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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE


“MAYDAY, MAYDAY, FLIGHT TF658 requesting emergency permission to land,” a concerned voice said over the radio.

“Flight TF658, this is TLH, ‘Tallahassee International Airport’ control tower, approving your request,” Lucy said.

Everyone turned towards Lucy in expectation of her next move.

“Flight TF658, please update your position.”

“TLH control tower, we have no working engines and are three miles out, due west, flying at 5,000 feet,” the voice replied.

As long as the flight takes a direct run to the airport, the plane should make it down safely.

“Flight TF658, shift your course five degrees to the south. Runway two is clear, with crash trucks in place, ready for your safe arrival.”

“Roger that, TLH control tower.”

After yet another successful training drill, Lucy gave high fives to all as she stepped away from the hot seat. She found it difficult to contain her smile, proud of maintaining her perfect record for another month. Although she’d only been a ‘Certified Professional Controller’ for little more than a year, her unflappable nature and confidence under pressure shone through once more. And while Lucy was a colleague of mine with similar experience, I wished her all the success she was experiencing. The pond was big enough for both of us to co-exist.

“We’ve lost Peter for the game on Sunday,” I said, as we headed back to the control tower.

“What has he done this time?” Lucy asked.

“Broken arm. He got knocked off his bike.”

“When is he going to learn to stick to safe activities?”

“Any suggestions for a fill-in, Lucy? It’ll be through until the grand final.”

“I’ve got a new housemate, Val, who can fill in.”

“But can he or she play? Peter was our first baseman.”

“He’s South American, Maxwell. Need I say more?”

“We’ve got a solid chance this season, Lucy. We could end up minor premiers.”

“Always the competitive one, hey, Maxwell?”

“I wouldn’t call myself ultra-competitive.”

“You’d be the only one who wouldn’t.”

“Enjoy your day off, Lucy. Is there anything I need to be aware of?”

“There’s a hurricane forming a few hundred miles off the coast. Else, your shift should be smooth. We don’t need any training drills becoming reality again.”

“Thanks for the heads up. I’ll see you on Sunday.”

“And give Kevin a kiss for me.”

“Why must you string poor Kevin along, Lucy? You know he adores you.”

“Yeah, but a hardcore goth and a wannabe cowboy aren’t going to settle down and have a family, are they?”

“Me thinks you protest a little too much. Surely, this goth thing is merely a phase.”

“Goodbye, Maxwell. See you Sunday.”

I watched as Lucy jumped behind the wheel of her black Nissan Cube. With heavily blacked-out windows and a distinctive box shape, it could have doubled as a hearse for pets. Instead, it provided yet another reason for people to notice Lucy. As if the Morticia Addams long straight black hair, a fair complexion and black on black clothing weren’t enough. It provided yet another clue as to the quirky nature of my attractive friend and colleague with the incredible emerald-green eyes. And yes, we were even more than friends once. But only once.

By the time I stepped out onto the seventh floor of the control tower, my mind was locked on the job at hand. To my reckoning, I had twenty planes to land successfully over the following ten hours. Not that the couple of thousand passengers would even know of my efforts. Still, I took pride in my part in keeping travel safe for anybody leaving or visiting vibrant Tallahassee by air. Which was frankly the only way to come or go, in my opinion.

“This must be our new first baseman. Welcome to the team,” I said, offering my hand to my new teammate.

“Yes, this is my housemate, Val,” Lucy interjected as I pressed the flesh.

“Lucy tells me you are a gun with either arm.”

“She may well have oversold you on my talents, Maxwell.”

“Let’s get this win on the board,” I said, prompting my teammates to take their spots on the field.

This was a match between the two top teams in our ‘Social Sevens’ Softball League’. But don’t think it wasn’t going to be competitive. Our team was stacked with capable athletes, both male and female. We’d lost the one game all season. And that was to this team. They’d lost three games but seemed to match up well against us, with six of their team being female against our three.

“Play ball,” the umpire called.

That prompted me to step up to the pitcher’s plate and wait for my first batter. And unfortunately, as in our previous meeting, that batter wasn’t a male member of the team. I changed my stance and prepared to pitch with my left hand. Something that leveled the playing field considerably. And so, the games began.

