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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“IT'S DRINKS O'CLOCK, losers,” Cody announced.

“I just need thirty seconds to finish this email.”

“30, 29, 28... we're off.”

“I’m coming, Cody.” I slammed the laptop lid closed for another week.

“Hurry, Josh. Your window is closing.”

“We can’t delay it any longer,” Stephen added.

“I’m coming. Give me ten seconds, guys.”

“10, 9, 8… Closing, closing…”

I’d never seen my workmates move with such conviction as at knock-off time on a Friday. Cody, Martin and Stephen had sprinted towards the lift, as if we were fleeing a raging fire. With the lift door open for twenty seconds, waiting for me, the other passengers directed frowns in my direction. Securely inside, someone pushed the Ground Floor button, starting the slow exit protocol. With the lift finally in motion, I checked the crowd out in the floor to ceiling mirrors. As I did, Cody nudged me in the ribs, causing me to giggle.

Using my eleventh-grade physics skills, I followed a series of mirrors to identify the source of Cody’s interest. I might have known. The GM of Human Resources faced the front left corner, dressed to thrill, holding a closed laptop in front of her brown leather skirt. Well, when I say she dressed to thrill, she could have worn a hessian sack and my crew would have been thrilled. But free-dress Friday was the best thing to come out of HR. Apart from the babes, of course. We all realised we had no chance with the GM, but none of us had the self-discipline to ignore her.

After quietly dropping two floors, a ding signalled we’d stop at the sixth. Out stepped the cute GM, with each of us savouring every movement from behind.

“Such a waste,” Cody whispered.

“Four inches below the waist, interests me more,” I responded, before chuckling a little too loudly.

“If only I was ten years older, rich and hugely successful.”

Meanwhile, a few of the crowd from Human Resources and our co-tenant, ‘We Work’, entered the lift, taking their first steps home for the weekend. Things were looking up. There were a couple of babes amongst the new arrivals. Again I nudged Cody, but this time he didn’t respond. Cody didn’t merely ignore me. He appeared to block out the entire world. His eyes trained directly towards his reflection in the mirror. He noticed nothing other than his own reflected eyes. It was completely out of character for an extrovert like him to be so quiet.

As the new arrivals jostled for position, one babe positioned herself directly in front of me. Her long, flowing light brown hair reflected the lift lights like a mirror in the sun. And her aroma of apple infused shampoo and delicate floral perfume invaded my body. This girl was a cracker. I struggled to locate a reflection of her front. Not that her rear wasn’t worthy of drooling over. Especially in a tight leather skirt. I glanced left. Bloody Martin. I peered right. Over Stephen’s shoulder, I caught a view of the most beautiful face. Oh shit, that’s Cody’s ex.

Rebecca Valentine was undeniably the most beautiful girl I’d ever viewed in real life. Everything about her was perfect. From her long flowing, browny-blonde bedroom hair, to her enormous honey-coloured eyes, to her cute button nose, to lips that cried out to be kissed, this girl was the total package. And don’t start me on her insane body. Or that arse that located a mere inch from my hands, wrapped in an enticing layer of brown leather. Black silk stockings encased her toned legs before poking into a pair of black, four-inch stiletto leather ankle boots. What an outfit.

Oh shit, I’m sprung. I smiled in a half-arsed attempt to hide my stalker actions. Please don’t let her slap my face. Not in front of my crew and HR team, who would spread the news like wildfire. Rebecca smiled and even gave me a little wave. Cody remained quiet until we exited the lift on the ground floor. I don’t even think he took a breath the entire ride down from the sixth floor. Finally, the lift door opened, and passengers rushed to doors in all corners of the foyer. It was Friday night and work was a thing of the past. At least for this week.

“Cody, wasn't that your ex-girlfriend?” Stephen asked as we walked to the west exit. Cody ignored the comment, prompting Martin to jab Stephen in the ribs and whisper something.

“Where to boys?” I said, trying to break the uncomfortable moment.

“Why do you ask that every week?”

“Good manners perhaps, Cody. Then The Triffid it is.”

“I gotta head home to let my sister in,” Stephen said.

“How long is she down for?” I asked.

“Just the weekend. I think she’s on a fishing expedition for my folks.”

“Surely, you're not heading back up country?” Martin asked with genuine interest.

“Hell, no, boss. That’ll never happen.”

“What are your plans while she’s here?”

“Nothing really. I just gotta let her in.”

“We'll let you know where we end up after The Triffid,” Martin said.

“And feel free to bring Katelyn along,” I said with a slight smile.

We walked the half mile to The Triffid. Taxis and Ubers were as scarce as hen’s teeth at knock-off time, and almost no-one would take you half a mile.

“Did you notice Rebecca in the lift, Cody?”

“Ah, the joy of working in the same building as your ex,” Martin interjected.

“Let's talk about anything else.”

As Martin took a phone call and dropped back, I took things up a notch.

“Dude, when are we gonna talk about this?”

“Let me think. How about never, Josh?”

“But you guys were perfect together.”

“Which part of never did you not hear?”

Cody was the joker in the pack. Always upbeat and smiling, the team lived off his positive energy. So, when he broke up with Rebecca a few months back, the entire team took a hit. Tall, dark and handsome, Cody exuded confidence in a way that attracted girls to him like moths to a flame. You could call him charismatic, something that had him on the fast track to success at our firm. Part of the uber-successful Black family dynasty, he’d studied engineering at university rather than law like the previous four generations of his family. He wanted to break the mould and forge his own path. We’d met the first day of university and been best friends ever since. In the same graduate intake, we knew each other almost as well as we knew ourselves.

“Do you want me to ask Rebecca?”

“You need to learn how to take a hint, Josh.”

“I’m your best friend. I don’t understand why you won’t tell me?”

“I’m gonna say it once, on the record. I will never tell you. Some things need to remain private.”

“I understand. It’s too soon. Just understand that I’m here for you when you are ready.”

“What are you, my therapist? Stay in your lane, Josh. You’ll have a bloody long wait before I speak of it. Here you go. Pencil in some time after my funeral.”

As we arrived at The Triffid, the clanking of drinks replaced the clip clop of shoes on pavement. A guitarist sang sad songs, hoping for his big break. It was time to leave well-enough alone. But only for now.


CHAPTER TWO


STEPPING INTO THE garden bar at The Triffid felt like arriving home. From the time we walked through the two massive sets of double doors, all work stress evaporated, and weekend vibes took over. The massive bar was buzzing, as well over a hundred punters chatted and drank beer. Spotting a vacant table, Martin and I secured the seats while Cody headed to the bar for the first shout.

“What happened between Cody and Rebecca, boss?”

“I don’t know, Josh. But it must have been brutal.”

“I can't imagine simply ignoring an ex. Treating her like she was a total stranger.”

“Yeah, one of them must have done something pretty horrible.”

“So, what's the plan for tonight?”

“Thinking about entertaining Stephen's sister, are you?”

“I never said that.”

“Some things don’t need to be said. I understand how your mind works, junior.”

While Martin was boss to Cody, Stephen, and me, he was also our friend. An integral part of the crew. Three years older, and having successfully completed the graduate program, Martin offered guidance and support for us three graduates. While mature, and a boss when he had to be, Martin’s calm demeanour proved the perfect antidote to Cody’s focused intensity. Currently single, and quite popular with the ladies, Martin often played the role of wingman for one of us. Although Cody needed no help.

“You must know what happened between those two? You would have counselled Cody when it happened.”

“Are we back on Rebecca, are we?”

“They were perfect together, and she’s totally gorgeous.”

“Yeah, and she's a lovely person, too.”

“Cody was so smitten he even got her a job with the firm.”

“Yeah, embarrassing right?”

“At least we get to enjoy the benefits of his handy work, boss.”

“Don't let Cody hear you say that.”

“Hear what?” Cody asked, arriving from behind.

“Oh, you wouldn't know this person. She's new, isn’t she, Josh?”

“Let me guess. Shannon, the new HR graduate. HR sure has a brilliant recruitment policy. And it starts right at the top.”

“You have a well-tuned radar.”

“What can I say, boss? I’m gifted.”

“You got a response on that last email, Josh.”

“Are they happy with the timing, boss?”

“I wouldn't call it happy. But they'll accept the report if it arrives before the close of business next Friday.”

“The boss saves your bacon once again, junior. Sounds like you owe him a beer. And I'll have one while you're there,” Cody said, emptying his glass.

I headed to the bar, lucky enough to pick a lull in the queue.

“Three Schooners of Great Northern, thanks, barman.”

“Can I see some ID, please, champ?”

I pulled out my license, which I always kept close by, and handed it over.

“When were you born?”

“Joshua Arnold Cash, born 25th August 1999, Toowoomba, Queensland.”

“And where were you born?”

“Toowoomba, Queensland.”

They had blessed me with genes that made me look years younger than my actual age. It was something I’d found a curse, but my parents assured me I’d be thankful for later in life. Still, that didn’t help me much now. Even at twenty-three, I still had to show ID everywhere I went. Something that annoyed the shit out of me. But there were few options. With a job that required a short back and sides haircut, and an inability to grow facial hair, I could have put on a school uniform and easily passed for a high school student. Around 6ft tall, and of slim build, I possessed a fast metabolism that prevented me from putting on weight of any sort. Including muscle mass.

“Did you get ID checked again?” Martin asked.

“Yep, I'm gonna have to grow that beard.”

“Now that would be even more embarrassing,” Cody quipped.

“Don't worry. One day you'll be thankful you look so young.”

“Cheers to the weekend. What's everyone got planned?”

“Just a quiet one with Sophia.”

“Ah yes, still in the honeymoon phase, Cody. What’s it been, two weeks?”

“I bet you won't be working on your tans,” Martin interjected.

“We have plans to leave the apartment this weekend. We've got tickets for the gallery on Sunday arvo.”

