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Chapter Five: Fun and Games
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“I can’t believe it,” Duke said.

“What?” I asked.

“Some guy is taking you out?” Trent asked.

“Yes,” I replied as I took my shot. “And that’s game, boys!”

“A guy?” Duke asked.

“Like a man with a dick?” Sam asked.

“Yes, boys,” I shook my head as we headed for the benches. “I am a straight female, and guys find me attractive.”

“With the swearing, and the spitting, and the...”

“I am a woman under all that,” I told them. “And many of you had come onto me, the first time I came to this court, remember?”

All of them, all six guys surrounding me as I changed my shoes, had asked me out or wanted to fuck me. I didn’t want to call them out because two of them had girlfriends and one of them was married, yet they had all asked me out or sent me dick pictures or made lewd comments and texts.

“And he knows about all this?” David asked. “He knows you play sports and are more competitive than some guys?”

“Guys!” I held up my hand. “I am a woman; I work in high heels and wear a skirt all day long! I know how to be a woman.”

“Yeah, but you’re good at all sports,” Sam said. “And beat most guys, you do know some guys are turned off by that.”

“Plus you have bigger arms than some guys,” Graham finally spoke.

Graham was in the friendzone hard. He had made multiple attempts to get me, and each time I told him he was just a friend, nothing more. I even told him it would probably be best for him to move on, stop talking to me, and just go on like I didn’t exist, but he kept coming and kept asking.

“I don’t know about this one,” I stood up and looked at my watch. “I better get to work and shower up and put my lady face on.”

I waved at the guys as I got in my muscle car and sped away.

I worked in finance, and in the office, I wore regular office and professional clothing. I always either went to the gym or went to play hoops with the boys, as I called them.

I loved the feel of a skirt and heels most times, but nothing beat comfortable clothes and sweat dropping off my face as I played sports.

I had always been a tom girl, not as bad as Winona, though. When the two of us first met, I thought she had me beat in being a tomgirl.

She wasn’t a tom girl; she was a tomboy. She acted like a guy all the time, and it wasn’t an act; that’s who she was, and I admired that.

I knew when to turn it off and on. My mom was a fashion designer and dressed me up in elegant clothing when I was back home. I even tried out for modeling a few times, but it never panned out.

I liked being the woman who looked good in a nice long skirt, long hair, and an elegant dress one minute, and the next be in full football gear and playing tackle football with the men the next minute. Winona couldn’t pull off both looks; she looked good in sexy outfits, but the elegant dresses with the split down the thigh, or sequin dresses, made her feel uncomfortable.

I had many high-heeled shoes. Winona couldn’t take four steps in high heels without falling flat on her face.

Living in both the female world and the male world was tough sometimes. Especially dating. I had dating problems going as far back as high school.

None of the guys wanted to date or take me out to prom because I could beat most of them at any sport.

Even the football coach wanted to cut my hair and somehow try to hide my chest and put me in as a running back because I was faster and more agile than anyone on the team. He even let me practice with the team, and many times I left most of them in the dust.

When I went to college, it was the same story. I liked boxing, and our college had a ring and everything. I tried it out and could go toe to toe with most of the guys. They didn’t hold back either.

While my mom was a fashion diva, my father was an ex-marine; he got discharged because of an injury, but he taught me everything I knew. How to fight, how to take a punch. When he passed away, it was the hardest day of my life.

I kept him in my thoughts daily.

“Sabrina, nice going with the Davis account,” my boss came into my office.

“Thanks,” I grinned.

“Keep this up and you will be my boss soon,” Oliver winked.
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