hazard. One of them pointed at my rear wheel. “Oh man! That’s some shitty luck!” I looked down, and my heart sunk.

The chain had broken and several links had crammed the counter-shaft sprocket, killing the engine.

“Ah shit!” I yelled, pissed off. What a disaster! Not only do I lose the race, but the chain could have knocked a hole in the crank case, and the counter shaft might be damaged. This could be a career ender. If the case is cracked, I know Dad won’t pay for a replacement case. I looked at my bike lying on the ground and I cried.

###


Part 13

Fuming, I glared at my bike lying in the dirt on its side. I kicked it in the engine, “Stupid bike!” Several other bikes blasted down the track behind me.

“Did that help?” asked a man walking up to me. He looked to be about mid-to late-20s, nice looking, sandy brown hair.

I didn’t even look up. “A little,” I pouted.

The man knelt by my bike, lifted it upright and started glancing over it. “I’ve got my trailer just over there….” He pointed. “I think I can get you going again.”

I honestly couldn’t imagine how he could. I grumbled, “I don’t have any money on me, even if you could.”

He shook his head and turned to smile at me. “I think I have enough spare parts to get you going.” He ran his fingers along the chain. “This chain is worn out. See how it kinks? I’m surprised it got you this far. I’m sure I have an extra chain.” He held my bike upright by the handlebars and coiled the chain up on the saddle. “Let’s go see.” He started pushing my bike over the berm where I crashed. I stumbled in the loose dirt.

“Hey! I didn’t say yes!”

Looking amused, he turned back to face me. “You want back in the race, right?”

I nodded.

“Well, let’s see if I can fix you up.” He rolled my bike up the slight hill, rushed it across the track, and then across the field towards a pit area. He pushed the bike at a run towards a wooden box trailer painted black. The tongue was still attached to his pickup, an aging Ford F-250. I had to run to keep up with him.

The back of the trailer was open, and a long ramp led into it. He pushed my bike up the ramp and set it on a stand. Inside the trailer was a workbench, with tools hanging on the wall and several motorcycle tires lying on the floor. After the bike was on the stand, he started counting the links of the chain.

“I got a chain just like this. It’s a bit long so I’ll have to cut it. We’ll have you fixed up before the next moto.” He picked up a device from his work bench, and I recognized the chain breaker as one similar to what Nick has. He crouched down and, with a stiff brush he’d dipped in kerosene, he cleaned the area around the counter-shaft sprocket. “I don’t see any cracks, so I think we’re good.”

“Mister. I can’t pay you!” I said with a whine.

He flashed a grin at me. “Don’t worry about it. I’m just doing my good deed for the day.”

“Are you sure? I hate to put you to any trouble.”

He waved his hand. “Honey, you’re good. Don’t worry about it.” Terrific. He thinks I’m a girl. I guess it’s an easy mistake, with my long blonde hair, my small stature, the pink leathers. The leathers do give me the illusion of a waist, and I’m racing in the powder puff class. Maybe I should work out.

He had me hold the chain while he crimped the master link on. He grinned as he patted me on the butt and said, “Let’s check it out.” He rolled the bike off the stand and then coasted down the ramp. He got off the bike after rolling to a stop.

He held the bike for me and pointed at the saddle. “You do the honors.” I looked at him for a moment before getting on. He just nodded. I pulled the kick starter out, and kicked it through, It took a couple kicks, and then the engine roared to life. I pulled the clutch and snicked it down into first gear. I slowly let the clutch out and it rolled forward. I rode it around the area by his trailer, and it all seemed good.

“I think you’re good to go,” grinned the man. He laughed, “Sorry, I never introduced myself. I’m Alex Wright.” He chuckled. “You’ve met Mr. Wright.”

I held out my hand and he took it. He held it lightly as he shook it. I said, “My name is Randy Gardner.”

Alex flashed me a broad smile. “Pleasure to meet you, Ms. Gardner. Do you mind if I call you Randi?”

I shrugged. “Everyone else does.”

Two men walked from around his trailer. One appeared to be Nick’s age, and the other possibly in his forties. The older man stopped and shook his head at us. Alex had his hand on my shoulder.

“Wright, what is it with you and jailbait?”

Alex frowned. “What are you talking about? I just fixed her bike pro bono. I’m going to walk her back to the starting line.”

The older man sneered. “Yeah, right. You fixed it for nothing.”

Alex stood up.”I think I’ve just been slandered! I have nothing but noble intentions.”

The other man laughed. “What is she? Fourteen? Fifteen?”

“Not that its any of your business, but I’m seventeen!” I exclaimed. “But more than that, I’m not…”

Alex interrupted. “Did you hear that announcement? You need to get back to the starting gate!”

The other man laughed. “That’s still jailbait, Al!”

Alex patted my backside. “Seriously, get going, your race is about to start.”

I started the bike and turned around to face the man. “Thank you, Alex!”

“You’re more than welcome!”

I popped the clutch and hurried off.

As I rode up to the starting line, Becky raised her face shield. “Hey girl, where you been? I heard you crashed and thought you were out.”

I said, “Some guy fixed my bike. I had a broken chain.”

Becky looked at me with a puzzled expression. “What was this guy’s name?”

I shrugged. “Alex something.”

She was silent for a moment. Then she said, “I know of that guy. He’s an old guy who likes girls our age. You need to be careful around him.”

I grinned. “Hey, careful is my middle name. Besides he seemed nice enough, he didn’t even charge me for the repair.”

“Just watch yourself.” She lowered her face shield and revved her engine. I turned to focus on the starting gate, and released my clutch when the gate dropped. The bike ran smoother than it ever, and it had almost no chain noise. I think I did good, one moto I even tied Kat. But since I didn’t finish the first moto, I got 4th overall.

#

I rode up to Nick’s pickup, where he and Colin had already loaded his bike onto the trailer. He was talking to someone and, when I got close, I saw that Nick was talking to Alex. I stopped my engine, got off my bike and walked over to them. Colin was sitting on Nick’s ice chest.

Looking at me and laughing, Nick said, “Hey squirt. I understand you met this wise-guy today.” He punched Alex in the shoulder

I smiled at both and said, “Yeah. He fixed my bike, apparently the chain was shot.”

Nick nodded. “Yeah, I thought it was looking worn. Thought it had a little more life left in it than that, though.”

Alex said, “You’re lucky it didn’t bust the case. Anyway, I just stopped by to make sure our little powder puff racer had a way to get home.”

Colin stood up, stepped next to me, and put his arm around my waist. He said, “Of course.” I tried to pull his arm away, but couldn’t.

Alex said, “Well, I guess I’ll be heading out. It was very nice meeting you, Randi. And hey, good to see you again Nick.” Funny, he didn’t acknowledge Colin.

I waved. “Thanks again!”

Alex just smiled. “Sure.” He got into his pickup and drove off.

Colin said, “You need to watch that guy.”

I laughed, “You’re one to talk.”

Nick groaned, “Let’s get your bike loaded. I’m beat.”

As Colin and Nick rolled my bike up the trailer’s ramp, I asked, “How did you guys do?”

Nick looked at me and chuckled. “Second place over all. Colin is really helping.”

I shrugged. “That’s great. I guess.”

Nick patted his truck’s door. “Okay, make like a tree and let’s get outta here.”

We all climbed into Nick’s truck, and Colin put his arm around my shoulder as we headed out.

###


Part 14

“How did the race go?” asked Mom as I entered the house after being dropped off by Nick.

I picked up an apple from the kitchen counter and took a bite before answering, “I did great in the last three motos, but came in fourth overall.”

Dad didn’t look up from the TV, but Mom asked, “How could you do well, but only get fourth place? Can you take the casserole out of the oven for me since you’re standing there?”

I opened a kitchen drawer, removed a couple of oven mitts and opened the oven door. The heat made me back up a little. “It didn’t help that I didn’t finish the first moto.” I pulled the casserole out and set it on a holder on the kitchen counter.

Stirring something in a pot, Mom asked with a chuckle, “Do I have to ask for every detail, or can you just tell me what happened?”

I picked up a piece of celery and started chewing on it. “Sorry. Actually in the first moto I was doing great. I was fighting for first place and then my chain breaks! I thought oh my God! I thought for sure I was out of commission for weeks, if not forever. Is the case cracked? Is the counter shaft damaged? All kinds of things went through my head!”

Dad, who apparently was listening, asked, “How did you get back in the race? I’m guessing only the chain was damaged.”

Grabbing another piece of celery, I sat down in the living room near Dad. “Yeah, it was just the chain. Some guy came up from nowhere and checked out my bike. He determined the chain was just worn out, and thought he had a chain to replace it.”

Dad grunted a laugh. “Just some random guy happens to be carrying a chain around with him?”

Chewing on my celery, I said, “That’s what I thought too, right? Turns out he pulls a trailer to the track with a portable shop in it. Apparently he has a shop, and comes out to the track on weekends.”

Narrowing his eyes at me, Dad asked, “So what did this guy charge to replace your chain, and what did you pay him with?”

I shrugged. “He didn’t charge me anything.”

Dad just stared at me. “Seriously? Some dude gives you a new chain, and installs it out of the goodness of his heart? That doesn’t sound right.”

I laughed, “I wasn’t going to argue with him.”

Shaking his head, Dad said, “Be careful around this guy. Nobody just gives away a thirty dollar chain without expecting something in return.”

I said, “He didn’t say anything, he just seemed interested in getting me back in the race.”

“Sounds fishy to me.”

Mom shouted, “Dinner’s ready!”

#

“I’m telling you, bud. Just watch it around that guy.” Nick handed me a soda. We were sitting in his garage, and he was helping me adjust the carburetor on my bike.

I shook my head. “Even Dad is suspicious of Alex.”

Nick chuckled, “That’s because your dad knows there’s no such thing as a free lunch… or chain.”

I took a slug from my soda. “You guys are so distrustful. He seemed nice to me.”

Shaking his head, Nick said, “Dude. He thinks you’re a chick. I bet you anything that he’ll put the moves on you in the next week or so.”

I laughed, “You’re crazy! I think he does think I’m a girl. But he’s like some old dude. He’s what? Almost thirty?”

Nick pointed a grimy finger at me. “I’m tellin’ ya. Watch it around this guy.”

Smirking, I said, “Yes Daddy.”

