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Chapter 1




Billy







A hand slammed down on the alarm clock, stopping the chime for the seventh time. William Davenport, or as everyone normally called him, Billy, had never been a morning person. His hate for getting up early only grew as he got older. Ignoring another two alarms, it was only when his father shouted for him to “get your ass out of bed” that he eventually opened his eyes. Why do we have to go to school on a Friday? What made it worse, he had the first period free, but his parents preferred that he and his brother leave at the same time. If it hadn’t been for the pressure in his bladder, he would have stayed in bed for another ten minutes, using every last minute he could.

Climbing out the bed, he scratched his head and yawned wide. Once he finished wiping the sleep out of his eyes, he noticed that he still had some blue paint on his fingers from yesterday. He had stayed back at school in order to assist with painting the backdrop for the upcoming performance of The Wizard of Oz. Opening night was still a couple months away but the props team, who was headed up by his best friend, was already slipping behind schedule, so Billy had volunteered some of his own time to help. 

Billy was a theater geek, through and through. The acting bug had gotten inside him when he was very young after watching a play with his mom in a park. There had been a community edition of Mary Poppins being performed, and when Billy had seen a girl around his age playing the main character, it had touched something deep in him. He wanted to be the one up on the stage, receiving the applause and recognition for bringing joy to people. After that moment, while growing up, he and his brother had put on shows and sketches for their family. With each round of applause he received, the more he wanted to be on the stage. With every school show he signed up for, his acting ability had only become stronger. In the last three shows Huntington High School had put on, he had been cast as the main male lead.

Rising to his feet, he crossed his small room and out into the corridor toward the bathroom. His bedroom used to be over double the size, but the room hadn’t been his alone. Growing up as a twin, Billy had enjoyed sharing a room with his identical twin brother Robert, or Bobby for short; when they were young. It had been the place they had practiced their shows, played with their toys, and stayed up late talking about anything that had come to their heads. Things the twins had not done in years. As they grew up, their interests had separated greatly. Billy was an actor, and Bobby had gone down the route of a jock. In fact, Billy couldn’t even remember the last time he and Bobby had had a meaningful conversation that didn’t involve school or sports.

Around the age of thirteen, they had drifted apart and after numerous arguments about personal space, their parents had finally had enough. They split the room into two using a separating wall. Although due to the structure of the house, the wall could not be built down the middle of the room, and somehow Billy had found himself in the smaller of the two rooms. Of course, the sports-obsessed twin gets the bigger room. Billy may have been the main lead for three shows, but that didn’t compare to the trophies that Bobby had brought home as part of the basketball team. With their dad being an avid Knicks fan, Bobby often got the special treatment.

Grasping the handle of the bathroom, Billy pushed but was greeted with resistance. He let out a heavy sigh at the locked door.

“Bobby, hurry the hell up!” 

Billy slammed his fist against the door. It doesn’t take this long to do his stupid hair. Waiting thirty seconds, he pounded on the door again, demanding his need to use the toilet. It didn’t take long till their father came out of their parents’ room. Walking down the hallway toward Billy while looking at his watch and shaking his head. 

“Billy, let your brother use the bathroom! You only have fifteen minutes till you need to head out!” his father shouted at the bathroom door.

His father patted Billy on the shoulder before walking down the stairs. Billy rolled his eyes hard. This wasn’t the first time this week their father had confused the twins, and it wouldn’t be the last. He made the mistake at least once a day. Out of their parents, only their mom seemed to be able to identify them just be looking. 

The door to the bathroom opened, and Bobby walked out, eyes locked on his phone, causing him to walk into Billy. No apology was given, just a smirk and a shrug. The need for the toilet was too great for Billy to say anything to his brother. Instead, he dashed into the blue bathroom and locked the door behind him. Once his bladder was empty, he scrubbed the remaining paint off his fingers before looking in the mirror. It was obvious by the state of his hazelnut hair that he had only just gotten out of bed. Running his fingers through it, he pushed the mess back over his ears in a lazy manner.

 His hair style was one of the few things that helped people at school to tell the difference between him and Bobby. Billy allowed his hair to be slightly messy, a brushed back casual look, compared to his brother who spent twenty minutes in the morning primping and styling. Bobby’s hair rose up and cascaded over to the right like a wave. Their fashion sense also drastically differed, which helped people to distinguish between them. Billy was often seen in pastel T-shirts whereas his brother was never far from his letterman jacket. 

“Billy, hurry up, or else your brother will be leaving you behind,” his mom’s voice echoed from below.

Quickly dashing out the bathroom and back into his room, he slipped on some jeans and pulled a pale blue T-shirt over his head. Grabbing hold of his backpack, he turned and headed downstairs. Bobby stood next to the door, his fingers flicking across his phone as he composed a message to someone, a smile on his face. Billy hardly had his shoes on before their mom was shepherding them out the house, already running late for work. Billy grabbed hold of his hoodie from the rack just before the door slammed shut. Both twins looked at each other, simply shrugging before they headed in the direction of the subway.