Cody struggled to contain his smugness. It didn't take him long to remount the horse after his breakup with Rebecca a few months prior. Sophia was yet another brilliant girl. The type that any of us would wish to meet. Attractive, smart and easy to talk to. None of us could fathom how he moved from babe to babe with such ease.

“Where are we off to next?” Martin asked.

“The barman felt sorry for me. He let it slip that the band playing at The Fortitude under the name The Hoods is actually Gang of Youths. They are doing a secret show to road test a new set for the upcoming national tour.”

“There are still tickets available. Done, four tickets secured.”

“Sorry guys, I gotta head off,” Cody said.

“But I got you and Sophia a ticket.”

“Let's invite Stephen and Katelyn, boss.”

“I reckon someone’s hot for Stephen’s sister.”

“I haven’t seen her, but without Cody around, my chances sure have improved.”

“She may look like Stephen in a dress.”

“Don't be transphobic, boss,” Cody said instantly.

Wow, where did that come from? Cody was quick on calling out anything that offended him. But that response was in record time.

“Stephen and Katelyn are in. But they’ll meet us there. We'll send you photos to show what you're missing, Cody.”

As we sculled the last of the beers and grabbed our bags, Cody ordered an Uber. Unlike the rest of us, he lived fifteen minutes outside of the city, across the other side of the river in West End. The rest of the crew lived within a mile of work and play. Martin and I walked the half mile to The Fortitude. Weaving between crowds of punters out front of The Zoo and The Brightside along the way. Music was pounding the sidewalk out front of each venue. Priming us for the brilliant evening to come.


CHAPTER THREE


THE FORTITUDE LIT up the Valley Mall like the jewel of the crown that this venue was. With lighting reminiscent of a Hollywood Premiere, an excited crowd snaked along the red carpet up and down the sidewalk. There must have been three hundred patrons in the queue, signalling that we weren't the only fans to know the true identity of The Hoods. But the dreaded words displayed in massive letters on the heavily lit sign suddenly tempered my excitement. This was an all-ages gig.

While Martin held our position in the queue, I walked the length and breadth, searching for Stephen and Katelyn. My messages remained unanswered, and Martin held all four tickets. While not finding Stephen and Katelyn ahead of us in the queue, I noticed Rebecca, around fifty patrons ahead. She scanned the crowd behind her, as if waiting for someone to join her, too. Upon recognising me in the crowd, she smiled and waved. My face warmed in an instant.

Rebecca looked incredible, and even better when a smile lit up her face. She wore a brown halter top backless leather dress, tight and with skin showing in all the right places. The dress hugged every one of her womanly curves, framing a stunning cleavage, long tanned legs and toned arms and back, to perfection. A pair of Jeffrey Campbell lace-up four-inch platform ankle boots, in a colour perfectly matching the dress, completed the look. Practical and yet sexy as hell.

“I can't spot Stephen, boss.”

“Then why do you look like the cat who ate the proverbial pigeon?”

“Because I may have noticed Rebecca in the crowd.”

“You better watch it. Admiration is one thing. But stalking is quite the other. If Cody gets wind, he’s bound to have something to say.”

“She smiled at me.”

“I’m sure she was merely being pleasant.”

“I can't believe she's only here with a girlfriend.”

“Perhaps she's not over Cody yet. It’s only been a few months.”

After what seemed like half an hour, we'd made it to the head of the snake. Around ten patrons stood between us and the entrance.

“I hope Stephen hurries up.”

“He's just around the corner, Josh. He’s waiting for Katelyn outside the pharmacy.”

“Who's late? I call this perfect timing,” Stephen interjected.

I turned to find Stephen and his little sister, Katelyn, standing beside us. And by little sister, I mean tiny. Even wearing four-inch heels, everyone else towered over her by at least a foot. That would prove to be a deal breaker for me. Though she was kind of cute.

“Can I see your ID, please, sport?”

“Sure.”

I handed over my license while Martin pulled out his ID in preparation.

“No need, sir, nor you two,” the doorman said, looking from Martin towards Stephen and Katelyn.

Fantastic. Katelyn, a teenager, enters unchecked, but I receive the third degree. The doorman checked my license, turning it over to study it. No, he held it up to the light and forensically scrutinized it.

“Day and year of birth?”

“25th August 1999.”

“I’d keep your license handy. This is an all-ages gig.”

“Dude, why do they always ask you?” Stephen asked.

“I put it down to my cheery disposition and youthful outlook on life.”

Katelyn visibly bumped Stephen's elbow.

“Oh sorry, guys, this is my sister, Katelyn.”

“I’m Josh and this is Martin,” I said as we headed inside the foyer.

“Where do you want to sit, junior?”

“You organise the drinks, boss. I'll find a seat and text you.”

As Martin headed to the bar, I scanned the venue for the best location, spotting a spare table near Rebecca and her friend.

“I’ve found a spot,” I messaged, before waving as Martin scanned the crowd.

He responded with a black-eye emoji.

Martin joined us with drinks as the support act tuned up their instruments.

“See, I made it easy for you to find us.”

The support act was okay, although we talked all the way through their set. Towards the end, Stephen took Katelyn to the merchandise stand. Knowing it was my shout, I headed to the bar for a round of drinks. I got asked for ID, but I expected it at an all-ages show. Carrying the drinks back, I checked out Rebecca at the nearby table. She appeared uncomfortable at the advances of a group of three guys. I caught her eye and mouthed ‘are you okay’? Rebecca shook her head.

I headed over and placed the drinks on her table.

“Hey babe, who are your friends?”

“Who's this, your little brother?” one guy asked.

“He’s my boyfriend.”

“Oh, is that why you’ve come to an all-ages gig? So you could bring him.”

“Sorry, do we have a problem?”

I cracked my knuckles and assumed a defensive stance, in case things turned nasty. None of the three guys concerned me. I’d identified a weakness in each and stood ready to fight if needed. Holding the stare of the apparent leader, I successfully called their bluff. And they retreated.

After holding my stare for a solid thirty seconds, the leader turned to leave.

“No. Your girlfriend looks like a friend of ours. But she's not that lucky after all.”

“Great to hear we've cleared that up.”

The guys walked off, turning to check me out every thirty seconds.

“Thanks for saving me, Josh.”

“You seemed like you needed some help.”

“Do you mind staying, in case they come back? Quick, let’s pose for a classic couple selfie. That’ll show ‘em we’re for real.”

I struggled to hide my excitement at being asked to hangout, something the photos captured perfectly.

Rebecca turned, kissing me on the cheek as she snapped a series of photos. I felt my face warm with excitement each time her skin touched mine. And her warm leather dress sent shivers up my spine as it grazed my skin. Struggling to breathe deeply, I ensured Rebecca didn’t brush against the front of my trousers. Else, my excitement would have been a little too obvious.

“I don’t mind hanging out with you. But I've got drinks for the crew.”

“Bring them over. As long as Cody isn't with you.”

I signalled for Martin and the crew to join us.

“This is a much better spot, boss.”

Stephen introduced Katelyn, while Rebecca introduced Sammi.

“Thanks for saving us, Josh,” Sammi said, placing her hand softly on my chest and pressing her breasts against my arm.

Gang of Youths kicked in with ‘Fear and Trembling’. Noticing the group of guys still watching her, Rebecca stood close in front of me, filling my lungs with her delightful scent. By the time the band started the fourth song, ‘Angel of 8th Avenue’, Rebecca had wrapped my arms firmly around her waist. My excitement must have been obvious as I struggled to breathe. By the time the band finished the fifth song ‘Keep Me In The Open’, Rebecca clasped my hands tightly against her warm leather dress. My pants were almost ready to burst.

As the band started the eighth song, ‘The Deepest Sighs, The Frankest Shadows’, Rebecca started swaying back and forward. She smelt incredible. And her shoulder tucked neatly under mine, as if someone had designed us perfectly for each other. By the time the band hit the tenth song, ‘Magnolia’, Rebecca had turned and danced with me. Her hands rested loosely behind my neck and her legs brushed against mine. Unfortunately, the concert ended soon after, prompting the lights to come up. Rebecca turned to the stage, showing her full appreciation for a wonderful musical performance.

But the band returned for one obligatory encore. As the lights dimmed and ‘The Heart Is A Muscle’ started, Rebecca hugged me tight. We screamed along at the tops of our voices.

“Thanks for keeping me safe,” Rebecca said once the lights came up.

Her face was flushed, and beads of sweat ran tantalisingly down her temples. Rather than stare like some stalker, I glanced over to observe the group of guys from earlier being escorted from the venue by two security guards. They had moved on and obviously harassed other girls. But thankfully, the security guards eventually dealt with them.

“How can I ever thank you, Josh?”

“A coffee would go down well.”

“Are you sure there's nothing you'd rather?”

“No, I demolished a souvlaki and chips on the way here.”

As Rebecca packed Sammi into an Uber, I chatted with Martin and Stephen.

“Coffee sounds good,” Stephen said, before Martin literally dragged him away.

“Any favourite haunts, Rebecca?”

“At 12:00 midnight, none that immediately comes to mind.”

“Don’t worry. I know a perfect place.”


CHAPTER FOUR


REBECCA TOOK THE initiative and held my hand. A sense of pride and excitement rushed over me.

“Lead on, Josh.”

“It’s down this way.”

“You realise I haven’t got my walking shoes on, don’t you?”

“I’m sorry, but it's not much further.”

Heading down the mall a hundred yards, we stopped at the traffic lights before crossing the road. The air was brisk, but the sky was crystal clear. Once out of the mall, we walked another fifty feet before taking the first left.

“Should I be worried that this looks like a dark alley?”

“It keeps out the riff-raff.”

“Then my expectations have just soared.”

I steadied Rebecca as we headed down the cobbled stone alley. In retrospect, it probably wasn’t the best place to take a girl in four-inch heels. But we followed the signs, and soon arrived at the fifty’s inspired diner, Greasers.

“My goodness. I never realised this was here.”

“I stumbled on it about a year back.”

