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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


THE BENEFIT OF having a best friend in a popular band meant I’d often attend amazing concerts under the pretence of supporting her. Don’t get me wrong, T4-2 rocked a crowd. But they were no Dandy Warhols. As I turned Bohemian Like Me up to maximum volume, a smile crossed my face in expectation of a brilliant night full of bangers. Pulling into the car park of the Doug Fir Lounge, my raspy voice signalled a wonderful night to come.

Half of my college football team had already arrived. I parked my ride next to Braylon’s Corvette. Thankfully, no-one of importance saw me arrive, else I’d likely have waited until the coast was clear. Still a freshman, I’d yet to turn my sporting potential into a respectable set of wheels. Braylon, a senior, and likely to be a high draft selection at the end of the year, already possessed the cool car.

After paying my cover charge and flashing my best smile to the doorman, a killer night of entertainment awaited. Stepping into Doug Fir Lounge felt like entering a log cabin in the wide open countryside. Massive lightly stained timber, covered the walls, offering a cosy ambience to the intimate establishment. After navigating my way past the enticing smells emanating from the popular restaurant, I headed down the broad wood-lined staircase to the dimly lit below ground venue.

Thankfully, T4-2 hadn’t hit the stage when I arrived, else I knew I’d never have heard the end of it. With around ten minutes to secure a premium vantage spot, I headed to a spare seat, centre stage, via the bar. Scanning the crowd, my football teammates clustered together. I headed in the other direction, not wanting to be sidetracked by their drunken antics. Nothing could take my focus away from that stage.

“And now won’t you welcome to the stage, Portland’s very own Hall and Oates, T4-2,” the MC announced.

Shay’s face turned sour the second the MC compared her band to a 70s soft rock hair outfit. But soon the smile returned as the excitement of playing to a full house took over. Once the music started, it was stand up or get trampled. I took the former option. Although only a touch over 6ft 3in, I had little trouble watching the band.

While tapping my foot to the second song of the set, I felt pain enter my left foot and head up my leg. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw someone turn to apologise. Oh crap. I couldn’t believe it. Of all the people to bump into on my night out, I never imagined it would be Robin Barrett. She gave me an embarrassed half smile before immediately turning back to the stage. I felt my temperature rise. There she stood, less than a foot away from me. Robin Barrett. My kryptonite.

Robin Barrett dressed to thrill. Or that’s how I saw her. But as I soaked in her presence, I felt the air leave my body and struggle to return. Shiny electric blue leather shorts appeared held up by leather laces on either hip. A skimpy electric blue leather halter top cradled her perky breasts and showcased a perfect set of abs between the top and shorts. Black five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots with laces and buckles finished the outfit perfectly. I didn’t know where to look.

My instincts took over, drawing me to within an inch of Robin. Her hair flicked back and forth as she danced seductively to each song. Her body radiated waves of floral perfume towards me, which I gleefully consumed. Head cheerleader, dating a professional footballer, and yet I couldn’t get her out of my mind. Some would call it an obsession, but Robin Barrett would be front and centre in my life. She simply didn’t know it yet.

“Thank you. You’ve been such a wonderful audience,” Shay said, as the band left stage.

Oh shit. I’d forgotten Shay’s band had been playing. As I returned to my seat, I hoped Shay hadn’t noticed my vacant stare. Robin Barrett headed over and joined the rest of the cheerleaders. They partied with the first-string footballers. Although Robin maintained a suitable distance. I had less than two minutes to regain my composure before I felt Shay’s hand on my arm.

“How did you enjoy our set?” Shay asked.

Shit, I hoped she wouldn’t ask.

“You guys rocked the joint,” I replied.

“Did you see the bit where I flashed my boobs?” Robin asked.

“Sure, it was amazing,” I replied.

“I knew you weren’t watching us,” Shay said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“As if I would flash my boobs for free,” Robin replied.

“I’m sorry. Robin Barrett danced in front of me,” I said.

“You are hopeless,” Shay said, with more than a hint of disappointment.

“Did you ask her out?” Shay asked.

“The loud music made it impossible. She stepped on my toe, though,” I replied.

“Well, that’s probably the most physical she’s gotten with you since the first grade,” Shay said.

“I can’t believe Robin Barrett had the hots for me,” I said.

“Briefly. And a long time ago. Move on. She sure has,” Shay said.

“Lightning can strike twice. If it happened once, it could happen again,” I said.

“Well, there she is. Check out your lightning theory. Let her know you’re still interested,” Shay said.

“I suppose it has been a week since I last asked her out,” I said, before standing up and walking towards Robin.

I limped as I approached to make the most of the sympathy ploy.

“Hey Robin. Brilliant night. Would you like to catch dinner with me sometime?” I asked.

“I’m sorry Griff, but the answer hasn’t changed since you last asked me,” Robin replied.

“I want you to know I’m ready, whenever you are,” I said.

Even Robin’s distasteful expression sent a charge through my body.

“When are you going out?” Shay asked, when I returned.

“Nothing firm planned. But she felt sorry for me,” I replied.

“You, my fine friend, are a hopeless romantic,” Shay said.

“There’s nothing wrong with that,” I said.

“Except, you deserve better than Robin Barrett,” Shay said.

“Don’t be silly. She’ll come around, again,” I said.

“I don’t know what you see in her,” Shay said.

“She’s perfection. From head to toe. Absolutely incredible,” I said.

“I gotta give you points for dedication,” Shay said.

“Smitten since the seventh grade. Nothing’s gonna change that,” I said.

“Well, I hope for your sake that’s not the case. She’s moved on and you need to do the same,” Shay said.

“Oh, how rude of me. You remember Robbie, don’t you?” Shay said, turning to her bandmate.

“You look somewhat familiar,” I said, smiling.

“Robbie is Robin’s twin brother,” Shay said.

“That’s right. They separated you two in the first grade,” I said.

“Nothing’s changed. We still fight like cat and dog,” Robbie said.

“Sorry for not recognising you. But I do remember you,” I said.

“Well, I remember that touchdown pass you threw in the high school championship game,” Robbie said.

“Thanks. But even those heroics couldn’t impress your sister,” I said.


CHAPTER TWO


AS SHAY HEADED off with Robbie to pack their gear in the car, the crowd’s excitement built in anticipation of The Dandy Warhols. Each time a roadie crashed a drum, or strummed a guitar, a crowd of heads swivelled towards the stage. After several false alarms, the intro to Be In began. As the lights dimmed, a blast of Chloe Eau de Perfume invaded my nostrils, signalling the return of Robin Barrett to her previous position. Her luscious brunette locks swayed gleefully to the music, but her tanned and toned body consumed my attention.

Shay appeared next to me as The Dandy Warhols kicked into their second song of the set, Ride. The heavy guitar riff quickly mesmerised the crowd, who rocked left, then right, in a wave of synchronised support. But my eyes remained transfixed on Robin Barrett. The red and blue stage lights bounced shards of brilliantly coloured light off her stunning ombre highlights. Her cosmic aura called out to me. With Robin Barrett’s leather clad body providing the visual treats and We Used To Be Friends rocking my soul to the core, how could life get any better?

Robin Barrett wasn’t perfect. Like everyone, she had her flaws. Her left ear was slightly larger than her right. Small freckles peppered the bridge of her nose. And blonde highlights streaked through her long, lustrous brunette locks. Portland didn’t have the weather for natural sun-streak highlights to develop. But I confidently knew I could overlook these faults for the sake of our long-term future.

By the time Bohemian Like Me finished and signalled the end of the concert, Shay and I stood dripping with sweat. I felt like I’d left the field after an overtime game. My shirt weighed a ton, as it clung desperately to my water soaked body. I’d had the time of my life. A concert I would remember fondly for years to come. And not only for the sensational show provided by The Dandy Warhols. Surrounded by wonderful friends, a championship-worthy football team, and the most stunning cheerleaders in college football, I felt on the cusp of something epic. Only one piece of the puzzle remained incomplete.

“How’d you enjoy the show?” I asked Braylon when he stopped by.

“Awesome dude. Laetitia’s hot to trot. If there’s a sock on the door, respect a brother’s privacy,” Braylon replied.

“Sure, brother. Thanks for the heads up. It’s all yours tonight,” I said.

While I shared a dorm with Braylon, I also had a bedroom at my parent’s place a few miles off campus. The coach insisted all football players stayed on campus during the week. Part of his team building regime. It worked a treat. Freshmen, like me, got to see how the seniors, like Braylon, moved into the majors. It inspired us to train hard and learn everything possible from those before us.

“You’re doing alright,” Braylon said, glancing towards Shay.

“We’re only friends. Been besties since the start of grade school,” I said.

“He’s only got eyes for Robin Barrett,” Shay added, much to my chagrin.

“Nice taste, brother,” Braylon said.

The news planted a broad smile on Braylon’s face.

“You bringing her to the New Year’s party?” Braylon asked.

“He sure is. He’s on a promise. Be sure to let everyone know,” Shay replied, before I got to utter a single word.

“Sounds like my roommate’s made his breakout move. I’ll let the boys know before I go,” Braylon said.

Braylon headed straight across to the starting team. As he moved from player to player, all eyes turned to me. The smiles and thumbs up left little doubt about what he’d told them.

“Thanks for throwing me under the bus, Shay,” I said.

“Perhaps I merely gave you a little push,” Shay said.

“Either way, I ended up under the bus,” I said.

“Well, perhaps it’s catch or kill time, Griffin,” Shay said.

“That gives me less than a month to get Robin Barrett to say yes,” I said.

“Or move on and take someone else,” Shay said.

“Like you?” I asked.

“As if I’d want to go to that lame-ass party,” Shay replied.

“I think you may be right,” I said.

“It’s time to move on?” Shay asked, hopefully.

“No, it’s time to catch Robin Barrett, once and for always. You’ve committed me. I’ve been talking about it for years, but I’ve got twenty days to take real positive action,” I replied.

Shay stared at me like a famous museum exhibit. It appeared familiar, but she couldn’t place it.

“Don’t do anything too out of character,” Shay suggested.

“Every New Year’s Eve I cry on your shoulder. Professing my love for Robin Barrett. But this year will be different,” I said.

“It’s not technically every year. Only the past seven,” Shay said.

“Well, this year will be different. I’ll need a new, New Year’s resolution,” I said.

I scanned across a few of my football teammates and got the thumbs up. I was committed.

“Thanks for the awesome night. You were terrific, Shay,” I said.