After the first inning, we held a slim lead. Lucy had scampered home on my line drive. Else, things were pretty uneventful, with ball well and truly beating bat. After the second inning, we went to the halftime break still holding a single-run lead.

“What plans do you have for Friday night, Lucy?” I asked as we consumed quartered oranges.

“We’re still evaluating our options.”

“Well, we’re going on the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’. This year it’s got six stops. Perhaps you should come along. And bring anyone you like.”

“After last year, Maxwell, I think you and I should head in separate directions.”

“That’s right. You and Lucy did the deed last Halloween,” our shortstop Kevin interjected.

“Don’t worry, Lucy. With six venues, we never have to cross paths.”

“As enticing as that sounds, Maxwell, I think Val and I might want to avoid the mainstream crowds,” Lucy said.

“I’m keen to experience a real American Halloween, Lucy,” Val interjected.

“We’ll consider all our options and let you know.”

“Fine, Lucy, but if you end up on the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’, just text me where you are going. That way, I’ll avoid that bar.”

I heard Val and Lucy speak Spanish for the following few minutes, before it was time for us to hit the field again. Unfortunately, I got hit into the outfield by our opposition’s number one batter. And that provided two home runs. We’d gone from one run up to one run down in the blink of an eye. Our third inning yielded nothing. But thankfully, I kept the opposition scoreless in the fourth inning, making the ask simple. One run in our last inning and we’d draw. Two or more runs and we’d win.

I punted a ball between second and third bases and ran for first. Thankfully, the third baseman and second baseman collided and spoiled any chance of an out. Lucy drove a ball a few inches past my right ear, and we successfully got a base forward. Kevin’s turn to bat ended with a sharp catch by the pitcher. As I stood on second base, signaling to Lucy on first base, I turned to see Val step up to the batter’s plate. He said something in Spanish to Lucy, prompting her to run the second the ball left the pitcher’s hand. I had no choice but to follow suit. Thankfully, Val connected with the middle of the ball, sending it over the outfielder for a three-run home run.

“Nice strike, Val,” I said, as he crossed home base.

“Thanks, Maxwell. Looks like we might see you on Halloween, after all.”

I looked towards Lucy, who had a worried look on her face. Even sweaty and in baggy athletic gear, Lucy’s beauty shone through. Note to self. Don’t drink too much on the bar crawl, or the consequences could be serious. Again.


CHAPTER TWO


FRIDAY NIGHT, HALLOWEEN eve, crept up on us quickly. What with work, training and selecting the perfect costume, things were busy. We knocked off after a busy morning shift and had handed over to the afternoon shift. Through some wheeling and dealing, Kevin and I swapped afternoon shifts with a couple of our older colleagues, who held no desire to take part in Halloween festivities. Still, at 2:00 pm on a Friday afternoon, I couldn’t remember seeing as many zombies, devils and vampires walking my local streets as I did that afternoon. But perhaps living a street away from ‘Florida State University’ had something to do with it.

After parking the love of my life, a classic 1965 Mustang convertible, in my garage, I led Kevin inside.

“Tell me you have everything, Kevin.”

“Anything else I can live without, Max.”

While Kevin was my best friend, he lived with his parents in Killearn Lakes, a solid thirty-minute drive away. How he commuted the forty minutes to work and back every day I couldn’t fathom. So, he always came to my place. Especially when bar hopping was on the agenda.

“Head into the spare room and get yourself ready, Kevin. There’s a towel in the guest bathroom if you need it.”

“What are you going as, Max?”

“All will be unveiled in due time, my friend.”

“It’s not like I’m looking to copy you.”

Kevin seemed to take twice as long as I did to get ready. I ended up knocking on his bedroom door to hurry him along at about 3:30 pm. While the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’ check-in didn’t officially start until 4:00 pm, I wanted to be at the front of the line. As that’s where the giveaways and limited-edition collectibles were still plentiful.

“Come on, Kevin. I don’t want to be late,” I said, knocking on the bedroom door for a second time.

I stood in front of the hallway mirror waiting for Kevin to appear. This costume would be a winner. Simple, yet effective. Looking back at me from the realm beyond stood my favorite comic book character. One I could really embrace. Not just in looks, but in attitude and star power. Something that would help me stand out in the crowd. The combination of a simple white tank top, black jeans, a brown belt and black boots set the scene. A sharp haircut with accompanying mutton chops put the icing on top. But three metallic spikes extending from each hand put the cherry on top. Before stood Wolverine.