“Who you messaging so early?” Billy asked with a yawn.

“Oh, just Yorick,” Bobby responded, slipping his phone back into his pocket.

Yorick Winchester had been his brother’s best friend for most of their lives, having also been involved in a couple of their childhood shows and sketches. Originally, when younger, Billy had spent a large amount of time with his brother’s friends. There was Bobby, Yorick, and Cameron Walker, a small group who often got called “The Trinity” with how inseparable they were. Even back then, Billy was the only one not completely obsessed with basketball, although he had enjoyed playing it with the others. He had even been keen on joining the team with them until he had met a couple of the other players which had instantly killed his love for the sport, specifically Edward Harris who thought he owned the court. He had a personality that Billy just couldn’t be around. Billy ended up separating from the group and concentrated on his acting. Bobby and Yorick were starters for the team. Cameron had been a starter until he had moved away last summer.

“Have you heard about Helena Pitchford’s party tomorrow?” asked Bobby.

“Yeah, who hasn’t?”

News about the party had been circulating the school for the last two weeks. Billy had been told about the party after their first full reading of The Wizard of Oz. Helena was also part of the show, but he was sure she had only been cast as Glinda due to her father being part of the school board. It definitely hadn’t been her acting ability that landed her such a major role. Helena was very popular in school mainly due to the fact her parents being rich, although she wasn’t arrogant about it like others in the school with money. If she was hosting a party, it was not to be missed. 

“You going?” Bobby questioned as the twins reached the stairs for the subway.

“Possibly. Most of the show is going. What about you?”

“Of course. The whole team is going to be there. Can’t let them down by staying home on a Saturday night.”

Once they swiped into the subway, it didn’t take long for a train to pull into the station. Every weekday the twins had to fight the commute in order to get on the train and this day was no different as they pushed their way past the mass of people who refused to move out the doorway. Billy was glad they only had three stops before theirs since he currently had someone’s elbow in his back, and he had a mouth full of hair. Bobby somehow had twisted himself around in order to pull out his phone and had another smile on his face. I bet him and Yorick are discussing which cheerleaders to hit on at the party. Like himself, Billy was pretty sure Bobby didn’t have a girlfriend. He wasn’t sure if his brother had anyone of interest, but the only girl for Billy was Alicia Hardy. 

Alicia was another member of the theater group, and her acting skills were untouched even by Billy. She had always been cast as the female lead, and this time was no different, winning the role of Dorothy. He wasn’t sure if it was her auburn hair and freckles, her sweet personality, or how she always had time for anyone, but there was something he found irresistible about her. He had wanted to ask her out for the last couple years but had never gathered up the courage. For the last year, she had been dating one of the other actors in the school, Franklin Cross, who had been Billy’s main competition. Although much to Billy’s pleasure, they had broken up recently.

“Billy!” Bobby shouted at his brother. 

The voice broke his daydream. Shaking his head clear of thoughts of Alicia, he looked up to see his brother on the platform outside the train. Dashing forward, Billy managed to get off the subway just as the doors closed behind him. His brother just rolled his eyes at him as they turned and headed up the stairs, out of the subway and onward toward their school. The twins split up as soon as they entered the building, Bobby heading to where the basketball team stood while Billy continued deeper into the building toward the auditorium. Entering the room, there were already two people present. He dropped his bag down on one of the chairs and walked over to where Trish Ducard and Charlie Fallon stood.

“So, how far behind are you?” Trish asked, her hands on her hips.

“I’m not sure. We managed to get several backdrops done yesterday thanks to this guy.” Charlie smiled as Billy approached.

“Charles, I just need your team to buckle down and get it done as fast as possible please.”

Billy struggled not to smirk. The only time Trish ever called people by their proper name was when she was getting to the end of her patience. He felt sorry for Charlie. The props team was meant to be five people strong, but this show only had three, and one was on vacation for two weeks. Charlie nodded and quickly headed back toward the sets as Trish let out a sigh.

“Thank you for helping out with the backdrop yesterday. I know Charlie is doing his best to keep everything going but I’m worried if we fall too far behind then when the first show goes on, we’ll still be surrounded by wet paint. I don’t know why Mr. Sherman couldn’t just allow us to do something like Romeo and Juliet or Othello. Something with a lot less background scenery.”

This wasn’t the first time Billy had heard this argument from Trish. She was an avid fan of Shakespeare and had threatened to quit as student director if they couldn’t do one of his plays. In the end, Mr. Sherman had made the decision they were doing The Wizard of Oz but as a counterbalance to get her to stay, instead of the student director watching over the teacher’s direction and being more of an assistant, he had allowed her to direct almost the whole show herself. 

“What are you doing in so early anyway?” she said, looking down at her clipboard which had a number of tasks she needed to complete. 

“I thought I’d come and practice some of my lines, so I don’t forget them. Damn, if only I had a brain,” Billy said, flailing around like the character of the Scarecrow does during the show.