“It’s about time you came and saw the band,” Shay said.

“Oh, and you were brilliant also, Robbie,” I said.

“Did you have a favourite song?” Shay asked.

“Definitely, Bohemian Like Me,” I replied.

“I meant T4-2 song,” Shay said.

“The last one you played,” I said.

“So, you prefer Robbie’s singing to mine?” Shay asked indignantly.

“No, the one about unrequited love,” I replied.

“Yes, the one Robbie sang,” Shay said.

“Wow, man. You have an incredible voice,” I said to Robbie.

“Thanks, Griffin. But I’m merely a part time singer,” Robbie said.

I noticed the blood boiling up within Shay. I’d known her forever and instantly recognised that pissed-off expression. With things getting awkward, two solid minutes of silence ensued.

“What’s the plan for New Year’s Eve, stud?” Shay finally asked.

“Excellent question. Deserves a better answer than I have currently,” I replied.

“Well, at least you know the who. Now you need to figure out the how,” Shay said with a smirk.

“Yeah, and I have twenty days to do it, thanks to you,” I said, as my mind raced.


CHAPTER THREE


“HERE HE IS, Portland State University’s own resident Casanova,” Braylon said, while giving me a high five.

“Thanks Braylon,” I said, trying to play things down.

“How the hell did a freshman convince the head cheerleader to go out with him?” Braylon asked?

“I’ve known Robin Barrett since pre-school. I’m not reading too much into it,” I replied.

“A sympathy date. Makes more sense,” Braylon said.

“No, it’s a proper date,” I said.

“Well, either way, you’ve done well. She’s knocked back most of the first-string team,” Braylon said.

I dropped my bag onto the bed and changed into my training outfit. While Braylon and I maintained a clean and orderly dorm, a strong odour always welcomed us to the shared room. We both recognised it, but neither could isolate the source. Suddenly, sunshine streamed onto my bed, highlighting perfect hospital corners, a sight my nursing mother would have appreciated.

Feeling Shay’s offhand comment had instantly gone viral, I prepared myself for an onslaught of slaps on the back and questions.

“You didn’t tell too many people, did you?” I asked.

“Only the guys at Douglas Fir last night. And of course, Laetitia told the cheerleaders,” Braylon replied.

Oh shit. I hadn’t figured what would happen if Robin Barrett heard the news. It would probably put my slim chances in the no basket. I needed to hasten. And hope Robin was out of the loop.

“Was Robin Barrett there?” I asked.

“No, she had gone home by that stage,” Braylon replied.

Football training transformed into nothing I’d experienced at college before. Members of the first-string team not only recognised me, they actively conversed with me and commented how lucky I was. I felt like I’d thrown the touchdown pass to win the high school championship all over again. The coach even subbed me into the first-string team for starting quarterback, Stewart Thompson. I got to run the plays and threw a perfect touchdown pass for Braylon.

“You were on fire out there today, Braylon,” I said.

“Thanks, bud. If I got passes like that during a game, I’d be pro already,” Braylon said.

“Well, at least Stewart saw you complete,” I said.

“Yeah, hopefully he can start trusting me this Saturday, when it counts,” Braylon said.

“I’d forgotten the game is being telecast this week,” I said.

“If I can get a couple of touchdowns, it’ll improve my draft prospects,” Braylon said.

“Don’t forget he wants to impress too. Throwing to you is the smart move for you both,” I said.

“Thanks, bud,” Braylon said.

Braylon hit the showers while I unstrapped my knee, throwing the bandages into a gigantic rubbish bin sitting dead centre of the change room. Uniforms and gear covered the wooden benches and floors surrounded by two dozen lockers, in various states of openness. Apart from me, only a couple of injured players sat chatting. Else everyone had hit the showers.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Coach Bunton head my way. A legend of Portland and the university, he’d helped put Portland State on the map as a player, before returning ten years later to create a decade long dynasty as a coach. Ranked number two in the Big Sky Conference, every team in the region envied our program. And Coach Bunton’s nuggety, battle worn demeanour personified our team culture to a tee.

“You did well out there,” Coach Bunton said.

“I tried to follow your instructions to the letter, coach,” I said.

“You proved you can lead this group of men. Keep training and you’ll get more game time,” Coach Bunton said.

“I’m doing extra sessions most days,” I said.

“Don’t lose focus because of that cheerleader. Stewart is only with us for another two games,” Coach Bunton said.

Coach Bunton patted me on the shoulder as he walked off to speak to one of his assistants.

Heading into the showers, I realised my opportunity had come. Finally, Coach Bunton mentioned me in the same breath as the starting quarterback. If I worked hard, I’d be starting next season. Filling the shoes of Stewart Thompson would not be easy when he got drafted in the fall. But I knew I had the skills and attitude to not only fill in as quarterback, my game could launch us to the next level.

I cut my shower short as Coach Bunton called a team meeting.

“Now, I know the New Year’s Eve party is only a few weeks away,” Coach Bunton said.

A chorus of cheers and whistles filled the change room.

“This is my last chance to party with you boys,” Stewart Thompson said.

The chorus lifted to a deafening level.

“Well, about that. Our last match of the season is the following day,” Coach Bunton said.

“You’d better send me out with a bang, boys,” Stewart Thompson said.

“Well, Griffin’s taking Robin Barrett to the party,” Braylon said, loud enough for all to hear.

“Not that kind of bang, Braylon,” Stewart Thompson said.

Oh shit. If anyone hadn’t heard the rumour, there was no stepping away from it now.

A chorus of “Griffin, Griffin” replaced the cheers and whistles.

“My point is. Don’t ruin yourself for the game,” Coach Bunton said.

“Or you may have an entire season to regret your actions,” Coach Bunton added, staring straight at me.

Stewart Thompson headed over to me while I packed my bag.

“Stepping up in style, young Griff,” Stewart Thompson said.

“Well, he’s gonna have to fill your shoes soon enough,” Braylon said.

“He doesn’t have to follow in my exact footsteps,” Stewart Thompson said.

Stewart Thompson epitomised the starting quarterback from the movies. Strong, resilient and incredibly fit, he never missed a game because of injury. He had the respect of every player on the team and had captured the eye of almost every cheerleader. I’d forgotten Stewart Thompson had dated Robin Barrett earlier in the season. Things appeared to be going well until one long weekend. No one knew what happened, and neither Stewart Thompson nor Robin Barrett had uttered a word about it to anyone else. An unsolved mystery, that appeared destined to stay in the vault forever.

Many of the first-string team patted me on the back as I left with Braylon. Comments heard included “lucky sod”, “be sure to introduce me” and “give her my number”. While excited to be on the cusp of stepping up, I wondered what would happen if I didn’t show up with Robin Barrett. Would my star still be on the rise? Would they still see me as a leader of men? Thanks, Shay. Thanks, Braylon. This could be humiliating.


CHAPTER FOUR


RATHER THAN HEADING home, I went straight to Shay’s house after training. Literally a stone’s throw from the home I’d grew up in, Shay also lived less than a block from Robin Barrett. As I pulled into the tree-lined avenue, the leafless trees signalled winter had arrived. A distinct chill in the air signalled snow season was upon us. Memories of throwing a football with frozen blue hands flooded back.

Pulling up to the kerb, I noticed Shay’s car in the driveway. Wonderful, she’s home at least. While Shay wasn’t unattractive, she preferred to channel an indie rock, alternative beauty. If her hair wasn’t purple, it was green. Tall, and with Latino curves inherited from her stunning mother, I’d never seen her hook up with anyone. She kept her cards close to her chest romantically, while I was like an open book. For all I knew, Robbie and Shay were more than mere bandmates. I got the feeling, one day I’d get invited to her wedding, and that’s where I’d meet her significant other.

I shut the car door and headed for the house.

“Oh, it’s only you,” Shay’s sister grunted, as she opened the door.

“Who is it, Charlene?” Mrs Lopez shouted.

“It’s Shay’s boyfriend,” Shay’s sister screamed.

“We are merely friends,” I said.

“Have you told her that?” Shay’s sister asked.

“Many times,” I replied.

“Perhaps you need to again,” Shay’s sister said, before walking off.

“Shay’s in the garage with band practice. You know where it is, Griffin,” Mrs Lopez said.

“Thanks, Mrs Lopez,” I said, following her towards the kitchen.

The smells emanating from Mrs Lopez’s kitchen always excited my senses.

“Something smells awfully tasty, Mrs Lopez,” I said.

“You’re an adult now. Call me Luisa,” Mrs Lopez said.

Luisa Lopez always greeted me with a broad smile. She must have been a stunner in her younger years because, even in her forties, my eyes appreciated her curvaceous hourglass figure. And she always left a trail of orange scented floral fragrance behind her. Catching T4-2 mid-song, I quietly moved towards my favourite lounge. It must have been a new song because I didn’t recognise it from the Friday night set. As always, the harmonies were outstanding, perfectly on pitch, and clear as a bell. I dropped comfortably onto the lounge chair, closed my eyes, and got lost in the music.

Shay’s father had cleared a space in the garage for her keyboard during grade school. Initially, a garage with a small music area, over time it became a music room, then a band practice area, and now a fully equipped recording studio. Besides a rehearsal room and soundproof recording booth, the garage had a casual sitting area with guitars and other instruments close at hand, in case inspiration struck.

“Let’s take five,” Shay said, once the song finished.

“I’ll let your mum know we’re ready for the nachos,” Robbie said, before heading out the door.

“To what do I owe this honour?” Shay asked.

“I was on my way home from football practice and wanted to thank you,” I replied.

“Thank me for what?” Shay asked.

“Embarrassing me and ruining my life for starters,” I replied.

“You’re welcome. What can I say? It’s what I do,” Shay quipped.

“But why did you have to tell Braylon?” I asked.

“Sorry, which one is Braylon? The meathead with the muscles or the other meathead with the muscles,” Shay replied.

“Hilarious, Shay. You at least owe me a why,” I said.

“Friday night was ages ago. You may need to refresh my memory,” Shay said.

I gave Shay my ‘don’t mess with me’ look.

“Oh, Friday night. I recall, you came to my gig but forgot to watch,” Shay said.

“That’s harsh. I was a little pre-occupied, that’s all,” I said.

Shay remained pissed-off at me. Perhaps I shouldn’t have confronted her so soon.

“Why did you tell Braylon I’m taking Robin Barrett to the New Year’s Eve party?” I asked.