The voices of excited college students pierced through the weatherboard walls like adamantium claws. Boasting a sixty percent female student cohort, ‘Florida State University’ sat less than a block from where I lived. As did the city cemetery, making Halloween night a good night to be anywhere but home. But ahh, the clip-clop of college girls on ridiculously narrow stiletto heels walking past my house never failed to amuse. And I swore I heard a girl genuinely promising their friends to be responsible. Ah, Halloween.

At twenty-three, I was the same age as many college students. Even younger than a few. I peered out the window to see three provocatively dressed cowgirls pass a pumpkin and a skeleton in a rush downtown. Mere seconds later, a goth schoolgirl, quite Wednesday-esque, led Frankenstein’s monster behind her on a chain, while a horde of zombies surrounded them. Everyone headed in the same direction. Downtown. And that’s where Kevin and I need to be.

“Kevin, I’m leaving without you,” I yelled.

“Don’t pretend we’re running late. We’ve got ten minutes to get downtown.”

“Must you always be late?”

“Must everything always be within your control, Max?”

Kevin stood before me dressed for work in a suit and tie.

“Where is your costume, Kevin?”

“Only joking, Max.”

Kevin pulled out a small plastic bag, opened it and placed a white lab coat on. He pulled a stethoscope out of his pocket and hooked it around his neck.

“What the hell, Kevin? You took ninety minutes for a lab coat?”

“I’ve showered, shaved and washed my hair.”

“I repeat. Why did it take you an hour and a half to get ready?”

“I don’t have a bathtub at home.”

I checked my phone. We had ten minutes to make it the ten blocks to check-in.

“We are going to miss the freebies, Kevin.”

“Then why don’t we catch an Uber?”

“On Halloween? We’ve got no chance.”

“At least there’s plenty to see along the way.”

“Come on, Doctor Love. Let’s get going.”

“Hang on, Max. I forgot my ticket.”

I stood frustrated, questioning why I’d let Kevin do this to me yet again. Meanwhile, Kevin casually headed upstairs at a steady pace to get his ticket. I counted slowly to ten to prevent my adamantium claws from showing themselves in anger.

“Can we get going now?” I said, as Kevin reappeared at the bottom of the stairs.

“I’m ready when you are, Max.”

Halloween was my favorite time of the year. A time when I could let my hair down a little. I felt encouraged because, in a college town, I’d be mixing with a bevy of beauties deep enough that even Kevin stood a decent chance of finding someone.

We headed down Tennessee Street until we hit Calhoun Street. From there it was a straight run to ‘Finnegan’s Wake’, the check-in point for the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’.

“Check out the legs on the horny devil,” I said, as we turned into Calhoun Street.

“I was checking out an angel, to be honest, Max.”

That was the beauty of my friendship with Kevin. We were almost polar opposites and rarely fancied the same girl. The only recent exception being Lucy.

A few more standouts were the subject of harmless comment as we worked our way along Calhoun Street. The local home and business owners had attempted to ‘spookify’ the street. Lined with a majestic canopy of southern live oaks, it wasn’t such a challenge to liven up the streetscape with paper streamers and lights. We weren’t the only ones taking the scenic route. The crowd grew substantially as we approached the bars. About thirty feet before McDaniel Street, Kevin and I both spotted a couple of beautiful girls turning onto Calhoun Street in front of us.

“Shotgun on the devil,” Kevin said.

“I’m more than happy with the witch.”

We both sped up, knowing that we’d likely lose the girls in a sea of revelers a few hundred yards further along. In an ocean of gorgeous girls, the witch grabbed my attention and kept it. The devil seemed to do likewise for Kevin. Slowly, we caught up and sat about five feet behind them.

As Calhoun Street ended and Thomasville Road took over, you could hear the excitement of our fellow merrymakers build. But Kevin and I had a much tighter focus. The witch and devil demanded our attention. Perhaps being a little late wasn’t such a bad thing. Thanks Kevin. Not that he’d planned it that way. As we reached ‘Finnegan’s Wake’, Kevin and I joined the check-in line, directly behind the devil and witch. I noticed the devil pull out her phone and take a few selfies. She checked them out before turning.

