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	CHAPTER 1

	"YOU AIN'T LYING, Shania," I said, after hearing my alarm go off.[image: Image]

	As 'Man I Feel Like a Woman' echoed throughout my room, I dragged myself out of bed. Never had 10:00 am felt as early. Well, not since the start of gap year, anyway. Why did my mouth feel like I'd slept with DampRid in it all night?

	Water, water. Give me water. Thank goodness for that.

	"Mom, are you about?" I called.

	"Mom, I need your help," I shouted.

	Ten seconds without a knock on the door or verbal response meant only one thing. The coast was clear. I pried myself clear of the bedsheet and headed for the door.

	"Mom, it's urgent," I yelled before counting to ten.

	Feeling secure, I unlocked my bedroom door and hurried to the bathroom. Once inside, I immediately locked the door for safety. That first stream of urine removed all the kidney pain. Oh, I can afford to breathe again. Walking to the basin, I checked my face in the mirror. I stuck my tongue out and even said, ah. Why, I'm not sure. Call it involuntary. Call it tradition. It's just what I did each morning. I slid the delicate straps back onto my shoulders and rotated the satin nighty around thirty degrees.

	"Mom, are you around?" I screamed, before opening the bathroom door and holding it tight.

	Just to be safe, I threw a Hail Mary.

	"Dad, can you help me?"

	Ten seconds later, I stepped outside the bathroom and headed for the kitchen. The satin nightie clung to and detached from my sweaty body as I moved.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I swayed my hips to maximize the contact between the satin material and my most sensitive areas. Reaching for the fridge door, I couldn't help but notice a note from Mom. I need you to clean the house before Jules gets home tomorrow. I considered ignoring the request. Even placing Dad's lodge flyer on top of Mom's note. But I knew I'd live to regret such a move.

	And after-all, I got a buzz out of doing the housework. Well, doing it my way anyhow.

	After guzzling a pint of ice-cold water, I headed back towards my bedroom. Only I didn't head back to bed. I didn't even enter my bedroom. Instead, I headed directly into Jules' bedroom. Well, after all, Mom asked me to clean up. And Jules' bedroom was part of the house. Scanning the room, I looked for telltale clues. Everything appeared to be exactly where it was supposed to be. Something I looked forward to changing.

	"Now, let's see, Maxine. What mood are you in today?"

	Opening Jules' closet, I scanned the rows of delicacies for inspiration.

	“I could go with serious office girl," I said, pulling out a black-and-white striped blouse with a black pencil skirt.

	I checked the outfit from the front and back before caressing the silken fabric.[image: Image]

	"Possibly not the most practical outfit for housecleaning, Maxine."

	A bright yellow sundress with flowers caught my eye. I removed it from the hanger and tried it on.

	"Sunny and summery might be the way to go," I said, taking a couple of steps towards the window and peeking through the curtains.

	The bell sleeves made it a tad impractical, though. And Jules had an eye for detail. She'd spot any mark the second she walked into the house.

	"Yes, naughty party girl looks like the one," I said, pulling out a lime green spandex dress with matching fairy wings.

	Pairing it with a cream pair of six-inch platform court shoes, I stood before the full-length mirror, twirling from side to side. The fairy wings cracked me up, making it almost impossible to keep a straight face. But time was ticking by and I needed to pick out a practical outfit.

	I moved to the second closet and walked through the outfits with my fingers. A multitude of wonderful options cried out to me. But in the end, I settled on the most practical choice. My go-to outfit for housework.

	"Yes, you will do nicely. You'll work with the retro sneakers and the over-the-knee boots," I said, pulling out a faded blue denim skirt with a simple black tank top.

	It was the perfect choice for a sweaty day of house cleaning.

	Even though domestic duties dominated the day's agenda, I hit the showers. Best to keep Jules' clothes smelling fresh. That also gave me the opportunity to blow wave and style my hair. And apply a date night worthy face of makeup. I even accessorized perfectly.

	"Now that's an hour well spent, Maxine," I said as I marvelled at the sexy domestic goddess staring back at me.

	After stripping the beds, I moved to the laundry. With a couple of very full and smelly loads. While the washing machine did its thing, I vacuumed the floors. My housework playlist performed beautifully, encouraging me to maintain a rhythm that would ensure a timely completion. Each time I lent down to pick something up or scrub the floor, the denim skirt [image: Image]pushed up. Making regular trips to the mirror mandatory.

	After vacuuming, came sweeping and mopping. But by the time the floors were pristine, the washing was ready for the drier. Beads of sweat formed on my temples as I finished the clothing transfer. But Jules' clothes remained unsoiled and sweat-free. I pulled Mom's note out of my denim miniskirt back pocket. Just dinner to go. She wants me to marinate the meat.

	“I think it's time for a change of footwear, Maxine." I said, before hurrying to Jules' bedroom.

	[image: Image][image: Image]There was no decision to be made. Even though Jules had the best range of high heels a little sister could wish for, I'd already made my choice. I pulled out a pair of black suede four-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots. Sliding them up my legs gave me goose bumps. They fitted like a glove. Only were way sexier than any glove I could imagine. Within a few moments, my legs warmed up. But in a snuggly way. One, where the soft material caressed my feet and legs. As I stood in the sexy heels, my ass swayed back into ripe peach mode.

	"That's perfect. Now you can relax while marinating the meat for dinner."

	With glass in hand, I sauntered to the living room, knowing I'd crossed off everything on Mom's list. Now for a little me [image: Image]time. I assumed my favourite position in front of the family television. Once my suede-encased right ankle gently rested over my left ankle, I picked up my phone.

	"What's been happening in the world, Maxine?" I asked, unlocking my phone.

	With a sandwich in one hand and my phone in the other, life felt incredible. That is until my phone opened to a message from Jules.

	"I'm coming home a day early. Make sure you've changed out of my clothes before I arrive," Jules messaged.

	I read and re-read the message twice. What time did she send the message? Surely, she's not gonna be home before dinner. Oh, crap. She sent that message over an hour ago. She'll be here any minute. I better scramble.

	I hated returning Jules' clothes in a hurry. Not only was I looking forward to an afternoon of Maxine time, but I didn't have time to check everything was exactly as Jules had left it. I did not want Jules to know I'd borrowed her clothes. And there were many little telltale details that I had to get exactly right. I simply didn't have the time.

	"Please be pre-occupied, Jules," I said, as her car pulled into the driveway.

	 


CHAPTER 2

	"HEY JULES, HOW is college life treating you?" I asked.

	[image: Image]"Really good. You should consider it."

	"I don't know what to study. And there's no point racking up a massive student debt for no reason."

	"Perhaps you could pay it off by working at Hooters?"

	I turned to face away from Jules, feeling my face redden by the second.

	"But seriously, I've been thinking about it and am struggling to find a passion that I'm good at," I said, trying to change the subject.

	"How about video game design? You seem to spend most of your days doing the research."

	"It's a fun outlet but not a passion, Jules."

	Suddenly, my phone buzzed. I looked down to see a message from an old school friend, Nigel Shapiro.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Hey Robby, I'm in town for a few days. Would love to catch up and exchange stories. Love Nigel," Nigel messaged.

	"Let me look at that," Jules said, snatching the phone out of my hand.

	Jules instantly stared at me after reading the message.[image: Image]

	"Looks like someone still has a big fat crush on you," Jules said, holding the phone away from me.

	I tried in vain to grab the phone. But Jules always was a little stronger than me.

	"What's he do with himself these days?" Jules asked.

	"He's a journalist for 'GRAB' magazine in Chicago. I think his signature said."

	"Yeah, why aren't I surprised? Some no-name rag no-one's ever heard of."

	Turning away from me, Jules started typing on my phone.

	[image: Image]"Don't you dare reply to his message," I said, fighting harder for the phone.

	"But he wants to catch up with his first and only true love."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I knew Jules wouldn't hold on to her secret for long. I waited it out. It took her less than fifteen seconds to succumb to my will.

	"He works for an LGBTIQ+ magazine that specializes in outing public figures. No wonder he wants to catch up with you."

	Finally, I wrestled my phone away from Jules. Checking the message, my heart dropped when I saw Jules had replied to

	Nigel. All it said was 'love to' with two heart emojis.

	"I'll leave it to you to find a nice, romantic restaurant, Robby."

	[image: Image]"Don't be like that. That thing with Nigel was all a misunderstanding." "Him having his tongue down your throat, or getting caught like that?"

	"l don't want to talk about it, Jules. Not if you're gonna be like that."[image: Image]

	Committed by Jules, it wasn't long before Nigel messaged me to seal the deal. He suggested we catch up later in the week, to which I sent a thumbs up.

	"How about fashion design?" Jules said.

	"Not funny, Jules."