Looking pissed, Nick said, “Twenty bucks says he’ll hit on you. If not this week, then next.”

Laughing, I said, “And I say you’re crazy!”

Nick jabbed his finger into his palm. “Twenty bucks.”

#

Another Saturday, another race. Once again, I was informed I was too delicate to help roll our bikes from the trailer. It really annoys me. I have a photo shoot coming up next week, and Mr. Adams has been trying to talk me out of racing. He only has dresses for me to model. Never any boy clothes.

Colin asked after the bikes were unloaded, “Did you change classes?”

I shook my head. “I told Becky what I was thinking of doing, and she talked me into staying in the Powder Puff class. At least for now.”

Colin shrugged. “I know she’s raced open class before. She didn’t do as well.”

I nodded. “She’s gotten better. I’m pretty sure she’d…”

“Well, hello!” interrupted Alex Wright as he stepped into our pit area. “I just wanted to see how our little powder puffer is doing?” I guess he means me.

I smiled slightly. “I’m doing good Mr. Wright. I’m all psyched and ready to race.”

He chuckled, “You can knock it off with that ‘Mr. Wright’ shit. Just call me Alex.”

I grinned. “Sorry. I forgot. How are you today, Alex?”

Alex smiled broadly. “I’m doing great today. I’m expecting to see some great racing from you today. I’ve told several friends that they should watch you.”

I shrugged. “I don’t think I’m particularly good yet. Becky is definitely the rider to beat.”

“How about I give you an incentive?” asked Alex. “I’ve seen Becky, and you’re right. She’s one bad ass competitor. But if you at least place over all today, I’ll buy you lunch next week.”

Nick looked over at me and grinned. He mouthed the words, “Told you.”

I shook my head at Nick. Alex looked from me to Nick. “Am I missing something?”

I grinned at Alex. “I accept your offer, but what do I get if I get first place over all?”

Alex smiled. “Then it’s dinner at Gildersleaves.”

“That’s an expensive place!” I exclaimed.

“We’ll see if you can win it,” grinned Alex.

Nick, being a bit more pessimistic than usual said, as he wiped some grease from his hands, “Hey bud. Just don’t kill yourself for a dinner.”

I frowned at Nick. “I’m not stupid, but I am going to be racing as hard as I can. My personal goal right now is just beating Becky.”

Alex smiled. “Sounds good. Well guys, I should get back to my trailer and set up shop. I do have other customers.”

Nick and I both said, “See ya.”

After Alex had walked away, Nick punched my shoulder. “Twenty bucks, man.” He pointed at his palm.

I shook my head. “That wasn’t a hit. He was just being encouraging.”

Colin said, “No. He was hitting on you.”

“You guys are crazy.”

#

As we were rolling our bikes to the starting line, I said to Becky, “You better watch out girl, I have a free dinner riding on these races today.”

Becky laughed. “Is Nick hitting on you?”

I shook my head. “No! It’s not Nick. It’s that Alex guy. And he’s not hitting on me, just setting me a goal.”

Becky looked surprised. “You’re still talking to him? He’s a creep. Randi, I’m serious. Last year, before my sixteenth birthday, he asked me out on a date. Movie and a dinner; the whole nine yards. When I told him I was fifteen, he just said ‘so?’ I turned him down, and told my daddy about it. You should do the same.”

I shrugged. “Well, I’m not fifteen. And he doesn’t seem so nefarious to me.”

Becky strapped her helmet on. “He’s too old for us. I bet your daddy would agree.”

As I pulled my skid lid on, I said, “He’s just being friendly.”

Just before she closed her visor, she said, “Don’t say I didn’t warn you. Besides, it won’t matter because I’m gonna kick your butt!” And she did.

#

Nick hefted his first place trophy in the air as we walked leisurely from the trophy ceremony. “This baby will look great with the others on the ol’ mantle piece… if I had one.” With Colin as his monkey, Nick has been winning more. It pisses me off.

Colin laughed. “Hey, half that trophy is mine!”

“I’ll help you with the saw!” I chuckled.

Nick put a tighter grip on his trophy. “Hey now.”

“Randi! Hey!”

“Your boyfriend’s here,” grumbled Nick.

“He’s not my boyfriend!” I growled under my breath.,

Colin exclaimed, “Because I am!”

Wrinkling my nose, I said, “No you’re not.”

As he got closer, Alex said, “Congrats on getting second place over all, Randi!”

“Thanks.”

Alex walked close to me. “Mr. Adams mentioned you have a modeling gig on Wednesday. Is it okay if I come by to watch?”

I shrugged. “If Mr. Adams doesn’t mind, I guess.”

Grinning, Alex said, “Cool. Maybe I’ll see you Wednesday, if so, I’ll buy you lunch. Hey, I gotta run. See you guys.” Alex trotted off.

Nick held out his hand and pointed at his palm. “Twenty bucks, dude.”

I rolled my eyes at Nick. “He’s not hitting on me!”

###


Part 15

“Where are you going this morning?” asked Mom as she set a cereal bowl on the table in front of me.

I poured the cereal into the bowl. “What makes you think I’m going anywhere?”

Mom chuckled, “You’re up a little earlier than usual, and you’re already dressed.”

I laughed, “Nothing gets past you, Mom. I have a photo shoot today.”

Mom’s eyes focused on the wall behind me. “More girls clothes?”

I nodded. “Yeah. It’s for ‘Teen Sensations.’ I think girl’s clothes is all they sell.”

Mom shook her head. “Yeah, they have cute outfits. But does Mr. Adams ever get you boys clothes to model?”

I set my spoon down in the bowl and just stared at it for a moment. “Mr. Adams thinks I’m a girl. In fact, you and Dad and Nick seem to be the only ones who know I’m a boy. Even at school, a lot of the other students think I’m a girl, or at least a tomboy. I mean, look at my face, Mom. What do you see?”

Mom grunted a laugh. “I see me when I was seventeen. And with your slight build, it’s an easy mistake to make.”

“So what do I do about it? Do I work out, try to bulk up and get all manly? That would end my modeling, Mr. Adams already has several buff guys he uses. And honestly, even if I could get them, I don’t want all those bulky muscles.” I sat down on the arm of the couch and pouted.

Mom walked over to me and ran her fingers through my long hair. She smiled at me. “Not that I want you to, but there are small things you can do to change your appearance. Like get a boy’s haircut.” She laughed, “Or maybe stop wearing pink leathers!”

I shook my head. “But I love my hair. And pink leathers are my signature look at the track.”

Mom shrugged. “You’re going to have to make a choice in your life, honey. If you want people to think you’re a boy, get a haircut and don’t model girl’s clothes.”

I looked up at Mom. “I know. I like those things though, I think it fits who I am.”

Mom sat on the couch next to me as I continued to sit on the arm of the couch. She usually scolds me about that. “You’re seventeen, honey. You have to make choices on who you want to be.”

I nodded. Looking up at the wall clock, I said, “Speaking of choices, I need to get to my photo shoot.”

Rubbing my back, Mom said, “Since you’ll most likely leave the shoot looking beautiful, would you like to join me for lunch? Maybe go to Mandalay again, you enjoyed it last time.”

“I would, except….”

“Except what, honey?” asked Mom.

“There might be a man….”

Mom looked at me curiously. “A man?”

I frowned at Mom. “If you’d let finish. You know… that man who fixed my bike at the track that time. He promised to take me to lunch, and he might be at the photoshoot.”

Mom suddenly looked concerned. “Isn’t he too old for you?”

I frowned at Mom again. “It’s not a date or anything. Well, maybe kinda sorta. He just wanted to reward my efforts to get second place overall last weekend. It’s nothing romantic. He is very good looking though.”

Mom furrowed her brows. “You know your father and I have accepted the fact that you like boys. But you seeing a man is a whole different can of worms. You should stay with people your own age.”

I folded my arms and scowled. “Everyone keeps telling me what an awful person Alex is. He’s never tried to put any moves on me. He just wants to buy me lunch. Is that so awful?”

“His intentions may change, as he thinks you’re a pretty young girl. Sadly, there are men who prey on innocent young girls.”

I chuckled, “I really don’t think Alex is like that, he seems so nice. He’s got a business and all that. But I’ll be careful, and he might not even show up. If that’s the case, we can go to lunch together.” I stood up to leave.

Mom looked worried. “Just be careful, honey. You’re far too trusting.”

I grinned. “I’ll be okay.” Mom didn’t look convinced so, as I opened the front door, I said, “I’ll be careful. I promise.”

A few minutes later I was parking my truck in a parking spot for the photo studio. Mr. Adams jumped up from his seat when I entered.

“There she is! Just on time!” He pointed to a woman who stood when I entered. “This is Ms. Sweeny. She owns Sweeny’s Teen Sensations. With school not far away, she’s looking for some great advertising photos.”

Ms. Sweeny extended her hand to me. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, miss. Mr. Adams was not exaggerating about your beauty. Here’s a card. My husband Todd runs a salon if you ever need to get your hair cut.”

I took the card. “Thanks.” Was this an omen that I should get my hair cut?

Smiling at me, Mr. Adams said, “You know the drill, Randi, let’s get started.”

I went down the hall to find the room with Suzie in it.

“Have a seat, Randi and we’ll get started. When I’m done, you’ll find the clothes to change into in the back room. I think someone from Teen Sensations will be there to assist you.” Suzie pointed at the chair and smiled.

Suzie professionally applied my makeup, while her assistant did my nails. I love being pampered like that.

A half hour after getting my hair and makeup done, I found my way to the back room to get into my first outfit. It was a beautiful mini-homecoming dress. The dress was quite short, and I doubt my dad would have ever let me leave the house in it.

When I walked back into the studio, Mr. Adams was setting up some props for the shoot. There was also a very cute boy in a tux. Mr. Adams turned towards me and exclaimed, “You are always so gorgeous, Randi! And meet Sam, the male model for this shoot.”

Sam grinned at me. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Randi.”

I smiled back at him, as he was really cute. “Nice to meet you.”

The shoot went really well. We had shots of us holding hands, and shots of us dancing, and even a shot of Sam kissing my cheek. I was certainly having a great time.

I was returning to the studio after my third change of outfits, when I stopped dead in my tracks. Alex was in the studio, conversing with Mr. Adams and Ms. Sweeny.