“Nice. Okay well have fun. I need to go speak to Mr. Sherman as the trapdoor is no longer working and without it we can’t melt the Wicked Witch of the West.”

Trish flicked her blonde hair over her shoulder, slipped on her sunglasses and quickly disappeared out the way he had just entered. As soon as the coast was clear, Charlie came back out over to where Billy stood, greeting him with a high five. The two had been best friends since junior high thanks to their love of the theater, although Charlie didn’t like to act—in fact, he got stage fright. He enjoyed creating the props, setting up the lighting, and being everyone’s go-to guy when stuff needed fixing. Since junior year, they had spent a lot of time together, Billy actually felt closer to Charlie than he did his brother.

“Thanks for assisting yesterday. I thought Trish was going to kill me if we didn’t get the Munchkinland set finished,” he said with a shudder.

Charlie was definitely not an actor; he was shy and hated being in the limelight. Despite being resourceful and always friendly to everyone in the school, whenever he was confronted by someone he seemed to shrivel up. He didn’t do well with hostility unless someone challenged his lighting work. What didn’t help was him being only five-foot-two, with glasses and black hair in a 90s middle-part. Billy had tried to help him over the years to come out of his shell more, but the smaller teen seemed more comfortable hidden backstage than engaging with people. 

“Not a problem, bud. I—”

Before Billy could continue his sentence the doors behind them burst open. Helena walked in, followed by her five-woman entourage. No matter where she went in the school there was always a small group ready to follow her around. She dictated orders to them as each made notes on their phones, from what Billy could hear they were putting on the finishing touches on the party. Once her thoughts had been fully explained, the group of women vanished. Turning, she smiled as she headed in the boys’ direction.

“William, Charles. So good to see you both. Isn’t it nice to get away from all the pressures of party planning and back to good old acting?” she said before kissing each of them on both cheeks. Unlike Trish who only did it when stressed, Helena always called people by their full name. “I do hope you will both be coming to my party tomorrow. My brother Troy will be gracing us with his presence again.”

Troy Pitchford was a year older than the three of them and went to a prestigious all boys’ school on the other side of Manhattan. In the six years Billy had known Helena and the seventeen parties he had attended, he had only seen Troy once, which had been at the last party Helena had hosted four months ago, back in October. 

“Do you know if Alicia is going to be at the party?” Billy asked, biting his lip slightly.

“I’m not sure but she should be here soon, if you want to ask her. We are going to rehearse the scene where Dorothy first meets Glinda. What about you Charles, interested in the party?”

“Oh…erm…I-I don’t think so but thank you very much for the invite. Parties are just not my thing but I do very much appreciate you thinking about me.”

“Well, if you change your mind, the invitation is always there. Now, if you will excuse me, gentlemen, I need to go get changed and warm up before our Dorothy arrives.”

As Helena sauntered off toward the backstage changing rooms, the doors to the auditorium opened again. In came Trish, accompanied by Alicia. Her auburn hair was pulled backward into a bun. She currently wore the same overalls as yesterday, which he could tell by the flecks blue paint that remained on them. Alicia offering her time to paint backdrops was one of the main reasons why Billy had happily volunteered some of his time. As the two women walked over to where he and Charlie stood, one look from Trish was all it took to cause the smaller guy to say his goodbyes.

“I better get back to it. I’ll see you in English in about an hour.” Charlie smiled nervously at Billy, glancing back at Trish before turning and heading toward the stage.

Trish smirked at Billy as she followed behind Charlie, threatening to watch over him all day if the door to Emerald City wasn’t finished by lunch time. Alicia stopped in front of Billy, causing him to swallow the lump in his throat. He could feel his stomach churning as if he was about to go on stage for opening night. She had this effect on him every time.

“Hey, Billy, I didn’t think you would be here this early.”

“Oh…I…erm…” He could feel his cheeks starting to blush. “I thought I would come in and do some practice. I heard you’re practicing with Helena this morning?”

“Yeah, she kind of cornered me this morning and I felt bad saying no. Actually, speaking of Helena, have you heard about her party?”

“No,” he lied as he scratched at his cheek. “No, I haven’t. What’s happening?”

“She’s having a party at her place tomorrow evening. It would be nice to see you there.” 

Billy had already planned to go to the party. What else is there to do on a Saturday mid-February? With the smile Alicia was currently giving him, there was no way he would miss the party even if Armageddon happened, but he needed to play it cool, especially with the fact Alicia had only been single for the last two weeks. Rumor had it she and Franklin had argued and broken up due to Franklin’s obsession over Billy beating him for the role of the Scarecrow, which had resulted in him cast as the Cowardly Lion instead. Billy didn’t want to look desperate or that he was wanting to be her rebound, even if he would sell his brother for a date with her.

“I’ll try and make it.”

“I hope you do as it will be fun. Anyway, I can see Helena is ready to begin. Talk to you later, Billy.”

He smiled to her as she crossed the room, clenching his fist in success when he was sure she couldn’t see. It may not be an actual date, but he had officially been invited somewhere by Alicia and now he was counting down the seconds until the party.