“Didn’t we agree to keep our distance tonight, Maxwell?” Lucy said.


CHAPTER THREE


“WE ALL HAD to check-in, Lucy.”

“But did you have to follow us, drooling, for the past half mile?”

“You know how Kevin gets when he sees something he likes.”

“Ugh. I hope you aren’t talking about me.”

Lucy was hard to ignore at the best of times, but wearing a shiny red PVC devil’s costume, she definitely drew the focus of many would-be suitors. Her long brown hair drizzled over her exposed shoulders, perfectly framing those emerald-green eyes. The PVC bodysuit resembled a one-piece bathing suit, only it had laces from her navel to an impressive cleavage. A pair of matching gauntlets, a foot-long tail, horns and a six-foot whip moved the outfit into devil territory. While a pair of red patent leather four-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots took the sexy to ten.

“Aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend?” I asked, trying not to stare at Lucy’s cleavage.

“Are you talking to me, Maxwell? Or my breasts.”

“You look really pretty,” Kevin interjected, prompting Lucy to chat briefly with her witchy friend.

“Boys, this is my friend … ahh…Tina. Tina, the tall one, is Maxwell. Steer clear of him on Halloween. And the short one is Kevin. Steer clear of him, well always.”

The second Tina turned around, I felt a lump form in my throat and my pants tighten. What she wore was no ordinary witch outfit. Sure, there were plenty of cheap cotton and satin outfits around. But Tina wore a black leather bustier, with a prominent chrome zipper down the front and laces up either side. A matching pleated black leather skirt rustled provocatively in the breeze. Like Lucy, Tina wore gauntlets, but again they were in a matching black leather. A leather choker, witch’s hat and black stockings embossed with stars and moons added the pizzazz. While a pair of black leather four-inch stiletto over-the-knee boots knocked the sexy out of the park.

“I love your outfit. Wolverine, right?” Tina said, reaching out and running her long black talons down my pecs and abs.

“You guessed it in one.”

“It takes a confident man to wear that.”

“I could say the same about you, Tina. Not the manly thing.”

“How do you know Lucy?” Tina asked.

“He works with me at the airport,” Lucy interjected.

“So do I,” Kevin added.

“Yeah, well, no-one was asking about you, Kevin.”

The thing I most admired about Kevin was his resilience. He must have been shot down by Lucy at least a hundred times, yet he still came out swinging. If there were a Marvel character built on resilience, I’m sure they’d call it Kevin. It was almost as if Lucy’s comments passed through a happy filter, and all he heard was every seventh word. As the line moved forward, we all took a few steps along. The gate was now merely ten feet away. And my opportunity to impress Tina was running out quickly.

“What plans do you have for the night, Tina?” I asked.

“Good idea. Tell us where you are going, so we can avoid you,” Lucy interjected.

“Don’t trust yourself, hey, Lucy? I forgot you were such a Wolverine fan.”

“Ugh, as if.”

“Look, I promise not to hit on you tonight, Lucy. As you obviously don’t trust yourself.”

“And what about Tina?”

“That, I can’t promise. After all, I’m merely human.”

“Oh, this might be a fun night after all, Maxwell.”

“Don’t worry, Lucy. I’ll keep you company,” Kevin added.

“Which bit of no thanks don’t you get?”

“All of it, if I know Kevin,” I said.

“You know I’m practically a doctor, don’t you?”

As the girls presented their tickets to the security guy, he asked if Kevin and I were with them. Apparently, we were on the cusp of the freebies. Thankfully, Tina grabbed me by the arm.

“He’s with me,” Tina said, smiling sweetly.

We walked through to pick up a plethora of freebies. There were lanyards, discount drink vouchers and souvenir mugs. Everything was themed for instant recognition by bar staff.

Tina’s action prompted me to imagine what each couple would look like. At 6ft 3in, I could almost stand eye-to-eye with Tina. Until she took off the four-inch heels. But that wouldn’t be an issue until later in the night. And even then, I had a workaround. Meanwhile, Lucy stood around 5ft 9in in heels, again putting her virtually at Kevin’s eye level. Sure, Lucy was a solid nine, and Kevin was a six on his best day. But they could almost pass for a couple. Whereas Tina and I oozed celebrity couple. The sports star and the supermodel.