“I can’t recall such a comment,” Shay replied, glancing at the door after Robbie reappeared with nachos.

Robbie placed the nachos in the centre of the room before all hands decimated the plate.

“I heard it too,” Robbie interjected.

“Whose side are you on? My so-called bandmate,” Shay said to Robbie.

While Shay was my best friend, I didn’t know Robbie Barrett. Extremely talented musically, I’d seen T4-2 play several times but never connected with him personally. Lightly framed with long hair for a guy, he always pulled it back into a ponytail. Anytime I’d seen him, he wore oversized band shirts, with black his go to colour. Quiet and quite reserved, Robbie Barrett often blended into the background, especially when paired with the outgoing Shay.

“I’m Switzerland. Nothing but the facts from me,” Robbie said.

“Well, now you’ve ruined my life, how are you going to fix it?” I asked.

“Sounds overly melodramatic, don’t you think?” Shay replied.

“You weren’t at training today. I got to practice with the first team,” I said.

“And that’s a problem because?” Shay asked.

“Because everyone thinks I’m bringing Robin Barrett to the New Year’s Eve party. You know the one, head cheerleader, my kryptonite, dates a professional footballer,” I replied.

“Perhaps you could go with him, Shay,” Robbie suggested.

“Next suggestion,” I said, without pausing for breath.

“Thanks for the compliment, Robbie. But I’m not sure it’d have the same impact,” Shay said.

“No offence, Shay. But a band geek isn’t exactly on the same social footing as the head cheerleader,” I said.

“Well, I wouldn’t want to be a cheerleader,” Shay said.

“It’s not about you. I need a solution,” I said.

“Well, what happens if you don’t go with Robin Barrett?” Shay asked.

“I’m humiliated in front of my entire football team. The team diss me and I miss out on the starting quarterback position next season,” I replied.

“Oh, so it’s not a big deal then,” Robbie said sarcastically.

“Of all the people. You had to say Robin Barrett,” I said.

“Have you tried asking her out?” Shay asked.

“Not since Friday night. Do you think the answer may have changed?” I replied.

“Robbie. Is Robin still dating meathead number four?” Shay asked.

Robbie nodded in the affirmative.

“She’s always changing her mind, like most girls,” Robbie said.

“I got less than twenty days to convince her to go with me,” I said.

“Well then, you need to change it up a little,” Shay said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Do something fresh. Insanity is doing the same thing and expecting a different result,” Shay replied.

“Thanks, now I’m insane,” I said.

“You’ve got time on your side. You gotta try a few different approaches,” Shay said.

“You honestly think I’ll wear her down?” I asked.

“Not exactly. But now you have a secret weapon,” Shay replied.

“Apart from a sparkling personality and movie star good looks,” I said, smiling.

“Well, that’s a stretch. But you aren’t a poor catch,” Shay said.

“Then what’s the secret weapon?” I asked.

“You’ve got an insider. Robbie here. Robin’s twin brother,” Shay replied.

“And how does that help me?” I asked.

“Robbie, invite Griffin around for dinner,” Shay replied.

I glanced at Robbie, who stared at me blankly.

“You two are hopeless,” Shay said.

“Then enlighten us both,” I said.

“Robbie will invite you around for dinner. You’ll be able to catch her off-guard,” Shay said.

“Is that the best you can come up? She’ll think I’m a stalker. I can see the college papers. Head cheerleader takes out AVO on backup quarterback,” I said.

“Perhaps you’ll end up wearing her down. Perhaps she’ll remember why she had the hots for you in grade school. Either way, do you have a better plan?” Shay asked.

I considered the opportunity Robbie presented. It couldn’t hurt for Robin Barrett to see me in a casual setting. One with less pressure.

“I’ll only go if you come with me, Shay. I need a wing-woman. What time do you want us there?” I replied.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“THANKS FOR GIVING me a lift,” I said to Shay, as I jumped into the passenger seat of her red 1970 Chevrolet Chevelle 454 SS.

“We can’t have Robin Barrett seeing you in that piece of junk,” Shay said, glancing back to my 1992 Buick Skylark with disdain.

It’s true. My car had embarrassed me since the day my granddad handed me the keys. It had been his pride and joy. He’d missed the memo that voted the car one of the ten worst ever made. And I didn’t have the heart to tell him.

Shay’s Chevelle was a family hand down as well. But Shay’s grandfather had incredible taste in cars. A collector of classic muscle cars, he’d purchased the Chevelle off the floor in 1970, and maintained it in pristine condition, until passing it onto his favourite grandchild. With a deep throaty note, Shay’s car turned heads minutes before it arrived. As Shay hit the gas pedal, I sat pinned to my seat before she eased up at the end of the street. It may have been a brief ride, but nonetheless, impressed all passers-by.

“If it was this time next year, I’d be driving you in a Mustang GT,” I said.

“I’m not sure if Robin Barrett’s imagination is that strong,” Shay said.

“Any words of advice?” I asked.

“Don’t try to impress her. Be yourself,” Shay replied.

“That hasn’t worked thus far,” I said.

“It’s your best chance. Leave the stalker vibe at the door,” Shay said, suddenly smiling.

“Perhaps we can go on a double date,” I suggested.

“You haven’t got a yes and you’re already planning a threesome,” Shay replied.

“Not a threesome. You can take Robbie,” I said.

“We’re merely bandmates,” Shay said.

“If he’s Robin Barrett’s twin, he must have the same genetics,” I said.

“I’ll let him know you think he’s pretty,” Shay said.

I gave Shay a look of disdain she’d seen often. That signalled time for action.

“Hi, Mrs Barrett. Is Robbie home?” Shay asked when the door opened.

“Hello, Shay. Come in. It’s lovely to see Robbie invite some friends over,” Mrs Barrett replied.

“Well, he always raves about your cooking,” Shay said.

“It’s only a lamb roast, but I hope you enjoy it. I’ll let him know you are here,” Mrs Barrett said.

After leading us to the lounge, Mrs Barrett headed upstairs. While plenty of Robin Barrett photos lined the walls, I couldn’t help but watch Mrs Barrett climb the stairs in a pair of skin-tight jeans.

“Perhaps Mrs Barrett can be your Plan B,” Shay said, before jabbing me in the ribs.

“You shouldn’t be thinking Plan B. You need to deliver on Plan A,” I said.

The Barrett house was stylish without being showy. Everything was neat and tidy, but precisely located. A single chair sat in the bay window with a small table next to it. The three-seater lounge sat across the room from two chairs, with a massive white coffee table in-between. I got the feeling they had styled the home, or Mrs Barrett had incredible taste. Oil paintings lined the walls, adding a splash of colour to the otherwise neutral living space.

Within a minute, Mrs Barrett headed back down the stairs. I tried not to stare, but a pair of Ugg boots and yoga pants behind Mrs Barrett sidetracked me. I sat up straight in my seat as the follower came into view.

“Don’t get too excited. It’s only Robbie,” Shay whispered.

Sure enough. Seconds later, I saw Robbie’s smile appear. False alarm.

Robbie wore a tight-fitting pink, fluorescent t-shirt and had his hair hanging loose. Was this the same band geek I’d seen a few hours back?

“Can I get you kids some drinks?” Mrs Barrett asked, once Robbie joined us on the lounge.

“That would be awesome, thanks, Mrs Barrett,” Shay replied.

“Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes,” Mrs Barrett said, as she delivered a round of juices.

Shay and Robbie synchronised calendars for the next week’s band practice and gigs. Amazingly, they had several paying gigs booked.

“Robbie, can you tell your sister dinner is ready, please?” Mrs Barrett asked.

“Sure, mum,” Robbie replied, before heading up the stairs.

“You realise that’s Robbie’s arse you are drooling over, don’t you?” Shay commented.

“I’m nervous. And you aren’t helping,” I said.

“I simply wanted to make sure you hadn’t found a Plan C,” Shay said with a smile.

“Keep your focus on Plan A, thanks,” I said.

As Robin Barrett appeared on the stairs, I felt the butterflies turn to swallows in my stomach.

“Mum, can you tell Robbie to stop wearing my yoga pants?” Robin Barrett yelled.

“They were in my wardrobe. I assumed they were mine,” Robbie interjected.

“You are such a shithead, you know,” Robin Barrett said, before realising Shay and I were there.

Even dressed casually at home, Robin Barrett looked incredible. Tall, around 5ft 10in, her long hair flowed seductively over her shoulders, resting tantalisingly across her breasts. 36C if I had to guess, and I’d thought long and hard about that question. Her chocolate brown eyes and plump bee-stung lips called to me. A bright yellow cropped t-shirt provided evidence of her tightly toned stomach, while tight black tracksuit pants showed off her athletic thighs.

“You little deviant. That’s my G-string too,” Robin Barrett said, showing disgust.

“Again, in my wardrobe. I simply grab what’s there,” Robbie said.

“Sorry dear, I can’t keep track of who owns what. If you want to do the washing, be my guest,” Mrs Barrett said.

“There’s another set of clothing I’ll never wear again,” Robin Barrett said.


CHAPTER SIX


“DIG IN KIDS. I hope you brought your appetites,” Mrs Barrett said.

“It looks delicious, Mrs Barrett,” Shay said.

“And tastes even better,” I added.

“You should bring your friends around more often, Robbie,” Mrs Barrett said.

“When is Mr Barrett back in town?” Shay asked.

“Not until after new year. He’s negotiating an important deal,” Mrs Barrett replied.

“Mum is going to join him in Mexico for New Year’s Eve,” Robbie added.

“Sounds exciting. Where are you going, Mrs Barrett?” Shay asked.

“Puerto Vallarta,” Mrs Barrett replied.

“I’ve heard it’s stunning. Have you been before?” Shay asked.

“No, first time south of the border for me,” Mrs Barrett replied.

“Sounds like a wonderful reason to buy a new bathing suit,” Shay said.

“That’s what I’m doing tomorrow,” Mrs Barrett said.

My mind pictured Mrs Barrett trying on bathing suits. Long and lean, she appeared to have a wonderful body beneath the loose jumper. There must have been something in the Barrett girl’s genes.

“How about you, Robin? Any plans for New Year’s Eve?” Shay asked.

“My boyfriend is doing pre-season training in Seattle. It’ll be a quiet one for me,” Robin Barrett replied.

“It’ll give her time to catch up on her schoolwork. Fewer distractions,” Mrs Barrett said.

“Yes, mum. That sounds like an exciting way to bring in the new year,” Robin Barrett said, sarcastically.