Chapter 2




Billy







After twenty minutes looking in the mirror, Billy’s hair looked the exact same as it did when he entered the bathroom. He had tried it up, pushed fully back, brushed to one side, and even brushed forward over his eyes. Each style had made him look too much like his brother and that’s not something he wanted for the party. Instead, he had decided to go for his normal look, pushed back over his ears in a casual messy style. It was only a knocking on the door that finally pulled him away from his hair.

“You almost finished in there, Billy?” Bobby shouted.

Opening the door, his brother stood waiting. Bobby’s hair matched his own at the moment, due to having been out playing basketball in Central Park. A towel in hand, Bobby wanted a shower before heading to the party. 

“Why the hell are you shirtless?” Bobby asked, a smirk on his face.

“I took a shower and haven’t decided what I’m wearing tonight.”

Billy grabbed his own used towel and headed toward his bedroom, leaving the bathroom to his brother. Opening the closet, he flicked through his T-shirts, shaking his head at each. Back in October, at Helena’s Halloween party he had choose to wear a salmon polo shirt but due to the light color and the heat of the night, Billy had ended up sweating and it had been very obvious. With Alicia being there tonight, that was not an outcome he wanted. 

Forty minutes later, the whole closet dumped on his bed, Billy finally had an outfit that would work. He had some dark jeans on and a black shirt from American Eagle that had been a Christmas present from his parents. Giving one last look over in the mirror, Billy nodded to himself before grabbing his phone and wallet and heading out of his room and down the stairs.

“What are you doing?” Bobby said coming down the stair after him.

“Getting ready to go to Helena’s party.”

“No, I meant why are you wearing the same thing as me?”

Billy turned around to notice his brother wearing the exact same shirt he had spent so long selecting. Every year, since they were babies, their parents had bought them matching clothes thinking it was cute. Even now they always got at least one of the same clothing each Christmas. Glaring at his brother, Billy announced he was not changing. Bobby also stated he had specially chosen the shirt and also refused to change.

“Boys, boys.” Their mom stepped out of the living room and between them, instantly stopping any potential argument. “It’s a shirt. You both look good in it, so no need to change. Bobby, you have your hair styled completely differently than your brother so people will know it’s you. And, Billy, your jeans are a slightly darker shade than your brother’s. Women can tell that, so they will know the difference between you both.”

The twins looked at each other, nodding in agreement with their mom. 

“Good. Now, you both, go and have a wonderful time. If possible, come back together so nothing happens, but, if not, at least text each other.”

Billy sighed and agreed to their mom’s terms. He turned and headed out the house, putting his earphones into his ears and clicking play on The Wizard of Oz soundtrack. It wasn’t his normal choice of music, but Trish had announced during rehearsal on Friday afternoon that next week would be the starting of singing rehearsals and he wanted to be prepared. While Judy Garland was singing about being somewhere over the rainbow, Billy could hear his brother on the phone to Yorick informing him they were on the way. It took half an hour for them to walk to Helena’s large house, Billy having to try and stop himself from singing out loud. Looking at his brother, he noticed a slight worried look on Bobby’s face.

“You okay?” Billy asked, slightly concerned by his brother’s sudden turn.

“Oh…erm… Yeah. I just got muscle cramp from the game earlier is all. You go ahead and I’m going to get some air and wait until Yorick arrives.”

“You sure? I can wait if you want.”

“No. It’s fine.”

Only after Bobby gave him a smirk did Billy head into the house. The partitioning wall that separated the family room and large dining room had been pulled open to make a large free flowing space. The majority of the furniture had been moved out to allow space for dancing. The only remnants of what the room was originally used for was the two couches which were pushed up against the wall. There was low music playing, people had drinks in their hands, and conversation was flowing freely. 

Billy looked around the room to see if he could locate any of the theater group. Halfway down the long hall Helena was currently talking to Trish, her curly hair being twisted around a finger as she tried to convince the director of something. He didn’t even need to approach to know why Trish was glaring at the party’s host. With the singing rehearsal announcement, Helena had said how she believed that her singing talents weren’t being used enough and that maybe Glinda should sing all her lines. Billy had actually thought it was a good idea, Helena, although a mediocre actor, could actually sing fairly well, but he would never challenge Trish on something. Everyone knew you don’t mess with Trish Athena Ducard. Before he could move toward the two women, his path was blocked by someone. 

“Hello, you. I never thought you were going to arrive,” the stranger said.

The mysterious man had a smile on his face. His olive skin had a warm glow to it in the evening light. He wore dark slacks and a navy shirt that, although didn’t have a brand advertised, was obviously expensive. His long black hair was slicked backward and pulled into a ponytail. Billy was sure the cost of the haircut alone was worth more than all the clothes that currently sat on his bed at home. From the stubble on the stranger’s chin, there must have been at least a year between the two. One thing Billy did know, he didn’t know this person.

“I’m sorry but have we met?”