“Where should we go first?” Tina said, grabbing my arm tightly.

Lucy sent Tina a disconcerted look, which she appeared to miss. A few throat clears later, Lucy seemed to get the message across. Lucy mouthed something to Tina that I couldn’t make out. That caused her to drop my arm and step a foot away from me.

“You’ve got a decent grip there, Tina.”

“Sorry, Maxwell. I got a little excited for a minute.”

“Okay, where to first?” Lucy asked.

“I don’t think it matters, Lucy. All the bars are within five hundred yards of each other.”

“Then, let’s start with the furthest one from home and work back.”

“Okay, ‘Midtown Caboose’ it is then.”

“I meant farthest from my house, Maxwell, as you aren’t the one wearing heels.”

“How could we forget? Your legs…” Kevin interjected.

“…’Battle Pony’ then, here we come,” Lucy said, before grabbing Tina by the arm and heading west at pace.

“Nice one, Kevin. Try to keep the creeper vibe dialed down tonight, will you?”

Kevin and I headed west along Fifth Avenue, closely following the girls. Not close enough to disturb their conversation, but close enough to warn off any would-be suitors. We passed one of the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’ venues along the way, prompting Kevin to duck inside for a nervous wee. The girls kept moving, oblivious to Kevin’s departure. I stood on the street, vacillating between waiting for Kevin and chasing the girls down the road. I decided to wait, knowing where the girls were heading and providing Lucy a little time away from us.

“Thanks, Max, I was bursting,” Kevin said.

“We’d better hurry, or else we’ll lose the girls.”

Turning onto Adams Street, things quietened down a little. We were on the fringe of the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’ circuit, a place instead full of testosterone-filled college students. Up ahead, I spotted Lucy and Tina. They appeared to be encircled by some boisterous louts.

“Honey, here we are,” Lucy said, unexpectedly raising her hand as we approached.

Lucy looked agitated. She slapped a wandering hand away from her cleavage, and another from her thigh, appearing desperate for some help.

“Sorry, babe. We turned around for a moment and you were gone.”

I walked towards the crowd surrounding Lucy and Tina. Louts they may have been. But they weren’t testosterone-filled.

“We’re not scared of you, Wolf-boy,” a girl with a buzz-cut said.

As I stepped forward, the girls suddenly realized I stood a foot taller than them.

“Hey, sorry, man. The girls looked hot,” the first girl said.

“And this one was dynamite in the sack last year,” a girl wearing a black biker jacket said, turning towards Lucy.

I politely asked to pass through, prompting the crowd to part. Kevin followed closely behind.

“Thanks for keeping our girlfriends safe. There are some average sorts out tonight.”

I walked up to Tina and put my arms around her waist. Kevin followed my lead and did the same to Lucy. But what happened next surprised me more than anything. Tina slid her arm around my waist and leaned forward, cocking her head to the left. I followed her lead, not knowing what to expect. I assumed this was a show for the louts. But when Tina’s lips touched mine, she took complete control, sliding her tongue between my lips. That kiss lasted a mere five seconds, but the impact lingered.

“Dynamite in the sack, hey, Lucy,” I said, as we walked away from the louts.

“I had to re-assess my options after you ghosted me last year.”

“I’d almost pay to see that,” Kevin interjected, prompting Lucy to punch him.

“She was a more skillful lover than you’ll ever be, Maxwell.”

“Yet it too was a one-night stand.”


CHAPTER FOUR


‘BATTLE PONY’ TURNED out to be an inspired choice for our first stop. While the bar was anything but empty, the VIP section had been roped off for the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’ patrons. Of which there were surprisingly few when we arrived. And all eyes turned to Tina and me when we entered the bar and took a seat. It seemed the patrons were trying to identify the celebrity couple. There was considerable pointing and whispering going on. Tina seemed to thrive in the attention, while I definitely took it in my stride. Hell, we could have been celebrities in another life.

“What can I get you to drink, Tina?” I asked.

“…a ‘Fool for You’.”

“Sorry, what did you say?”