“Randi!” exclaimed Alex when he noticed me entering the studio. “You are breathtakingly gorgeous!”

“Thank you, Alex,” I said meekly as I took my place next to Sam.

Mr. Adams grinned. “Yep. She’s the sweetest little model we’ve ever had.”

Ms. Sweeny said, “She’s looked amazing in every outfit she’s worn.” I felt my cheeks getting warm.

#

“And that’s a wrap,” said Mr. Adams just a bit before noon. “Thank you so much Randi and Sam. Your pay should be deposited in your bank accounts by this evening. I think we had a good session today.”

Ms. Sweeny smiled at me. “Randi, thanks for being such good model. You can keep the outfit you’re wearing now, with my compliments.”

I grinned up at her. “Thank you Ms. Sweeny! This is such a beautiful dress!”

Alex said, “It’s beautiful because of who is wearing it. So, are you ready for lunch?”

Mr. Adams asked, “Lunch?”

Alex was quick to say, “Yeah. I promised to buy her lunch if she finished 2nd overall last Saturday.”

Ms. Sweeny furrowed her brows. “2nd overall? Like in a race?”

Mr. Adams said, “Yes. She races motocross on weekends at my track. My other business. She’s very good.”

Shaking her head, Ms. Sweeney said, “I can’t believe you’d let your top model risk life and limb racing dangerous contraptions like motorcycles!”

Laughing an embarrassed laugh, Mr. Adams said, “Well that’s actually how we discovered her. She wears these bright pink leathers, making an odd mix of motorcycles and femininity.”

Ms. Sweeney said, “Honey, I’d suggest you drop this racing nonsense, and focus on modeling. You could easily become a top fashion model.”

Embarrassed, I said, “I’ll think about it.” I couldn’t imagine being a fashion model being as fun or as exciting as racing.

Alex turned to me and asked, “Well, are you done?”

I nodded. “Yes. At least I think so.”

Mr. Adams said, “All done. Thanks again Randi.”

Alex took my hand. “Let’s go then.” He led me out to his car. I actually gasped when I saw the fire engine red Dodge Challenger Hell Cat.

“Nice car!” I said sincerely.

Opening the passenger door for me, Alex grinned. “I’m glad you like it.”

I got in and snuggled into the leather seats. I love the smell of real leather.

After climbing into driver’s seat and firing up the seven hundred horses, Alex said, “I know a great little place for lunch.”

I giggled, “The Dew Drop Inn?”

Alex gave me a disgusted look. “Oh please! That dive is only fit for hayseeds and drunks. I’m thinking of a classy place for a classy lady.” I have to say I can’t really argue about the Dew Drop.

We drove for a few minutes, and he laughed when we ran a couple of red lights.

Terrified, I said, “Alex! What the hell are you doing? Slow down!”

Alex looked over at me and shook his head. “Don’t worry, babe. I’ve timed these lights. No cars are ever ready to go when their light turns green.”

“I don’t care,” I said angrily. “I want to arrive in one piece.”

Alex sighed, “Typical chick. Okay. I’ll slow down.”

I took a deep breath. “Thank you.”

Alex said, “I figured as a racer, you’d find that exciting.”

I frowned. “Race tracks don’t have traffic lights.”

Alex chuckled, “You got me there.”

A few minutes later, we pulled up to a restaurant I’d never heard of. It was located on a very secluded road, and draped in trees. The sign didn’t make sense to me, it was called The Bouchy. There were several cars in the parking lot. Alex put his Challenger in Park, and turned off the ignition. He turned towards me and smiled. “Here we are. This is the most exclusive restaurant in town with the absolute best food.”

“Do they have chicken fried steak?” I asked seriously.

Alex frowned. “Don’t be a peasant.”

I frowned back. “Sorry. I just don’t know what to expect from a place called Bookie.”

Alex sighed. “It’s not Bookie. It’s a hipper way of spelling Boujee. It means bourgeois. Sorta. Anyway. Hop out and let’s go eat.”

As we walked to the entrance, Alex once again took my hand, and I have to admit it felt weird having a guy hold my hand. The interior of the restaurant was dimly lit. In a way it reminded me of the Dew Drop, but a lot fancier. In fact, the restaurant’s décor screamed “Expensive!”

A waitress stepped up to us and smiled at Alex. “Your usual table, sir?”

Alex nodded. “Yes.”

The waitress led us over to a very secluded booth. She set menus on the table and asked, “Any appetizers sir?” Oddly, he sat on the same side of the booth as me. After we were seated, he put his arm around my shoulder.

Alex looked at me and said, “The caviar and egg on toast is excellent here. How does that sound?”

I screwed up my face at hearing caviar. I said, “Do they have tater skins?”

Alex shook his head. “Soup of the day will be fine.”

The waitress smiled and said, “Right away. I’ll be back for your order.”

Alex chuckled. “Honey, you really need to expand your horizons. Especially if you’re going to be a top fashion model. This isn’t Billy Bob’s Roadhouse. What do you normally get for lunch?’

I shrugged. “I don’t know. A Whataburger?”

Shaking his head, Alex said, “I’m going to order you Wagyu Beef. I’m sure you’ll love it.”

I looked at the menu and scanned it for that item. “Are you sure? That’s a lot of money!”

Alex smiled at me. “Nothing is too expensive for a woman as beautiful as you.”

I love getting the royal treatment, but alarm bells started going off in my head. If he’s putting out this much cash, is he going to expect me to put out as well? I hope not.

I smiled weakly. “Whatever you suggest, Alex. I don’t recognize anything on the menu.” The fanciest I was expecting was a couple of sliders at Fat Boy’s Burgers & Fries.

He held my hand. “I love having the opportunity to expand your world.” This guy has way too expensive taste for a motorcycle mechanic. He’s trying way too hard to impress me. Why do guys think they need to impress me?

Despite my misgivings, I enjoyed lunch quite a bit. Alex was charming and funny and, to me, phony as hell. He wanted to make me think he was sophisticated. Colin tries to play the same game, but he’s not as good at it.

I put my fork down, turned to Alex and said, “That was really very good! Thank you so much for bringing me here!”

For the billionth time, he slid his arm around my shoulders, but also leaned in closer. “You are so very welcome! I knew you’d be delighted by this establishment.”

I tried to scooch away a bit from Alex. “Everything is so expensive. And I’ve never even heard of this place before. You have to admit, the name isn’t exactly catchy.”

Alex shook his head as he counter-scooched, and got closer. “The food is well worth the expense, but they do cater to clients with a more sophisticated palette.”

I was out of scooching space as he draped his hand over my shoulder. “Alex, you can stop trying to impress me, you really don’t have to treat me special.”

Shaking his head, Alex said, “A beautiful lady such as you deserves to be treated special.”

Okay, I’m getting uncomfortable with the way he’s acting. He held my hand and softly stroked my cheek with the hand dangling over my shoulder.

“I appreciate what you’re saying and all. But you know, it’s still just me. I probably should be going.”

He lifted my hand and gently kissed my fingers. “You are lovely in every way. And that perfume you’re wearing is intoxicating. Your lips are so inviting.”

I’ll have to let Mom know her perfume is intoxicating.

His lips were suddenly pressing into mine. His hand held my head so I couldn’t escape his kiss. He held me tight so scooching was out of the question.

After kissing me again by pressing his lips hard against mine, he said, “I find your beauty irresistible. Let’s go back to my place.” Holy shit! It pissed me of that all the food and flowery language was just trying to soften me up for the kill. And if it wasn’t for my fear of him discovering what was actually between my legs, he damn near had me too.

He kept pressing against me until I finally had to stand up from the booth. He put his arms around me, and drew me close. Oh my God! I felt his hardness press against me. This is insane. I need to get away.

But his kisses made me melt. I couldn’t pull away. In the darkened, secluded area of the restaurant, no one could see him slide his hand into my top. I may be flat, but I still have nipples which he found and started playing with.

I pulled my lips away and said, “Alex, please stop. I’m not comfortable with this. Let me go.”

Alex grinned. “Nonsense. Don’t you find making love in a public place exhilarating?”

I tried to pull his hand out of my blouse. “No I don’t. Please stop, I want to leave.” I pulled on his hand to get it away from me.

Kissing my neck, Alex said in a breathy voice, “We need to go back to my place, I want to make wild love to you.”

I finally pushed him away. “Let go of me! Do you want me to scream?” He tried to grab my nipple again, and managed to tear my blouse. I was surprised he’d do this in a public restaurant, but our booth was well hidden.

Alex said, “Let’s go to my place, it’s much more private. I can tell you’re a wildcat in bed.

I finally managed to get good separation between us, and I slapped him hard. The palm of my hand stung. I shouted, “I want to go home! I’m only seventeen, you asshole!” I’m sure that was heard all over the restaurant.

Several wait staff came running up to us. Alex was gripping my arms, and I was crying. A manager walked up to us and asked, “What’s going on here? We heard a shout.”

Alex took my hand. “We were just leaving. I need the bill.”

The manager said, “Sir, if you’ll just have a seat, we’ll bring it right out to you. And miss, if you’d like to freshen up, Maria will direct you to the restroom.” Maria started nodding vigorously.

I said, “Thank you. Sounds like a good idea.” Alex frowned at me, but released my hand anyway.

When we got around the corner, Maria asked, “Would you like us to call you an Uber or a friend to pick you up?”

I nodded. “That would be great. Please.” I gave them Colin’s phone number. I didn’t want me or the restaurant to face a charge for the ride, and I wanted to see a friendly face.

The manager said, “You may wait in my office. I’ll inform the gentleman that you have left. You are welcome to wait as long as you need. I apologize for your discomfort.”

I sat in the manager’s office for at least fifteen minutes feeling numb. What the hell just happened? Alex seemed so nice. And he wasn’t a boy. He was a man. I thought he would be different. I guess I’m just stupid.

The manager stuck his head in the door and said, “Miss? The gentleman has left, and your ride is here.”

Nodding, I said, “Thank you.”

I walked out of the restaurant and saw a very nervous looking Colin standing by his truck. His smile dissolved to a look of concern when he saw me. He grabbed me in a hug. “Oh Randi! What happened? Your blouse is torn. Are you alright?”

I held him tight for a moment and cried. Why am I crying? Guys don’t cry, right? I sniffled. “I’ll explain later. Please take me home.”