“Come on, really? We’re going to play that game, are we?” The stranger smirked.

“No, seriously. I don’t know who you are.”

A confused look spread across the stranger’s face. He opened his mouth to say something before closing it again. Shaking his head, the stranger turned and walked away deeper into the house leaving Billy alone and confused at what had just happened. Instead of wasting time trying to find out who the stranger was, he headed toward Trish, who was now alone with a beer in her hand.

“If you’re here to say that the Scarecrow doesn’t have enough songs then I’m going to make sure you don’t have a heart by ripping it out.”

“That would be the Tin Man you’re thinking of. I just need a brain, but don’t worry, I’m happy with the number of songs I have.” He laughed drawing a smile from Trish.

“Thank God. Between the sets being delayed, Helena’s idea of her having a whole song where she sings to Munchkinland, and Mr. Sherman telling me he’s going on administrative leave due to stress… What stress? I’m the one running everything! I literally spent an hour on the phone with CJ today telling him about the stupid situation.”

As Billy listened to Trish rant, he found a beer pushed in his hand. Sipping the cold drink, all he could do was nod along. He was sure Trish would pull everything together, she always did. It was around the ten-minute mark of the tirade that his concentration started to wane. He did truly enjoy talking to Trish but there was one person at the party that he really wanted to talk to.

“Alicia is in the backyard if you want to go talk to her,” Trish said. 

“How do you do that?” Billy asked with a smile. 

“It’s a gift.” Trish smirked before flicking her head toward the back door. “Go.”

Crossing the room swiftly, he was soon out in the cool evening air. Nodding at Helena as he passed, he crossed over to a large oak tree was set further back in the yard. Alicia was standing there speaking to none other than Franklin Cross. His hands were running through his shaggy blond hair. His cheeks were flushed, and his blue eyes were slightly wet. Billy approached cautiously.

“Hey, guys. Everything okay?” he asked.

Franklin gave him one look before turning and heading in the direction of the house. 

“Sorry about him.” Alicia smiled. “Our breakup is still fairly raw for him. Sometimes I question if I made the right decision.”

Unsure how to respond, Billy simply nodded, swallowing the lump in his throat. After rehearsal on Friday both Alicia and Franklin had been laughing and talking about all the times they had enjoyed together. He had been worried himself that she was going to go back to Franklin. From the look on Franklin’s face as he left, he was wanting a second chance. 

“It’s okay, I understand. Well, I don’t, I’ve never had a girlfriend break up with me but I can guess what it’s like. So…erm…”

Billy smiled but his mind went blank. Most of last night he had spent coming up with conversation topics, but now that Alicia was in front of him, he couldn’t think of a single thing to say. He quickly glanced around for a topic, but nothing stood out as interesting. He made a last-ditch attempt at pulling something from his recent memory.

“Erm…so how about that rainbow?” He felt like slapping himself but the embarrassment faded slightly as Alicia laughed.

“It’s very good especially when you go over it. I do think it may be my favorite song in the whole show. I remember when I was younger and watching Judy Garland sing it for the first time and it blew me away how someone so young could sing so well. Then when the whole film switched to color my head went—” She simulated her head exploding, which made Billy laugh.

Once the conversation actually started, Billy found it much easier to get into a steady rhythm. In the twenty minutes they stood there talking, he made Alicia laugh four times and she also placed her hand on his arm twice. His confidence slowly built but just as he was about to ask her on a date, Helena intervened. She wanted to discuss something with Alicia about the show. One thing Helena wasn’t good at was reading social situations.

“You don’t mind, do you, William? I just want to discuss the dynamic between Dorothy and Glinda, how if it wasn’t for my character then Alicia may never go on her epic journey that eventually leads her home.”

“Erm…no, not at all. You have a good talk and I’ll just go get myself a drink. I’ll see you both later on.”

Smiling at the two girls, he headed in the direction of the house and toward the kitchen. He could see his brother had finally made it into the party and was with Yorick and Trish. The party had become busier while he had been outside, there were now a number of cheerleaders trying to get dancing going, the volume of the music had turned up, and the number of beers in the fridge were dwindling. Grabbing a bottle, Billy twisted off the top and turned around to see Franklin in front of him.

“We need to talk,” Franklin said, his gaze heavy.

“Okay.” Billy took a swig of the beer. “What about?”

“Really? Not going to admit that you were trying to make moves on my girl? We were talking, everything was going well, then you show up and she told me that we should talk later.”

Billy swallowed a lump in his throat. Of course, he liked Alicia but that didn’t mean he wanted to have a fight with Franklin this evening. “Look, all I did was come over to say hi to you both. I didn’t know you were talking about your relationship,” Billy said, scratching his right cheek before taking another swig of his drink.

“I didn’t say we were talking about our relationship.”

“Oh…erm…Well, Alicia said you were. She said how she thought she may have made a mistake when you both broke up.”