“I’ll have a ‘Fool for You’, thanks, Maxwell. See, it’s on the menu.”

“Did you think she was giving you a come-on, Maxwell? Oh, how sweet?”

“And what would you like, Lucy? Something poisonous, I’d suggest.”

“I never thought you’d ask. ‘Just One Pho Me’.”

“Is that on the menu, too?”

“Sure is, Maxwell.”

“Just because you’re dressed like a devil doesn’t mean you have to act like one.”

“Don’t worry, babe. I’ll get the drink for you,” Kevin interjected.

“It looks like you’ve got a devilish fan, Lucy.”

“Do not leave me alone with him tonight. Or you’ll end up in hell.”

“Can’t resist a man in uniform, hey?”

I returned with two drinks about thirty seconds after Kevin. He was obviously enamored of Lucy, not that he appeared to be the only one. Guys were yelling at her from the cheap seats, offering their souls for a night with the devil. Meanwhile, Tina seemed to draw less attention. I put it down to men being intimidated by her long, leggy physique. Thankfully, none of them had kissed her, or else they’d be focused on little but her incredibly soft lips, like me.

“How do you know Lucy, Tina?”

“We live in the same neighborhood.”

“How did you meet?”

“We bumped into each other at the grocery store.”

“How long have you lived in Tallahassee?”

“A little less than a year…”

“…that’s why I can’t remember you from last Halloween.”

“That, and the fact you were stalking me,” Lucy interjected.

“And this year, Kevin is stalking you, Lucy. So, you’d best keep an eye on him.”

Lucy gave me one of her famous ‘if looks could kill’ sneers.

“Would you like to dance?” Kevin asked.

“Not now, Kevin,” Lucy said, prompting a wide smile to cross Kevin’s face.

That was possibly the most positive response he’d had from Lucy. The alcohol was definitely mellowing her.

“We get one more cut-price drink here. What would you like, Tina?”

“I’ll have a ‘Ferrari’ thanks, Maxwell.”

“And a ‘Saturday Satan’,” Lucy added.

“Your wish is my command, my devilish goddess,” Kevin said before heading to the bar.

I returned to the table with two drinks only to find Kevin sitting alone.

“What have you done, Kevin?”

“The girls went to the VIP restrooms. Apparently, they’re quite impressive.”

“The restrooms or the girls?”

“Both. I’ve never seen Lucy look quite as beautiful.”

During the half hour we’d been at ‘Battle Pony’, the VIP crowd had progressively built. And now all the tables were occupied, and we were left with just two chairs.

“I think I’m wearing Lucy down,” Kevin said.

“Perhaps she thinks you’re a rich doctor.”

“That still lives at home with his parents.” Lucy interjected from behind.

“Sorry, we were just saving the chairs.”

“Don’t worry. I don’t mind sharing,” Tina added, promptly dropping onto my lap.

“I can move if you’d rather…”

“…yes, your movement is obvious, Maxwell.”

I felt my face redden at Tina’s comments. Reaching for my drink, I noticed Tina’s bustier zip sat lower than I remembered. Unsure of where to rest my spare hand, I placed it on the chair arm.

“Do you like the feel of my soft leather skirt?” Tina said, sliding her backside slightly.

I took another sip of my drink, hoping to avoid the line of dialogue.

“I’ll take that as a yes. Lucy warned me you were blessed.”

“What brought you to Tallahassee, Tina?”

“I’d always dreamed of coming to America. And this opportunity was the first chance I had.”

Suddenly, Tina spoke in Spanish. Lucy replied, and the conversation moved back and forth for a minute or two.

“Tina was asking me what happened between you and me last Halloween,” Lucy said.

“What did you tell her, Lucy?”

“That you and I had one night of intense passion. Well, for you, anyway.”

“I hope you told her we were both drunk.”

“She speaks English, you know, Maxwell.”

“I don’t just head out on Halloween each year looking for a good time,” I said.

“That’s disappointing. I assumed I was going to get lucky.”

Was I hearing Tina correctly? Was she looking to get lucky with me? If that was the case, then she wasn’t going to find much resistance from my side.

“But you need to know. I don’t sleep with guys on the first date.”

As we finished our second drinks, it was time to move to the next establishment.

“Where to next?” I asked.