	"No, I really mean it. You have a real eye for it."

	"Why would you even say that?"

	[image: Image]"You'd be surprised what I've seen while I've been away, little brother."[image: Image]

	"Anything you've seen at Indiana State has got nothing to do with me?" I asked, knowing I was getting played.

	"l agree. But it's what I've seen back here via my webcam that's surprised me."

	I instantly turned away, feeling my face turn rhubarb coloured.

	"l don't know what you mean, Jules."

	"You can tie your hair back in a ponytail. But if it's been set, I can tell. Not to mention the poor mascara removal job."

	"You are full of crap, Jules. As per usual."

	"Here, look at my phone. That's a live feed."

	I looked at a room, Jules' bedroom, but with everything perfectly in its place.

	[image: Image] "It looks exactly as you left it."

	"Follow me," Jules said, leading me into her bedroom.

	I begrudgingly followed, hoping that I could prove her wrong.

	"Wave for the camera, Maxine."

	[image: Image]I stood frozen to the spot. What had she seen? How did she know about Maxine? Oh, crap. I was in deep trouble.

	"Don't worry, Maxine. It'll be our little secret," Jules said, sitting on her bed and laughing loudly.

	Kill me now. I couldn't believe it. After six years in boarding school, I'm gonna have to leave home again. I felt humiliated. Ashamed. Like my world was about to end. I stood dumbfounded. All those times I'd been in her room. Was she watching? Were her friends with her? Or worse, had she recorded it?

	"Let's get the dinner on. Mom and Dad will be home soon," Jules said. [image: Image]

	"You're not gonna show that video of me..." "...not unless you want me to, Maxine." "Hell no. My life would be over."

	"Then it'll be our little secret. For now."

	I hardly said a word while we prepared dinner. The smell of marinated beef moved into overdrive as I removed it from the plastic bag.

	"Can you pass me the ladder?" I asked, as I reached towards the upper cupboards.

	[image: Image][image: Image] "I'll do one better," Jules said, temporarily disappearing into her bedroom before returning with something behind her back.

	Jules reached out and handed me a pair of black four-inch stiletto ankle boots.

	"You can wear them in for me, Maxine."

	I stopped and admired the black patent pieces of art. So soft, so slick, so sexy. They must have been new, as I'd not seen them before. But they were luscious. I felt excitement rush through me just touching them. In the end, I relented and took them from Jules.

	"Nice joke, Jules," I said, holding them out for her to take back.

	She stood her ground, even unzipping the alluring beauties.

	[image: Image]"You wait until you try them on. They are sexy as hell," Jules said with a wry smile.

	I couldn't take it. We both knew I couldn't resist the temptation.

	As I slid the first boot over my foot, I let out a massive sigh. They felt even better than they looked. I held onto the island bench and slid my foot inside the second delicious morsel. Standing four inches higher never felt as good. The boots snuggly surrounded my calf as the zip headed straight to the top.

	"l can't believe our feet are the same size, Jules. Feel free to borrow anything of mine," I said, feeling a little embarrassed.

	"Like you didn't know, Maxine. And no, I won't be borrowing anything from Robby."

	 


CHAPTER 3

	A RING OF the doorbell provided welcome relief from an uncomfortable line of questioning. Unfortunately, my hands were covered in dough up to the elbows as I kneaded the pastry to wrap around the beef. I glanced at the clock on the living room wall. Mom and Dad weren't due home for a couple of hours. And why would they ring the doorbell? They wouldn't. It must be the Mormons. Or some door-to-door salesperson. I felt anxious but not worried. Until I heard banter coming from the entry hall. Oh crap. Could this day get any worse?

	"Hey Robby, wow you're at least a foot taller than when I last saw you," a familiar face said.

	"You remember Colton, don't you, Robby?" Jules said.

	"Yeah, hi..." I said, moving my feet together and trying to judge the exact centre of the island.

	"...he's had a growth spurt since returning from boarding school."

	"Well, the extra height suits you, Robby."

	Less than ten feet away stood Colton Brand. All 6ft 5in and 220 pounds of him. I immediately froze where I stood. Sure, I smiled, but it was a tepid smile at best. One that said, 'please don't come any closer'. Thankfully, Jules led Colton into the [image: Image]living room. They sat by the coffee table, catching up on old times while I finished the pastry. Every time Colton turned or fidgeted, panic washed over me. Please, don't let this muscle-bound behemoth of a man catch me wearing Jules' boots. He could snap me like a twig.

	"What brings you to town?" Jules asked.

	"The Combine is on in town, and I've been invited to take part again."[image: Image]

	"What's a Combine?"

	"It's where the top NFL prospects get tested for speed, strength, endurance and various playing skills," I interjected, a little too excitedly. [image: Image]

	"You seem to know your football. Do you play, Robby?"

	[image: Image]"He was always too small and weak," Jules interjected.[image: Image]

	"Well, after that growth spurt, maybe he should reconsider. You must be over 6ft now."

	[image: Image]"He's as skinny as. You wouldn't want to see what's behind the island bench."

	After throwing daggers at my sister, I took the hint and focused on getting dinner prepared. It was less than ninety minutes before Mom and Dad were due home.

	"How has your final year been going?" Jules asked.

	"Are you serious? He's the number one ranked college player in the country. He's creaming it," I interjected.

	Jules threw daggers my way while Colton tried to contain his smile.

	"Colton leads receive yards and touchdowns for the division," I said, before geeking out on his stats.

	"Sorry, where are my manners? Would you like a drink, Colton?" Jules asked.

	"A cup of tea would be awesome, Jules."

	Jules immediately looked over at me, where I lifted my hands to show them up to the elbows in pastry, prompting

	Colton to stand. A terrified look was all that Jules needed before she took the initiative.

	"Don't be silly, Colton. You are our guest," Jules said.

	“I sort of feel like part of the furniture."

	"Rubbish. That was before you were a celebrity, apparently."

	Jules joined me in the kitchen, filled the kettle and turned it on. She walked close behind me and whispered.

	"If you get pastry on my new boots, you're dead," Jules said.

	"If you don't keep Colton out of the kitchen, you're dead," I said, prompting Jules to laugh a little too loudly.

	"l figured you might like an autograph, fanboy."

	[image: Image]"Could you get it for me? I could easily break a heel if I moved the wrong way."

	"Water will be fine. I can get it myself," Colton said.

	"No," Jules and I screamed in unison.

	Our terrified expressions scared Colton right back onto his leather sofa seat.

	"You are our guest."

	Colton looked confused but relaxed a little once he had a cup of tea in hand.

	Jules and Colton chatted away while I finished the dinner preparations. I listened intently to every word Colton spoke.

	After all, this was Colton Brand sitting in my living room. He was already a college football legend and held the Combine sprint record from his participation the prior year. Not that I was a Colton Brand stalker. It's just that I loved numbers, and

	Colton's numbers were the best in the business.

	"l can't believe you are still single," Jules said.

	"There's no-one special. I'm focused on the team and my career."

	"You mean in a college the size of Notre Dame you can't find a date?"

	[image: Image]"l didn't say that, but I'm very selective. My dating life peaked in secondary school, I'm afraid," Colton said, prompting Jules' face to redden.

	"You were the one who called it off, I recall, Colton. Citing something about the perils of long-distance dating and finding yourself."

	"We all make dumb decisions. But I have one huge favour to ask."

	Thankfully, I'd stopped the mixer seconds before.

	"A little privacy would be nice, Robby," Jules said, giving me the death stare.

	I started the mixer again, while attempting to read Colton's and Jules' lips in a reflection. Not an easy ask. I swore I heard the words 'accompany', 'threesome' and 'event', but I couldn't be sure. And judging by Jules' underwhelming reaction, perhaps the 'threesome' comment was a stretch. Finally, the pastry was ready for wrapping. I carefully placed the Beef

	Wellington into the oven while removing a lemon cake and listening intently.

	"You know that's not my thing, Colton. What about Sarah?" Jules said, trying to play things cool.

	"She's not the type to take a back seat at an event like that."

	I knew I'd heard Colton say event. Don't tell me he's invited her to the Combine. That would be such a waste.

	"Are you saying I'm the perfect trophy wife, then?"

	"l don't recall using the word 'perfect' but..."

	"...okay, I'll sort it. Drop by around 6:00 pm in your best suit and your beautiful date will be ready to go."

	"l owe you one, Jules."

	[image: Image]"You haven't seen your date yet."

	"Sorry, does that mean you won't be joining me?" "Don't worry. You will have the perfect trophy girlfriend on your arm."[image: Image]

	“I can't afford this to go pear-shaped, Jules."

	"Have I ever let you down before?"

	Colton headed to the bathroom looking a little perplexed. Jules sidled across to me.

	"See something you like, Maxine?" Jules asked.