A smile spread over Franklin’s face which felt like a dagger in Billy’s gut. Guilt rushed over him as he cursed himself for admitting the truth to Franklin. No matter how much he had made Alicia laugh this evening, she and Franklin had a year’s worth of memories. If she was thinking she had made a mistake, a couple of dumb jokes was never going to win her over compared to all the romantic times the couple had together. The anxious feeling made his fingers peeled off the label of his beer.

“Trust me, I’m not making any type of move on Alicia, I’m just her friend.”

“Okay, because from yesterday and today she kind of made it obvious that she wanted to get back together. Anyway, I’m going to go find her. Catch you around.”

Franklin gave a weak smile and nodded before heading out the door to his right and back toward Alicia. From his position by the fridge, Billy could see the smile on her face as Franklin approached. Billy sighed, pouring his half-finished beer down the sink before he headed to the front door. He couldn’t see his brother anywhere so instead pulled his phone out as he stepped out onto the street. 




Billy: Not feeling too good so heading home early. Will see you there.




Slipping his phone into his pocket, he turned and started the walk home alone, much slower than en route to the party. Even listing to The Wizard of Oz soundtrack wasn’t enough to lift his spirits. Instead, he changed over to Disturbed’s Down with the Sickness. As the drum beat started, Billy could feel a couple of drops of rain on the top of his head. Just what I need, to get soaked on the way home.




• • •




Billy walked into school on Monday, still feeling slightly down. He had spent the majority of Sunday in his bedroom, staying clear of social media and just practicing his lines for the show. He believed he had most of the songs down. As he walked down the hall toward the auditorium, something felt strange, way too many people were looking in his direction. Once students noticed him, their eyes flicked to his hair before bursting into whispers with their friends. Billy shook his head, trying to remember the footwork he had created to show Trish. He was just outside the auditorium door when a group of football players walked past, saying something he could easily hear.

“Look, it’s the gay boy.”

Before Billy could say anything, his vision of the team was blocked by a shadow. A tall student stood in front of him, long bleach blond hair slicked backward and gelled to perfection. The person wore an extremely tight pair of expensive jeans, and a sharp navy blue shirt that matched the scarf wrapped around his neck. Edward Harris, the captain of the basketball team, stood in front of Billy with an evil smirk on his face. 

“You are Billy, right? Your hair says so.”

“Yeah, I’m Billy. Why?”

“Don’t play coy. Everyone in the school knows by now. You were seen by a couple of people at Helena’s party making out with a guy behind the oak tree. Should have really guessed with the fact you do theater.”

“What?” Billy shouted, his eyes going wide. He knew without a doubt that he had not made out with anyone at the party, let alone a guy. “What the hell are you talking about?”

He started shaking his head side to side as Harris explained how around 10:30pm, someone on the football team had gone into the backyard for a cigarette and there was some mumbling from behind the oak tree. When they moved to a better position, they had noticed the twin making out with a guy who didn’t go to their school. That’s wrong! I was home by 10:00pm. Before he could even explain that to Harris, he heard another voice coming from the other end of the hall.

“Billy!” Bobby was sprinting along the hall, his eyes wide, shaking his head from side to side. As he came to a stop, he was slightly out of breath. “Excuse me, Harris, I need to speak to my brother.”

“But I hadn’t—”

Neither twin heard the end of Harris’s sentence as Bobby pushed Billy into the auditorium and closed the door behind them. Looking around the room, it was completely deserted. Bobby let out a sigh as he took a deep breath. Billy was still confused at what he had just heard. His backpack cascaded to the floor as he dropped into a seat.

“Billy. I—”

“There calling me gay, Bobby. What the hell is going on? I had my chances with Alicia shot down, left the party early, and now they are calling me gay.” His voice was slowly getting louder with each word. His fists were clenched, arms shaking.

“Billy, I need you calm down. The last time you were this angry you hit a clown.”

The anger quickly vanished as Billy started laughing. When the twins had just turned ten their mom had hired a clown for their party. Everything had been going okay until it came the time for balloon animals. Bobby had requested a tiger, which apart from having stripes on the balloon looked exactly the same as Yorick’s dog. When Billy had went forward to claim his animal of choice he had been denied. The clown had believed that Bobby had went up twice and refused to make a second animal resulting in Billy hitting the clown and making the squeaky nose fall off.

As his laughter ended, Billy took a deep breath, his eyes closed. “I just don’t understand what’s going on. I was home in bed yet for some reason the school thinks I was making out with a guy behind an oak tree. I just don’t get it.” When he finally opened his eyes and looked at his brother, Billy was even more confused. Bobby’s eyes were wet, he was close to crying. “Bobby? What’s…what’s going on?”

“It was me. I was the…I was the one kissing the guy.”

“What? I…erm…what?”

“I was the one kissing the guy behind the tree. Billy, I’m…” Bobby’s eyes fell to the floor, tears rolling down his cheeks. “I’m gay.”

Billy’s eyes went wide, his jaw dropped. He had never once suspected his brother might be gay. He had heard Bobby and Yorick discussing cheerleaders a number of times, although as he thought about it, he could never remember a single time Bobby had been on a date with a cheerleader. In fact, Billy was sure his brother had never been on a date with a girl at all, despite his popularity.