I led Rebecca to a private corner table and chivalrously pulled out her chair.

The waitress arrived front and centre a couple of minutes later. The menu wasn’t huge, but it was heading towards 1:00 am, so anything was a bonus. After ordering Korean Fried Chicken and soft drinks, we finally sat alone. I almost had to pinch myself that I sat opposite Rebecca Valentine. This felt like a dream sequence. I couldn’t afford to clam up. It was all down to me. Focus and concentration were needed. I tried not to think about what lay beneath that incredible leather dress.

“What were your top three highlights, Rebecca?”

“How good was Dave? He's got that sexy thing happening. I couldn't take my eyes off him.”

Wow, not the start I wanted. But where was Dave now, hey?

“And the band were tight.”

“Dave had the crowd in the palm of his hand. His stage presence was insane.”

It appeared like Dave had left a massive impression. Perhaps I could work with that.

“I’ve been told I'm like a younger looking Dave, without the long hair.”

“I could totally believe that,” Rebecca said, uncrossing and re-crossing her incredible legs before running her soft, delicate fingers through my sweaty hair.

I needed to shift the subject away from Dave.

“Do you catch bands often, Rebecca?”

“I try to catch a gig twice a month. Well, since the breakup, anyway.”

Shit, I’d forced her to bring up Cody. Time for some flattery. I need to take back control.

“I can't believe I haven't bumped into you at a venue before.”

“Perhaps you didn't notice me.”

Ah, the opening I’ve been waiting for.

“Somehow, I doubt that would be possible. Not dressed like that.”

“I don’t always dress this way. I wanted to impress Dave tonight.”

Shit, not back down the Dave rabbit hole again.

“His loss is my gain.”

“Who have you caught recently, Josh?”

I switched on my phone and checked my gig diary.

“Let me see, Arctic Monkeys.”

“I was there. But I hate that trek out to Boondall”

“Also, Jaguar Jones.”

“I was there. At The Triffid, right?”

“Before that, Nick Cave and The Bad Seeds.”

“Wasn’t he dreamy? I was there, at the River Stage.”

How did I not spot the incredible Rebecca? She’d stood out in a sea of hotties at The Fortitude. I’d even noticed her in work clothes in the lift.

“Your turn. Impress me with your musical taste, Rebecca.”

“Let me see. Moaning Lisa.”

“I was there, at The Brightside.”

“Before that, Teen Jesus and the Jean Teasers.”

“And there. At The Woolly Mammoth.”

Excitedly, I dropped my phone. Rebecca paused. I could see her mind ticking over.

“You realise I’ve just been reading your gig list in the mirror, don’t you?”

“I knew it. I’d have totally spotted you if you were at those gigs.”

After several drink refills, the waitress dropped by to inform us they were closing. I glanced at my watch. Wow, it was almost 4:00 am.

“Hell, where did that last few hours go, Rebecca?”

“Sorry to waste your night, Josh.”

“No, it’s just that the time flew by. And that's not a bad thing.”

“You live in Teneriffe, right, Josh? Should we share a ride home?”

“I’d still like that coffee.”

“You are a glutton for punishment. Where are we gonna buy coffee at this time of night?”

“I know just the place.”

After helping Rebecca navigate the cobbled stone alley again, we caught an Uber five minutes up the road. Availability for a brief trip was much better at 4:30 am than 4:30 pm. And I avoided surge pricing. I kept the destination private until we arrived.

“I didn't realise Death Before Decaf was open this late, Josh.”

“Actually, this is early. The morning peak starts at 5:00 am.”

Rebecca scanned up and down Brunswick Road. There were people heading home like us, but there were also fresher looking people walking dogs or running. There were already three groups ahead of us in the queue for coffee. After ordering two strong coffees, Rebecca turned to the attendant.

“Can you make them takeaways?” Rebecca said.

“Are you thinking what I'm thinking, Rebecca?”

“Sunrise over the Brisbane River?”

“Exactly.”

We made it through the park and to the riverfront minutes before the first signs of daylight.

I sat beside Rebecca, sipping coffee, and soaking in the sight of an angel before a perfect sunrise. The early morning sun danced with Rebecca’s hair, sending blasts of light every which way as the gentle breeze brushed her gorgeous mane. We chatted about life, and how incredible mother nature was. It was truly the highlight of my year, if not the decade.

“Smile. Say selfie,” Rebecca said as she snapped us in front of the beautiful sunrise.

After walking Rebecca the five hundred yards home, it was just after 6:00 am. Fitness fanatics and unlucky weekend workers flooded the streets.

“I still owe you for saving me from those horrible guys.”

“You can buy me breakfast sometime.”

“No, how can I thank you properly, Josh?”

“Let me sleep on it.”


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“MORNING STEPHEN, HOW was your weekend?” I asked.

“Not as enjoyable as yours, apparently.”

“What do you mean?”

“You sure kicked on after midnight on Friday night, by all accounts.”

“Time got away from us a bit.”

“I’d be steering clear of Cody if I were you.”

“Why? What has he said?”

“Let's just say he wasn't happy with your social media presence.”

Stephen's comments were a little cryptic for my liking. Something had happened, and I needed to find out what.

“You were there. I merely helped Rebecca and Sammi out.”

“Lovely photo of Rebecca kissing you at sunrise.”

Stephen held out a photo of Rebecca and me enjoying the sunrise.

I grabbed Stephen’s phone and checked out the posts. There was one of us at the Gang of Youths concert. My arms sat loosely around Rebecca's waist. The comment read ‘my knight in shining armour’. Then, there was one of us at Greaser sharing a dessert with only one spoon. We both had massive smiles on our faces, and Rebecca had her hand around my neck. The comment read ‘sharing some mid-knight munchies’.

But it was the last post, the photo of the sunrise, that proved to be the most contentious. Rebecca kissed me on the cheek as the sun rose majestically behind us. The fireball sat directly behind the kiss, radiating sunshine in all directions. We both had our arms around each other and appeared extremely comfortable. The comment read ‘savouring an all knighter’. A strong knight in shining armour theme shone through the feed.

I didn't lay eyes on Cody until late morning. He had an offsite meeting first up. With a new client, one we’d worked for six months to win over. But once he arrived, it didn't take long for him to make his presence felt. After dropping his bag at his desk, he made a beeline for me. And he wasn’t in the mood to wait for a break in my work.

“What the hell did you get up to on Friday night?” Cody said.

“We invited you. Remember, Gang of Youths at The Fortitude.”

“Cut the crap. You know what I mean.”

“Rebecca and Sammi got harassed by a group of thugs. I stepped in to help.”

“And Rebecca was there by chance, I suppose?”

“No. Her friend Sammi invited her.”

“And you expect me to believe you didn’t go there looking for her?”

“You sound paranoid. Did you realise she was going? Because you knew I was.”

“I’m not gonna tell you this again, Joshua. Stay away from her or you'll have me to answer to.”

“Sorry, are you the one with the black belt? Oh, no, that's me.”

“I don't give a shit what colour your belt is?”

“Well, if you jump to conclusions like that, you'll find out soon enough.”

I held Cody's stare. I'd done nothing wrong. In fact, he should’ve thanked me for standing up for his ex-girlfriend. Instead of prancing around like some faux prize-fighter. Cody wasn’t happy, and he niggled me non-stop throughout the day.

“You two. In the meeting room now,” Martin instructed.

Martin cleared the air. He backed up my story at The Fortitude. But Cody questioned whether my help needed to stretch until sunrise.

“I can't have members of my team speaking to each other like that. Leave it at the door,” Martin said.

“Sure boss. We're sorry.”

But Cody wasn’t ready to back down.

“Stay clear of Rebecca, or there’ll be grave consequences, Joshua.”

I stood face-to-face with Cody and laughed.

Around halfway through the afternoon, my phone signalled a message.

“How's your day going?” Rebecca messaged.

“Swell, apart from Cody's response to your social media feed.”

“Oh crap. Hang on, I’ll call you.”

Less than a minute later, my phone rang. I headed into a quiet room and pressed accept.

“I’m sorry, Josh. I told Sammi not to post anything without my approval.”

“Why would Sammi post photos of us on her profile?”

“She thought she’d play cupid.”

“Well, she certainly got Cody’s attention.”

“Do I need to talk to him, Josh?”

“Do you guys still talk?”

“Only if we need to.”

“Then, I don’t imagine that's a good idea, Rebecca.”

“Sorry I spoilt your Monday.”

“We'll sort it out. He and I have been friends for a long time.”

“I hope so. I had a wonderful time on Friday night.”

Those few words were like music to my ears. I couldn’t believe that Rebecca Valentine even knew who I was, let alone enjoyed spending time with me. The Cody issue would sort itself out. I knew that. But I’d made an impression on the girl of my dreams. I couldn’t afford to let anything derail our budding friendship. One that I hoped could become blossom into something much more.

“What happened between you two? You were inseparable.”

“You need to ask Cody, Josh.”

“Why?”

“I made a promise to Cody.”

“What do you mean? He won't speak of it.”

“It's his story to tell.”

“Okay, I won't push it.”

“Well, I hope your day improves, Josh.”

I shouldn’t have dragged Rebecca into our petty squabbles. I knew Cody as well as I knew myself. This was out of character. He’d move on. And hopefully, soon. The news cycle was fleeting, and social media even more so. I reasoned it would blow over quickly. But then again, this wasn’t traditional news. Someone posted it permanently on the Internet and it worked its way into Cody’s personal feed.

Annoyed at myself, I broke out my party outfit and sent a thirty-second TikTok clip to Rebecca.

“Dave wears leather pants better than you, just,” Rebecca messaged.

“Please forgive me. Today was quite intense.”

“I understand how full-on Cody can be.”

“Can I make it up to you?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“Thursday night, I’ve got some regular activities scheduled. But you are welcome to tag along. Don't worry, I'll sort everything, including food and drink. But be warned, I’ve got a midnight curfew. Coz it's a school night,”

“Okay, Cinderella, you're on.”