“Of course,” said Colin as he took my hand and led me to the passenger door of his truck. I got into his truck, and we silently drove to my house. Have I learned my lesson?

###


Part 16

As we drove back into town, Colin looked over at me with a worried expression. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said, not looking at him. After a few moments, I said, “Instead of taking me home, can you drop me off at the photography studio? I left my truck there.”

“Sure thing, Randi.” Colin glanced over at me. “You look really nice. Is that one of the outfits you modeled?”

“Thanks. And yes, it is.” I just stared out the windshield.

Colin persisted. “That’s a pretty dress. How did it get torn?”

Frowning, I said, “If you really must know, Alex tore it.”

Looking surprised, Colin asked, “How did he tear it? Did you go to lunch with him?”

I guess it’s normal to have questions lobbed at you when someone picks you up at a remote location, alone, clothes torn and you’ve been crying. But I wished Colin would knock it off. I nodded. “Yes. We were having the lunch he promised me.”

Colin nodded. “I thought so since you did win 2nd place. Can I ask how he happened to tear your dress?”

The anger of the memory of Alex putting his hands on me made me lash out at Colin. “He was trying to grab my nipple! There! Are you happy?”

Looking horrified, Colin said, “No. Geez Randi. That’s terrible! I’m glad you got away from him.”

Looking at my hands, I said, “I’m sorry, Colin. I didn’t mean to yell at you. But dammit! Why do all my dates end in disaster?”

Colin shrugged. “Well, we all told you he was too old for you…”

I closed my eyes and leaned back in my seat. “No lectures, please.”

Colin said, “Well, it’s true!”

I glared at him and growled, “Says the boy who abandoned me in a bar where I was attacked by a drunk.”

Immediately defensive, he said, “I never in a million years thought that would happen! My dad and I have been there a dozen times!”

Narrowing my eyes I asked, “Did your dad ever leave you alone in a miniskirt?”

Coming up to the photography studio, he said, “I can’t say that he has. And honestly, you should be able to wear any kind of dress you want. It never occurred to me that someone would act that way.”

I shook my head. “Really? You didn’t expect drunks in a honky-tonk dive like that? You’re more naïve than I am.” I opened the truck’s passenger door.

“That’s probably true. You have my number if you want to talk.”

I sighed. “See ya, Colin. And thanks for picking me up.” I slammed the truck’s door closed.

#

Things went about as well as I expected when I got home and, when Mom saw my torn dress, she immediately thought I’d been raped. Dad blew his stack when I told him where Alex had touched me. It was all Mom and I could do to keep him from finding Alex and beating him to a pulp. The last thing we wanted was for Dad to go to jail.

Of course I also got chewed out for going out with an older man. I promised Dad that I’d learned my lesson, no more men. I have to stick with boys my age. And maybe I shouldn’t wear revealing outfits. While not exonerating Alex, Dad felt it was partly my fault because of the way I was dressed. Mom took my side on that.

Anyway, the atmosphere was very chilly at home that evening. Colin called me five times, and I ignored the calls until the last one. I broke down and told him everything that had happened.

“Next time I see that son of a bitch, I’ll beat the living shinola out of him!” exclaimed Colin when I had finished with my story.

“You’ll do no such thing, Colin!” I shouted into the phone. “Alex is a big guy, he’ll rip you to pieces. I don’t want your death on my conscience.”

There was a pause. “Does that mean you love me?”

I sighed, “Get real.”

Colin chuckled, “Anyways, girl. I am very happy you didn’t get hurt and that you asserted yourself. See you Saturday.”

#

“About time you got here Randy,” said Nick as he loaded some tools into the bed of his truck. “We were afraid we’d have to leave without you.”

Shoving my hands into my pockets, I said, “Honestly guys, I’m not sure if I want to go to the track today. What do I do if I see Alex?”

Colin smiled at me. “Don’t worry about him, girl, he won’t be there.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “How would you know?”

Grinning, Colin said, “I talked to Mr. Adams last night. Alex has been banned from the track. Mr. Adams doesn’t want you hurt, plus he was concerned about track liability.”

Nick said, “So go put on your leathers. Now that your parents know, you should save time and change at home.”

I nodded. “That’s probably true. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Nick said, “Don’t take too long. We’re already running behind.”

I turned to give Nick a salute.

#

As we walked back to our pit area after leaving the sign up table, Becky came trotting up to us. She looked really hot in her leathers.

“Hey guys!” she shouted as she got close. “I need to talk to Randi. Alone.”

Colin laughed. “Just be that way!” He and Nick continued walking.

“What’s up, Becky?” I asked when we were alone.

She touched my arm. “First, are you okay, girl? I heard what happened with that Alex guy.”

I nodded.

“I’m glad you’re okay,” said Becky sincerely. “I was afraid of something like that, since he asked me out when I was fifteen. Anyway, I’m glad you’re okay and we don’t have to worry about Alex, at least for now. This isn’t the first time he’s been banned.”

“Really? Well that sucks.”

“Honestly, I don’t think he’ll bother you again.” Grinning, Becky said, “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.”

“Oh?” I had no idea what she was leading up to.

“My boyfriend and I are going out for a dinner and a movie tonight and I thought it might be fun to do a double date. With you and Colin.”

I rolled my eyes. I’m not sure if I like the idea anyway, but to invite Colin? “Well, I don’t know….”

Grinning, she said, “You know he likes you, right? It seems you’re all he talks about.”

I wrinkled my nose. “Are you serious?”

Becky nodded. “Oh yeah. He talks about beautiful you are when you’re modeling, and brags about your racing, and how he worries about you.”

I shrugged. “I had no idea.”

“If you want to do it, we can pick you up at your house at six, and then go get Colin.”

I said, “Sure. Why not?”

Becky smiled brightly. “Cool. I’ll talk to Colin.”

###


Part 17

“What’s this about you not having dinner with us?”

“I told you over the phone, Mom,” I said, as I started to remove my leathers. I decided to follow Nick’s suggestion and keep the leathers at my house since it was no longer a secret from Mom and Dad. “I have a date tonight. I need to change.”

Mom looked at me with concern. “This is pretty quick at that horrible experience you had with that man.”

I folded my leathers, setting them on the couch and, standing in my underwear, said, “I’ll be with friends… mostly. I admit I don’t know Becky’s boyfriend that well, but it’s a double-date, so I won’t be alone. It’s just to have some fun.” I started to walk towards my room.

Mom set out a couple of dishes on the dining table for her and Dad. “If it’s a double-date, then who are you going with?”

Becoming impatient, I said, “Colin. I got to get dressed.” I tried to get to my room.

Dad snarled, “Colin? That idiot?”

“Well, you have to admit he’s nice. I have to change.”

Dad shook his head as he took his seat at the dinner table. “Yeah, right. Don’t let that fool take you to a bar. If he does, kick him in the nads and call me to come get you.”

From my room, I yelled down the hall, “It’s just a dinner and a movie. I’ll be fine.”

I looked at my alarm clock next to my bed. I didn’t have a lot of time. Thankfully, my modeling had left me with several nice outfits. I grabbed a casual outfit from my closet, a tank top and a denim skirt. That was quick. Now to do my makeup.

I took a moment I didn’t have to waste in contemplation. I have to select a top, a skirt, a change of underwear, shoes, any accessories like a necklace and earrings, brush my hair out and put on makeup. No time to do my nails. Colin just needs to pick up a shirt off the floor and sniff it. Sighing, I rushed into the bathroom for a quick shower, and then to do my makeup.

I made a last second decision on perfume, and had just spritzed some one when there was a knock on the door.

“Your friends are here!” called out Mom. A quick look in the mirror confirmed my makeup was just as perfect as it was five minutes ago. I did a quick inspection of my purse to verify I had makeup, money and keys. After my disastrous date with Alex, I thought briefly of adding a pistol to the contents of my purse. Might be a bit much though.

As I stepped into the living room I was greeted by Becky, her boyfriend and Colin.

“Hey Randi. Have you met Jeremy? He goes to that ‘other’ high school.” They both chuckled. We have two high schools in town.

I nodded, holding my hands folded in front of me. “Nice to meet you.”

Colin, wearing a grin that couldn’t be removed – even if you used explosives, walked up to me and slid a hand behind my back. “You look absolutely gorgeous, Randi.”

I smiled, annoyed that Colin was already touching me. “Thank you. That’s a nice shirt.”

Nodding, Colin exclaimed, “Mom just washed it.”

Becky looked a little uncomfortable. Jeremy smiled and said, “We should go. Whataburger awaits!”

As we headed out the door, I waved to Mom and Dad. Looking stern, Dad said, “I want you home by eleven!”

Colin laughed. “That doesn’t leave much time for the orgy.”

Before Dad could say anything, I stepped between Dad and Colin with my hands up. “He’s joking, Dad. Colin wouldn’t even know what to do at an orgy.”

Becky laughed.

Colin frowned and said, “Hey!”

Giving Colin a slight push, I said, “Let’s go.”

We quickly walked up to Jeremy’s ride: a double-cab, long-bed “dually” Ford F-250.

Becky unnecessarily shouted, “Shotgun!” as she climbed into the front passenger seat. Nobody would challenge her seat next to her boyfriend.

Ever the gentleman, Colin assisted me in climbing up into the cavernous interior of the truck. As Colin took his seat, he said, “Wow. This is nice!” He slid his hand along the fake leather seats.

From behind the steering wheel, Jeremy exclaimed as he patted his seat, “Genuine naugahyde.”

Colin asked, “Did you buy this new?” I had noticed his truck had lacked that new car smell.

Jeremy shook his head. “Nah. My next one will be new though. But hey, I have room in the back to load both our bikes. It’ll be a while before I trade it.”

Colin nodded. “Yeah. I wish Nick had a bigger truck, dragging a trailer can be a pain sometimes.”

I shrugged. “If it works, why do the extra expense?”

“True,” admitted Colin. “He needs to fix the air conditioner though.”

I laughed, “Definitely!”

Jeremy exclaimed, “When I crank the AC all the way up in this thing, you can grow ice cubes in here.”

Becky sighed, “He’s not kidding.”

We rolled up into a parking spot at Whataburger. As he shut off the ignition, Jeremy glanced behind him and asked, “Anyone up for a triple?”

Colin grinned. “I might!”