Without even thinking about it, Billy rose to his feet and walked over to his brother. He wrapped his arms around his twin and pulled him into a tight hug. In an instant Bobby’s arms wrapped around him. Wow, Bobby is gay. While he held his brother, Billy whispered to him that it would be okay, that he still cared about his brother and nothing had changed between them. When they finally separated, Bobby seemed to have calmed down slightly.

“Okay, how about you tell me what actually happened?” Billy said with a weak smile.




Chapter 3




Bobby







Bobby opened his eyes and stretched as his alarm sounded. Hitting the clock, he sat up and rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, ready for Friday to begin. Only one more day till the weekend and also one day till Helena’s party. Ringing was coming through the wall next to him, which was quickly stopped, only to be replaced with snoring of his brother. Shaking his head, he rolled out his bed and yawned. Bobby wouldn’t describe himself as a morning person, but he found it much easier to get up than Billy. He quickly began his usual routine of stretches before progressing with his fifty morning pushups. 

Bobby breathed hard as his muscles burned, closing his eyes he pushed himself past his normal limit doing an extra twenty-five push-ups before moving straight into doing sit-ups. By the time he finished forty sit-ups, he slumped down on the floor still hounded by the dream he had been woken up from. He had been on the court at Huntington, simply shooting the ball into the net when the rest of the team had suddenly appeared. He had no idea how they had discovered his sexuality but now they were throwing basketballs at him asking “Do you really like balls?” Even his best friend, Yorick, had joined the firing line.

He released a long sigh. There was no way the team knew the truth that Bobby was gay, even he wasn’t sure where the fear had come from. The earliest memory of liking guys was when he was fifteen. He, his father, and Billy had gone to watch the New York Knicks in the play-offs. Halfway through the game, he couldn’t even remember which player it had been, but they had removed their shirt for some reason and Bobby couldn’t remove his eyes from the muscular torso. He was just glad that his father was too invested in the game to notice, and Billy had vanished in order to find hotdogs. 

Rising off the floor, he dropped to his bed. Billy’s second alarm coming through the wall as Bobby scooped up his phone. A smile burst across his face as he noticed a message waiting for him. There were limited people who knew the truth about Bobby’s sexuality, one of which was a friend called Chuck. Mid last year, hiding the secret had become too much pressure. Bobby had been slowly building up the confidence to come out to his two best friends, but suddenly Cameron “CJ” Walker moved out of state after his father passed away. He and Yorick had both been grieving the absence of their best friend and it suddenly felt like Bobby had no one to talk to. He couldn’t share his secret when Yorick was hurting.

Instead, Bobby had turned to the internet for help. He discovered a website dedicated to LGBTQ youth. At the start, he had only accessed the site to read other stories of people coming out and how they dealt with their own sexuality. Slowly he had started accessing the friends area of the site, a section designed for teens to be able to talk to other teens. Bobby hadn’t expected anyone to respond to his post. Most posts were paragraph descriptions from the users talking about themselves, their interests, and their sexuality. His, on the other hand, was one simple word: hey. He had almost given up hope until two weeks after his post he had received a response.

Chuck was also seventeen, gay, and from New York. Like Bobby, he was currently deep in the closest and didn’t expect to be coming out any time soon. At the start the messages were slow but over the months, a friendship blossomed eventually exchanging phone numbers. Now they messaged each other every day. Although they shared a lot of their life with each other, they had never met. They hadn’t even shared any pictures of themselves. At the start, both had been worried about meeting up, and now Bobby had built up an image in his head what he imagined Chuck to be like in person. He worried that if they met, then his version of Chuck would be completely wrong and he would be devastated. 




Chuck: Hey Alexander. I am so glad its Friday and I can just relax this weekend. School is just driving me up the wall at the moment. Can’t the summer come quicker? That chocolate cake you had last night looked amazing, but you better do extra push-ups today to burn off all the extra calories.




When Bobby had first registered on the site, he had been terrified that someone might realize the account belonged to him. He decided to use his middle name as a means to mask himself. How many Alexanders are there in the world? They had been messaging each other way too long that he could no longer tell Chuck the truth. He quickly sent a message back saying good morning before he collected his clothes and heading in the direction of the bathroom. His normal routine was push-ups, sit-ups, message Chuck, and then jump in the shower. 

The warm water flowed over his head, washing away any remaining thoughts of the worrisome dream. Once he was fully clean and dry, Bobby pulled the pomade out of the cabinet and started to style his hair. Rubbing the wax through his hazelnut hair, he brushed it up to get height before flicking it over to the right. Adding extra pomade once the shape was correct to made it stay all the way through the day. Just as he finished styling, there was a banging on the door.

“Bobby, hurry the hell up!” Billy shouted.