A tough Monday finished with a silver lining. And not just any silver lining, a best-case scenario. Somehow, I’d convinced Rebecca Valentine to spend another evening with me. Now I just needed to make the most of our alone time. And not tell a soul about what I was doing. That wouldn’t be too difficult. Thursday nights dropped off the radar with our crew.


CHAPTER SIX


WEDNESDAY NIGHT, I sent Rebecca a reminder.

“Still keen to visit my world?” I messaged.

“I’m dripping with anticipation.”

“Be sure to wear something casual and comfortable.”

“Like I wore to Gang of Youths?”

“You'll be on your feet most of the night.”

“Then what I wore to Gang of Youths with flip-flops.”

“You'll need closed in shoes, else I'll leave it to you. Meet you in the work foyer at 4:15 pm.”

“Okay, I’ll catch you then, Josh.”

I arrived a few minutes early to buy some supplies for the night ahead. With water bottles and snacks in hand, I watched the lifts eagerly. True to her word, Rebecca stepped out of the lifts spot-on 4:15 pm. But she didn't wear the leather mini dress with flip-flops. Although what she wore did not disappoint.

Rebecca wore a black lace bustier with white skin-tight jeans and black three-inch block heel suede ankle boots. I was concerned about her being on her feet all night, but appreciated the effort. Rebecca’s hair pulled back into two long ponytails. The closely tied back hair appeared brown while the ponytails appeared blonde. And it revealed the whole of her gorgeous face. Her makeup included dramatic, dark eyes and luscious red lips. She appeared ready for a date night.

Heading out of the building, Rebecca held my hand, intertwining our fingers. Her smile in the afternoon sunlight sent shivers up my spine, as the sun bounced off her cheeks and sent a sparkle from her eyes.

“Where are we going?” Rebecca asked.

“Around five hundred yards up the road.”

“Sounds mysterious.”

“I promise I won't lead you down any dark alleys this time.”

“I’m probably better dressed to run away this time.”

“You look stunning.”

As we reached our destination, I walked us up the driveway of Valley Hearts.

“Hey Paul, I hope we’ve got room for a new volunteer,” I said.

“The more the merrier. But I’ll let you show her the ropes, Josh.”

“Happy to take her under my wing. Do you want me to man the laundry van?”

“That would be awesome, brother.”

“We're heading over to the van with ‘Orange Sky’ written on it, Rebecca.”

“I did not realise this place was here.”

“You don't have to stay. I surprised you with this.”

“No, I'm happy to get my hands dirty.”

“Then let's get washing.”

Moving over to the van, a small group of people waited. Each had a green plastic rubbish bag full of clothing. But each had a broad smile to greet the two of us. I unlocked the van and set it up for work. After manning the van for the past six months, things were quick and familiar. With power sorted, machines tested and soap powder at hand, it was time for the first load.

“Who's first up? Let me guess, Carol?”

“Hey Josh. How have you been the past two weeks?”

“Fantastic, Carol. I've brought along a friend of mine, Rebecca, to meet you.”

“She's not your girlfriend, is she?”

“Not yet. But I am hopeful.”

Carol had been married for thirty years, before her husband gambled away everything they owned. Left homeless, she had limited options. A homemaker since marriage, her husband always took care of the finances. Until he didn't. She'd been living on the streets for eighteen months, initially couch surfing, as she didn't want to impose on her friends. With no children, and a family no longer living, she was alone. Broke and homeless, she still had a wonderful spirit. Determined to make her way back, she no longer drank heavily. All she needed was a job to break the cycle. And that’s where Paul and the Valley Hearts team fitted in.

Rebecca chatted away to Carol while I sorted out her laundry. This was the beauty of volunteering with Orange Sky. While the loads of laundry washed, I got to chat with fascinating people in need. People who had faced adversity and were working through it. Proud people who merely needed some short-term support. It kept me grounded and cleansed my soul each fortnight.

Shortly after 6:30 pm, I packed away the van and handed the keys back to Paul.

“Nice to meet you, Rebecca. And thank you, brother. You've made a difference to many lives today,” Paul said.

“I can only marvel at how much good you do, Paul.”

“And I consider myself privileged to have been part of this.”

“You connect well with people, Rebecca. You’re welcome to come again, anytime.”

From Valley Hearts, I called an Uber to take us to our next destination. Walking the two kilometres in heels was not an option. And the ride shares were more plentiful after peak hour. Rebecca held my hand throughout the five-minute ride. Was this becoming more than a friendship? Still, I didn't want to push things. I already had Cody pissed off at me. The last thing I needed was to be accused of making unwanted advances on his ex-girlfriend.

“I hope you've worked up a solid appetite, Rebecca.”

“While the snacks kept the wolves at bay, I could use a decent meal right now.”

“I hope you didn't mind me springing that on you. I volunteer each fortnight.”

“No worries. Although Carol did question me heavily about my intentions.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Girl chat stays just that, I'm afraid, Josh.”

As we arrived at The Golden Pig, the smell of exotic spices greeted us. I opened the recently painted wood panelled door and followed Rebecca inside.

“I hope we're not late. I'm Josh and this is Rebecca.”

“Hi, I'm Chris. We were just about to start the class. Grab a spot at the table and strap on an apron.”

After introducing himself to the twelve eager students, Chris began with a ‘welcome to country’. He introduced the purpose of the class, how we would collectively make a five-course meal packed full of native ingredients, and promised to share stories about everything we would cook. Then, in around three hours, we would all sit down to enjoy the meal, sampling our hard work with non-traditional beer and wine.

I glanced at Rebecca and noticed a massive smile spread across her face. She turned to me and whispered.

“Aren't you the surprise packet, Josh? You just keep outdoing yourself, don't you?”

“Just a normal Thursday night for me.”

“I might just ask you to prove that next week.” Rebecca placed her hand playfully on my thigh.

“Challenge accepted.”

Once Chris had crossed all the names of his list, we walked towards a prominent black metal staircase. It delivered us onto a spacious mezzanine level where a series of stainless-steel cooking benches stood, adorned with aprons, hairnets, and instruction sheets. Climbing the stairs, the unusually fragrant herbs and spices accosted us. Each step, a new sensation made itself known. At the top of the stairs, Chris led us to a bench with plates of ingredients covering more than fifty percent of the pristine surface.

Chris begun by introducing the menu, with which we read along. Oysters cooked in coals with radish leaf and native thyme oil kicked things off. A second entrée of wattle seed damper with native dukkah provided sufficient variety. Reef fish nummus was the first of three mains. Charred BBQ kangaroo loin with saltbush and seaweed spice butter provided a red meat option, while salt baked beetroot and sea vegetables completed the five-course meal.

Rebecca and I worked on two courses together. The kangaroo and the sea vegetables. Meals neither of us had eaten before. We shared everything for those two hours. And the skin-on-skin contact was an absolute bonus. Even so, I wasn't confident if she wanted anything more than merely a friendship. I kept any romantic feelings bottled up inside.

Watching Rebecca lathering the kangaroo loins with spice butter showed a new side of her. She prepared the food with love, not wanting to disappoint any of the students working diligently alongside her. It was an unexpected side of her personality. The attractive girls typically turned out to be superficial in my recent experience. This was a bonus that moved her above merely pure perfection.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“AND NOW WE eat what we've cooked,” Chris announced.

A wave of excitement visibly ran around the table like a Mexican wave. I glanced at Rebecca, who had a touch of the spices on her chin. I moved my hand slowly forward and rubbed it off, being careful not to overstep the mark.

Every student took a seat at a massive round table, complete with freshly starched tablecloth and gigantic dumb waiter. Like the knights of the round table, nobody sat at the head. We were all equals, with a hunger for the feast in common. Cutlery was optional, instead Chris encouraged us to eat the native banquet, as his ancestors would have done many years before.

“What was that for, Josh?”

“You had spices on your chin.”

“Well, you've got something on your upper lip.”

Rebecca leaned forward and kissed me softly. Even if she was merely cleaning the salt away, the kiss was like no other I'd experienced before.

“All gone.”

Chris re-acquainted us with the five-course menu.

“First, we'll start with the entrée, oysters cooked in coals with radish leaf and native thyme oil. And to accompany that we have wattle seed damper with native dukkah.”

“Oh my goodness, that is amazing,” Rebecca said, holding out the spoon for me to sample.

“Is it tastier than my lips?”

“Do you want me to be truthful?”

“No, I’d rather you flattered me.”

“Nowhere near as delicious as your lips, Josh.”

While we consumed the first course, Chris and his team setup the main course. Three enormous platters rolled into position, covered by stainless steel hoods. Please let our meal at least be edible. I couldn't handle it if we'd cooked something no one wanted to eat.

Rebecca and I sat next to newlyweds Anna and Tom. They hardly took their hands off each other the whole night. Something that was both endearing and a little annoying. But they were both over the moon in love with each other and happy to show the world.

“How long have you been dating?” Tom asked.

“Only a few months,” Rebecca replied, gently kicking me with her boot.

“We dated for six months but I knew straight away,” Anna said.

“It only took a month before we had that all-nighter. That's when I realised we would wed,” Tom added.

Wow, did our night together signal a spark? Or just a wonderful friendship?

Once every skerrick of the entrees was gone, Chris stepped forward to introduce the mains.

“First, we have reef fish nummus, baked in palm leaves on the hot coals. Then we have charred BBQ kangaroo loin with saltbush and seaweed spice butter. And finally, we have salt baked beetroot and sea vegetables.”

“What are sea vegetables?” Anna asked.

“Seaweed. But we have a mix of green, brown and red to cover all the nutrient groups.”

Once the lids came off the mains, the wonderful fragrances infused our beings. Rebecca excitedly hugged me when Chris sampled our offering and gave it a thumbs up. Her warm, soft body felt incredible. I tried hard not to overstep the mark or show my excitement.