	"Shhh, Jules. I was just making sure he was out of sight."

	"Admit it. You think he's hot," Jules said, prompting me to look away.

	"Jules, I told you. Nigel and me wasn't a thing," I said, forcefully holding Jules' gaze.

	"Tongue, throat, caught. Wow, who do I believe?"

	[image: Image]I quietly removed the boots and carefully placed them in an island cupboard.

	"You gotta admit, though, he has an incredible ass," Jules said.

	 


CHAPTER 4

	THE LEMON CAKE smelled too good to leave until after dinner. Mom and Dad would understand that we had a hungry visitor. Or so I told myself. Shortly after I placed plates and forks beside the cake, Colton wandered back into the living room.

	"You are a lifesaver, Jules," Colton said.

	"l gather I owed you a favour after all the times you saved me in school."

	"School is a bitch. And it brings out the worst in all those who attend."

	[image: Image]I decided the time was right to bring out the lemon cake and three forks and plates. Sort of celebratory lemon cake. With the cake sitting on the island, I sliced the warm, moist delight and handed a piece to Colton and Jules. Colton stood to receive the plate.

	"You don't look quite as tall up close," Colton said.

	"The island bench is quite low," I said, causing Colton to look at the island with a mystified look.

	"Haven't you got somewhere you need to be, Robby?" Jules said.

	"No, I'm free until dinner," I said, sitting on the sofa.

	"What about your hot date with Nigel?"[image: Image]

	"Hilarious, Jules," I said, trying to play dumb.

	To appease Jules, I pulled out my phone to check for messages.

	"He hasn't replied yet. So, I'm all good," I said, prompting Colton to look differently at me.

	I enjoyed talking football with Colton. After quizzing him about his stats and having Jules change the subject more than once, it came time for Colton to head off.

	"Again, thanks for getting me out of the pickle, Jules." "Don't worry, just be sure to thank my cousin."

	"Cousin..." I said.

	[image: Image]"...yes, she's the one who'll be going out with Colton, Robby."

	My mind remained well and truly on everything stats. I really didn't take in any catchup conversation between Colton and Jules.

	"Lovely to catch up again, Robby. As you appear to be the president of my fan club, why don't you come to the NCAA playoffs next month?" Colton said, handing me two shiny red tickets.

	"Are you sure? This is amazing."

	"It's only a four-hour round trip."

	"Perhaps it'll get you off the sofa, Robby. And look, there's an extra ticket for your boyfriend, Nigel," Jules interjected. "Bring who you like, but it would be brilliant to see Jules there, too. There are no restrictions, and the seats are two rows back, behind our team bench."

	[image: Image]"Thanks, Colton. Perhaps you'll break the touchdown record by then."

	Things got darker when Colton stood to leave. His towering presence blocked any light coming through the living room bay windows. Couldn't see above him. Couldn't see around him.

	"Thanks for the tasty cake," Colton said, before reaching out and accidentally crushing my hand.

	"Good luck at the Combine. Not that you'll need it."

	As Colton turned and walked towards the door, I felt disappointment wash over me. It wasn't because of his Herculean physique or model good looks. Although his thick black hair did look killer with a serious amount of product in it. But I enjoyed chatting with him. Reliving some of his finest moments on the field. And the secrets that lay behind them. Colton was a star on the rise. There was no denying it. He excelled at football, athletics and any other sport he chose to play.

	Jules cleaned up the plates on her way back into the kitchen.

	"Not a bad cake, Maxine. You'll make some guy a wonderful trophy wife," Jules said.[image: Image]

	"Nice one, sis."

	"And you'd better put these back on," Jules said, handing me the boots.

	"Aren't you gonna be wearing them on your date with Colton?"

	I slipped the first boot over my foot and zipped it up over my ankle. The second needed me to hold on to the island bench to balance.

	"The shoes are part of the killer outfit I got planned for the date."

	"It's about time you moved him out of the friend zone. He's such a cool guy."

	"You reckon he's a good catch, do you?"

	"The best. What more could you want in a man? I mean, I suppose so. He seems alright." 

	"It's not what I look for in a man that drove us apart, it's what he looked for in a woman."

	"What's that mean?"

	"Oh, I'm not one to kiss and tell, little brother."

	"Where are you guys going on this romantic date?"

	"Just a local event in town."

	"Like your secondary school celebrating his achievements?"

	"Something like that."

	"Can you get me a plus one?" I said with a cheeky smile. [image: Image][image: Image]"l was hoping you'd ask. It sounds like your type of event."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"That's what I was thinking... What do you mean?"

	"Our cousin will be going with Colton," Jules said.

	"We don't have a female cousin? Is that code for one of your college friends?"

	"No, our cousin Maxine."

	Jules didn't say a word as she checked on the Beef Wellington and set the dinner table. For some reason, I didn't catch on for a solid five minutes. But when I did, my heart pounded out of control.

	"I'm not going out in public dressed like that, Jules." "Smile," Jules said as she snapped a photo of me.

	[image: Image]"What are you doing, you weirdo?"

	"Say yes. Else, this photo gets sent to Mom, Dad, Nanna and Pops. And gets posted on the Culver Academies Old Boys site. Then you and Nigel will have something exciting to talk about."

	"You wouldn't."[image: Image]

	"Is that a dare?" Jules said, shuffling her hands across her phone.

	"Why would you?"

	"Say yes, or else you'll find out."

	 

	


	PART TWO

	 


CHAPTER 5

	"HIT THE SHOWERS, Maxine. I want every last skerrick of hair removed from your body," Jules instructed.

	For at least thirty seconds, I stayed put, instead waiting for the punch line. But that didn't come. My feelings shifted back and forth between fear and excitement. Surely Jules doesn't expect me to go on a date with her high school sweet[image: Image]heart. Someone she still obviously had strong feelings for. And someone who wanted a low-risk trophy wife type. Was that me? Of course, not.

	I reasoned she was pranking me. She merely wanted some company while she prepared herself for her big date. One that she had dreamed of every day since they split a little over three years ago. There was a reason they had kept in touch. And it wasn't to compare fashion trends or makeup tips. That was something I could offer.

	"Okay, but I need to borrow a sharp razor, Jules," I said, intentionally pushing the friendship.

	Bonding time with my sister was something I'd sorely missed. First, I went off to boarding school, then she went off to college. And even though we came home for holidays, I missed the face-to-face interactions. And to be honest, the thought of getting beauty tips from Jules kind of appealed to me. Jules always looked perfectly presented, and she had a wonderful taste in clothes. Perhaps that's why I adored raiding her closet.[image: Image]

	"Turn around and show me your back side," Jules said, crashing through the shower curtain.

	"What are you doing..."

	"...there's nothing I didn't see on the webcam."

	[image: Image]I felt my face warm as I imagined it turning a bright crimson.

	Jules' review was thorough. I felt like a drug smuggler on the Mexican border. While she didn't break into any orifice, it seemed touch-and-go there for a while.

	[image: Image]"Hold on while I wax your crack, Maxine."

	"You wanna do what?" I said, trying to pull away.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Hold still. And lift that useless flap of skin you call a penis. This may smart a little."

	My body wasn't overly hairy. And truth be known, it'd only been a week since I'd cleaned any stray hairs up, anyway. I preferred to remain hairless. It made wearing silken stockings and satin lingerie more exciting.

	"Why do I need my cracked waxed?"

	“I figured you might want to impress Nigel if your date goes well."

	"I told you we're just...fork, that hurts," I said, as Jules ripped a strip of wax from my nether regions. "Man up, Maxine. If you wanna be a woman, you're gonna need to develop a higher pain threshold."

	[image: Image]"Who says I want...hell, stop that," I said, as a second wax strip departed from my body.

	"Now let me see what we have," Jules said, turning me around and checking every last inch of my red raw body.

	"How about I wax you next, Jules?"

	"I'm not the one who's dating the football star and a journalist."

	Confident she was bluffing, I bit my lip. I'd always dreamed of a full Manzillian but could never afford one.

	"Now, I'm gonna show you three date-worthy outfits. And you get to pick which one you wear."

	Hell, she's sure committing to this ruse. I had to give her props. She'd become a better actress since attending college.

	"Sounds good," I said, silently looking forward to trying on three outfits chosen for me.

	"But first, let's get you smelling fresh and fruity," Jules said, covering me with a dense mist of floral scent.

	Unused to applying perfume, I got pulled through the mist, causing me to inhale a full mouthful.

	"I’ve had this red lingerie set hidden away for a special night with Colton," Jules said, reaching for a box I'd never noticed sat stashed under her bed. Sadly, the top was kind of dusty.

	Now, if that isn't a hint at her intentions, I don't know what is. She's using me as a mannequin. Someone to model the outfit she will wear on the date.