Checking his hair one last time, he pulled his phone out as he headed toward the door. He had another message from Chuck. He chuckled at the message of Chuck believing he would look good in the shower. Too invested in his phone, Bobby accidently walked into his brother. He gave Billy a smirk before heading downstairs. Slipping on his shoes and his letterman jacket, he waited for his brother to finish getting ready. It was only when their mom bellowed that Billy finally appeared at the bottom of the stairs.

Stepping out into the fresh air, Bobby felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. Pulling it out, this time it wasn’t Chuck but a different person who knew the truth about his sexuality. He swallowed the lump in his throat and quickly glanced at Billy, only opening the message when he knew his brother wasn’t paying attention. 




Tark: Hey sexy, will I be seeing you this weekend? I’m not sure I can keep up having to wait two weeks between seeing you. You could always pretend to be playing ball with your friends and instead come see me. It wouldn’t technically be a lie as you would be playing with some balls ;)




Bobby could feel his cheeks flare up as he read the message. His throat went dry. When his brother asked who he was texting so early in the morning, his heart began pounding hard. 

“Oh, just Yorick,” he said, trying make sure his voice sounded normal.

He slipped the phone into his pocket without responding to the message. Tarquin Blake wasn’t someone that Bobby had met online but in person at one of Helena’s parties. Back in October, Helena had hosted a Halloween event which Bobby had attended. Also present at the party was Helena’s brother Troy who had brought a couple of students from his private school. Bobby had spent most the evening with the basketball team but once the members had started vanishing later in the evening, Troy had crossed the party and asked to speak to him alone.

Bobby had been confused but followed the older teen out of the family room and up the stairs to his bedroom. When the duo walked into the room, Tarquin was sitting on the bed waiting for them. Troy quickly excused himself, leaving just the two of them. Bobby had frozen to the spot the instant Tarquin stated how he liked the look of him and wanted to kiss him.

“What? I’m not gay,” Bobby had said slightly too loud. He tried to force his legs to move but they refused to listen. 

“I didn’t say you were gay. I said I was, but ignore that for a moment. I saw you downstairs, the way you took side glances at the guys in the room. The fact that you interact with the girls at the party but didn’t make a single move on one or even seem interested when they were hitting on you. Just like me when I was younger.”

“Erm…I…”

Tarquin patted the bed next to him, and without even trying to stop himself, Bobby crossed the room and sat down. A lump formed in his throat as he listened to the older teen.

“If you’re not interested in guys then I’m sorry that I misread the situation, but I do like you. I think you’re cute and that worried little look on your face right now is precious. If you want to leave you can and I will never tell anyone about this conversation.”

“What about Troy?”

“Troy knows I’m gay, in fact everyone at my school does. Maybe it’s the class of people there or the money, but no one gives a damn, and I will make sure Troy never tells anyone you came here and spoke to me. So, are you?” Tarquin asked, waiting for an answer to the obvious question.

“I…erm…” Bobby couldn’t say the word out loud but instead just nodded, his gaze locked on the carpet. 

“Okay, well that is a positive step. You can call me Tark by the way. Now to ask the real question I invited you up here for, would you mind if I kissed you?”

Bobby’s jaw dropped and his eyes went wide. He didn’t realize that he was shaking his head until Tark moved forward and placed his lips softly but firmly on Bobby’s. In that instant there was an explosion in Bobby’s head. He had never kissed a guy before, never even held their hand, but in that moment, everything felt right. It didn’t take long for him to start kissing back, their arms wrapping around each other as they explored each other’s bodies. Forty minutes later, Bobby walked out of the room, lips sore and something hard in his pants, but had loved every moment of it. 

Since that night, he and Tark had become a couple, even if no one in Bobby’s life knew the truth. Every other weekend he would venture over to Tark’s dorm and spend the night with him. They had progressed beyond making out and Bobby could official confirm he was no longer a virgin, that was if he had anyone else to tell but Chuck. At the start it had felt strange holding Tark’s hand while in the dorm; Bobby had often snatched it back when someone had come around the corner causing the eighteen-year-old to laugh. Now, Bobby felt comfortable at the dorm.

Tark felt too private to text while walking alone with his brother. 

The twins made their way toward the subway talking about Helena’s upcoming party. As the twins battled their way onto the train, they were separated by a couple of yards due to the crowd. Bobby used the privacy from his brother to slip his phone out his pocket just before a woman with a large briefcase hit him in the hip. The phone vibrated in his hand, almost making him drop his phone. Another message from Chuck. First, he made sure to respond back to Tark.




Bobby: I can meet you for a couple of hours on Saturday but I have plans in the evening so I need to be home by 5. How about 12pm at your dorm?




Tark: That’s fine as I have plans myself that night. 12 sounds perfect. See you then sexy.




A smile spread across his face. He knew that if they only had a couple of hours with each other, then all they would do is make out, but Bobby was still excited. He wasn’t sure if it was because of the one-year age gap, that Tark was at a private school, or that his boyfriend was out, but Bobby just found every moment with him both nervous and electrifying. Trying to shake away the thoughts of Saturday, Bobby turned his attention to Chuck.
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