“You’re insane.” I shook my head.

It was a longer drop to the pavement in Jeremy’s truck than I anticipated. I was glad I wasn’t wearing heels. Colin came running around the truck to take my hand. Why didn’t he help me down?

As we walked towards the entrance, Colin said, “Hey, next time we should try Peaky’s.”

I chuckled, “I was getting ready to hit you if you said Dew Drop Inn.”

Looking at me seriously, he said, “They do have great chicken fried steak there.”

Becky said, “This place is just fine with me.”

Colin threw his arms up and shouted, “What!? A burger?”

I laughed, “You’re such a dork!”

Colin put his arm around my waist as we got in line. “That’s why you love me.”

I frowned at Colin. “Let’s don’t get carried away.”

Becky gave me a knowing look.

Colin pulled me close to him and ruffled my hair. “You smell so nice.” He eased up on holding my waist. We put in our orders, and Colin paid for mine. Jeremy then sat at a table and the rest of us joined him.

As we all got seated, Colin pulled a twenty dollar bill out of his wallet and smirked. “Okay, Jer. How about a little friendly wager? My girl against yours.”

I shook my head. “Colin, really? I don’t want to do that.”

Snapping the bill a couple of times, Colin said, “Hey, it’ll make things more interesting. Randi almost came in first today. If she hadn’t slid in that last turn, she would have won.”

Becky grinned. “I’m all for some friendly competition, but are you in that big of a hurry to lose twenty dollars?”

I poked Becky’s shoulder. “Hey now! I almost kicked your ass today. You just wait ‘til next weekend!”

Laughing, Becky held out a steady hand. “Oh, I’m so scared!”

Chuckling, I said, “You better be!”

A woman with a tray loaded with our order set the tray down at our table, and we each removed our burgers from it.

Jeremy leaned over and kissed Becky. He laughed, “Don’t get too fond of that twenty. My girl is the reigning queen of the track!”

Becky patted my shoulder. “Randi’s pretty good.”

Jeremy gave me a look. “How come you’re not Nick’s monkey anymore? I mean sure, Colin looks like a monkey, but I thought you did it better.”

I said, “Well, I…”

Interrupting, Colin said, “Actually, that was Nick’s decision. Being the monkey is a dangerous job, and Nick was worried about Randi getting hurt. She has that modeling gig, and Nick was worried about her getting scratched up.”

Nodding, Jeremy said, “Yeah. I remember when you were almost killed in that one crash. Honestly, I’m surprised you’re still racing.”

I forced a smile. “’Tis but a flesh wound! Hey, I’ll put a twenty against Colin on that monkey business. Not to brag, but I think I was better!”

Colin looked serious. “Nobody says you weren’t better, babe. We’re all just worried about you.”

I actually pouted. “I’d be okay.”

Colin chuckled. “Besides, it’s a moot point. Your dad threatened Nick within an inch of his life if he ever had you monkey again.”

Jeremy checked his phone. “Hey, we better head over to the theater. The movie starts soon.”

Colin touched my arm. “You okay, babe?”

I nodded. “I’m fine.”

###


Part 18

As we climbed into Jeremy’s truck, Becky turned to face us, “Is that new Nathan Adam’s movie okay?”

I nodded. “I want to see that one.”

Colin rolled his eyes. “Every girl loves Nathan Adams! It’s creepy that he dates that ten year old.”

Becky shook her head. “You know that’s not true. He’d be in jail or something.”

I laughed, “It’s a dirty rumor that Tommy Kincaid started. He even admitted it.”

Jeremy put his truck in gear, and we headed out of the Whataburger parking lot. “Regardless of all that, Nathan Adams movies have more action than Kincaid’s. Not to mention that Adams uses almost all practical effects while Kincaid uses CGI.”

Becky chuckled, “I just hope Nathan spends most of the movie shirtless like he usually does.”

Colin said in an annoyed voice, “Dude, you need a smaller truck. I can’t put my arm around my girl, she’s too far away.” I was perfectly okay with that.

Still looking back at us, Becky asked, “You two make a perfect couple. How long have you known each other?”

“Oh, I wouldn’t call us a perfect couple,” I protested.

Colin grinned at me. “We first met in science class back in middle school. But we didn’t really get to know each other until first year of high school.”

Becky studied Colin a moment. “Science class?”

I frowned and said, “Yeah. I accidentally mixed two toxic chemicals together and ,when the smoke cleared, there stood Colin.”

Colin shook his head. “You know, I’ve loved her since the first moment I saw her, and yet she’s always rude to me.”

Becky grinned at me. “Some girls just have a hard time showing affection.”

I folded my arms. “You guys are crazy.”

“Okay, ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, we have arrived.” Jeremy drove his truck into a parking space and killed the engine. Colin jumped out of the pickup and ran around to my door and opened it.

“I’ll help you down,” said Colin. “This truck is really tall.”

“Thank you.” Actually, I really was grateful for the assistance. What I didn’t expect was for Colin to grab my waist in both his hands and gently set me down on the ground. He didn’t even grunt as I seemed to weigh almost nothing to him.

As we entered the Cineplex, Becky grabbed my hand and exclaimed, “Hey, see you boys in a minute. You both know what snacks we want, Randi and I need to go to the little girl’s room.”

I started to say, “Actually, I’m okay…”

She jerked my hand. “We need to go to the little girl’s room.” She then led me quickly to the women’s rest room.

Once inside, I managed to pull my hand away. “What the hell, Becky? What are you doing?”

Thankfully, the restroom was empty except for the two of us. We were standing next to the big mirror.

Becky shook her head. “For starters, we both should check our makeup. And secondly, I have to ask. Don’t you like Colin? He adores you, yet you’re always snippy or rude to him.”

Looking in the mirror, and annoyed that most of my lipstick had disappeared from eating, I opened my purse, extracted my lipstick and then just held it as I frowned at Becky.

“I like Colin, but you have to admit that he’s a little annoying. He’s always so enthusiastic. And don’t you think he’s a bit pushy? After all, he just forced his way into being Nick’s monkey. He didn’t ask. We didn’t discuss it, he just did it.”

Becky frowned. “Your dad threatened Nick if he ever let you race with him again.”

I scowled. “There’s that. But still.”

Becky did a quick check of her makeup. “I get it. If he’s not your type, he’s just not your type. Are you interested in Nick?”

I frowned deeply. “Hell no. He’ll be twenty next month, and he’s a bit rough around the edges.”

Still looking into the mirror, Becky asked, “Can you at least be nice to Colin the rest of the evening?”

After reapplying my lipstick and returning it to my purse, I looked seriously at Becky. “Look. I don’t hate Colin. He’s cute and all, but he comes on a bit too strong.”

She sighed. “Well, I won’t make this mistake again.”

“Hey, I didn’t say I wasn’t having a good time.”

She flashed me a weak smile. “Well, let’s get back to the boys.”

Did I just shoot myself in my foot? I do enjoy having dinner with friends. Friends who all consider me to be a girl. And I actually do like Colin. I sighed and followed Becky back to where the guys were waiting.

Colin looked up at us. “I got you a Dr. Pepper, I hope that’s okay. And a tub of popcorn for us to share.”

I smiled at him. “Thanks, that’s my favorite coke.” I stood close to him and let him take my hand. Becky gave me a smile.

Jeremy asked, “Are you guys ready? It’s about to start, and we don’t want to miss the thirty seconds of logos.”

Colin laughed, “Don’t want to miss that!” Holding my hand, Colin led me into the auditorium following Jeremy and Becky.

As expected, Colin draped his arm across my shoulders. I have to say I didn’t mind, and I just relaxed into his shoulder. Colin positioned the tub of popcorn where we both could reach it.

The opening scene was Nathan riding a crotch rocket down a twisty Alpine highway in hot pursuit of the villain driving a red sports car. As he got beside the car, the car forced Nathan into a path of a truck.

The scene cut to beach scene with a bikini clad beauty rubbing lotion onto Nathan’s back. Words appeared on the screen that said “Two weeks earlier…”

Colin growled, “Those bastards!” I laughed at Colin’s frustration, and mine as well. He bent over and kissed me. And then he kissed me again.

The movie didn’t return to the bike chase until the final fifteen minutes, but at that time Colin was kissing me, and I missed it. And Becky wouldn’t tell me.

Jeremy brought me home first. I gave Colin a quick kiss before climbing out of the truck. Dad was outside standing next to his truck with the hood raised and talking to a neighbor.

I ran up to Dad, threw my arms around his neck and shouted, “Daddy!” I kissed his cheek and scampered into the house.

As the front door closed, I heard the neighbor ask, “Is that your boy?”

###


Part 19

“Whoa! Whoa there Randi!” Mom caught my shoulders and brought me to a halt. “My goodness! Slow down.”

I came to a stop in the middle of the living room with Mom holding my shoulders. Mom grinned at me. “I guess your date went okay?”

Giving Mom a goofy grin in return, I exclaimed, “Oh yes, Mom! I had a wonderful time.”

Mom chuckled as she let go of my shoulders. “I guess Colin behaved himself?”

I just stood there and smiled. I was still in a daze. “Oh yeah.”

Mom gently took hold of my chin and turned my face from side to side taking a close look at my makeup. She frowned slightly. “I can see just how well Colin behaved himself.”

Dad suddenly barged into the living room and shouted, “What the hell is going on here? George from next door was asking if we have a son or a daughter.”

Mom shrugged. “We may have a daughter. Randi has definitely been smitten by Colin.”

“Isn’t he dreamy?”

“Colin?” Dad frowned. “That idiot?”

I shook my head. “He’s not an idiot, Daddy.”

Dad looked over at me. “Daddy? What’s up with you? Our next door neighbor thought you were a girl when you came home.”

I wrinkled my brow at Dad. “Well, have you not noticed the changes in me lately? I’m a successful model for women’s clothes, and I’m more into dating boys. I’ll be honest with you Daddy, I really don’t like being a boy.”

Mom shook her head. “Honey, none of those things makes you a girl.”

Dad scowled at me as he took a step closer to me. “It just means you’re a twink!”

I pulled on my own hair and shouted, “Why don’t you get it? Why don’t you understand?” I ran to my room, crying.

“Randy!” shouted Mom as she reached out to grab my arm.

Dad said, “Let him go cry.”

#

“You’re here early.”