“Well, if you get bored, the New Year’s Eve party is on at the university,” I said.

“Makes catching up on schoolwork sound suddenly more exciting,” Robin Barrett said.

Bugger. That wasn’t the response I’d hoped for. A fumble on the first down.

“What plans do you have for New Year’s Eve, Robbie?” Mrs Barrett asked.

“Probably recording some new demos,” Robbie replied.

“It might be nice to get out of the house for a night,” Mrs Barrett said.

“I’d rather get some recording work done,” Robbie replied.

“How about you, Shay? What plans do you have?” Mrs Barrett asked.

“I’ll probably go to the football team party,” Shay replied.

“Urrgh. I couldn’t think of anything worse,” Robin Barrett said.

“It’s a fantastic night. Best university party of the year,” I said.

“Well, that’s not setting the bar high, is it?” Robin Barrett quipped.

Robbie helped Mrs Barrett clear the table and bring in dessert.

“That entire meal was delicious, Mrs Barrett,” I said.

“I wish my kids were as generous with the compliments,” Mrs Barrett said.

“Especially this apple pie,” I said.

“Actually, Robbie cooked that,” Mrs Barrett said.

“I told Shay and Griffin what a wonderful cook you were,” Robbie said.

“Greaser. There’s some brown sugar on the end of your nose,” Robin Barrett said.

“Sorry, I must have missed the course you cooked,” Robbie said.

“Must you two always be fighting?” Mrs Barrett commented.

Robbie kicked Robin Barrett under the table. She retaliated by punching Robbie in the upper arm. Mrs Barrett ended up separating the two by asking Robbie to clear the table and pop the kettle on. This provided a temporary halt to the war of the Barretts. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there appeared to be a fair amount of bad blood between the twins. Sure, distinct personalities were involved, a geek and a popular kid. But there seemed to be something bubbling beneath the surface. Something deep and raw.

“If you want to get out of the house for New Year’s Eve, I’m happy to keep you company,” I said.

Robin Barrett glared at me with condescension. I almost expected her to spit at me, such was her level of disgust.

“I think I’ll keep my standards high, if you don’t mind,” Robin Barrett said.

“Sounds like a lovely offer, Robin,” Mrs Barrett said.

“As I’ve been saying since the first day of secondary school. No, Griffin. I won’t go out with you. Not now. Not ever,” Robin Barrett said.

“There’s no need to be rude, Robin,” Mrs Barrett interjected.

Robin Barrett remained silent and feigned counting to ten with her fingers.

“How many times have you asked me out, Griffin?” Robin Barrett asked.

“A few,” I replied, sheepishly.

“Let’s put a number on it then, shall we?” Robin Barrett said.

I felt humiliation hurtling my way.

“I couldn’t recall, exactly,” I said.

“To the nearest hundred would be fine,” Robin Barrett said.

“I’m a jock. My maths isn’t good,” I said.

“Let me help you with that, then,” Robin Barrett said.

I felt my face reddening as Robin Barrett opened her iPhone calculator app.

“Let’s say conservatively once a month for the past ten years,” Robin Barrett said.

“Then, add three school dances, New Year’s Eve, Valentine’s Day and Halloween each year,” Robin Barrett added.

“That adds up to one hundred and eighty times. Sound about right?” Robin Barrett asked.

“I guess so,” I replied.

“And what answer have I given every time you’ve asked me, Griffin?” Robin Barrett asked.

“Let me think back for a minute,” I replied.

Robin Barrett seethed, as she scowled at me from across the dinner table.

“You don’t need to answer that question, Griffin,” Mrs Barrett said.

“I can’t remember a yes,” I said.

“Did I ever waver? Even once,” I said.

“Not that I can recall,” I said.

“Then why don’t you get the message? Why do you keep asking me out?” Robin Barrett asked.

“Because one day you may come to your senses,” Robbie interjected.

In a flash, Robin’s hands surrounded Robbie’s neck.

“Stop it, you two,” Mrs Barrett said.

“I warned you to stay out of my way or else,” Robin screamed at Robbie.

The room went silent except for Robbie’s gurgles as he struggled to breathe.

As quickly as it had started, it was over. Robin Barrett let go and headed upstairs. A loud bang signalled she’d reached her bedroom.

“Are you alright, Robbie?” Mrs Barrett asked.

“I’m fine, Mum,” Robbie replied.

“I won’t put up with that sort of behaviour in this house. I’m sorry Shay and Griffin,” Mrs Barrett said.

“It’s fine, Mrs Barrett,” Shay said.

“I asked for it,” Robbie said.

“Still, there’s no excuse to get physical. I’m going to have a chat with Robin,” Mrs Barrett said.

As Mrs Barrett headed up the stairs, Robbie took off to make coffee while Shay and I returned to the lounge.

“That did not go to plan,” Shay said.

“That’s the most Robin Barrett’s said to me in years,” I said smiling.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“AREN’T TWINS SUPPOSED to have an inseparable bond?” I asked.

“Robin stopped short of killing Robbie,” Shay replied.

“I meant a positive relationship,” I said.

“Well, there’s always the exception,” Shay said.

“Do you know why there’s bad blood between them?” I asked.

“Always been that way as long as I’ve known Robbie,” Shay replied.

“Always that intense?” I asked.

“Well, it got worse earlier this year,” Shay replied.

Robbie placed a tray on the table and poured four cups. The fragrance of freshly brewed coffee, alone, kick-started my heart.

“Does it always end up physical at the dinner table?” Shay asked.

“Only when I set my mind to it,” Robbie replied with a wry smile.

“I’m sorry about Robin’s behaviour,” Mrs Barrett said, adding milk to her coffee.

“That’s okay Mrs Barrett,” Shay said.

“I don’t know what got into her,” Mrs Barrett said.

“We didn’t take offence,” Shay said.

“Well, you’ve got a better sense of self-worth than most boys your age,” Mrs Barrett said, smiling at me.

“He is a football star. The quarterback heir apparent,” Robbie interjected.

“Nice to see you taking an interest in sports, Robbie,” Mrs Barrett said.

“Ninety-nine percent of the girls in college would have jumped at Griff’s offer,” Shay said.

“Robin has always had ridiculously high standards,” Mrs Barrett said.

“Thanks for the kind words, Mrs Barrett,” I said.

“Nice to see you dressed in something other than black for once, Robbie,” Mrs Barrett said.

“I’ll leave you kids to it. Don’t stay up too late,” Mrs Barrett added, before heading into the kitchen and then upstairs.

I felt a searing pain in my arm.

“Pervert,” Shay said.

“Thanks for inviting us over, Robbie,” I said.

“You’re welcome, anytime,” Robbie said, with a smile.

“Perhaps you should turn up every day. You may wear her down,” Shay suggested.

“I think that may cross the line. Even for me,” I said.

“Well, you’ll need a Plan B then,” Shay said.

“As attractive as Mrs Barrett is, she’ll be in Mexico for New Year’s Eve,” I said.

“What is all that about?” Robbie asked.

“Griff believes your mum might be a viable backup plan,” Shay replied.

“He was admiring her arse as she went up the stairs,” Shay added.

“Shay is joking,” I said, turning bright red.

“I’ve been told we have strong family genetics,” Robbie said.

“Don’t worry, Griff was admiring your arse as you went up the stairs too,” Shay said.

“Liked what you saw, hey? I’ll take that as a compliment,” Robbie said.

I felt my face redden as I looked away.

“It must be the yoga pants and G-string,” Shay said.

“I only wear them to annoy Robin. She’s annoyed we are basically the same size,” Robbie said.

“Does she borrow your clothes?” Shay asked.

“Half my socks are in her drawers,” Robbie replied.

“Sounds like she gets the better end of the deal,” Shay said.

“She got even dressing me up for Halloween a few years back,” Robbie said.

“You mean sweatpants, runners and the like?” Shay asked.

“No, the full cheerleader outfit. Let’s see if I’ve still got the photos,” Robbie replied.

Robbie flipped through the photos on his phone before suddenly beaming ear to ear.

“Here you go. Two years ago. We were both nineteen,” Robbie said.

Shay studied the photos and zoomed in on the faces before letting out a sigh.

“Which one is you?” Shay asked.

“You’re joking, aren’t you?” Robbie asked.

Shay handed the phone on to me. I inspected the series of photos. I came to the same conclusion as Shay.

“No, I’m not,” Shay replied, turning to me for support.

“Well, Robin never smiles. Now you know,” Robbie said.

My mind ran into visions of taking two Robin Barrett’s to the New Year’s Eve party. I’d forever be a legend. If only Robbie was female.

“Fuck, you two are identical,” Shay said.

“I got more than a few approaches that night,” Robbie said.

Please tell me I wasn’t one of them.

“Including your roommate, Braylon,” Robbie added.

Thank goodness it wasn’t me. I would have been ultra-embarrassed.

“I hope he didn’t give you any trouble,” I said.

“I gave him a false number,” Robbie said.

“Oh shit, I remember him bragging about hooking up with Robin Barrett,” I said.

“Sorry, I don’t remember too much of that night,” Robbie said.

With that unexpected turn of events, I turned to Shay for inspiration.

“How are you gonna get me out of this mess?” I asked.

“I’ve got an idea,” Shay replied.

“Is it legal?” I asked.

“I think so. You’ll have to wait and see,” Shay replied.

Shay had that mischievous look on her face I recognised as trouble brewing.

“Come past here on New Year’s Eve at 6:00 pm,” Shay said.

“What’s the plan?” I asked.

“I don’t know yet, but I think I’ve found her weakness. I won’t let you down,” Shay replied.

“Well, you got me into this mess, and I expect you to get me out of it,” I said.

“I will,” Shay said.

“With my reputation intact,” I said.

“Maybe it’ll be enhanced,” Shay said.

The expression on Shay’s face told me to leave it to her.

“And I want to take the Chevelle,” I said.

“As if Robin Barrett would ride in your shit box,” Shay said.

“Thanks for the dinner invite, Robbie,” I said.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


DAILY IN THE lead up to New Year’s Eve, I texted Shay with the same message.

“Has Robin Barrett agreed to go yet?” I messaged.

And each day, the same reply came back moments later.

“Trust me. I got it sorted,” Shay responded.

Finally, with less than a week until the party, I stepped up the ask.

“I need to be seen with Robin Barrett. In public, at the New Year’s Eve party,” I messaged.

The reply wasn’t immediate. In fact, I had to wait almost an hour. But when it did, I couldn’t hide my smile.