The food was even better than it appeared. And every piece of the meals Rebecca and I had a hand in cooking disappeared. The smiles on everyone's faces highlighted what a fun night we'd had. But the brightest smile of all belonged to the beautiful Rebecca. Around 10:00 pm, we cleaned up and said goodbye to our new friends. Anna swapped numbers with Rebecca. A double date appeared on the short-term horizon.

“Thanks for showing me your world, Josh.”

“The agreement was 12:00 midnight. You’re not quitting early, are you?”

More than a little full, I suggested we walk the one mile to the next venue. Rebecca agreed, as long as we weren't heading to another food event.

The moon loomed large as we dawdled our way arm in arm along Breakfast Creek Road and through the ‘Gasworks’. Each time we caught the Brisbane River, it shone like silver, causing us to pause and soak in the natural beauty.

“Are we there yet, Josh?”

“See the lights fifty feet ahead? That's where we are heading.”

After passing The Triffid and hearing little but rock music for the past five minutes, a new sound beckoned us.

“What is it? It sounds like people screaming.”

“They’re screaming with excitement.”

“Of course they are, Josh.”

“Don't worry, it's not an escape room or a rage cage.”

As we reached twenty feet from the venue, a thumping noise added to the screams.

“Is this what I think it is, Josh?”

“It may be.”

“Oh, my goodness. It’s axe throwing.”

“Welcome to Maniax, Rebecca.”

“I’ve always wanted to do this.”

Rebecca kissed me excitedly and with unexpected passion. She surprised me, catching me off guard. But I savoured every second, even if my side of it was less than satisfactory.

“You realise you're throwing axes at a board, and not me, right?”

Maniax appeared liked someone had set up a batting cage in an abandoned warehouse. Street art murals covered the walls ahead and to the left, all painted in shades of grey. While white painted cyclone wire cages ran along the right-hand side. Each cage had two boards attached to the wall at the far end and a thick white line painted across the floor. A small desk with stools sat back by the walkway.

Booked into the 10:30 pm session, the instructor, Axel, pulled all dozen participants together and laid down the lore. A five-minute group training session followed a five-minutes safety briefing. It highlighted the basics of throwing and scoring. Anything longer would have been worthless. Because, as soon as eyes locked on the axes, the ears switched off.

“Have you thrown before, Josh?”

“Once or twice.”

Axel assigned people to cages based on their signup. We joined two other couples in what he called the date cage. Three couples took turns to throw three axes each. Couples needed to throw at the same time and complete the round within ten seconds of each other. We calculated a score at the end off each round. A final score added up over the ten rounds.

“I’m not gonna try to show you anything, Josh,” Axel said.

“Why not?”

“Didn't you read the honour board when you arrived, Rebecca?”

“Sorry, I must have missed your big moment.”

Rebecca picked it up rather quickly. She instructed me to throw left-handed to make it fair. Even with that handicap, I doubled her score in the first four rounds. And she'd forgotten we were a team pitted against the other couples. But whenever we weren't throwing, we shared a seat in the viewing area, with Rebecca's shapely arse rested squarely on my thighs.

As the end of the fifth round approached, we were five points behind.

“Do you mind if I throw one right-handed, Rebecca?”

“Why?”

“Do you want to hit the lead?”

“Sure, I love a man with confidence but…”

My last axe landed well above the bullseye. In fact, it landed well above all three painted circles. It was the perfect kill shot. Suddenly, we hit the lead.

“I gather you meant to do that, Josh.”

“It's called a kill shot.”

The excitement of winning was like an aphrodisiac. And Rebecca hugged me wildly. She’d tasted success, and she wanted more. From that point on, I could use my right hand for the rest of the throws. I hit a perfect score of thirty-two for the last five rounds, including a second kill shot, which scored me an excited kiss.

Rebecca came into her own, improving each round. By the end of the tenth round, she scored a bullseye, prompting me to return her kiss. Thankfully, she received it well. On the way out the door, Rebecca pulled me over to the honour board. It listed my name twelve times for perfect rounds. Only the owner had more listings.

“Once or twice, hey, Josh?”

“That’s right. Once this morning and twice yesterday.”

I walked Rebecca home, my arm now draped casually around her back with my hand slipped into her side pocket. Totally buzzed, she needed to wind down. But this was a playful side of Rebecca that I hadn't yet seen. And it was only half a mile. I got her to her door right on 11:55pm, right before the witching hour.

“Thank you for letting me share your world, Josh.”

“I’d love to take a peek inside yours sometime.”

“I think it's a bit too soon for a sleepover.”

“Sorry, that wasn't what I meant.”

“I understand. But remember, I said too soon.”

“How about you show me your world next week?”

“It wouldn't be as exciting as yours, Josh.”

“Let me be the judge of that.”

We made plans for the following Wednesday night. Rebecca Valentine kissed me goodnight. Her soft yet purposeful lips worked up my excitement before her tongue wrestled with mine for the first time. Walking home, I couldn't fathom how Cody could have broken up with Rebecca. The date was the best of my life. She was perfect in every way. We were perfect in every way. I had little trouble falling asleep, thinking of Rebecca.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


RELIEF WASHED OVER me once the end of the week arrived. The tension between Cody and me had hit overload, and neither of us was backing down. Martin convinced us to go for drinks in order to clear the air. He didn’t want another week of dysfunction in his team. And rightly so. At 5:00 pm on the dot, we headed out for drinks at The Triffid.

By the time we arrived around fifteen minutes later, a packed garden bar greeted us. A mix of suit wearing urban professionals mixed with t-shirt wearing music fans greeted us, ranging in ages from barely eighteen all the way through to folks in their sixties. Or so I estimated. But the common theme was a love for music. And some of the band shirts proudly on display reminded me I’d missed many awesome bands in their prime.

Having called us together, Martin shouted the first round.

“What's on for the weekend, boys?”

“I expect you’ll be throwing axes all weekend, Stephen,” Cody replied.

“I went this morning. I’m primed for the finals, thanks.”

“What did you score?”

“Ninety percent.”

“Is that really a thing?”

“Forty-five out of fifty. You do the math, Josh.”

“You forgot about the kill shot.”

“That'd be a record for you, wouldn't it, Stephen?”

“Hilarious, Cody. But not everyone can score two kill shots playing left-handed.”

I stared sternly at Stephen. His line of discussion was dangerous.

“Maniax is buzzing about Josh showing off in front of his new girlfriend.”

“And who would this mystery girlfriend be?”

“Apparently, they made quite the deadly couple late last night.”

“Wow, the date night session. You've gone all out, Josh.”

“It wasn't really like that, Cody.”

“I’ll check the gallery. There's bound to be a photo.”

Stephen started scrolling before stopping dead in his tracks.

“Who is it? Is it Sharon from Accounts? Show me.”

I grabbed the phone seconds before Cody could reach it.

Martin arrived with the drinks and placed them on the table.

“Are you seeing Rebecca again on the weekend, Josh?”

“Leave it alone Stephen,” Martin interjected.

“I was only stirring.”

“And as your boss, I’m asking you not to.”

“Have you been seeing Rebecca behind my back?”

“I wouldn’t call it that.”

“Guys, keep it down or we'll have to leave,” Martin interjected.

“We're not seeing each other.”

“Then what would you call it?”

“Rebecca wanted to thank me for helping Sammi and her out last week.”

“I heard those guys were nasty. One even spent the weekend in the cells,” Stephen interjected.

“Who did you hear that from?” Cody asked.

“I got a buddy at the watch house. One guy got charged with sexual assault.”

“Why are you hanging out with my ex behind my back?”

“I don't quiz you about spending time with Sophia.”

“Because Sophia is my girlfriend and not your ex.”

Shit, I'd headed down the wrong line of logic and dumped myself deeper in it.

“Look, you two need to sort this out before Monday. It can't enter the office again next week,” Martin said.

“There’s nothing to sort out. Stay clear of Rebecca or else, Joshua.”

“Are you banning me from speaking to a colleague?”

“You got a smart mouth on you. I'll enjoy taking you down a peg or two.”

“We all realise who'd win a fight between us.”

“Tell me you'll stay away, else we're about to find out.”

“There's always another answer.”

Cody made a chicken clucking noise.

“I agree with Josh. Talk it out,” Martin interjected.

“Talk is for pussies.”

“Then we have only one option, Cody. Give it your best shot.”

Cody threw the first punch. I easily ducked out of the way and grabbed his wrist on the way past. I sufficiently pressured his wrist to stop him in his tracks. But it was too late. In seconds, two security guards escorted us to the door.

“Dude, I don't want to fight you,” I said.

“Then stay away from Rebecca.”

“What happened between you two?”

“It's private. Keep your nose out of it.”

“Rebecca is awesome. And you two were perfect together.”

“Sometimes things aren't all that they seem.”

“Then why are you against me spending time with her?”

“For both of our own goods.”

“What does that mean?”

“Some people are not as they appear.”

“She could have a tail and it wouldn't matter.”

“Watch out what you wish for,” Cody muttered under his breath.

I didn't understand what Cody was inferring

“Help me understand what happened.”

“Why don’t you ask Rebecca?”

No closer to understanding, I left things alone

“For your own good, steer clear of her, Joshua.”

“I can’t promise that, dude.”

“Then we are done. And don't say I didn't warn you. Our friendship is over. And I'll talk to Martin about a transfer.”

Cody turned and left for home. I did the same.


CHAPTER NINE


WEDNESDAY COULDN'T COME quick enough. The idea of spending more time with Rebecca excited me. Rebecca messaged me Tuesday night with a reminder to dress casually and bring runners. Intrigued, I hoped for a deepening of our friendship. And perhaps even expanding it romantically. We met in the work foyer spot-on 5:00 pm.

Rebecca looked stunning in a blue and white long-sleeved peasant top, with ruffles at the tops of her arms and a lace tied in a bow and resting provocatively between her breasts. A heart-shaped locket around her neck drew my eye and made me wonder who was lucky enough to have their photo contained within. A matching short skirt sat a few inches below the top, showing a toned and tanned bare midriff. Black three-inch block heel suede ankle boots completed the outfit and signalled walking was on the cards.