	[image: Image]"He always loved to see me in sexy lingerie."

	For a few minutes, my mind wandered to a reality where Colton unwrapped me like a Christmas present. Unveiling me as a Victoria's Secret model, ripe for the plucking.

	"Earth to Maxine. Earth to Maxine. Are you there Maxine?"

	"Sorry, I got distracted for a second."

	"Look, I understand this may be a sensory overload for you. But you need to hold it together."

	I felt more than a little embarrassed. It was as if she had read my mind.

	"Perhaps you need to knock one out before you get dressed?"

	[image: Image] "I'll be fine. And never ask me that again, Jules."

	"l guess Colton is a huge fan of red," I said, noticing a theme amongst the three outfits.

	"Lesson one, Maxine. If you want to be noticed, wear red."[image: Image]

	"Do I want to be noticed?" I asked, before realizing she wanted to be noticed.

	"Would you rather be left standing by the bar while Colton chatted up someone else in red?"

	Jules' comments appeared to come from experience. Something which had obviously scarred her deeply. And perhaps this was therapy for her.

	"No, sis. He needs eyes only for me."

	"That's the girl, Maxine. I can definitely make all your dreams come true. Just trust me."

	All three outfits were dresses that barely covered my knickers.

	“I can't wear something this short, Jules."

	"Don't worry. A little Hollywood tape and you'll be fine."[image: Image]

	The options included a simple cotton dress with a square neckline, a body-hugging spandex dress with a plunging neckline, or a strapless velvet dress with black vertical hemming.

	[image: Image][image: Image]After working through my concerns about each dress, we jointly decided on the first option. There was no need for me to possess 40DD boobs to keep it securely on, providing important peace of mind.

	"God, I wish I had your legs," Jules said, turning me around.

	"You've got great legs, sis."

	"My legs are short and stumpy. But I'm at peace with that."

	It felt as if Jules dressed me as her personal Barbie doll. But what transpired next was nothing short of mind-blowing. As Jules applied makeup, I figured this wasn't a joke. In less than an hour, I'd be on the arm of one of the most eligible bachelors in Indiana. After the makeup came the ankle boots, accessories, and enough Hollywood tape to wrap a dozen Christmas presents. Jules even inserted a pair of water-filled falsies. Looking totally hot, I was ready to go to the ball.

	"Thank goodness it's merely some local secondary school event," I said.

	I nervously awaited the doorbell to ring, clutching a small red purse Jules had given me.

	"You've got protection in the side pocket nearest the clasp," Jules said.[image: Image]

	"Why would I need protection?"

	Jules stood me up and took out her phone. After snapping a half dozen photos, she turned the phone to me. Seconds later, the doorbell rang.

	"Let's get you to the door. You have a sexy man waiting for you." "Wow, Maxine? You look amazing," Colton said as I opened the door.

	"Thank you, Colton. That suit really brings out your eyes."

	"l hope Jules has prepared you for the event," Colton said, holding my hand tightly.

	"It's some secondary school celebration, didn't you mention?" I said, turning to Jules.

	"You mean she has no idea?" Colton said to Jules.

	"No, I'll leave it to you to fill her in. But make sure Maxine gets home safely, and with her dignity intact."

	 


CHAPTER 6

	COLTON FOLLOWED ME down the front stairs and along the path towards the road. As we approached the rear door [image: Image]of the car, the full extent of the vehicle came into view. Instead of being the regulation twenty feet long, a vehicle at least three times that sat by the curb. White and simple on the outside, every window was tinted black as night. There must have been a driver, although one could not be seen from outside.

	"You've gone all out," I said.

	"It's provided by the event organizer," Colton said, looking a tad embarrassed.

	Colton rushed past me and opened the door wide for me.

	"Thank you, Colton," I said, as I held my dress down so as not to prize free the Hollywood tape.

	"The champagne has been poured. Union Station, Mr Brand?" the driver asked.

	"Yes, thanks, Rusty," Colton replied, prompting the driver to close the internal window to give us privacy.

	The inside of the limo reminded me of a nightclub. Especially with Colton holding two glasses of bubbly. High-backed black leather seats wrapped around the back and right side of the limo, while a fully stocked bar and entertainment unit covered the left side.

	The limo moved slowly as the driver navigated past almost every local kid. They waved, unaware of which celebrity lay behind the darkly tinted windows. In my eighteen years living on Harrison Parkway, I'd never seen anything more exciting than a Corvette in the street. This was a crowd pulling moment.

	"Where are we going?" I asked.

	"Have you heard of the NFL Combine?"[image: Image]

	Don't nerd out on the stats, Maxine. Act all cool and casual. But I'm going to an NFL event.

	[image: Image]”Is that to do with baseball?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"No, it's a football event."

	The thirty-minute drive into the centre of Indianapolis gave me time to calm down and regain composure. And while lights flashed and horns blasted outside, the neon lights and alcohol helped maintain my focus. Finally, the limo slowed to a crawl.

	"There'll be a five-minute delay at the red carpet," Rusty announced, before closing the privacy window again.

	"Did he say red carpet?" I asked.

	"Don't worry, they'll ignore us. It's the Indiana Colts that the photographers want to see." "Why would they be at a Combine?"

	[image: Image]"Some of the top Combine prospects have been invited to the Indiana Colts awards night."

	As the limo door opened, all hell broke loose. There were floodlights streaming, music playing, and cameras flashing nonstop. I estimated a crowd of two hundred journalists and photographers behind the ropes. I think pandemonium would be the closest description I could provide. While people with clipboards welcomed us and asked our names, massive security guards that dwarfed even Colton herded us into red carpet staging lines. Thankfully, Colton held my hand tightly, else I could have ended up anywhere.

	"Mr Brand, could you come this way?" a massive human asked.

	I couldn't see either of us arguing with this guy. Scanning the crowd ahead, I recognized face after face on the red carpet.

	[image: Image]"Surely nobody wants to speak to me," Colton said.

	"On the contrary, Mr Brand. It seems your draft prospects are the talk of the town. Especially, given the Colts have first pick," the man said.[image: Image]

	Colton took a second to straighten his jacket. Something I helped him with before I busily tried to re-stick the Hollywood tape. I had the feeling things were about to get scary.

	"Hold on tight and don't let me go," Colton said, placing his muscular arm around the small of my back.

	"You promised Jules you'd get me home safely."

	An usher led us to a sign where a pack of hungry photographers waited for their prey.

	"Smile and look excited to be here," Colton said.

	Colton's warm hand rested on my right hip. He moved his thumb a few times, sending surges of excitement through my body. Was this really happening? How cool had this night started out? I thought of Jules sitting on the living room sofa at home to keep my excitement level under control.

	Photos taken, Colton responded to questions about his companion.

	"This is Maxine Young, an Indiana girl born and bred," Colton said.

	Thankfully, all other questions were ignored as we followed a premier NFL running back.[image: Image]

	"Colton, has your number one draft status sunk in yet?" A journalist asked.

	[image: Image]"We're still weeks away from the finals. It means nothing at this stage."

	Colton continued to answer a surprisingly large number of questions. All the while, he held me close to him.

	"Excuse me, Mr Brand. Can we tear you away for a photo with the other top draft prospects?" an usher said.

	Before he could say goodbye, the usher wrangled him into a side room.

	The second Colton was gone, a familiar face fronted me. Nigel Shapiro, my old roommate from boarding school, stood two feet in front of me. Holy crap. Don't tell me he's recognized me.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"You're Maxine Young, right?" Nigel asked.

	"Yes, that is correct. Do I know you?"

	"And you've known Colton forever?"

	"I've known Colton for a number of years, yes."

	"Then you must know Robert Young."

	Holy crap. He's totally made me. How the hell do I get out of this?

	"Yes, he's my cousin."

	"That's funny. Robert and I were best friends at school, and I can't recall Robert ever mentioning a cousin."

	[image: Image]"l never really got along with Robert. His parents sent him away to boarding school at an early age."

	Nigel looked at me in a way that's hard to describe. Like he'd stripped me of clothes and makeup and stared at me stark naked. After fifteen seconds, he made an entry in his notebook and moved on.

	"So, Maxine, what's it like to be dating one of the NFL's brightest prospects?" A journalist asked.

	"I've known Colton for most of my life. He's still the same Indiana country boy to me." "And how does it feel to be dating a gay man?" a voice asked from behind me.

	[image: Image]I turned to see Nigel standing next to me, microphone cocked, waiting for my reply.



	



	CHAPTER 7

	"l BEG YOUR pardon," I said.

	[image: Image]"How does it feel to be dating a gay man? Or are you simply here to stop the rumours?" Nigel said.[image: Image]

	I maintained my cool and counted to five before responding.

	"Are you still trying that one on, Nigel?" a lady from behind me responded.