“Wearing something like this?” Shay responded.

A photo of Robin Barrett dressed in a body hugging, low cut, skin-tight referee’s outfit accompanied the text. A black-and-white striped spandex top paired with a black satin pair of shorts and a broad white belt. Thigh high socks with three stripes at the top finished the outfit. She looked better than in any of my dreams.

“How did you get Robin Barrett to agree to dress like that?” I messaged.

The response was immediate.

“I told you to trust me,” Shay responded.

“Well, you’ve got two days to temper your excitement. Don’t wear out the photo,” Shay added.

Shay knew me well. I saved the photo as my screen saver and wallpaper. No matter how many times I stared at it, the excitement welled from within. Finally, I could hold it back no longer and slipped into the bathroom for a more private viewing.

“Don’t be late, else Robin Barrett may go with someone else,” Shay messaged.

Too excited to reply, my phone dinged three more times.

“To help you clear the pipes,” Shay added.

Three photos accompanied the message. Each more provocative than the last. Unbelievably, Shay convinced Robin Barrett to not only wear the costume but to pose for a series of sexy photos for me. I settled on a favourite photo. A pose from behind highlighting Robin Barrett’s gorgeous rear end and legs. Turned to the camera, her face and stunning smile showed a seductive look. It took mere seconds to knock one out. Only two more sleeps and I’d relive this fantasy in the flesh.

The following two days couldn’t go fast enough. I must have opened my phone to marvel at my luck on the hour at least. Robin Barrett and me attending the football team New Year’s Eve party. And together. My star was on the rise and a starting quarterback role awaited me next year. I’d be getting pats on the back all night. But I needed to remember to keep it classy. In my mind, this was the start of a life-long love affair, not merely a quick career boost opportunity.

As the night of the party arrived, a sudden concern hit me.

“Shay, what the hell am I gonna wear?” I messaged.

I was due to pick Robin Barrett up in less than an hour.

“Channel your favourite quarterback,” Shay responded.

Of course, why hadn’t I considered that. We were a couple. The quarterback and the umpire.

I changed outfits a few times before making a final call. I had to channel my quarterback inspiration while still impressing Robin Barrett. So, Tom Brady made way for Josh Allen. The up and coming, twenty-four-year-old Buffalo Bills quarterback with the cannon arm, and reputation for creating touchdowns out of thin air. Preening in the mirror, I wondered how anyone could resist the handsome and talented guy staring back at me. Not even Robin Barrett could avoid falling head over heels for this guy.

Pulling up outside Robin Barrett’s house, I saw Shay’s Chevelle parked neatly in the driveway. The moment I’d been dreaming of had arrived. After a series of deep breathing exercises and a last check of the mirror, I locked my car door and headed up the path to Robin Barrett’s house.

“Nothing like leaving things to the last minute,” Shay said, opening the door to greet me.

“I’m sorry. I had a last-minute change of outfit,” I said.

“Well, at least you haven’t scrubbed up too bad,” Shay said.

“Thanks, I think,” I said.

“Now throw me those car keys,” Shay demanded.

“Drive her like you own her,” Shay said, throwing me the Chevelle keys.

With the exchange completed, Shay led me inside and over to the lounge.

“I’ll get your date,” Shay said.

Shay stopped halfway up the stairs and turned to me.

“Are you sure you are ready?” Shay asked.

“I’ve been waiting ten years for this moment,” I replied.

As I glanced to the stairs, a black five-inch stiletto ankle boot appeared. Then, a second boot and a set of luscious legs encased in thigh high black and white socks. As the tight satin shorts came into view, I felt a tingle in my loins. That only amplified as the killer arse, then pert breasts came into view. Finally, blown out brunette locks with blonde highlights swung back to reveal the face of an angel. And a smiling angel at that.

“Thanks for inviting me to the party. You were right. It is the highlight of the university social calendar,” Robin said, holding out her hand.

“I can’t believe you agreed to go with me,” I said.

“Well, you are the starting quarterback in waiting,” Robin said.

Smiling like a Cheshire cat, I soaked in the compliment before rushing to the door in a show of chivalry for Robin Barrett and Shay.

“This is gonna be such an awesome night,” I said.

“You better get your nerves under control,” Shay whispered, on the way past.

Unable to keep my eyes on the road during the ten-minute trip to university, Robin Barrett’s legs seriously distracted me. Not to mention her ample cleavage. The vent directed a gentle flow of fresh air onto Robin Barrett’s face, holding back her hair to show her plump, ripe lips.

“I take it you approve of my outfit?” Robin asked.

“You look incredible,” I replied.

Robin tried unsuccessfully to contain her beautiful smile.

“As referee, you know I’m in charge and you have to do whatever I instruct,” Robin said.

“I’m sure that won’t be a problem,” I said.

“Could you straighten up my right sock?” Robin asked.

I tried to focus on the road while inching my hand onto Robin’s knee. Her silky smooth thigh sent electricity through my body at a mere touch. I carefully straightened the band on top of her sock before moving my hand back to the gear stick.

“Is that better?” I asked.

“Much better,” Robin replied.

I parked the Chevelle as close to the entrance as possible. For once, my ride didn’t embarrass me. And I wanted everyone to see my front seat companion.

“Would you mind taking a photo, Shay?” I asked.

I slid my arm around Robin’s back and leant against the Chevelle. Best night ever.


CHAPTER NINE


I JUMPED BACK into the Chevelle to grab my jacket and Robin Barrett’s purse. The second I’d sat down; a loud knock shook the driver’s window. Expecting Shay, I got a massive surprise to see Braylon’s mug beaming at me. I wound down the window while the girls adjusted their outfits on the other side of the car.

“Hey stud. Nice work. Pleasing to see you deliver on your promises,” Braylon said, quietly.

I found it hard to contain my pride and excitement as I exited the Chevelle. Robin Barrett and I were about to enter the party together. As a couple. And at the penultimate party of the year. Could life get any better?

“Hey, Robin. Brilliant to see you here,” Braylon said, with a broad grin.

“Hi, Braylon. There’s nowhere I’d rather see in the new year, than with you guys,” Robin said.

“I know you’re here with Griff. But please save a dance for me,” Braylon said.

“Of course, I will. How could I say no to such a sweet, tight end?” Robin quipped.

Robin Barrett’s comment made Braylon blush. Something I’d never seen before. He walked off, standing taller than his 6ft 6in.

“See you inside, stud,” Braylon said, as he walked past me.

“Love the tight end comment,” Shay said.

As Braylon headed into the party, both girls watched his arse closely.

“It just popped into my mind, for some reason,” Robin Barrett said, giggling.

Amazed at how open and friendly Robin Barrett was, I put it down to Shay being a Robin Barrett whisperer.

“What do you think of your date?” Robin asked.

Robin looked stunning from head to toe. And standing next to me with her five-inch stilettos, Robin’s lips aligned to mine perfectly. But I needed to play the long game. Overstepping the mark could ruin everything. Both for the night and for my life-long ambitions with Robin Barrett.

“Well, that’s another one we’ve fooled,” Shay said, turning to Robin Barrett.

The comment didn’t register with me at the time as I forgot about everything except Robin Barrett’s pouty lips. Funnily, Shay high-fived Robin Barrett. I turned to Shay, then Robin Barrett, wondering why the two seemed so familiar. That wasn’t something she would do. And definitely not to band geek Shay. They’d hardly been on speaking terms since grade school. Something seemed amiss. And I needed to find out what.

“There’s something I need to tell you before you go in,” Shay said.

“And what would that be?” I asked.

“Robin Barrett couldn’t make it tonight,” Shay replied.

“I don’t get it. Aren’t I standing here looking at her?” I asked.

“Well, technically, that is currently your truth. And everyone else’s here tonight,” Shay replied.

“I don’t follow you,” I said.

“This is Robin Barrett Plan B,” Shay said.

“What the hell does that mean?” I asked.

I waited for some further explanation, or the punch line at least. But nothing was forthcoming. Shay waited for me to respond, then gave up.

“Robin Barrett couldn’t make it. Robbie Barrett agreed to be your Plan B,” Shay said.

I scrutinised the girl standing in front of me from head to toe. Luscious brown hair with blonde highlights, check. Kiss-me bee-stung lips, check. Killer abs and perky cleavage, check. Legs that go on for days, check. Surely Shay was taking the piss.

“Yeah, like I’m gonna fall for that one,” I said.

“If this is a test, then I’ve passed with flying colours,” I added.

I kept staring at the stunning girl in front of me. This must be Robin Barrett. It would be easy to fool most people. But I’d dreamed of this girl for a decade. I knew every inch of her body by heart.

“And you don’t believe me because she looks Robin-like and hot, right?” Shay said.

“Exactly,” I said.

“I tried hard with Plan A, but it didn’t happen. That’s when Robbie had the idea,” Shay said.

“Robbie volunteered for this?” I asked.

“I knew how important this was for your shot at quarterback,” Robbie replied.

Confused, and still not sure if Shay was playing a joke on me, I needed to play it safe. Else everything could be lost.

“Why are you telling me now?” I asked.

“I didn’t want you finding out by accident,” Shay replied.

“Neither of us wanted that,” Robbie added.

“But Braylon… and you promised him a dance,” I said.

“Let’s make sure Plan B works. We’ve already fooled Braylon and you, two of Robin’s biggest fans. That’s a positive sign, right?” Shay said.

“I can’t go into the party with Robbie on my arm,” I said, finally coming to grips with the situation.

“Why not? You don’t need to stay all night,” Shay said.

“Because he’s a guy, I think,” I said, completely confused.

“You wouldn’t have known if I hadn’t told you,” Shay said.

“Not until I got a hand full of nuts, no,” I said.

“Let’s face it. I’d have fallen over if you’d even tried to kiss Robin, let alone go the grab,” Shay said.

“You don’t know that,” I said.

My mind raced towards all the things that could go wrong.

“What about the cheerleaders?” I asked.

“I’ll spend all my time with you,” Robbie replied.

“And Robin doesn’t spend time with college students anyway,” Shay added.

My head spun. The best day of my life had twisted and turned into the worst. I didn’t know what to do. If I rolled the dice and won, the payoff was immense. If I rolled the dice and lost, I would be a laughingstock.

“What did you think of the photos I sent through?” Shay asked.

“They were super-hot… Don’t tell me I knocked one out to pictures of…?” I replied.

“Robbie, yes,” Shay interjected.