Nick was hosing down his bike in the grass of his front yard.

Decked out in my pink leathers, I plopped down in one of Nick’s plastic lawn chairs and stared at my feet. “Yeah. I just had to get away from my house.”

Nick chuckled, “You mean your dad? You know this will be the first place he’ll look for you.”

I shrugged. “I told him where I was going.”

Nick turned off the water and tossed the end of the garden hose onto his lawn. He sat down next to me.

He looked at me for a long time. “Are you wearing makeup?”

I kept staring at my feet. “Yeah.”

“Be it far from me, but you need to fix things between you and your dad while you have time.”

Nick took on a faraway look. “I wish I could take back my last words to my dad. I was only twelve.”

I looked over at Nick. “You never talk about your dad.”

Nick shrugged. “He was a road racer. We had a big fight a few hours before his last race.”

I knitted my brows. “What happened?”

Nick took a deep breath and his eyes defocused. “He was clocked at almost 200 mph when he left the track at Laguna Seca.” He grunted and said, “He wanted to be the next Mike Hailwood.”

“Sorry man. I never knew.” Nick waved his hand dismissively.

I looked at the digital clock in Nick’s garage. “Hey, shouldn’t we be heading for the track? It’s getting late.”

Nick shook his head and grunted. “I’ll take your bike to the track, but I’m out for today.”

I looked at Nick curiously. “Why so?”

He laughed, “I don’t know what you two kids were doing last night, but Colin pulled a muscle in his leg and can’t hardly walk.”

“I didn’t know. He didn’t say anything to me!” I hope it’s temporary.

Shaking his head, Nick said, “He didn’t know until he tried to get out of bed half hour ago.”

I stood up. “Hey man, I’m right here. I’m a better monkey than Colin anyway.”

“What about your dad? He told me in no uncertain terms not to let you monkey.”

Scowling, I said, “Dad’s not here. Shit man, one minute I’m too dainty to race and then too boy to be a girl the next. Let’s go Nick, I want to race.”

Nick stood up shaking his head. “I’m going to regret this.”

###


Part 20

My muscles were tensing, staring intently to watching for the starting gate to fall. Nick revved his engine as he snicked his bike into first gear.

My arm was grabbed, and I was jerked off the side car. “Hey!” I shouted.

“What are you doing, boy?” growled my dad as he held my arm tight.

“Dad?” I asked surprised. “What the hell? Dad, this is a race. Get off the track! You’ll disqualify Nick.”

A race official ran up to us. “Sir, you need to leave the track.”

“You’re coming home with me. I told this Nick asshole that you were forbidden to race!” Dad tightened his grip on my arm.

With a mighty tug, I jerked my arm free of Dad’s grasp. “I’m going to race! Nick can’t race without me.” I jumped back up onto the side car.

“Get off that bike!” shouted Dad.

Another race official joined the group. “Sir, we must insist you leave the track. I’m sure you want to avoid law enforcement.”

Dad scowled at me for a moment and then shrugged. “If you put it that way.” He started to turn away. “We’re not done with this, boy!”

One of the race officials looked puzzled. “Boy?”

Everyone tensed again, now that the distraction of my Dad had been removed. The gate dropped, Nick released the clutch and I gripped the rail of the sidecar as if my life depended on it. And it kinda did.

As we went into the first turn, I threw all my body weight to my right and clung to the railing with a death grip, leaning out over the track, my head mere inches from the dirt. I was pelted by dirt and small rocks. I just hoped there wasn’t a big rock sticking up.

On the straight, I tucked down as tight as I could, the sidecar bouncing around making it difficult to maintain my footing. Then I leaned way over to my left and ripped another tear-off from my visor so I could see. We were fast approaching the leader.

I held on tight when I was almost lifted from the sidecar as we sailed over an embankment, only to splash down into the mud. The bike in front of us hit hard, tossing the passenger off into the mud, and we roared past. The next bike hit them and also spilled. We had a clear lead! My adrenaline was pumping as we skidded around the next turn. I had really missed this!

By the time we roared across the finish line, snagging first place just seconds ahead of the bike behind us, I was covered from head to toe with mud. Nick didn’t fare any better. I could hear the hiss of steam with mud dripping down on the hot engine. I plopped down onto the platform of the sidecar, exhausted. Only three more motos to go.

Dad was waiting for us as we rolled back into our pit area. He was sitting on our ice chest. I groaned when I saw him, as I wanted to rest up before starting my first powder puff race of the day, not argue with Dad.

As we came to a stop, I noticed Mr. Adams talking to him.

“There she is!” called our Mr. Adams as I jumped off he sidecar. “Our pink racer!”

I looked down and noticed there wasn’t much pink showing in all the mud that covered me.

“Hey Dad. Mr. Adams. I’m surprised to see you here.” I said as I pulled my skid lid off.

Grinning, Mr. Adams said, “I was just having a chat with your father, and we were discussing his concerns. As a father myself, I would have concerns too.”

In all seriousness, Dad said, “I worry about my daughter getting hurt.” What did he just say?

I set my helmet on the saddle of my motocross bike. “No doubt it’s a dangerous sport, but so is football. I accept those risks, Dad.”

Nick stepped up to us and looked at Dad as he pointed at me. “Before you get upset at me, sir, Randy insisted he monkey for me. Colin somehow managed to injure himself last night. Without Randy, I would have had to forfeit.”

Dad squinted at Nick. “I heard you won.”

I said, “This moto. There’re three more.”

Mr. Adams put his hand on Dad’s shoulder. “You know Randi’s become an attraction all on her own at the track. We have fans come just to watch her race and root for her, they call her the pink racer. Folks love seeing her pictures in the track store of her modeling. Nobody can believe that someone so dainty and beautiful is also such an aggressive competitor.”

Dad looked like he was choking down the words. “Randy loves to model.”

Mr. Adams started to put his arm around me, noticed the mud, and thought better of it. “She’s a natural, that’s for sure.”

Nick said, “She’s a great little monkey.” Dad scowled at him.

I’m shocked. Everyone is referring to me as a girl.

Mr. Adams chuckled, “If Randi ever tires of racing, I’ll hire her in a heartbeat to be the permanent trophy girl.”

I laughed, “I don’t have the boobs for that.”

Mr. Adams laughed, “I’ll pay for a boob job.” He noticed Dad’s scowl and added, “With your permission, of course, sir.”

The mud, now mostly dried, was beginning to flake off. I said, “Guys, I need to get ready for my motocross.”

Mr. Adams smiled at me. “I’ll leave you to it. Good luck.” With a wave, he walked away.

Dad folded his arms and shook his head. “You sure have everyone fooled, that’s for sure.”

I cocked my head to one side. “Fooled about what, Dad? That I’m a good racer?”

He just scowled at me and started to turn away. “Good luck on your races.”

After Dad had gotten into his truck and driven away, Nick grunted. “I swear I know better, but maybe you are his daughter.”

I pushed my head into my brain bucket. “Why do you say that?”

He looked at me sideways and asked, “Has he ever held you to his demands?”

I chuckled. “Not really.”

Nick shook his head. “You have him wrapped around your little finger.”

I laughed, “Yeah, right.”

#

After we rode our bikes up to the starting gates, Becky shouted to me, “Hey girl! Ready to get your ass kicked?”

I shook my head at her. “Famous last words!”

Becky chuckled. “I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but you dodged a bullet last night.”

I wrinkled my brow. “How so?”

Her eyes bright and wearing a smirk, she said, “Colin was actually set to propose to you last night. But before he could, he fell off Jeremy’s truck and hurt his leg.”

My eyes wide, I said, “Are you serious?” It’s not that I didn’t notice him falling off the truck, I just wasn’t aware of his nefarious plans.

Becky reached up to lower her face shield. “Mmhmm”

I shook my head in disbelief. “Tell Jeremy’s truck thank you.” Becky laughed. And then proceeded to kick my butt.

#

Nick and I were standing shoulder to shoulder waiting for the track to announce the overall winners. We were sure we had it in the bag for our class, as we’d managed to squeak out three wins out of four motos.

When the announcement was made, Nick let out a loud, “Whoop!” then turned and kissed me. Right on the lips. He pulled back looking sheepish.

Becky laughed and gave me a thumbs up.

###


Part 21

Nick and I just stared at each other for several moments, and Nick’s face reddened. He said, “Hey man, I’m sorry, I really didn’t mean to kiss you.” I didn’t even know he could be embarrassed.

I folded my arms. “That was quite a surprise.” And actually, I kinda liked it, but I’m not going to tell him that. I like our relationship exactly how it is.

“Well, it won’t happen again.” He wouldn’t look me in the eye.

“Will Miss Randi Gardner and Nick Wilson report to the tower please?” boomed over the PA system. It was Mr. Adams’ voice. Nick and I exchanged confused glances, the tower was where the officials kept tabs on the races.

The tower wasn’t very far from where the trophies are handed out, so Nick and I took a casual stroll over to it. However, I watched Mr. Adams hurry down the tower steps. He was out of breath when we met.

He took my hand. “Oh, Randi, I’m so sorry to tell you this.”

Confused, and now worried, I asked, “What’s going on, Mr. Adams?”

Mr. Adams gulped a few breaths. “I was just contacted by the police as they didn’t know how to contact you. Randi, your father has been in a terrible accident. Some street racer broadsided his truck not far from here. Just down the highway.”

Oh my God! I felt the blood drain from my body. Dad? In an accident? He’s going to be so pissed.

Nick punched my arm and exclaimed, “Come on! Let’s go.” I nodded, starting to feel numb.

Mr. Adams said, “You two be careful. We don’t need you in an accident too.”

Doug, who’d we just beat in the race, was standing near us. He shouted, “You guys just go! I’ll take care of your bikes, just go.”

Nick actually took hold of my hand and pulled me back to the pit. I tossed my helmet into the back seat as I jumped into the truck.

“Come on, you piece of shit!” growled Nick as the truck didn’t start right away. The truck finally roared into life and, throwing a rooster tail of dirt behind us, Nick blasted down the dirt road to the highway.

I wiped away the muddy tracks tears were making down my cheeks. He’s not always as nice as he could be, but he’s still my dad. All kinds of worries poured through my mind.

We were going really fast. I said, “Don’t get a ticket.”

Nick kept looking straight ahead. “Let me worry about that.”