“Where are we headed?”

“I will unveil all soon enough, Josh.”

I followed Rebecca out onto St Paul's Terrace, proudly walking beside her hand in hand. Heading uptown, we passed Valley Hearts, prompting Rebecca to squeeze my hand a little and smile. Fifty feet later, we made a sharp left turn.

“We need to keep moving. Timing is critical.”

“Sounds ominous. Should I be worried?”

“You walked me into a bunch of people throwing axes, Josh.”

“Point made.”

We headed South, past Greasers and kept going.

“Not an early romantic dinner, then?”

“You asked to step into my world. Romance only happens on Fridays.”

Soon enough, we'd left the Valley altogether. I entered unchartered territory. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this far from home.

We crossed the Story Bridge, high above the Howard Smith Wharves, just as the sun dropped to within half an hour of sunset. The late afternoon sun reflected off the Brisbane River a few hundred feet below. The cityscape appeared ethereal, as the low cloud cover glowed red and pink into the distance. And it reflected off many of the city buildings. Especially the massive glass skyscrapers that dominated the vista.

Once safely off the Story Bridge, things changed. The temperature dropped as the afternoon breeze swept off the Brisbane River.

“I can't remember the last time I crossed the river, Rebecca.”

“Then prepare for something a little outside your comfort zone.”

As long as Rebecca was there, it didn't matter where we were. Things would be perfect.

Heading down a set of stairs, we eventually stood at a doorway emblazoned with the words Story Bridge Adventure Climb.

“Are you kidding me? I've always wanted to do the bridge climb.”

“Well, you showed me the perfect sunrise. So, it’s only fitting I show you the best sunset.”

“But how did you organise this at short notice?”

“We're looking at climbing the bridge for a corporate activity. Consider us the guinea pigs.”

After changing into a funky set of sky blue and beige overalls, likely bright enough to light our way in the dark, we met for the safety briefing. Even in the unflattering overalls and a harness, Rebecca appeared super cute. The sun sat a few inches above the city buildings as we strapped in and began the climb. If the sun reflecting off Rebecca's blonde-brown hair wasn’t distracting enough, as the wind picked up, I constantly stumbled.

We heard stories of the bridge construction, the people who'd lost their lives during its build, how the steel structure had filled the river beneath with thousands of dropped rivets, and how the two sides of the bridge had aligned within a half inch of each other. The size and cost of the construction effort was something I was sure the drivers below never considered.

As the sun disappeared behind the city skyline, the view became even more breath-taking. I stood behind Rebecca and wrapped my arms around her waist. This was our Titanic moment. Every couple has one. And our guide made sure we got the perfect photo evidence.

“I can't believe how peaceful it is, a hundred and fifty feet above peak hour traffic, Josh.”

“That sunset can’t rival the beauty in front of me.”

After capturing the stunning Brisbane sunset in what seemed like a thousand photos, it was time for the decent. And given the shift into darkness, I needed to concentrate. Sure, there were lights to guide the way, but the beautiful twilight added yet another level of challenge.

“Thank you for inviting me along.”

“What's the verdict? Thumbs up or down,” Rebecca said, prompting me to offer a firm thumbs up.

“I couldn’t guess how you can top that.”

“Wait and see. Work activities are only part of my typical Wednesday night.”

After changing out of the overalls, showering and putting our civvies back on, it was time to go. Certificates in hand, Rebecca led us down the road. Not back towards the familiarity of the Valley, but further away, and out of my comfort zone.


CHAPTER TEN


“WHERE ARE WE heading now?”

“I’ve arranged a private concert for you, Josh.”

“Who's playing?”

“It's a surprise. But I’m sure you’ll be impressed.”

After walking around half a mile down the road hand in hand, Rebecca led me across the street.

“Here we are.”

A nondescript cream brick building stood before me, situated right on the banks of the Brisbane River.

“Interesting. A concert at a hospital.”

“Not quite. But you'll find out soon enough.”

Rebecca led me into the building. It wasn't the hospital wing that we entered. Instead, it was an aged care home. The receptionist smiled and waved excitedly as we approached.

“The girls are warming up. Do we have a guest performer this week?” the receptionist asked.

“He's a guest. But not a performer.”

“Well, I’m sure the ladies would appreciate a live audience.”

“You're always welcome to join us, Prudence.”

This was my first visit to an aged care home. Heading down a long corridor, grey linoleum squeaked beneath my feet. To my left, battleship grey walls greeted me. To my right, it was the same. Fluorescent lighting buzzed and flickered overhead. It reminded me of a hospital without the strong disinfectant smell and all the beeping noises. Rebecca led me into a light filled room about a hundred feet from reception.

“Are you ready to be dazzled?”

“You haven't let me down yet.”

“Then strap yourself in for a once in a lifetime treat,” Rebecca said, squeezing my hand excitedly.

Two rows of ladies greeted us when we turned the corner. A few of them were sitting in wheelchairs, a few had walkers by their sides, but all had broad smiles plastered across their faces and were merrily warming up their vocal cords. Unexpectedly, each lady had a folder of sheet music in front of them. Had I stumbled on a retirement home for opera singers? A piano took pride of place to the left of the ladies.

“Take a seat anywhere,” Rebecca said as she moved to the rostrum.

I sat to her left, on a piano stool with a perfect view of both Rebecca and the choir.

“Good evening choir.”

“Good evening, Miss Valentine,” the choir members said in perfect unison.

“Who's the hot young piano player?” one lady asked.

“That's my friend, Josh. But he's not a piano player, Mavis.”

“What are you singing? And in what key?”

“It’s in C Major. ‘My Girl’.”

I opened the sheet music and studied it quickly.

“Does it go something like this?” I said, before banging out a half decent rendition. Rebecca’s face showed a mix of surprise and enjoyment.

“I told you he was a hot young piano player.”

“You were right, Mavis. Let's pick it up from the start.”

Rebecca counted us in. The voices were incredible. There sure was some talent amongst the members of the choir. After the first run through, Rebecca worked with each of the sections. The sopranos were instantly spot on pitch. The altos were equally well drilled, but the tenors struggled, possibly as the range was a little low for female voices.

I spotted a guy sitting in the room's corner and walked over to say hello.

“How about we provide some bottom end for the choir?”

“I’ve given up singing.”

“Why is that?”

“I’m the last man standing.”

“Not today, you're not. How about we make these ladies' day?”

“Only if we play a game of chess afterwards.”

“You're on.”

I moved to the piano, and the guy joined me. We ran thru the song and the parts. Turns out he was quite the strong tenor with a wide range that could drop into baritone. Within thirty minutes, we were ready.

“Now let's do a full run through.”

“Hang on, conductor,”

I pulled out my phone and set it up to record the performance. It sounded brilliant. As I highlighted to everyone when I played it back through the sound system. The buzz in the room was sensational.

“Who'd have known you had yet another talent?”

“I’m not just a pretty face, you know.”

“Perhaps you could be my Dave without all the hair.”

“I’m not sure I could do this in front of ten thousand fans.”

“Then I’ll save you for my Dave without the hair, in private.”

“Look, I really like you and I think you like me.”

“I’m really enjoying our time together.”

“But we need to move past this whole Cody thing.”

“What do you mean, Josh?”

“Cody told me if you and I become more than friends, he'll never speak to me again.”

Rebecca met my eyes before dropping them towards the ground.

“You make this terribly difficult.”

“Right back at you. I didn’t expect to like you this much.”

Rebecca picked up her phone and dialled a number before putting the call on speaker.

“Hello, I assume this is a butt dial?” Cody said.

“We need to talk.”

Cody didn't respond like someone who disliked the caller. He was more than civil.

“Look, your ex and your bestie want to date. But we won't do it without your approval.”

“You realise how I feel about you. But we agreed.”

“I think you underestimate your bestie, Cody.”

“You haven't told him, have you?”

“Of course not. I made a promise to you.”

“Can I speak to Josh alone?”

“Thank you, Cody.”

Rebecca handed over the phone, and I headed into a vacant room.

The conversation started pleasantly enough. After ten minutes I walked out, more than a little shocked, and handed Rebecca back her phone.

“Surprise. Do you still wanna date?”

I owed Rebecca a clear and early call.

“It's a lot to take in, but with Cody's blessing, yes.”

“Then let's head back to mine, where you can take it all in before you change your mind,” Rebecca said with a sly smile.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I TOOK THE initiative and ordered an Uber. So many things rushed through my head, yet my decision felt right. Rebecca was incredible, perfect in every way. She was smart, fun, and sexy. And she had a strong social conscious. Perfectly matched on paper, I owed it to both of us to follow this through.

“You’ve gone awfully quiet,” Rebecca said, holding my hand in hers.

What should I expect when we arrive at Rebecca’s apartment? What if I can't follow through when the time comes? I don’t want to ruin a perfect friendship, leaving a colleague I need to avoid. And what if she gets back with Cody? How would that work? The questions kept coming, but no answers accompanied them.

The Uber arrived around fifteen minutes later. I don’t think I’d uttered a word. I was blowing this. Quick, I needed to regain composure. I opened the door for Rebecca.

“It’s rare to find a true gentleman these days.”

I took the Initiative and directed the driver to my apartment.

“Do you mind if we go past mine on the way, Josh? I'll need a toothbrush.”

On the quick trip across the bridge, I remained silent. Rebecca could sense my distance and broke the ice.

“Penny for your thoughts, Josh.”

“I’m worried I won't satisfy you.”

“Has that ever happened before?”

“No, quite the opposite, actually. But it’s different this time.”

“Why, because I’m transgender?”

“No, because I really like you.”

Rebecca lent forward and kissed me with purpose. The second our lips touched, a spark surged through me.

“I’m confident you'll do the right thing when the time comes.”

“But how would I even start?”