	I turned to see legendary singer Trixie Scott standing before me.[image: Image]

	"Stick with me, girl. I'll help keep the jackals at bay. At least until Colton comes back."

	"Are you Trixie Scott?"

	"Last time I looked, sweetheart."[image: Image]

	"The Trixie Scott. Singer of '4:00 am Booty Call'?"

	"Nice to hear I'm known outside Nashville," Trixie said, in a heavy southern drawl.

	[image: Image]"Can we get a photo with you, Miss Scott?" an usher asked.

	"Sure, as long as my friend can come along, too."

	"Sorry, Miss Scott. I'm Maxine Young."

	"Please, call me Trixie. Miss Scott sounds like a spinster schoolteacher."

	[image: Image]Trixie was dressed stage worthy. With a long flowing sequined gown, and white cowboy hat and cowboy boots. While quite diminutive, her body was built in perfect proportions.

	We posed for about a dozen photos. I had to keep pinching myself. If I considered Colton to be a celebrity, Trixie had to be a national treasure. One of the most recognizable faces on the planet. But all good things must come to an end, and Trixie rejoined her first-string all-star quarterback boyfriend. Thankfully, Colton returned around the time Trixie headed off. I clung so tightly to Colton's hand I noticed his fingers turning white. An usher moved us towards the Grand Ballroom, directly behind Trixie and her boyfriend, Preston Snow.

	"What table are you sitting at, sweetheart?" Trixie asked, turning towards me.

	Colton pulled out the tickets.

	"Table fifty-two, Miss Scott," Colton replied.

	"Give me a second," Trixie said, quietly speaking with a nearby usher.

	"May I see your tickets, Mr Brand," the usher said.

	Colton handed them over.

	"Apologies, Mr Brand. I've corrected the error, and these are your new tickets," the usher said.

	I peered over Colton's shoulder to view a set of tickets marked 'Table one'.[image: Image]

	"Looks like we're sitting together. I'm Trixie, and this is my fiancé, Preston," Trixie said, leaning over to view the tickets.

	Colton stood fanboying Preston like a kid at a stage door.

	"Trixie, I'm Maxine, and this is my boyfriend, Colton."

	Over the following few hours, I must have posed for fifty photos with Trixie. And we chatted all night about everything from being a football widow, to songwriting inspiration, to missing the country. But more than that, Trixie took me under her wing and showed me the ropes. That even included a couple of trips to the ladies' room, and how she dealt with unwanted advances. I learned more that night than in my twelve years of schooling combined.

	Once we'd settled into our seats, Colton's hand hardly left my thigh all night. But I didn't mind. Nothing about it made me want to discourage him. Not even a little. His touch sent my temperature soaring. And even in a room full of the finest beefcake that the NFL could produce, my eye never wandered. About an hour in, a photographer asked for a photo of Colton and me. Trixie suggested that we take a kissing shot. My body almost melted down. His lips were soft but not wet.

	That kiss was everything I hoped it could be.

	"That boy really likes you," Trixie said, straight after the kiss.

	I must admit, I was still on cloud nine and a little tipsy.

	"We've been friends so long, he almost seems like a brother to me."

	"Kissing my brother doesn't make my heart beat like that."

	I could feel my face warming. My discomfort was obvious.

	"You two have a special connection. The type I write songs about, Maxine."

	[image: Image]I giggled uncontrollably like a little girl.

	"Don't waste the connection. Even if you have to be first to show him how much you care."

	Throughout the night, Trixie's guidance proved invaluable. Especially after the fifth glass of champagne, when I started getting a little sloppy. She escorted me to the ladies' room, sobered me up with some smelling salts, and steered me in the right direction.

	"Remember, what you do will reflect on Colton. And vice versa," Trixie said.

	Colton and Preston got on like a house on fire, too. So much so that Trixie and Preston invited us back to theirs for a nightcap. But I didn't want to push the friendship too far, too quickly. Hence, after exchanging numbers, we went our separate ways.

	“I can't believe I got to chat with Preston Snow," Colton said, on the limo ride home.

	"You don't need to thank me," I said, turning away.

	When I turned back, Colton's lips met mine and his tongue pried its way into my welcoming mouth. I grabbed a handful of Colton's thick, dark curls, pulling his lips closer to me. I felt Colton's hand move towards the Hollywood tape. I slid my hand on top of his.

	"I'm sorry. I misread the situation," Colton said.

	"You only misread the timing," I said, prying myself away from him.[image: Image]

	"Then we're good?"

	"Oh, we are better than good," I said, leaning forward and quickly kissing Colton softly.

	It took all my strength to resist his advances. But this was not the time to move things forward. I owed Colton much more than this opportunity allowed.

	"Perhaps I should have taken your cousin tonight," Colton said.

	[image: Image] "It's been a wonderful night."

	"But we only kiss for the cameras, do we?"

	"That was about building your brand, Colton."

	Colton pulled a sad face.

	"My cousin was right about you," I said.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"What did Jules say?"

	"That you are irresistible. And could charm your way into anybody's panties."

	"Well, not anybody, obviously."

	"Some things are worth the wait. I promise you that time will come."

	How I held myself back, I'll never know. Mister irresistible had laid it all on the line and I'd survived, just. But he believed I was someone else. Something else. And our history was too interweaved to spoil that.

	"Can I see you again?" Colton asked.

	"We only live two hours apart."

	"Have you Googled me?" Colton said, smiling like a Cheshire Cat.

	“I may have been tempted," I said, as much to cheer him up as anything else.

	"May I have your phone number?" Colton asked.

	I went to pull out my phone but pulled out a mint at the last moment.

	"I'm between phones right now. But you can contact me through Jules."[image: Image]

	As the limo pulled up to my house, I shivered.

	Colton opened the door and held my hand as I exited. He took off his suit jacket and placed it over my shoulders. The jacket was huge, just unexpectedly massive across the shoulders. Colton slid his hand onto the small of my back as he walked me to the house.

	"I'm sorry about the cousin comment. Thank you for making this one of the best nights of my life," Colton said.

	“I really enjoyed our time together."

	This mountain of a man stood staring at me with his big brown eyes. A cool breeze pushed his hair out in a wisp.

	"You can kiss me if you..."

	I didn't even finish before Colton's lips met mine. It took all my strength to keep it short and sweet. He cupped my face softly with his massive hands and pulled our bodies together. This kiss wasn't like anything we'd done for the cameras.

	Colton turned and walked back to the limo.

	"I’ve still got your jacket, Colton."

	"I'll pick it up on our next date."

	As the limo slowly pulled away, my legs trembled with excitement. And a massive smile anchored itself to my flushed face.

	 

	


	PART THREE

	 


CHAPTER 8

	JULES WOKE ME with a start from the best sleep I could remember. She jumped on my bed and thrust a newspaper in front of me.

	"What the hell is this?" Jules asked.

	I tried to rub the sleep out of my eyes, but every word Jules spoke sounded like a drum pounding in my head.

	"Have you got an aspirin, Jules?"

	"Not until you tell me what the hell went on last night."

	“I went to some NFL event with Coltan. Can I have some drugs now?" "Why is there a photo of Trixie Scott and you in the morning papers?"

	"She's quite the celebrity, you know, Jules."

	"l know that. But you aren't. Or weren't until last night."

	[image: Image]"You should thank me for saving you from any obligation to attend." "Are you telling me you met Trixie Scott and didn't message me?"

	"It's all pretty much of a blur after the second champagne."

	Jules' face told me just how angry she was.

	"l couldn't exactly ask Trixie Scott to wait while I call my cousin, could l?"

	"That's exactly what you should have done. I would have rushed to your support."

	"You didn't even tell me where I was going, let alone who I was gonna meet," I said, pushing her off me.

	"Tell me you didn't talk to her, Maxine."

	"I'd be lying if I did," I said, seizing my opportunity for payback.

	[image: Image]"You bitch. I ban you from wearing my clothes ever again."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I knew Jules was lashing out. Although the concept of going cold turkey on her wardrobe terrified me, I guessed it would pass. At least until she needed someone else to do her dirty work. We'd established a new relationship, and this was merely growing pains.

	"The papers are calling you a mystery girl," Jules said.

	“Is that a good thing?"

	"It's the best. Let me quote the journalist. 'Trixie Scott and Maxine Young dazzled on the arms of Preston Snow and Colton Brand. And Colton Brand proved he has the game to step up to the NFL on that performance'," Jules said.[image: Image]

	"So, I did good then?"

	"It goes on to say, 'Trixie and Maxine were inseparable on the night, as the best friends wowed journalists, photographers and all who attended'."

	"Yes, I did good. Thank you very much, Jules."

	"Tell me everything she said."

	"How long have you got?"