In less than a five minute drive we arrived at the scene of the accident. My heart caught in my throat when I saw Dad’s truck lying on its top. An ambulance was just arriving, and there were several highway patrol cars.

I jumped out of Nick’s truck before he’d brought it to a stop and started running towards my Dad’s truck. I heard a cop shout, “Miss! Miss!” but I ignored him. Other than coolant running out of the engine compartment, the truck didn’t look all that damaged, which made me feel hopeful. They just don’t build ‘em like this anymore.

They were already carrying my dad to the ambulance. Nearby was a teen standing by a police car. He was handcuffed, but I so wanted to go beat the shit out him.

As they loaded Dad into the ambulance, I asked a paramedic, “Can I get a ride? That’s my Dad.”

He looked thoughtful for a moment before saying, “Get in.” As he joined me in the back of the ambulance, he smiled at me and asked, “Aren’t you that pink racer?” I nodded. I was still in my pink leathers. He added, “I’m a big fan.” I wanted to say that I didn’t give a shit at the moment, but I stayed quiet.

As the ambulance turned onto the highway, siren blaring, I realized I’d left Nick alone. Oh well, I’m sure he’d understand, circumstances and all.

I didn’t bother to hold back any tears as I watched the paramedic tending to the gash in my Dad’s forehead.

The paramedic said, “Preliminary diagnosis suggests he’s suffered a mild concussion. He also appears to have several broken ribs. He’s lucky he didn’t get a lung punctured.”

I asked, “Is he going to be okay?”

The paramedic shrugged. “I’m hesitant to speculate until he’s been looked at by the docs. His vitals seem good.”

Despite my tears, I smirked and said, “He’s an ornery old cuss. I’m sure he’s fine.” I wished I’d felt the words I’d just said.

The ambulance roared into the emergency entrance at the hospital. When it stopped, I quickly jumped out to give the paramedics room to remove Dad on his gurney. He was quickly taken into the hospital, but I wasn’t allowed to follow.

A woman stepped next to me and asked, “Are you the daughter?” I didn’t bother to correct her, I just nodded.

“Please follow me so we can get him registered. Does he have insurance?” The woman started to walk towards another door.

I frowned and said, “Money first.” I don’t think she heard me.

#

As she finished hugging me, Becky said, “Hey girl. If you need anything, let me know.”

I forced a smile and asked, “Can I win the next race?”

Becky laughed, “Okay, maybe not anything!” She gave me another hug. “Seriously, though. Let me know if I can help.”

“Sure.”

I watched her turn and walk from the waiting room, where I waited with Mom. To his credit, Nick had stayed in the waiting room after bringing Mom to the hospital. He thought her driving right now was a bad idea. When he had picked her up, Mom had packed a change of clothes so that I could get out of those hot leathers. Hot as in temperature-wise, not sexy, although they are kinda sexy.

With sadness in my heart, I realized that almost everyone who had paraded through the waiting room had come by to support me, not my dad. And they all thought I was a girl. One of his co-workers had come by to joke about how much he was needed to return to work. Has Dad not made any friends in his life?

I put my arm around Mom. At first we thought we’d have a short wait. And then it was announced to us that he’d had complications during surgery. We haven’t heard anything since.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry! I got here as soon as I could. We were out of town,” said Colin as he bent down to hug Mom and then hug me. He clutched my hand. “Any news?”

I shook my head. “You didn’t have to come, Colin. We’re just sitting here waiting.”

Colin sat next to me and put his arm around my shoulder. “Are you kidding? I can’t leave my girl at a time like this!” I no longer had the strength to argue that I’m not his girl.

I just smiled weakly at him. “Thanks.”

Mom looked over at Colin and said, “You’re a good boy, Colin. Randi is lucky to have you.” I’m in the Twilight Zone.

A doctor came into the waiting room and walked up to Mom. Mom grabbed my hand and clutched it tightly.

“Mrs. Gardner? Your husband just came out of surgery, and he’s doing great. He asked when he could return to work. You may visit, but just for five minutes, as he needs to rest. Just you and your daughter, Mrs. Gardner.”

Mom turned and grabbed me in a hug, her tears mixing with mine. Somehow Colin managed to kiss me. Nick gave me a thumbs up.

Looking old and small, Mom stood up. “Thank you so much, doctor.”

A nurse led us to his room. I started crying as soon as walked in. There on the hospital bed, instead of that feisty, blustery pillar of strength was a smaller, weaker looking old man. There were already a few flowers in the room. The largest bouquet was from Mr. Adams.

When Dad looked up when we entered, he asked, “How’s my truck?”

I chuckled despite my tears and said, “It’s going to need a little paint, Dad.”

He shook his head. “Damn. I bet that’s gonna cost a fortune.”

Mom stepped to his side and took his hand. She couldn’t really hug him but she did manage to kiss him. “I’m so glad to see you.”

I stepped next to Dad on the other side, sniffling. I wiggled one of the many lines hooked to him. “Sorry I can’t hug you.”

He smiled weakly. In a raspy voice, he said, “I haven’t been very fair to you, have I? When you were born, I so wanted a son.” He chuckled and then winced in pain. “I didn’t allow myself to see who you really are.” He coughed a couple of times. It looked like it hurt.

He scowled, and said, “But now from my death bed…”

I shook my head and chuckled at him. “You’re not dying Dad. You’ll be home in a few weeks, if not sooner.”

He frowned at me. “Hush a minute, I’m trying to be dramatic. What was I saying… before I was so rudely interrupted? What I was saying was that I’m happy to have a … a… a daughter.”

“Oh Daddy!” I squealed and reached to hug him.

His eyes got big as he shouted, “No hugs!”

I stepped back quickly. “Thanks, Dad. This makes me very happy.”

Dad coughed a few times. It looked painful. He looked over at me, and said, “Remember, this won’t happen overnight. You don’t just turn into a girl. But I’m no longer going to stand in your way, however, just keep that idiot Colin out of the house.” He coughed a few more times.

A nurse stepped into the room. “I need you to leave so the patient can get some rest.”

Mom patted Dad’s foot. “We’ll just be out this door, hon.”

I said, “Now don’t go anywhere.” That got a frown from Dad.

#

Dad finally came home. He was fit to be tied when the insurance company totaled his truck. The punk who had hit him had no insurance, and not even a driver’s license. He was cute though.

Mom got me in with a councilor to guide me through my transition. Apparently I can’t just declare it, but I registered as a girl for returning to school. The only comments I got was from a few girls who thought I was leaving my tomboy stage.

Nick retired from racing. The last few races he developed the hots for the trophy girl. They’ll get married in December. He still takes my bike and I to the track, where Becky continues to kick my ass. Becky and her boyfriend are planning a June wedding after we’re all out of school.

Colin comes over to the house almost every day, much to Dad’s chagrin. The day before the first day of school, he proposed. I laughed and told him we need to get through school first, so he’s talking to Becky about a double wedding. Dad asked where his shotgun was when I told him Colin had proposed. I haven’t said yes to him yet as I want to have surgery first. Dad cried when I told him I wanted surgery.

My pink leathers will proudly go on display on a mannequin in the track store as I become a full-time model. Mr. Adams is now my modeling manager after a big modeling agency signed a contract with me.

This past year has been one wild ride!

-The End-
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Part 1

“Hey, Tommy!” shouted a familiar voice off to my left. “You’re going the wrong way!”  I looked over and saw my friend Paul Conway holding his helmet but otherwise suited up for football practice.  I felt tiny whenever I stood next to him.

I looked over at him with a questioning expression. I shouted back, “Hey, Paul. What’s up?”

He grinned and said, “Your house is back that way. You’re heading back to school.”

I took a few steps toward him and said, “Oh yeah. I’m going to cheerleader practice.”

Paul narrowed his eyes and asked, “Seriously? They have boy cheerleaders at school now?”

Before I could answer, his coach shouted, “Conway! Focus. I’ve told you guys, girlfriends come after practice.” Several of the team laughed.

Paul shrugged at me and turned back to face his team. I sighed at the coach’s comments suggesting I was Paul’s girlfriend. I get it a lot.

Of course, I’m hardly anybody’s girlfriend, as I’m not a girl. The confusion comes from the fact that I look exactly, and I mean exactly, like my twin sister. I could end some of the confusion by getting a haircut instead of growing it out as long as hers. But if I had done that, I probably wouldn’t be heading to cheerleader practice.

I’m sure some confusion came from the fact that Paul dated my sister last year.

My sister Cynthia, besides being a straight-A student, a cheerleader, all around busybody and heartbreaker, is also a would-be actor. She auditioned for and, incredibly, got a part in a movie. Not just as an extra, but a speaking role. She’ll be gone for the next several months. Mom went with her as she’s under eighteen and left me stuck with a grumpy dad.

Having a sudden hole in the cheerleading squad, the coach approached me to fill in for my sister. I fit her uniform perfectly, our hair’s the same length and color. All the girls on the squad are okay with it as long as I don’t use the girls’ restrooms.

As I entered the gym, the coach frowned at me. “You’re late.”

I looked at my feet for a moment. “Sorry, Coach. I had to run home and change into my workout clothes. You only asked me to fill in for Cynthia this morning.”

Coach shrugged. “Oh. Well, that’s true. It’s okay this time. But let me suggest that for the rest of this week, or really however long we need you, bring your sister’s workout outfit in a carry bag and leave it in your locker during the day. You can change in my office.”

Cathy, the cheer captain, with arms folded, stood next to the coach. “Coach. Tommy needs a different name. Tommy’s not a good girl’s name.”

Coach studied me a moment and then asked, “How about we just stick with Cynthia? They look exactly alike.”

I shook my head vigorously. “No. No. I don’t want to be my sister. And I don’t want all her old boyfriends hitting on me.”

Coach chuckled. “They might anyway.”

Ashley, who was sitting on the gym floor, asked, “How about Tammy? Tammy. Tommy. Close enough.”

I said, “I can handle that.”

Coach clapped her hands once and said, “Tammy it is. Okay, Tammy. Let’s do a mini-tryout just to make sure you got what it takes.”

I smiled at the coach. “Bring it on.”

For the next twenty minutes, Coach and Cathy ran me through the wringer, doing tumbles and going through the list of cheers. I should know how to do all this as Cynthia usually asked me to do her at-home practices with her. At first, she was uncomfortable doing the exercises by herself.