I felt betrayed by my best friend. How would I ever live this down?

“If it helps, we share the same genetics,” Robbie said.

“Look, keep Robbie close and don’t let anyone else get too handsy,” Shay said.

“I’m saving all my handsy for you,” Robbie said with a broad smile.

“I don’t think you’re helping,” Shay said.

“Sorry, I’m channelling the diva that is Robin Barrett,” Robbie said, flicking her hair back.

“Robbie is doing you a favour. Act like you appreciate it,” Shay said.

I glanced over and still struggled to believe it wasn’t Robin Barrett.

“Before we go in, there’s one more thing I need you to do,” Shay said.

“What more could you want from me?” I asked.

“I need you to kiss Robbie,” Shay replied.

“You want me to do what?” I asked.

“If this was Robin, you claimed you would kiss her?” Shay replied.

“Yeah, but as we’ve established, this ain’t Robin Barrett,” I said.

“The three of us know, but no-one else does,” Shay said.

“They will if Robin Barrett shows up at the party,” I said.

“That won’t happen. We took care of that,” Shay said.

“Don’t tell me what you’ve done. I couldn’t take any more,” I said.

“Do it and let’s get into the party,” Shay said.

With that, Robbie turned to me and planted a kiss on me with her luscious, blood-red lips.

“See, it didn’t turn you gay,” Shay said.

I didn’t expect that to happen or the reaction I felt.

“Oh my god, you’ve cracked a boner,” Shay said.

“You caught me by surprise,” I stammered.

“And he appears to be packing, too,” Robbie said, with a lick of her lips.

“Yes, I know. You’re channelling Robin Barrett,” I said.

“One more for the road. But this time, relax and make it appear natural,” Shay said.

“You’ve already knocked one out to my photos. A kiss is no biggie,” Robbie commented.

Robbie turned to me and pinned me to the Chevelle. This time I felt her lips part and a skilful tongue explore the extremes of my mouth. Ten years of teenage dreams flooded through me as I stood helpless, letting Robbie lead the way.

“See, it wasn’t half bad was it?” Shay said, as we parted.

“Some would say it’s better than the real thing,” Robbie said, smiling.

“It’s not like you’re going where no quarterback has gone before,” Shay said.

Robbie turned and gave Shay a slap on the arm with a dirty look, causing Shay to take a backward step.

“Now the elephant is out of the closet. Let’s go and enjoy ourselves,” Shay suggested.

“Elephant might be an under-estimation,” Robbie said, sliding her hand down my chest and onto my pants.

“Do you want me to give you two some privacy?” Shay asked.

I had little time to gain composure. It was now or never. My reputation was on the line.


CHAPTER TEN


HEADING INTO THE party, I felt torn. Robbie presented, for all intents and purposes, as Robin Barrett. From every angle and with every move, Robbie appeared, and acted, one hundred percent feminine. As we approached the door, I knew I needed to clear the air.

“Hey, I appreciate you helping me out,” I said.

“Oh, you mean four hours of preening and preparation only to turn into my arch nemesis,” Robbie said.

“Well, I’m sorry for being such a dick,” I said.

“No need to apologise. It must’ve come as a surprise to you,” Robbie said.

“It’s just I’ve built up this moment for many years,” I said.

“Then, let’s have fun, and get you the reputation points you desire,” Robbie said.

Shay stopped us before we headed inside.

“It needs to seem authentic. Robbie needs to act as Robin would,” Shay said.

“Robin would never attend a college party, especially with the football team,” Robbie said.

“Exactly. She’s doing it because she loves Griffin,” Shay said.

“And what if something goes wrong?” I asked.

“Like what?” Shay replied.

“Oh, I don’t know. What if Robbie needs to take a piss?” I asked.

“I’ll be fine with that. It’s only the handsy footballers that worry me,” Robbie replied.

“If anything gets too problematic, use the offside hand signal,” Shay said.

“Footballers will respond to that. It goes like this,” I said, placing both my hands on my belt.

“Like this,” Robbie said.

I nodded. Robbie truly channelled Robin. Except she smiled as she did it. She looked every bit my dream girl, only more approachable.

“Hold on to the keys in case you need to make a quick getaway,” Shay said.

“What about you?” I asked.

“I’ll make it home. It’s you two that concern me more,” Shay replied.

I had to agree with Shay. The risk fell directly on the two of us.

I sidled up to Robbie and placed my hand in hers. She took my arm and wrapped it tightly around her tiny waist.

“Remember, this is your dream-girl. Show some affection,” Shay said.

“Sorry, but I don’t want to overstep the mark,” I said.

“Don’t worry. You couldn’t overstep the mark if you tried,” Robbie whispered.

Entering the party, all eyes pivoted towards me. Oh shit. They’ve clocked Robbie. But after walking ten yards and receiving several pats on the back, I knew the answer. Even Braylon nodded with approval as I walked towards him. And he was as massive a Robin Barrett fan as me. We’d often marvelled over her in the dorm room. And from less than two feet away, he was clueless.

Thankfully, loud music made small talk difficult. Robbie cuddled up against me while I joined in the conversation.

“What would you like to drink?” I asked.

“A white wine would be lovely,” Robbie replied.

“Are you okay if I go to the bar?” I asked.

Robbie nodded.

I headed to the bar, knowing Shay would monitor Robbie. At least that’s what I assumed. After picking up the drinks and turning back, I noticed she was gone. In a panic, I turned to Shay. She signalled towards the dance floor where Robbie danced with Braylon. That sly dog had jumped in the moment I turned my back.

“Why didn’t you get me?” I asked Shay.

“Don’t get jealous. Play it cool,” Shay replied.

“But Braylon is such a letch,” I said.

“I’m sure Robbie can handle it,” Shay said.

Sure enough, Robbie led Braylon back to me after two songs. And she seemed in control of the situation.

“Are you okay? Did he try anything?” I asked.

“No, he was the perfect gentleman, like last time” Robbie replied.

“Okay but let me know if I need to kick his arse,” I said, suddenly showing my alpha side.

“Wow, I’ve never seen this jealous side of you. It’s awfully cute,” Robbie said.

I turned to Robbie and stared her straight in the eyes. I felt an energy pulling me towards her. My impulse was to move in for another kiss. I needed all my strength to hold my ground. Robbie seized the moment, sliding her arm around my waist and pulling me close.

“Are you gonna ask me to dance? Or do I need to ask Braylon?” Robbie asked.

“Um, sure. Do you want to dance?” I replied.

“I thought you’d never ask,” Robbie said with a seductive smile.

Robbie channelled Robin so well, I needed to keep reminding myself who she really was.

A series of slow songs played back-to-back for the next twenty minutes. The movement of Robbie’s satin shorts against my pants caused an immediate reaction. And Robbie felt it too. As the lights flickered in Robbie’s eyes, I felt a spark ignite between us. I’d need all my strength and focus not to forget this wasn’t Robin Barrett.

“Someone’s enjoying the dance a little too much,” Robbie whispered.

“I’m sorry. I’m feeling a little confused,” I said.

“Confused, you may be. But I’d never describe you as little,” Robbie said, smiling.

I felt my face warm as it turned a bright beetroot colour.

Time spent with Robbie was so much fun. We danced half the night away. I’d never seen this side of her before. Anything other than the odd grunt was unfamiliar territory. Somehow, all shyness had melted away. She delivered the perfect date I’d dreamed of with Robin Barrett, and then some. I wondered whether Shay and Robin Barrett had fabricated the story in order to keep me under control. What better way than the Robbie story to keep romance off the table.

Prior to midnight, the DJ changed it up. As we moved into a faster song, I felt a tap on my shoulder.

“Do you mind if I break in?” Stewart Thompson asked?

I glanced at Robbie, who nodded.

“Sure, Stewart. But only one song,” I replied.

I rushed over to Shay and turned back to the dance floor in terror.

“Stewart dated Robin Barrett earlier in the year,” I said.

I watched as Stewart pulled Robbie close and drop his hands onto her perky arse. Robbie responded by moving Stewart’s hands up onto the small of her back. Stewart countered by sliding his hands back down onto the satin shorts. Again, Robbie moved Stewart’s hands up.

Too much for me to handle. I stepped forward to save Robbie from the starting quarterback’s clutches. Shay collared me the second I moved forward.

“Only if she signals,” Shay said.

“But he’s manhandling her,” I said.

“She’s controlling the situation. Don’t make a scene,” Shay said.

I stood in amazement as Robbie fooled one of Robin’s ex-boyfriends. Apart from a minor indiscretion, he’d treated her with respect. It seemed like we’d pull this off. Then it happened. After one song, Stewart stepped forward and kissed Robbie passionately. Robbie immediately dropped her hands to her belt. That signalled for me to intervene.

“Take your hands off my girl,” I said, fronting Stewart.

An intimidating figure, Stewart stood at least a couple of inches taller than me and weighed-in twenty pounds heavier.

“Your girl. Since when?” Stewart asked, standing toe to toe with me.

“Since tonight,” Robbie replied, moving between us.

“You can’t be serious,” Stewart said.

“I’ll always love you for being my first boyfriend,” Robbie said.

“So, you are breaking up with me?” Stewart asked.

“As I said yesterday, you are going into the pros. This has to end,” Robbie replied.

I wasn’t sure whether I was seeing Stewart and Robin or Stewart and Robbie.

“But you said I was your one and only,” Stewart said.

“You’ve been amazing. The past six months have been incredible,” Robbie said.

Robbie moved forward and kissed Stewart with passion. But it was a kiss tinged with sadness and foreboding.

“You are breaking this off now?” Stewart asked.

“Yes, the time has come. We both know it,” Robbie replied.

“He had better treat you properly,” Stewart said, turning to me menacingly.

“He knows you’ll come after him if he doesn’t,” Robbie said.

Robbie turned to me and slid her arm around my back. I led her into a corner where an oversized chair sat.

“I’m confused. What did I just witness?” I asked.

“I broke up with my ex-boyfriend,” Robbie replied, as the bells tolled midnight.

I could no longer hold back. So, what if she was Robin Barrett or not? I pulled Robbie close, and our bodies melded as one.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“YOU DIDN’T BREAK that off for me, did you?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. I know this is a one-night deal,” Robbie replied.

“While I find you attractive, I’m not sure if I swing that way,” I said.

“I’ve helped you. Now you’ve helped me with my breakup,” Robbie said, tears welling in her eyes.

I didn’t want to lead Robbie on, but with her sitting on my lap in a single chair, I had nowhere to go.