“Just think of me as the girl of your dreams, only fully optioned for your pleasure.”

Rebecca’s words filled me with excitement.

Rebecca placed her hand on my knee. Her touch sent shivers up my spine. She placed her hand on top of mine. The skin-to-skin contact excited, yet reassured. She intertwined our fingers. I glanced down to see how much smaller and slender her hand was. Rebecca slowly edged our hands onto her knee and up her thigh.

“There, is that scary?” Rebecca asked.

“Not really.”

“And your boner tells me how much you are turned-on right now.”

Rebecca lent forward and kissed me with intent.

The Uber stopped at Rebecca's apartment. Thankfully, else I may have moved past the point of no return. Rebecca headed inside and reappeared five minutes later, emanating a crisp floral scent. She’d brought along a small blue overnight bag. It appeared overkill for a toothbrush, leaving me to wonder what other delights lay within it. The Uber pulled up at my apartment one minute later. I placed my arm around Rebecca and led the way inside.

“You aren't leading me into another dark alley, are you, Josh?”

“You are completely safe.”

“Pity. I was hoping for a little danger.”

“I’m sure I can arrange something.”

Walking inside the entrance, I led Rebecca to the lift. It opened immediately. Excited and somewhat tingly, I held myself back.

“You can start ravaging me whenever you like, Josh.”

“Where should I start?”

“I’m thinking right where you left off in the car.”

Rebecca spread her legs and lent back against a corner of the lift.

“Take me in your mouth. You can’t hide that you want to.”

I kissed Rebecca excitedly before dropping to my knees. After quickly kissing her bare midriff, I lifted her skirt. Sitting behind a veil of lace sat Rebecca's most prized optional extra. While I’d been happy to limit my movements to over her panties in the car, I desperately wanted to delve deeper.

The time had come for me to man up and embrace my future with Rebecca. As I checked out her bulge, a shiver of excitement ran up my spine. The closer I moved to her panties, the stronger her sweet aroma became. Rock hard. My cock strained to be released and focused on nothing but getting Rebecca into the same state. I slid my hands up her thighs and slipped my fingers inside the waistband of her panties. I’d entered the promised land. As her panties slid down and cleared Rebecca's knees, her top-of-the-line option became fully visible.

“You can touch it, Josh.”

“I’m just thinking how lucky I am.”

“Then hurry, and take me in your mouth,” Rebecca said, placing her hand on the back of my head to guide me.

Rebecca's cock was unlike any I'd seen before. Not that I was any sort of cock aficionado. Around four inches semi-flaccid and hooded, only a heart shape of cropped hair sat above it. The anticipation had gotten the better of me. I needed to sample Rebecca’s gift. I could wait no longer and reached out with both hands before sliding my lips over the head of her delight.

I'd never held something as soft in my mouth. Nipples were softish, but hardened quickly. Even when rock hard, there was still a softness about Rebecca's gift. Something that made it delightful to the touch and even better to the taste. After attempting to suck her length twice, I got the idea. I channeled my best blow job experiences and applied the same technique. Things fell into place quickly. I was a natural. Well, if Rebecca's reaction was any sign.

As Rebecca's breathing hastened, she moved one of her arms in excitement. It was in reaction to my tongue circling her cock head. The floor shook as the lift suddenly clunked and headed upward. I had around three minutes until we'd hit my floor. And I prayed there would be no unexpected stops along the way. I took Rebecca deeper into my mouth with each stroke. The timer was counting down. And I needed to up the ante. I moved my hands to caress her cleanly shaven balls.

Rebecca’s reactions to my movements built my excitement. Her cock graduated from increased blood flow to spasming in seconds. Rebecca’s breathing became ragged while her grip on my hair tightened. And her toned and muscular legs quivered beside me. Rebecca reached for a handrail, steadying herself for the final push over the edge. She wasn't far away from finishing.

As the lift bell dinged, signalling our arrival at the top floor, Rebecca called out loudly.

“I’m coming,” Rebecca screamed.

The second-floor button lit up, causing the lift doors to close. I quickly threw Rebecca's overnight bag in the doorway to keep it open. My neighbours would have to wait a few extra minutes.

Rebecca's hand still clasped my hair. She savoured every second of our first orgasm together. The closeness I felt to Rebecca was incredible, almost unforgettable. Never had I pleased another person so completely. Finally, Rebecca released my hair, and I stood to kiss her.

“I always had confidence in you, Josh. Now let's have some real fun.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WHAT IS THIS place?”

“The old wool stores. Built over a hundred years ago and recently converted to apartments.”

“You must pay a shed load more than me on rent.”

“I don’t rent, though I have quite the mortgage.”

I wrapped my arm firmly around Rebecca and led her to my apartment.

“Are we on the top floor?”

“Yep. That’s where they put the penthouse.”

“Do you have a view of the river?”

“How about we let that remain a surprise for now?”

As I turned the key and opened the door, Rebecca’s eyes widened with excitement.

“I’m glad we came to yours.”

Rebecca rushed into the living room before running to the windows.

“Those bloody ceilings are at least thirty feet high, and you don’t just have a view. You have views in all directions, Josh.”

“Wait until I show you my favourite room,” I said, holding out my hand.

“If it’s better than this, you’ll be one fully satisfied boy tonight.”

I grabbed a bottle of wine and two glasses before leading Rebecca upstairs. We headed past the ensuite, through the walk-in-robe and into the master bedroom. Rebecca let go my hand and ran to the windows.

“You are getting so lucky tonight, Josh.”

“You keep promising, but I haven’t seen you deliver.”

“Oh, I deliver. But what did you have in mind?”

“I’m here to learn. Test me.”

I threw Rebecca’s bag down beside the bed.

“I intended to ease you into things, but I think you’ve shown you’re up for more than I expected. And I have a feeling you’re up for a little give and take.”

Rather than feeling trepidation at Rebecca’s comments, excitement filled me.

“Do to me as you wish, Rebecca.”

Less than two minutes later, Rebecca stood naked before me. She sat on the bed and placed her head against the pillow.

“What are you waiting for? Get those clothes off.”

While I disrobed, Rebecca savoured every second of the unveil. With her cock in hand, she worked long slow strokes, releasing a solid six-inch weapon by the time I stood naked in front of her.

“Throw me the big bottle of lube from my overnight bag, will you, Josh?”

I did as instructed. Although I never took my eye off Rebecca’s gift.

“Now come over here and straddle me.”

I sat on the bed and moved next to Rebecca.

“Face away from me and sit on my stomach. Now push up with your legs and arms, Josh.”

A cold splash of lubricant sloshed against my arse. This only meant one thing. The next step scared me, but I trusted Rebecca. I wanted to please her in whatever way she wanted. And swore to explore every opportunity together. Rebecca placed her gift against my sphincter.

“Relax and drop. It’ll be foreign at first, but once the endorphins kick in, you’ll only feel pleasure.”

I followed Rebecca's lead. The first inch was tough. Luckily, Rebecca held straight and true with both hands. Once inside me, Rebecca moved her hands to my hips and slowly guided me down. I dropped an inch at a time, pausing after each increment to adjust my position. By the third or fourth drop, I’d made it past the difficult stage and pure pleasure surged through me.

“Oh, fuck. That’s amazing,” I said.

“Now, I’m gonna help, but you’re gonna have to do most of the work.”

I realised what that meant. I lifted my body a few inches before dropping again. Given the size of Rebecca’s gift, I needed not worry about moving too far with each stroke. As I bounced away, pulses of overwhelming pleasure overtook me. It was like Rebecca filled every available inch of my cavern, adapting as I moved, and exciting every nerve ending individually.

“That’s it. Now drop with all your force.”

More than happy with her previous suggestions, I lifted high before slamming my full body weight down. As I hit the bottom, a sensation like I’d never imagined rocketed throughout my body. It was as if Rebecca had unlocked the key to my pleasure centre. And it didn’t take long before I re-discovered that pathway, again and again.

“Keep going, Josh, I’m almost there.”

I drove deeper and deeper, before Rebecca reached around and brought my cock back to life. It took merely a few strokes before it stood rock hard and ready to rumble. Only my excitement originated from within. Rebecca’s heavenly actions offered a new level of pleasure. Her movements became ragged as her breathing laboured. I took over, stroking myself while Rebecca helped lift my arse, before we let my weight reinstate our connection.

“I’m coming.”

“Me too.”

Rebecca’s gift released a warm injection at the same time as my chest caught an eruption of my nectar. I bounced a few more times before Rebecca held me against her, savouring the deepest of connections for as long as possible.

Once Rebecca had delivered on her promise in full, her gift popped out, and I turned and kissed her. We both possessed that glow that only the closest of bonds can provide.

“How did I go?”

“You knocked it out of the park, Josh.”

“My coach deserves most of the credit.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT BECAME our second all-nighter within a fortnight. Tom and Anna would’ve called it a sign. But viewing the sunrise over the Brisbane River for a second time, only this time naked and in the arms of one another, our relationship status became confirmed as serious. But I didn’t need anyone to tell me how I felt about Rebecca. I knew that straight away. One night with her and I was more than just smitten. I was hooked. And with my best friend’s blessing, nothing stood between me and the girl I would spend the rest of my life with.

Our hookup raised a few questions in the workplace. Especially within my team, after the events of the week before. So I waited for a few weeks and worked with Cody before revealing the wonderful news to my team. Cody was the lightning rod for the team. And his acceptance was all we needed to smooth things over. Within a few weeks, the chat became about Rebecca and Josh, rather than Cody’s ex and Josh. That signalled everyone had moved on.

While chatting to Cody before the announcement, he revealed why Rebecca and he had broken up. Rebecca had virtually become a member of Cody’s family, one of the highest profile political families in the country. Cody’s father was a political powerhouse, leading his party to power for three consecutive terms of government. And his expectation was that Cody would follow in his footsteps. Rebecca stepped back to avoid the ongoing scrutiny that comes with being a political partner. She simply wanted a quieter life. Something, thankfully, I could provide.