When the coach and Cathy finished running me through all the routines, Coach said, “That was excellent, Tammy! Watching you perform, if I hadn’t known better, I’d swear I was watching Cynthia. Congratulations, Tammy. You’re officially in the squad.”

Cathy came up and hugged me. “Welcome to the squad, Tammy. Come on, everyone. Let’s welcome our new girl.” All the cheerleaders came up to me and gave me a hug. I could get used to this.

Coach said, “Okay, girls. We don’t have much time left today, so let’s have a run-through on our skit for the pep rally.” I stood to one side, not sure of what to do. Coach turned to me and said, “Tammy. You get to sit out this Friday for the skit. Be thinking of an idea for a skit next Friday.  Okay, girls. Let’s go.”

I sat up on the bleachers that hadn’t been rolled all the way against the wall and watched them go through the skit a number of times. It was funny, but of course, it had to poke fun at the opposing team’s cheerleaders. I think the plan is to get the two biggest and hairiest football players to play the opposing cheerleaders.

Naturally, I had to come onboard for the big game against the Admirals, the team on the other side of town. Our team had managed to lose one of the first three games of the year.

After the skit, Coach had us all practice our cheers and tumbles. Being a cheerleader, while a lot of work, is also a lot of fun. I actually enjoyed the practice. Of course, it’s just my first day. We went a little late as it was totally dark outside. The squad congratulated me again for joining the squad, and we all walked out of the school by the gym’s exit.

I looked around at the darkened school grounds, where only a few lights tried to dispel the gloom. Football practice must have already ended. The field was empty.

“Tommy!”

I jumped at a voice in the dark. Stepping into some light, I saw it was Paul.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“I wasn’t scared,” I lied. “You just surprised me standing in the dark like that.”

Paul grinned and said, “Sorry. You guys were taking forever to finish. I wanted to offer you a ride home so you didn’t have to walk home in the dark.”

I grunted an embarrassed laugh. “That’s nice of you, Paul. But it’s not that far of a walk, and it’s nice out.”

Paul looked serious. “Remember that girl that was attacked about this time a few weeks ago?”

I untied my ponytail and let my hair flow around my shoulders. “That was a different neighborhood. And I’m not a girl.” I jerked my head to toss my hair over my shoulder.

Sounding earnest, Paul said, “I insist, Tommy. It just isn’t safe out at night by yourself.”

I gave up and said, “You win. I’ll ride with you. Oh, and when I’m a cheerleader, my name is Tammy, not Tommy.”

Paul laughed. “Good to know. It fits you. Well, come on. My car is right over here.”

I hesitated a second and asked playfully, “Wait a second. How do I know you’re not some perv?”

Paul turned to me and laughed a sinister laugh. “You don’t.” He grinned.

I laughed. “Well, I guess it’s okay. My sister is still alive.”

Curiously, Paul took my hand and led me to where his car was parked.

As I climbed into the passenger seat of Paul’s fire engine red Dodge Challenger Hellcat, my stomach rumbled. Paul looked over at me with a wry grin.

“Hungry?”

I chuckled. “Yeah, breakfast was a long time ago. I had to skip lunch. I’ll get something when I get home.”

As Paul brought the car’s eight hundred horses to life, he tilted his head. “Taco del Rey is just around the corner. They’re usually open until midnight.”

I sighed. “I love their burritos, but I don’t have any money with me. I don’t have any pockets.”

With the car’s exhaust rumbling, Paul started to drive out of the parking lot. “I can get it. No big deal.”

I shook my head. “You don’t need to buy me dinner. I’m sure my dad didn’t eat all of the tuna casserole I left out for him.”

Paul rolled his eyes. “Yummy. Look. It’s no big deal. Besides, just think of all the bacteria crawling all over that tuna.”

I stuck my tongue out and said, “Eech. You know, the same could probably be said about the burritos.”

Paul laughed. “At least that’s cooked bacteria.”

Paul parked and started to get out of his car. I said, “Aren’t we going through the drive-thru?”

“Are you in a hurry to get yelled at by your dad?” asked Paul before he closed his door.

As I got out, I said, “He won’t necessarily be angry. I left him a note saying I might be late after I put the casserole in the fridge.”

Paul held the door to the restaurant open for me. “Does he know you’re now a cheerleader?”

I grinned sheepishly. “Not yet.”

Following me through the door, Paul said, “He’ll be mad.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I smirked. “But what will really piss him off is that he’ll have to fend for himself for dinner every night.”

I told the girl behind the counter what I wanted; Paul placed his order and paid for it.

After we sat down, Paul looked at me curiously. “So you’ve taken on the role of your mom and sister while they’re away?”

I frowned. “Yeah. I was hoping we’d go out to places we never get to go to. But noooo. Dad wants to save money. The problem is he’s pretty helpless around the kitchen. Mom insisted both Cynthia and I learn to cook and be self-sufficient.”

Paul asked, “That’s a good thing, right? My mom never taught me nuthin’.” He then chuckled. When they called our number, he got up and brought our food back.

There were three boys sitting in a corner. They looked like street punks dressed in leather jackets and unkempt hair. Other than glancing in our direction, they didn’t bother us.

As he unwrapped his burrito, Paul asked, “So. How do you like being a cheerleader? Did you lose any brain cells?”

I frowned. “Ha, ha. Very funny. It is to laugh. Actually, though, I like it. It’s fun. Granted, it’s weird that I’m expected to basically be Cynthia, but to be honest, I wish I could have done this sooner. Or, maybe I’ll change my mind after a few tough days of practice.” We both laughed.

After he finished off his burrito, Paul got up to use the restroom. As he got up, the three boys in the corner got up and one approached me. I sighed, worried what he might do. He was a big, tough-looking guy – a little bigger than Paul, actually.

The boy put a piece of paper on the table in front of me. He said, “Hey, babe. When you get tired of boys, give me a call.” He grinned at me, and the three left. Great. He must think I’m a girl. And Paul’s my boyfriend? I wonder if Paul knows him.

When Paul returned to the table, I slid the note over to him. “Do you know this guy?”

Paul studied the note for a moment. He furrowed his brow and said, “Yeah. He’s a real jerk. He graduated last year. He was on the team. He thinks he’s God’s gift to women. He approached you?”

I nodded. “Yeah. I’m going to guess he thinks I’m a girl,” I chuckled, “and that we’re dating.”

Sliding the note back over to me, Paul said, “You should feel honored. He only chases the most beautiful girls. And he gets them too. It’s that whole bad boy thing.”

I wadded the note up and placed it with my crumpled burrito wrapper. “I know I get mistaken for a girl a lot. I mean, I look just like Cynthia. But it bothers me that he thinks I’m beautiful.”

Paul just looked at me for a moment and in a serious voice, said, “You are beautiful. Even without trying.”

I felt my cheeks flush as I laughed embarrassingly. “Well, thank you for the compliment. But I really disagree that anyone can call me beautiful.”

Grinning slightly and very briefly touching my hand, Paul said, “Maybe you should embrace it.”

After several moments of an awkward silence, I said, “Thank you for dinner, Paul. I’ll owe you one. But it’s almost eleven. My dad’s going to kill me.”

Paul nodded. “You don’t owe me anything, Tom. I mean Tammy. And yeah. It’d be bad if your dad killed you. The cheerleaders would have to find another new member.”

Laughing, I said, “We can’t have that!”

We didn’t say much as we drove to my house. Paul had no trouble finding my house as he’d picked up Cynthia many times last year.

I did enjoy the leather seats. I closed my eyes and inhaled the smell of real leather. With my eyes still closed, I grinned as I said, “I have to say, Paul. I really love your car.”

As we rumbled up in front of my house, Paul said, “Thanks. It was my birthday present.”

I sat up in the seat and said with disbelief, “You’re shitting me, right? All I got for my birthday was an iTunes gift card.”

Grinning, he slid his fingers along the top of the steering wheel. “No shit, man. Anyway, we’re here. Want me to walk you to your porch?” He reached up and touched my hair.

I opened my door and said, “Thanks. I think I can make the rest of the trip on my own.” I noticed the curtain on the front windows move. Dad’s still awake.

Paul nodded. “Okay, Tammy. See you at school.”

I waved as I shut the passenger door. “See ya!”

I stood on the sidewalk as Paul chirped his tires and his Hellcat rumbled away down the street.

As I opened the front door, Dad stood next to the couch with his arms folded. “About time you got home. Who was that in the muscle car?”

“Oh. You remember Paul? He gave me a ride home. Sorry for not calling, but you should be happy. I signed up for a sport today. I was at practice tonight.”

Dad narrowed his eyes at me. “Sport? What sport?”

I smiled and said, “Cheerleading! I think it’s going to be fun.”

Dad frowned at me. “Your school doesn’t have boy cheerleaders. Don’t lie, boy.”

I shook my head. “I’m not lying, Dad. I’m filling in for Cynthia.”

Dad’s face clouded with anger. “Are you fuckin’ serious, Tom? You’re filling in for a girl?”

I nodded. “It’s perfect, Dad. Cynthia and I are the exact same size so I can use her uniform, I know all the cheers. And I’m finally involved in a sport.”

Dad shook his head. “A girl’s sport. But you know what, Tom? I’m not going to tell you no. Go ahead and make a fool out of yourself. You’ll get tired of all the other guys in your school making fun of you. It’ll be a good lesson for you.”

I grinned broadly at Dad. I pulled a folded piece of paper from a pocket on my sweatpants. “Thanks Dad! Just sign this consent form and we’re all set.”

Dad took the form and glanced over it. “I’ll sign it in the morning. Right now, we both need to get to bed. Oh, I was never that fond of that boy Paul. I don’t want him bringing you home anymore. Just call me when you’re ready to be picked up.”

I was hit with a wave of disappointment. “But Dad. I don’t mind riding with him. He’s got this really cool car and…”

Interrupting, Dad said, “Yeah yeah. I saw his car. I’m sure he picks up a lot of chicks with it. I didn’t like the way he burned out when he left.”

My shoulders slumping slightly, I said, “I’ll talk to him about that.”

Dad glared at me. “Just call me when you’re ready to come home. Now hit the sack.”

I sighed. “Yes, Dad.” I turned and walked down the hall to my room.
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