“I know I’m not my sister. And for some guys, that’s a deal breaker,” Robbie said.

“But not all, obviously,” I said.

“That’s the real reason my sister hates me,” Robbie said.

“Wait, are you telling me Stewart wasn’t your first lover?” I asked.

“Hell no. Does that surprise you?” Robbie replied.

“No, I mean you are incredible,” I said.

“Like Robin, only sexier, I’ve been told more than once,” Robbie said, with a broad smile.

“That’s a massive call,” I said.

“Hey, one night with me and I guarantee you’ll never fantasise about Robin ever again,” Robbie said.

“That’s an even more massive call,” I said.

“No, it’s a guarantee,” Robbie said, sliding her satin clad arse across my lap.

“I better get you home. It’s late and I don’t want to…,” I said.

“… do something you’ll regret in the morning?” Robbie said, finishing my statement with a thought I didn’t want to express.

Robbie was right. Being with her suddenly scared me. One shot of her smile and I forgot what I was saying and who I was saying it to. And the reaction in my pants was obvious to both of us.

“Wow, for someone who’s not sure they swing that way, you sure get horny easily,” Robbie added, with a smile.

Once I’d readjusted my package, I walked Robbie to the car. The first-string team had noticed the commotion and that I’d walked away the victor. Rounds of “nice work” and pats on the back punctuated my exit. The night had been successful for positioning me as heir apparent to the starting quarterback position. I walked tall, feeling every bit of my 6ft 3in as I held Robbie close. This was game time, and she knew when to cuddle in close.

Sitting in the car about to turn the ignition, many questions ran through my head. But as I turned to Robbie, the moonlight shone through the windscreen and bounced playfully off her lips. To resist temptation, I quickly turned away. That’s when I saw Braylon approaching the car. Getting caught at this late stage was not an option I wanted to consider. I needed to act fast.

I turned to Robbie, leaned forward, and kissed her with passion. It was hot, it was heavy, and it was not something either of us wanted to end. I got lost in the moment. Well, more like ten minutes of moments.

“You realise it’s me sitting here, don’t you?” Robbie said.

“I’ve already knocked one out to your photos. Why not experience that fantasy for real?” I said.

Braylon never bothered us. He must have got the message, loud and clear.

“You told me you didn’t swing that way,” Robbie said.

“I said I wasn’t sure if I did. How will I know if I never try?” I said.

“Then, let’s take this party to my place,” Robbie suggested.

I found it hard to focus on the road during the ten-minute drive. Robbie’s hand only left my thigh to squeeze my cock. Each time she did, I struggled to keep the Chevelle safely on the road. Praying the police were elsewhere for the night, I eventually pulled up in front of Robbie’s house.

“Don’t worry. Mum and sis are out of town,” Robbie said, as she opened the front door.

Once inside, Robbie threw me against the door, before pinning me there with her five-inch stiletto boot. Escape, while possible, was not something I sought.

“Get ready for the experience of your life,” Robbie added.

I wondered about next steps. How would I react? What if I stopped mid-action? What if I couldn’t go through with everything Robbie wanted? How would I feel seeing Robbie naked? Stop overthinking it. I’d dreamed of a night like this for the past ten years. And I vowed to keep moving forward, no matter what.

A full body slam replaced Robbie’s boot. As her mouth came into range, soft and playful kisses followed. With my back side pinned to the door, Robbie’s lips tracked across my cheek and onto my ear. Moist tongue kisses stimulated my soft, sensitive ears. Words of passion flowed from her luscious lips.

“I need to taste you,” Robbie said.

Robbie’s long fingernails gently scratched my stomach as she untucked and removed my shirt. Her scratches weren’t enough to draw blood, but you could clearly see the path her hands had taken. Robbie kissed her way down my neck to my pecs before tantalising my nipples with her lips, then tongue. It felt weird to receive nipple play, but Robbie was skilful in her seduction techniques. It was past the point of return, as I’d lost complete control.

Dropping to her knees, Robbie kissed her way down my abs while skilfully unbuckling my belt and sliding down my zipper. As my pants dropped to the floor, my manhood beckoned to be released. Robbie traced the outline of my cock through my soft cotton trunks. Her lips replaced her hands as Robbie contemplated the unveiling.

“Be gentle,” I moaned.

“Fuck that, let me at it,” Robbie demanded.

My elastic waist band suddenly stretched open, freeing my cock with a relieving spring. Robbie’s eyes lit up and her face beamed broadly as my cock came into view.

“It’s even more perfect than I imagined,” Robbie squealed with delight.

Robbie wasted no time before plunging her mouth deep over the seven-inch member. Her lips heavenly, and her tongue action delightful.

Robbie attacked my cock with a hunger I’d never experienced. She worked around the tip, before plunging and holding my cock deep in her throat. Her throat spasms massaged my member with an action both firm and gentle. No mouth came close to providing the enjoyment Robbie’s did. My legs shook as I leaned back against the door and gave in to Robbie’s pleasuring.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed as the impending orgasm mounted.

Seconds later, a torrent of my nectar flooded down Robbie’s throat. Robbie peered up at me like the cat who ate the proverbial pigeon. Obviously, she had enjoyed giving me pleasure every bit as much as I had enjoyed receiving it.

“Now the entrée is out of the way, let’s head upstairs for the main course,” Robbie said.

Robbie stood and kissed me. A feint salty taste was discernible on her lips. I knew what it was but didn’t mind. It simply reinforced what she’d done for me. She led me by the hand towards the stairs. My now semi-flaccid cock swayed gently back and forth as I followed.

“I can’t believe Griffin Jones is standing naked in front of me,” Robbie said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


ROBBIE LED ME into a surprisingly girly bedroom. Very much what I imagined the Barbie dream house would look like. It may have been Robbie’s bedroom, but I had the feeling it was Robin Barrett’s. A queen-sized bed dominated the room, complete with a bright pink floral comforter. Several stuffed toys took pride of place resting on way too many oversized pillows.

“Lights on or off?” Robbie asked nonchalantly.

“Definitely on. I don’t want to miss a second,” I replied.

“Are you ready to cross this line? This is your last chance to turn back,” Robbie said.

“I never take a backward step. But please be gentle,” I said.

Pulling out her yellow referee’s scarf, Robbie stepped forward and covered my eyes tightly. A quick caress, and I was hard again in an instant. It felt strange to be standing naked in front of a fully clothed Robbie. But she was in control and wasn’t ready for me to unwrap my present yet.

“Let’s ease you into this,” Robbie said, pushing me back onto the bed forcefully with both hands.

Seconds seemed like minutes as I heard a zipper slowly undo. I assumed the satin shorts had come off, the thought of which filled me with both dread and excitement. Desperately wanting to remove the scarf, I resisted temptation. Robbie’s experienced hands again took charge. The bed rocked as Robbie straddled me, before kissing her way up my torso to my hungry lips. Laying atop me, Robbie kissed me deeply while sliding her semi-clad body over mine.

Blood rushed into my cock as our bodies subtly massaged my member. Meanwhile Robbie’s tongue thrust deeply into my mouth. I never believed something so simple could bring as much joy. Robbie’s gyrations became more definite over time as she tensed and released her arse for maximum impact. Fairly quickly, I realised something other than my cock rested between our bodies. This was the first sign I was dealing with Plan B.

As Robbie turned up the passion, our tongues wrestled for dominance while our cocks did the same. My excitement level moved into overdrive after around five minutes, as Robbie worked up to an orgasmic crescendo.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed.

“So am I,” Robbie moaned, straight after.

The gyrations continued for a minute after the orgasm. My cock remained super sensitive while our passionate kisses continued.

“Fuck, that was wonderful,” I said, still panting.

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Robbie said.

Deprivation of one of my senses heightened the others. Every touch, tickle and kiss amplified my pleasure ten-fold. But I wanted to see Robbie. To soak in the post-coital beauty. My hunger for Robbie increased to the stage where I nearly lost all control.

“I want to see you,” I said.

“You need to prove something first,” Robbie said.

Robbie shifted her weight off me. The bed lifted as she moved to one side. Unsure of what to expect next, I licked my dry lips and waited for my next instructions.

“Open up, cocksucker,” Robbie directed.

The words filled me with dread. But considering what I’d just been part of, I knew the time had come for me to nut up or shut up. And I’d promised myself to nut up.

Laying back with my head on the pillow, I listened intently as Robbie moved next to me. First, I felt the softness of her lips. Her passion-filled kiss sent shivers up my spine while she slid her hand down my torso and onto my cock. Hard again, her fingers moved to my mouth. She slid in one digit at a time. My instinct was to kiss, then suck each digit. With the fourth finger in my mouth, I felt something super-soft brush against my cheek.

“Open up, here comes the aeroplane,” Robbie said.

The transition from finger to cock was seamless. Robbie’s hand controlled the direction of her cock as she rolled her hand back and forward along the full length. I still had to visualise what entered my mouth as the scarf remained tightly across my eyes. Initially, only the tip entered my mouth. I moved between butterfly kisses, licking the head and rolling my lips around the throbbing head.

“Hey, not bad for a newbie,” Robbie said.

With Robbie’s hand massaging my shaft and my lips wrapped around her cock head, my excitement increased. Suddenly, Robbie’s hands disappeared, and her cock became the focus of attention. I heard Robbie’s breathing quicken, as she moved her body directly over me. With a knee on either side, and her stomach against my head, Robbie started gently driving deeper with each movement.

At first, I gagged when four inches drove down my throat.

“Relax and open your throat. It’ll be worth it,” Robbie said, breathlessly.

I had no option but to comply. Each time Robbie drove deeper, I felt panic well inside me. But after surviving a half dozen thrusts unscathed, I relaxed and embraced the connection.

Robbie’s thrusts sped up as I felt her cock twinge with excitement. I’d coped with the sensation and felt in control of the impending orgasm. Suddenly, Robbie’s thrusts turned ragged.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” Robbie screamed.

A flood of warm, salty liquid filled my mouth and shot down my throat. I felt like I would drown, but the danger had passed as quickly as it started. Robbie ended with her pelvis resting against my nose, unable to pull back as her cock slowly diminished in size.

“How was your first cock sucking experience?” Robbie asked.

“I can’t wait to try that without the blindfold,” I replied.

“Look at you. I had the feeling you’d swing this way,” Robbie said.

“Nothing too scary, if you ask me,” I said.