Rebecca joined me each fortnight at Valley Hearts, and I joined her alternate weeks at the Aged Care Home. Caring for others had brought us together and remained critical for both of us in the future. Within six-months, Carol was bugging me to pop the question, while Mavis was thanking me for building up a solid tenor and baritone section in the choir. Mavis spent plenty of one-on-one time blooding the new members of the choir, showing them the finer points of four-part harmony. They even played a gig at the River Stage in the lead up to Christmas.

While pursuing a successful career with the company, I maintained a well-balanced life. Supporting charities, keeping fit and nourishing my soul with creative endeavours kept my life fulfilled outside of work. These things were in my DNA. And with Rebecca by my side, my dream life had expanded to include the perfect partner. I even crossed the Story Bridge twice a month, something that enriched my life in ways I never imagined.

Rebecca’s career went from strength to strength, too. The Story Bridge Adventure Climb became the best team building event in the company's history. From there, she successfully pitched an idea for employees to volunteer at several local charities every six months. That provided Paul and the team at Valley Hearts an additional volunteer force for many years to come. Something that not only made a difference to the employees, but provided extra support for those in need across the city.

When Rebecca’s apartment lease came up for renewal six months later, we headed Carol’s advice, took the leap of faith and moved in together. There were no teething pains. Everything slipped into place, and we quickly developed a wonderful life rhythm. Every time I looked at Rebecca, I pinched myself. How lucky was I to have met my other half? The person who made me whole. And I never regretted that decision to fight for the right to date my best friend’s ex.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com
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Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.
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Yumi


TRAPPED
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Would you travel halfway around the world at an hour’s notice? What checks and balances would you insist on?

Robert Fletcher is a lucky guy. At twenty-six, this conservative mid-western guy works out of the Boston office of a top global consulting firm. With an apartment in the trendy Beacon Hill district, he gets to travel the US each week solving complex problems for the largest companies in the country. And his latest assignment has tongues wagging and consultants worldwide eager to pick his brain.

But Robert’s dreams are bigger. And he knows that the spotlight in consulting is fleeting. To leverage his great work, he needs to jag a global assignment. One that will launch his career into the consulting stratosphere. So, when someone pulls out of the perfect assignment at the eleventh hour, Robert’s name comes to the top of the list. And he gets the opportunity of a lifetime. One where he is paired with the firm’s gun consultant, a force of nature who takes no prisoners and never fails to deliver, Cassie Johnson.

Naturally, Robert jumps at the chance to work in Glasgow for three months, on a project that will be as challenging as it will be career-defining. But when he hastily agrees to join Cassie at her hotel of choice, he signs up for Cassie’s lifestyle, twenty-four-seven. And that places him in completely foreign territory. Three months is a long time to be trapped in someone else’s life. Especially when that someone is your polar opposite. But sometimes adversity is what you need in order to find success. And Robert quickly discovers opportunities he never imagined possible.

If you like transgender romances with action and heart, like ‘Love Actually’, then you’ll love ‘TRAPPED’. The latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Robert successfully resist temptation, or will new opportunities prove just a little too enticing?


FIVE FIRST DATES
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Would you trust someone else to find the love of your life? What if that someone was a computer?

Tom Prince is a successful scientist, who is still living in his hometown of Kansas City. It’s not because he doesn’t have options. With too many patents to count and a string of life-saving medical breakthroughs under his belt, Tom has enjoyed the riches that come with success. Still, he prefers the quiet life.

But after losing the love of his life three years prior, all Tom does is work, eat, and sleep. Something that his sister Nancy, his one and only personal contact, believes is unhealthy and needs to change. And she isn’t letting it go until Tom moves on once and for all.

So, when Nancy sees an advertisement for SoulMates, a dating service that guarantees a match or your money back, she sees the opportunity to get Tom back on the bike. As a man of science, he can’t argue with ‘five dates to your soul mate or your money back’ promise. And he’ll spend time in five of the most romantic places in the country.

But when the SoulMates process insists Tom keeps his options wide open, he must decide between walking away from one-hundred grand or embracing life well outside his comfort zone.

If you like romances where sparks fly in all directions like Bridget Jones’s Diary or Mamma Mia, then you’ll love FIVE FIRST DATES. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Tom embrace the SoulMates process and live life outside his comfort zone, or will he play it safe and lose the chance to meet his soul mate, forever?


FAMILIAR FACE
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Is it really possible for people to change? Or are we destined to follow our childhood path blindly into adulthood, and for the rest of our lives?

Lewis Ludwig is returning to his hometown of Staunton, Virginia, for the first time in ten years. Something he promised he’d never do. Since moving to New York City straight out of high school, this ex-football star, heartthrob and all-round bad-boy had worked hard to change his negative outlook on life, and most of his wicked ways. But no-one back in Staunton knows or cares about that.

So, when Lewis steps off the plane to join the wedding party for his best buddy, Gary’s wedding, he instantly feels the wrath for things done a lifetime ago. And no matter where he goes and who he meets, everyone seems to have bad memories of being on the wrong end of Lewis Ludwig’s bad deeds. Especially, the bride and fellow members of the wedding party.

But when Lewis spots Stacy, a fellow wedding party member and visitor to Staunton, he believes his luck may have changed. Stacy, is smart and sexy and, as she’s from out of town, won’t hold his bad boy history against him. Although she looks somewhat familiar, something he puts down to her modelling picture adorning his dorm room wall throughout college.

If you like wedding romances with heart, where people really can surprise you, like ‘Four Weddings and a Funeral’, then you’ll love ‘FAMILIAR FACE’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Can Lewis make a positive first impression on his dream girl Stacy, or will his bad-boy reputation ruin his chances?


FREE DRESS FRIDAY
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How far would you go to secure the job of your dreams? What lines would you cross? What lines wouldn’t you?

Harrison Tate is a mid-western farm boy looking to launch a stellar legal career with the most prestigious anti-discrimination law firm in the country. Securing one of the rarest and most sought after legal practice internships, Harrison knows he’s only one step away from the graduate role that could pave his future career with gold. After five years of hard work, he must make every post a winner during his ten week stint, or risk losing the opportunity of a lifetime.

From his first day at the firm, and first interactions with his co-workers, Harrison discovers his kryptonite. And there’s no shortage of it. It seems there’s a gorgeous woman around every corner. And most of them fall into his sexy mature woman sweet spot. Harrison finds it impossible to shift his focus from his colleagues and onto the work. And having been nick-name headshot Harry, it seems he may just about have the pick of any girl in the office. He even thinks there’s a bounty been placed on his back.

So, when Harrison gets a reprieve, he jumps at it. Two weeks in a sister office supporting the firm’s top legal eagle, gives Harrison a first-hand view of his future career. And removes him from temptation. Or so he thinks. Because his gorgeous boss, Karen Smith, is more of a handful than an office full of stunners. ‘Don’t sleep with the boss’, was his mentor’s parting words. But that looks increasingly difficult as Karen has him well and truly in her sights. Like a lamb to the slaughter, he finds himself in the hands of a seductress, in what seems like a very faraway land.

If you like transgender romances with more than a touch of drama and intrigue, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘FREE DRESS FRIDAY’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Harrison be able to navigate his way through deep and treacherous waters, or will one night of pleasure destroy his dreams forever?


WOKE UP MARRIED
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Have you heard a rebound is the best way to recover from a broken heart? But what if you rebound a little too far?

Charles Simpson was a shattered man. Having his heart broken by his long-time girlfriend, Charles’ best mates Russell and Garry insist only a change of scenery could mend his broken heart. His workaholic Silicon Valley lifestyle is not conducive to recovery, and he needs to find a rebound to enable him to move on.

So, Russell and Garry devise the perfect remedy for a broken heart. A four-night trip to Las Vegas, where all the ingredients for his recovery exist, and within a walkable distance for an inebriated Charles. And Charles promises his mates to let his hair down and embrace everything Vegas has to offer. He puts his trust in his wingmen as they plan the ultimate trip, one that would make their younger selves proud.

But when Charles gets separated from his wingmen, no-one imagined Charles would take things to the next level. He embraces all that Las Vegas is famous for and wakes up in bed with a drop-dead gorgeous local girl, Victoria Erikson. She is everything Charles could ever imagine in a partner, and then some. And after just one night with Victoria, Charles’ life will never be the same. He just wishes he could remember any of it.

If you like stories full of fun, mystery and intrigue like ‘The Hangover’, then you’ll love ‘WOKE UP MARRIED’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Charles get a little too excited and over-commit to his rebound, or will his wingmen control his drunken urges?


WE MET BY ACCIDENT
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Do you believe that a single decision can change the direction of your life?

Dane Henson is not a risk taker. Born and bred in middle America, the most courageous thing Dane ever did was move two hours north to Minneapolis to join a graduate program straight out of college. Young, handsome and the sort of guy everybody gets along with, Dane’s exterior hides a shyness and conservative nature that keeps him well and truly out of love’s way.

After starting work as a salesman for a clothing wholesaler, his days and weeks are spent on the road hustling fashion accessories to make a sale. And six months into his new career, Dane has learned to use his youthful exuberance and good looks to his advantage. Both his sales results, and his star, are definitely on the rise. But a big part of his success has come from a relationship forged with the flamboyant Stef Moon, buyer for the five hundred store ‘Christopher and Banks’ fashion chain.

Returning from his regular Friday afternoon call on Stef, Dane is excited to ring the sales bell, signalling another extraordinary sales performance. But the gods seem to have other ideas. A one-hour commute quickly becomes a ten-mile carpark with no end in sight. Dane has always relied on his GPS for navigating his new town, but now he must choose whether to take a risk and forge his own path or end up sitting in traffic for hours.

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of ‘Sliding Doors’ where a single decision can change a life forever, then you’ll love ‘We Met By Accident’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Dane’s decision to follow his instincts lead him to find the love of his love life in the most unexpected place?


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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