	"I'm gonna smack you in the mouth so hard. You know I'm stronger." 

	"Don't damage the money maker. And you should thank me, Jules."[image: Image]

	"You don't get to say that. You little pervert."

	That's the moment I realized how hurt Jules was and backed off.

	"Look, I got Trixie's number. And we agreed to catch up later this week," I said, handing my phone to Jules.

	"What, just the two of you?"

	"No, Trixie and Preston and Colton and me."

	"That's a bloody double date. How can this get any worse?"

	My phone picked exactly that time to ding with a message.

	[image: Image]"How about we catch up for coffee this morning?" Nigel messaged. "Is that Trixie wondering if Maxine's available for coffee this morning?"

	"Not quite. It's Nigel, and he wants to catch up with Robby."

	"Why don't you go along and brag to him about how you are best friends with Trixie Scott?"

	"Robby wasn't there last night. Maxine was. But so was Nigel. He fronted me with a number of questions about Colton's sexuality. If Trixie hadn't bailed me out, it'd have been disastrous," I said.

	"What did you tell him?"

	"Nothing. Trixie saved me from the jackals, as she put it."

	Jules picked up her phone and furiously typed.

	"Oh crap, Robby. You better read this," Jules said, handing me her phone.

	What I read was an article by Nigel Shapiro. One that quoted Colton's date as being unable to deny Colton's gay rumours.

	Tears welled within me before letting go. How could I be so stupid to fall for that line?

	"I'm sorry Jules. I never... I wouldn't..."

	Jules hugged me for longer than we'd ever held each other before.

	“I should have warned you before you went out. It's my fault," Jules said, starting to tear up as well.

	"How do I help Colton?"

	"Leave it to me. But promise me this. The next time you meet Trixie Scott, you'll invite your favourite cousin along."

	"If it's at all possible, I will."

	Suddenly, Jules' phone dinged with a message.

	"It's for you, Maxine."[image: Image]

	I picked up the phone and read the message.

	"Maxine made quite the impression last night. Any chance of taking her out again?" Colton messaged.

	[image: Image]I showed Jules the message. Her expression showed a mix of relief and jealousy. She encouraged me to reply while keeping the phone in her view line.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"It's Maxine here. What did you have in mind, Colton? No more red carpets, I hope."

	[image: Image]"How about something a little more intimate?"

	"I like the sound of that."

	"Awesome. Keep tonight free."

	Excitement rushed through me. The idea of catching up with Colton for a private date excited me. A lot. But I tempered my enthusiasm in order to not piss off Jules any further. I needed her clothes and help with hair and makeup. As much practice as I'd had, I couldn't replicate what Jules did for me the night before.

	"Can you help me get ready for tonight?" I asked.

	"Only because I got you into this. And as your favourite cousin, the one you will introduce to Trixie Scott, I need to get you out of it, too."

	[image: Image]"What if I don't want out of this?"

	"I knew you fancied Colton."

	"Who wouldn't fancy that perfect specimen of manhood?"

	"I'll help you impress Colton. But on three provisos."

	"What would that be, Jules?"

	"You get yourself a burner phone, sort out Nigel today, and get me a face to face with Trixie Scott."

	"It's a deal," I said, reaching out my hand to shake on it.

	As soon as our hands joined, my phone dinged with a message. "Tell Colton you're busy getting ready for tonight," Jules said.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Colton doesn't have this number."[image: Image]

	"Bloody Nigel. I'll get him to leave you alone," Jules said, reaching for my phone.[image: Image]

	"It's Trixie Scott. She wants to catch up for lunch today."

	 


CHAPTER 9

	THEY SAY IF you want something done, give it to a busy person to do. I'd gone from waking mid-morning and playing video games all day, to having three meetups in a single day. For one, I needed to be Robby, while for two of them I needed to be Maxine. My head began swimming in questions. How was I gonna pull this off? Thankfully, Jules came to my rescue with a logical plan.

	"First, we need to sort out Nigel. Call him and arrange to catch up for coffee," Jules said.

	Still feeling confused, I picked up my phone and started writing a message.

	"Call him, Robby. Time is of the essence."

	[image: Image]I held eye contact with Jules while I spoke to Nigel. Just for safety. Nigel's complete flexibility worried me. I knew he was up to something. But we agreed to meet at a quiet coffee shop close by.

	"Second, message Trixie and let her know lunch sounds wonderful. But that you won't be able to get downtown until 12:30 pm."

	"Is being a popular girl always like this?"

	"You'll get used to it, Maxine."

	Message sent, I noticed Jules head into the bathroom. The sound of water droplets hitting the shower floor told me what came next. I found a clean Robby t-shirt to wear before hitting the showers.

	"Why are you showering, Jules?"

	"You are not meeting Nigel Shapiro alone."

	Trying to argue with Jules proved useless. She had a plan and was not gonna waiver from it. Not one bit.

	"You have to get Nigel to retract the claims about Colton."

	[image: Image]"And how am I to do that?"

	"Give him what he wants, Robby."

	[image: Image]"I'm not baring my ass for Nigel. Not after..."

	"...he's a journalist, dopey. Give him something more salacious or threaten him."

	At this point, I figured that Jules was a big picture gal. Not a detail girl. Still, I had thirty minutes to work out how to get Nigel off the track. I didn't want to throw anyone else under the bus. But Nigel peddled in misery. And he wouldn't be happy until he was inflicting it.

	"Hey Nigel, it's been a while. I hear you are doing well," I said, before joining him at a coffee table.

	"Hi Robby, it's been too long. Yeah, everything's happened so fast. I'm living my dream," Nigel said, staring at me intently.

	The small talk lasted around ten seconds. And after ordering coffees, the real reason for the catch up became apparent.

	"l bumped into someone you know last night. Marianna Young," Nigel said, obviously fishing.

	"You mean Maxine. Yeah, she mentioned you over breakfast."

	For the first time I could remember, it took Nigel a few seconds to respond.

	“I imagined she would have stayed over with Colton."

	"Colton had Combine commitments at the crack of dawn today, Nigel."[image: Image]

	I felt more comfortable handling Nigel as the conversation went on.[image: Image]

	"Isn't breakfast chatter awkward in your house, or do Maxine and Jules swap notes on dating Colton?" Nigel asked. Thankfully, my phone dinged with a message from Trixie. I picked up the phone and sent a quick thumbs up reply.

	"l read that ridiculous article you wrote about Colton. What gives, Nigel?"

	My forwardness caught Nigel off guard.

	"Who were you messaging, Robby?"

	I picked up my phone and showed Nigel. My finger blocked Trixie's number.

	"How do you know Trixie Scott?"

	"She's an old family friend. One who's very protective of us. We're meeting her defamation attorney this afternoon to address the Colton article."

	Nigel's face turned white as he fidgeted in his seat.

	[image: Image]"Why are you so interested, Robby?"

	"Colton's almost like family. I've known him since I was a kid. He's always treated me with respect and protected me from bullies like you."

	"And now I suppose it's your turn to protect him?"

	"Well, our turn. Unless that ridiculous pack of lies gets taken down by midday."

	As arranged, Jules walked up to the table at my signal.

	"Is this the creep that's been writing lies about Colton?" Jules said.

	Nigel had nowhere to go. Jules blocked his only path out. And he wasn't likely to take her on.

	[image: Image]"That was a simple misunderstanding. Something that I'm clearing up as we speak," Nigel said, pulling out his phone.

	"We can wait," Jules said, not moving an inch.

	Nigel pulled out his laptop. In a matter of seconds, the article disappeared from the GRAB site.

	"We expect to see the retraction by midday, or Trixie Scott's attorney will contact your bosses."

	[image: Image]With that, Jules and I walked away without so much as a goodbye. Time was tight, and I had lunch with Trixie Scott to get dressed for.

	"I'm impressed, Maxine. You tore him a new one," Jules said, once we got to the car.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Now, do you believe me when I say there was nothing between Nigel and me?"

	"You could cut the sexual tension with a knife when I arrived," Jules said, before breaking into a loud laugh.[image: Image]

	We chatted non-stop during the brief trip home. About what was to come rather than what had been. Jules was nervous about meeting Trixie Scott, and she somehow got me feeling nervous as well.[image: Image]

	"Trixie is totally down to earth, Jules."

	"Yes, but she's Trixie flaming Scott," Jules said, fangirling out.[image: Image]

	The whole time Jules and I dressed for lunch, I kept checking the GRAB magazine website. Just a few minutes before [image: Image]midday, the apology post I dearly wanted to see appeared. I showed Jules, and we closed that chapter of the day. For the next chapter, Jules went all out. She wore a white sleeveless flowing sundress with a straw hat and white cowboy boots.

	She called the look 'coastal cowgirl'. I had to bite my tongue, given Indiana was neither coastal nor cowboy territory.