“Well, I won’t take you all the way tonight, but we’re not done yet,” Robbie said.

“Bring it on,” I said.

I assumed Robbie would remove the blindfold. But she had other ideas. I think she enjoyed having me at a disadvantage. It gave her a sense of power over the quarterback. Robbie’s hand moved back towards my cock, running me from semi-flaccid to rock-hard in under ten seconds.

“You, my new best friend, are going straight up my arse,” Robbie said.

I could only assume to my cock.

With a liberal dose of cold, slippery lubricant applied, the bed rocked, signalling Robbie was on the move. I felt a hand on my shaft as my cock head pushed against something soft yet firm. A few movements up and down and Robbie’s arse cheeks sat flush against my hips. Once fully engaged, Robbie started gently bouncing up and down like a cowgirl. At the end of each stroke, Robbie’s flaccid cock whipped my pelvis.

Robbie’s hair whipped my face as she bounced up and down. Drops of sweat fell onto my face as Robbie’s moaning reached a crescendo. The full weight of Robbie’s body jolted me down into the bed at the end of each heavenly stroke. Unable to control my excitement, I lay back and soaked in every second of the experience. Robbie’s arse fit my cock like a glove. A glove that massaged every nerve ending each time she moved up or down.

“Oh my god, that is amazing,” I exclaimed.

Robbie could sense my heightening excitement and took me on a journey towards an orgasm that, until then, I could never have dreamed of. Her deep down-strokes had me shaking with delight. Her carefree up-strokes left me gasping for breath.

Finally, as I approached the ultimate climax, Robbie reached down and pulled my blindfold off. I glanced up to see an angel bouncing like a cowgirl with the broadest possible smile. Within ten strokes, I unloaded a torrent of nectar deep inside Robbie’s arse. Once successfully delivered, Robbie leaned down and kissed me with a passion so intense I could barely breathe.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


ROBBIE AND I got next to no sleep that night. We were still active well after the sun ushered in the new day. But it was the greatest time of my life. A time of passion I’d never felt before. Time to open myself up to new possibilities. A time of sharing moments of intimacy with someone I’d dreamed of, for almost half my life. And Robbie was the perfect mentor, educator and partner in this life-affirming experience.

I knew the next morning that this was more than a one-night stand. Neither of us wanted it to end. We worked through an ‘A to Z’ of lovemaking, and I wanted to cover it all over again. Thankfully, Robbie shared my wishes. So, it was out with the old quarterback and in with the new quarterback. Well, at least for Robbie. For me, the night cured me of my kryptonite and hooked me on a new obsession.

Stewart’s last game as quarterback saw the mantle pass to me. He played a solid three quarters before Coach Bunton subbed me in. I threw two touchdown passes to Braylon, allowing us to win the game and finish on a high note. Stewart spoke to me after the game and told me he’ll keep in contact with Robbie. If he heard I’d done anything to upset her, it won’t end well for me. And I could see meaning behind his intent.

My transition to starting quarterback occurred seamlessly in the new year. We had the best season for two decades and won the Big Sky Conference. We got knocked out of the national championship by the eventual winner. But we reversed the position the following year. I threw a record number of touchdown passes and successfully groomed a replacement for when I moved into the pros. But I never introduced him to Robbie.

Robin Barrett transferred colleges and headed off to Seattle with her boyfriend. This left the role of head cheerleader vacant. Until I came up with the idea to keep Robin Barrett’s spirit alive. With her sister’s support, after all her stalker was gone for ever, Robbie picked up the moves and transitioned into the role perfectly. That allowed us to spend game days and travel time together.

T4-2 laid a wonderful foundation for Shay to build a music career. Initially pissed-off that I sidetracked Robbie, Shay worked up a demo tape herself, only to be tapped on the shoulder by Daryl Hall, from Hall and Oats. I introduced them. It’s amazing how being a pro athlete has its perks. She had two successful singles before switching into song writing. That’s when we received the unexpected wedding invite. Success followed success as she wrote top ten hit after hit.

But Robbie and I never forgot how we got together. We returned to the New Year’s Eve party the following two years. The only difference was that I drove my Mustang GT, and we didn’t wait until midnight before heading home for some private time. And after my New Year’s dream came true, I knew I’d finally entered the promised land.
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Ever had a crush on a friend but feared they didn’t feel the same about you? How far would you go to let them know?

Bronson Landau had a successful career laid out before him. But shit happens, and in Bronson’s case, that means a career-ending injury. So instead of playing quarterback for the San Francisco 49ers, Bronson finds himself playing Brad Majors in an arts college production of ‘The Rocky Horror Show’.

Now, Brad is more than comfortable being the centre of attention. Not lacking confidence, he is accustomed to being swooned over by most of the women he meets. But as the leading man in musical theatre, nothing could prepare him for the level of attention he attracts from girls and boys alike. It seems the whole cast competes for private time with Bronson.

So, when Bronson offers his penthouse apartment for a cast party to help build team morale, he gets far more than the team bonding experience he anticipated. And Taylor Frank-n-Furter Thompson stops at nothing to show Bronson how he feels about him. How could a simple game of truth or dare take Bronson down such dark alleys?

If you like titillating stories that will leave you shivering with anticipation, then you’ll love ‘DOUBLE DARE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Bronson stay strong and keep his fellow cast members in the friendship zone, or will he give himself over to absolute pleasure?
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How far would you go to satisfy your partner’s sexual urges? What lines would you cross? Any you wouldn’t?

Tony Walsh is loving life. Married to the woman of his dreams, living in the most awesome apartment in Manchester, and thriving in a job he loves with great friends, life couldn’t get much sweeter. And with his seventh wedding anniversary coming up, he has spent months planning the most romantic night to celebrate the milestone in style. He even has the ‘let’s start a family’ talk planned. Nothing could make his life more perfect.

But Margaret, the love of Tony’s life, isn’t on the same page as Tony. Or even in the same library. Even dining at the perfect restaurant and being surrounded by a room full of loving couples, doesn’t get Margaret feeling romantic. She seems more interested in chatter on her phone and other patrons than she is in Tony. And when a message from her new work friends invites them to a local club, she begs Tony to go.

Since recently moving jobs, Margaret has changed her hair, her clothing and spent lots more time with her new work colleagues. And when Tony meets her friends at the Vanilla lesbian bar, Tony quickly discovers the reason behind the changes in Margaret. Sarah, a drop-dead gorgeous nineteen-year-old bisexual girl with a passion for married women and swinger clubs, has more than just a little crush on Tony’s wife. And that feeling appears to be reciprocated.

If you like coming-of-age romance stories where the characters are trying to reignite that spark like ‘Crazy, Stupid, Love’, then you’ll love ‘DEEP INSIDE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How far will Tony go to compete for Margaret’s affection and save his marriage? And could those changes alter Tony’s view on sex and marriage, forever?


APARTMENT 314

[image: ]

Do you believe in love at first sight or does true love of a soul mate take time to blossom?

Alexander Andersen is young, good looking and a successful sports journalist. He seems to have the world at his feet. But Alexander’s housemate and best friend, Ludwig, seems to one-up Alexander on every front. From jobs to income to girls, Ludwig always seems one step up the ladder from Alexander.

When the apartment down the hall, apartment 314, gets rented, the boys have high expectations. But flight attendant Britt and her social media maven sister, Emma, exceed all expectations. The boys think all their Christmases have come at once. Both girls are new in town, model level attractive, and amazingly, single. The perfect combination.

But alpha Ludwig soon turns the arrival into yet another competition. A two-part bet that will see the winner get his laundry done, and have their rent paid, for a month. The race is on to date one of the sisters. That is until a mystery girl walks from apartment 314 and steals Alexander’s heart. Tall, brunette and with brown eyes, this girl intrigues, and really stands out against the blonde-haired, blue-eyed population of Oslo.

If you like transgender romance stories with an air of mystery and plenty of fun, then you’ll love ‘APARTMENT 314’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ludwig successfully alpha Alexander away from the gorgeous girls of apartment 314, or will Alexander win the bet, and love of his life, by taking a massive chance on love?


SUMMER LOVERS

[image: ]

Have you ever been stuck in the friendship zone for just a little too long? How do you move to be more than just friends?

Sam Dean is a gifted musician who has just finished the third year of his engineering degree. Unlike his rich kid friends, Sam works several jobs to afford his college education, let alone save for a holiday. This allows little time for romance, and leaves him lacking confidence, although he has no shortage of suitors.

With his best friends, the recently engaged Carl and Winnie, and trust fund girl Jessica, Sam plans for a Summer in Greece. Trouble is Jessica sees it as a romantic couples’ trip, while Sam has no romantic interest in Jessica, whatsoever. He wants a ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling with a gorgeous European girl.

Landing in Athens, Sam spots Swedish songbird, Hannah, and becomes more than a little smitten. Sam goes out of his way to attend Hannah’s shows almost nightly, impressing Hannah while annoying Jessica no end. He even joins her show, singing love song duets with her. But Sam lacks the confidence to take the big next step and ask Hannah out.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Music and Lyrics’, stories that make your heart go ‘Pop’, then you’ll love ‘Summer Lovers’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Sam be able to deflect Jessica’s advances and work up the courage to ask Hannah out, or will his ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling become yet another unfulfilled dream?


THE PLUS ONE
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What would you do if your ex invited you to their wedding? Would you go? How could you show you were over them?

Martin Smith has achieved every one of his goals in life. A high school football star, he attended Columbia University on a full scholarship. Dating the head cheerleader, he graduated top of his class in law. Martin seemed destined to realise his dream life, and marry his soul mate, once he became a partner at his New York law firm.

But things suddenly went south when his girlfriend of five years, Sheena, split up with him. Her family insisted she marry a good Chinese boy and even found the perfect husband. While never feeling accepted by Sheena’s family, Martin always thought love would conquer all. He never even considered he would lose the love of his life, and still pines for her eighteen months later.

When Martin gets invited to Sheena & Rob Lo’s wedding in The Hamptons, the pressure is on to find a plus-one. He hasn’t dated since splitting with Sheena but wants to show he is happy for them and has moved on. With the aid of his sister, Martin contacts hometown neighbour, Ashleigh, who agrees to be his plus-one. But Ashleigh may be more than just a plus-one. Could she be ‘the one’?

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of Wedding Crashers, then you’ll love ‘The Plus One’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Martin’s plus-one, Ashleigh, make him forget Sheena and realise what’s been missing from his past relationships?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


ABOUT YUMI
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Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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