	My outfit was a little more mainstream. I paired faded high-waisted jeans with a simple white V-neck cropped top. A black leather biker jacket, black leather studded belt and black suede block heeled boots completed the outfit and added a touch of danger. Heading off to meet Trixie Scott with my sister was one of the best memories I have of us. I felt accepted as a sister, and no longer the poor cousin. Lunch was awesome, and Trixie insisted we joined her on a shopping trip afterwards.[image: Image]

	I even walked away with a sexy pair of signature Trixie Scott cowboy boots.

	 


CHAPTER 10

	BY 4:00 pm, I felt like I needed a nap. But Jules had other plans. The third leg of the trifecta needed to be completed on this mega day.

	"I've got four outfits in mind for your date tonight," Jules said.

	I felt another Barbie doll session coming on. But had to admit it kind of excited me. Especially when I saw the result.[image: Image]

	The first option was a little black dress with spaghetti straps and a cinched waist. While the straps helped keep it from falling down, my lack of upper assets meant the sweetheart neckline fell flat. Although the delicate black suede sandals made my legs go on and on. The second option comprised a baby pink spandex dress. Well, dress was probably a bit of a stretch. To me, it looked like a slightly longer boob tube. The matching silver and gold metallic sandals got my heart pumping. But I'd be pulling the dress up and down all night. Not something I looked forward to doing. At least not more than once.

	The third option really grabbed me from the get-go. A gorgeous floral bustier, white with a rainbow of flowers on it that laced up from behind. It looked so feminine I almost shed a tear. Matched with a white tulle skirt and the most heavenly white platform sandals, the outfit instantly took my breath away. There's no denying it was beautiful, but was it practical? The fourth option paired a white knitted crop top, with a high neckline and long sleeves, and a gray plaid flounce skirt. Everything that needed covering was out of sight. But plenty of the good stuff remained on display. And a pair of black suede four-inch block heeled over-the-knee boots completed the outfit perfectly.

	"Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" I asked, after trying on all four outfits.

	"Go with the pink party dress."

	"No, the white and gray outfit with the boots, of course."

	[image: Image]The smile on Jules' face told me that had been her idea all along.

	For the third time in the day, I stepped into the shower and prepared myself for heading out. This whole boy mode, girl mode thing was doing my head in. I felt much more relaxed and happy in girl mode. Why did I even have to hold back?

	[image: Image][image: Image]Then, I suddenly remembered my parents. Perhaps they weren't quite as accepting as Jules. Perhaps they were happy with a child of either gender. But the second I pulled on the delicate white satin bra and panties Jules had picked out for me, all bets were off. This was who I was. And Mom and Dad would need to adapt.

	I sat in a satin robe for the best part of the next hour. Being prepared and pampered in every possible way. The longer the makeover went on, the more excited I got.

	"Are you sure you don't need to knock one out?" Jules asked once I was ready to dress.

	"For the hundredth time, don't say that. Ever again. And no, I don't." Thankfully, my burner phone dinged with a message.

	"How does 6:00 pm sound for pick up at Jules' place?" Colton messaged.

	"That's perfect," I replied, before realizing what I'd done. I looked at my phone, unable to retrieve what I'd sent.

	[image: Image] "Oh crap, Colton is picking Maxine up at 6:00 pm."

	Jules looked at her phone.

	"That's fine. I'll be done by then."

	"He's picking me up here. When are Mom and Dad due home?"

	"About then. Don't worry, I'll divert them to the drugstore on the way home," Jules said, typing furiously.

	As I sat waiting for Colton to arrive, something suddenly occurred to me. I was about to go on a date with Colton Brand, the football star. A man the size of a small grizzly bear. And all while I was dressed in my sister's clothes, pretending to be our non-existent cousin. Everything about this spelled disaster.[image: Image]

	"Can you call Colton and tell him I'm sick?" I said.

	[image: Image]"What's the matter, Maxine?"

	"l can't go through with it. What if Colton wants to take me back to his hotel room?"

	"lsn't that what you've dreamed of since the first time you saw him?"

	"Yes, but he doesn't know that Maxine is really Robby."

	"Trust me. Robby hasn't existed for quite some time. You are one-hundred percent Maxine."

	We both heard a car pull up. It was go time. My nerves increased as I waited for the front doorbell to ring. Only it didn't. Instead, the door behind us opened and in walked my mom and dad. Holy crap, what was I gonna do? My parents had no [image: Image]idea about Maxine. My life was over.

	"Mom and Dad, this is my friend Maxine," Jules said.

	"That's a pretty outfit. Are you going on a date, sweetheart?" Mom said.

	"Not together, no. Ew," Jules said.

	"Nice to meet you, Mrs Young," I said.

	[image: Image]"Maxine is going on a date with Colton," Jules said, as the front doorbell rang.

	"Let your boyfriend in," Jules said, pushing me towards the front door.

	[image: Image]But I needed no encouragement. Especially after I opened the front door to see Colton standing with a bunch of roses and a broad smile.

	"Hey Colton, I'm looking forward to finding out what you've got planned."

	Colton reached down and kissed me. The electricity between us was clear to all.

	"Hello, Mr and Mrs Young," Colton said, before lumbering into the house and embracing them.

	I looked at Jules, still holding the roses.

	"Let me put those in water," Jules said, relieving me of the flowers. [image: Image]I watched while Colton hugged Mom and shook hands with Dad.

	"Haven't you lovebirds got to be somewhere?" Jules asked.

	Colton said goodbye and led me towards the door. My Mom grabbed my arm as I passed and placed her mouth close to my ear.

	"You look beautiful. Happy suits you, Robby," Mom whispered.

	 

	
[image: Image]

	 

	PART FOUR
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	CHAPTER 11

	STILL REELING AFTER Mom's comments, I followed Colton to the limo. He opened the door for me and helped me inside.

	"Back to Ironworks, sir," the limo driver asked.

	"Yes, please, Christian," Colton replied.

	I felt my body shiver as Colton's hand rested on my knee.

	The fifteen-minute trip flew by. I quizzed Colton on all of his stats from day one of the Combine. While he underplayed things, I knew that he'd broken his own record in two of the main events. Colton offered me champagne, but I declined the offer. I needed to keep my wits about me if I was to navigate a more intimate date.

	"Do you have any food allergies?" Colton asked.

	I hadn't seen Colton wear a suit before. And the dark blue really complemented his chocolate brown eyes. We must be going to the best restaurant in Indianapolis. How the hell am I gonna contain my excitement at a restaurant? Anybody could be watching us. Or worse, a journalist or photographer. While unfamiliar with the finer eating establishments downtown, the Ironworks didn't ring a bell. As the limo pulled up to a stop, Colton opened the door and helped me out.[image: Image]

	Before us stood The Ironworks Indianapolis, a five-star hotel frequented by traveling sports stars and touring musicians. A converted industrial space, the hotel had a quirkiness about it, while retaining penultimate service standards. A concierge greeted us at the door before hailing an elevator.

	"Are you ready for dinner yet, sir?" the concierge said as we entered the elevator.

	After pushing a button marked 'P', the concierge vacated the elevator right before the door shut.

	"Have I told you how much I love that outfit?"

	[image: Image] "It's just something I threw on," I said, feeling my face flush.

	As the elevator passed the third floor, Colton turned around and kissed me with passion.

	The next thirty seconds were a bit of a blur as years of pent-up attraction played out. I pushed Colton back against the elevator wall and rubbed my suede clad knee against his thigh. With one hand of thick, black hair, I slid my second hand down over his burgeoning manhood. I wanted to taste Colton so badly, but knew now was not the time. Thankfully, the elevator bell rang.

	"Are you shitting me?" I said, after the doors opened to a massive suite complete with outdoor fire pit.[image: Image]

	"Welcome to my humble abode, Maxine. Now, where were we?"

	I felt torn. Somehow, I needed to level with Colton before this went any further.

	[image: Image] "Did I hear the concierge mention dinner?"

	Colton led me into the suite, poured two glasses of champagne, and made a quick call. While he spoke, I heard his phone ding with a message. Such must be the life of a celebrity.

	Colton checked the message before switching off his phone.

	"Dinner will be served by the fire pit," Colton said.

	The lights of Indianapolis flickered beneath us as the fire crackled away in front. The orange glowing flames accounted for any chill in the air. Soft music wafted about us.

	"Colton, I need to tell you something before we go any further."

	"There's no need to say anything. Maxine suits you much better than Robby ever did."

	[image: Image]"How did you know?" "Jules told me before our first date." "You mean before..."

	"...l kissed you. Yes," Colton said.

	Colton's massive arm wrapped around me, pulling me closer. "But you understand what that means, don't you?" I said.

	"Stop talking and kiss me, Maxine."

	That first embrace was the first time I let go of all inhibitions. I virtually mounted Colton in my hunger for him.

	With both knees straddling Colton on the outdoor sofa, my ass rested against his massive muscular thighs. I kissed him deeply, exploring every inch of his sweet mouth while running my hand down his washboard abs. Feeling his excitement for me was all it took for me to lose all control. With no reason to hold back, I slid Colton's zipper down and unfastened his belt. I desperately wanted to please him, and that meant sliding my body down to ground level and exploring what lay within his pants.

	"l want to taste you. Pleasure you," I said.

	Colton lay back and gently placed his hands on my shoulders. The first unveiling was everything his massive stature promised. Not scary big, but seven-inches if it was an inch. I softly kissed the tip of Colton's weapon, causing groans to emanate from above. My crimson talons quickly wrapped around Colton's girth before I brought them towards my hungry lips.

	"Oh, yes. Take me," Colton moaned.

	[image: Image]I slid my left hand towards my right. Blood pumped quickly beneath my fingers, while my tongue tantalized the tip of Colton's weapon. I worked my tongue around Colton's girth, just below the head. His weapon quivered in my hands, succumbing to my every whim. The time had come to up the intensity.

	[image: Image]I glanced up to see Colton's head leaning back and a massive grin across his face. After three or four more strokes of my hands, I pulled them away and took Colton's weapon completely deep into my throat.

	"Fuck, yes," Colton moaned.

	My nose rested against Colton's pelvis as my throat spasmed, massaging his weapon from root to tip. Colton's hands clasped together and held my head steady. Throbs of excitement emanated from within my mouth. At no point did I gag. I'd waited too long for this moment, to spoil it. Suddenly, I felt Colton's weapon quiver uncontrollably. A beautiful gift was about to be delivered in full.

	“I'm coming," Colton screamed.

	I held deep while Colton's gift surged down my throat. A warm glow transferred from Colton to me at that moment. One that signified our love, and our future together. Not wanting to waste a drop of Colton's precious gift, I kept my lips firmly wrapped around his weapon until every last drop of nectar had been consumed.

	"Where did you learn to do that?" Colton asked.

	"l spend six years at boarding school."


CHAPTER 12

	BY THE TIME I'd cleaned up, Colton was tantalizing my taste buds with lobster, prawns, and Wagyu beef. We sat by the fire pit, watching the city of Indianapolis change from day to night.[image: Image]

	"How many floors up are we?" I asked.

	"Go to the edge and take a look."

	Wearing nothing but a satin bra and panties, I looked about before heading to the railing.

	"Wow, that view is even better up close," I said. [image: Image]I felt two hands wrap around my waist from behind.

	"Then I'd better go in for a closer view."

	Knowing what was coming, I held firm onto the cold steel railing, while Colton's hands slowly worked down my thighs, then onto my boots and down my calves, before I felt his warm breath just above my panties.

	[image: Image]"Mr Brand, I wasn't talking about that view."

	"That's the only view I'm interested in right now, Miss Young."

	Colton kissed my right thigh before sliding my panties down over my suede boots. I stepped out of them one leg at a time. I felt a little exposed, what with my flaccid tool waving in the breeze. But as the hotel was an old industrial site, nosy neighbours were not something I needed to worry about.

	"Move your left leg across a foot or two," Colton said.

	Reaffirming my hold on the steel railing, I gripped tight and waited for my legs to turn to jelly. Colton started by kissing each ass cheek. As he did, his hand slid between my thighs and brought my five-inches to life.

	"That's nice," I said, as Colton's massive hand worked over my tiny tool.

	Surprisingly, Colton kissed his way down my ass before spreading my cheeks and running his tongue around my sphincter. The closer he moved to my flower, the greater the sensation became. Until finally, my flower fully engaged with his moist [image: Image]tongue.

	"Oh my god, that's lovely," I said.

	While Colton was looking to please me, he had shared pleasure on his mind. I held tight as Colton spat, before his heavenly weapon slid inside of me for the first time. The fit was perfection. Every move of his body sent waves of pleasure rushing through me.

	"Go deeper, Colton."

	The first few thrusts paved the way for what was to come. It felt amazing to have him inside me, but that first deep thrust, the one that ended with Colton's balls slapping against mine, that one really sent me off the reservation. With Colton's hands firmly attached to my hips, he held deep before sliding back and repeating the delicious dose.

	The longer Colton thrust, the louder his gasps and moans became. And given his size and weight, the greater the pressure on my hands. Colton's thrusting sped up, and he pushed harder at the end of each stroke. His weapon slammed against my target at the completion of each thrust, sending waves of euphoria throughout my body. I don't know how I managed to hold on, given the level of endorphins rushing to my brain.

	Colton's pelvis slapped harder and harder against my ass as I felt his heavenly weapon preparing for the finale. One final thrust was all it took before a warm inner glow permeated throughout my body.

	"You've done that before, Colton."

	"Yep. I went to a local secondary school for six years."

	I turned and rested back against the steel railing. We exchanged spit as our tongues battled for ultimate control. I won, of course, but it may have been Colton throwing the battle rather than me dominating. Colton backed me over to the sofa. We weren't physically connected, but our souls sure felt like we were. Once Colton reached the sofa, he stopped.

	"Don't tell me you're ready to go again," I said, turning my head and kissing Colton with venom.

	"What can I say? We've got years of catching up to do, Maxine."

	Colton sat down on the sofa. His weapon stood strong and steady, waiting for another round. I slowly backed up and dropped onto Colton's lap. He positioned his weapon against my flower, and we let gravity do all the work. I placed my hands on my thighs and braced for what was to come.

	Colton's weapon slid inside much easier the second time. It was as though it had memorized the way, judging every inch of the path perfectly. In no time, my ass rested against Colton's thighs and we were up and running again.

	"That feels amazing," I moaned.

	As I lifted and dropped, Colton added an extra thrust to start the cycle again. It seemed Colton's weapon had grown, or gravity had helped him go deeper. Either way, the pleasure zone appeared to suddenly double. I tried to maintain a steady [image: Image]pace, but found my legs starting to tremble. Colton's hands took a large part of the weight, making the race towards the finale much easier.

	[image: Image] "I'm coming," Colton screamed, as his hands locked my ass against his thighs.

	Sweat dripped from my forehead as I waited for Colton's weapon to stop spasming. After moving slowly for a few strokes,

	Colton's massive arms wrapped around me, locking me to him for as long as he wished. I had no hope of breaking his grip.

	Not that I wanted to, anyway. I turned and kissed my man. Our tongues danced in the moonlight.

	"That was everything I dreamed about, and more," I said.


CHAPTER 13

	THAT NIGHT, A dozen years of repressed feelings for Colton came out. I'd always been obsessed with him, but assumed I'd been merely fanboying. But the truth became crystal clear from our first kiss. This was a passion for another human being that transcended anything I'd felt for any other person. After connecting once more on the rooftop, Colton suggested we retire to the bedroom for the main course. His stamina was incredible. I don't know how he got up and performed admirably the following morning.

	[image: Image][image: Image]We agreed to keep things low key. At least, until I'd had the chance to explain myself to my parents. I headed home midmorning. They were home as it was a weekend. It turned out they'd known about Maxine for years, and were merely waiting for her to be introduced. The first thing Mom asked was, "where's Colton?" I messaged him around lunchtime and he joined us for a family dinner that night. And the next, and the next. The only exception was the Combine Ball, where Colton and I stole the show with our best buddies Preston Snow and Trixie Scott.

	I found a clarity about my future during Colton's visit. Maxine was here to stay, and no longer needed to be hidden away. Jules graciously donated a series of clothes to me. Kind of a starter pack. There were jeans, skirts, tops, and a few pairs of high heels. The rest I had to buy for myself. That prompted me to get a full-time job with a fashion retailer. The fifty percent discount was the convincing factor. But after working retail for a few months, a future in fashion design beckoned me.

	I just needed to wait for the NFL draft to know where.

	Nigel Shapiro went underground after that weekend. I never heard from him again. I did Google him once when Jules was home for the weekend. It turns out he became a paparazzo in London. He became famous for fifteen minutes for securing a photo of an A-list male celebrity in an intimate moment with a famous soccer player. He made enough to pay for a wild holiday in Ibiza, where he ended up naked and painted Barbie pink in the main square.

	After agreeing to take things slowly, Colton and I spent every waking moment together. He was right. It was a four-hour round trip to Notre Dame and back. And no-one ever questioned who Maxine was or where she had come from. Sure, all the college girls were jealous, but it pretty quickly got around that we were childhood sweethearts. And no-one was gonna break up that couple. And every time we had a family dinner, Jules would always bend the conversation around to the point where I had to say yes.
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