“‘Barrel Proof Lounge’ has a band playing,” Lucy said.

“Or we could always go back to mine, if your feet are sore.”

“Settle down, wolf boy. The night is still young.”

Our seats were snatched the second we stood to leave. I took the initiative and placed my hand in Tina’s. I steered her through the crowd behind me as I headed for the door. Kevin tried to do the same thing, only Lucy charged ahead of the rest of us. Access denied, yet again. Still, Kevin wasn’t the type to worry about a few setbacks.

As we hit the Tallahassee night air, I looked at my phone. Wow, 7:00 pm. Where had the time gone? Lucy charged off down Sixth Avenue, crossing Monroe Street. I felt Tina stagger as we crossed the road, her stiletto heel sliding into a grate. Thankfully, I caught her before she fell, leaving my arm around her waist as we walked the four hundred yards to the next venue. As Wolverine and the sexy witch strutted down the street, arm in arm, almost every eye remained upon us.


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE


‘BARREL PROOF LOUNGE’ was a Tallahassee institution. At least for musicophiles like me. Each week they had an assortment of local and touring artists. But making the establishment even more exciting was Tallahassee’s largest collection of whiskey in one building. Something that kept me coming back. Kevin, Lucy and I had spent many nights hanging out together at the ‘Barrel Proof Lounge’. You could almost call it our local. And that notorious Halloween the year before, where Lucy and I hooked up, centered on our visit. Perhaps that’s why Lucy rushed ahead.

The line at the door was short, but it meant we had to wait outside for about ten minutes. Right away I noticed Tina shivering.

“Are you cold, Tina? I can share my body warmth.”

“Thanks. I don’t know where I’d be without you.”

“Possibly already inside with Lucy,” Kevin added.

“What do you do for a living, Tina?”

“Oh, I work at the airport.”

“What a coincidence. But I can’t recall seeing you around. Where do you work?”

“I work in the administration office.”

“Perhaps we could catch up for lunch one day?”

“That sounds lovely, Maxwell.”

Before I had time to firm up a plan, the doorman called us through.

“You have two half-price drinks and free nibbles. Follow the red carpet,” the doorman said.

Once inside, a different energy hit us full on. It was noisy, it was boisterous, and the sound of singing was only drowned out by the occasional glass breakage. I spotted Lucy quickly and led Tina towards her. It appeared Lucy hadn’t wasted any time, having two drinks in front of her and a guy on either side. Each guy was trying to ply Lucy with more alcohol in a tandem effort to take advantage.

“Hey babe, I made it,” Kevin said, prompting the guys to move on.

“Hey, I may have been happy with the company, Kevin.”

“I can go and bring them back, if you like.”

“That won’t be necessary. But you shouldn’t just assume.”

“Let’s get a round of drinks before the band starts,” I said.

With drink orders decided, Kevin and I headed to the bar. It turned out that the two drinks in front of Lucy weren’t hers. But rather than heading back and forth to the bar, Kevin and I doubled up the orders. Returning with two drinks each. Our timing was impeccable, as shortly after we placed the drinks on the table, music blared out of a nearby set of speakers. While contained within the VIP area, we had access to the stage and a small dance floor.

“Would you like to dance, Tina?”

“Yes, we’d love to,” Lucy interjected, grabbing Tina by the hand and leading her onto the dance floor.

“What are you waiting for, Kevin? Lucy wants to dance.”

That was all I needed to wrestle control back from Lucy.

Tina’s dancing was incredible. It was like she’d been born with a natural rhythm. One that only the likes of Shakira possess. While I bopped back and forth, she circled me, displaying several Latin dance steps. I stood mesmerized by her incredible body and flexibility. I desperately wanted to dance with her, but all I really seemed to be was some sort of prop for her to dance around. Still, I wouldn’t have wanted to be anywhere else.

After a few songs, the band noticed my favorite sexy witch and played a version of ‘Hips Don’t Lie’ by Shakira. To say Tina channeled the Colombian songstress would have been an understatement. Even in the tiniest of stilettos, she moved with the grace of a seasoned pro. Somehow, I got the feeling I was dealing with an experienced Latin dancer. Someone who would have been at home on ‘Dancing with the Stars’. And Tina didn’t show the tiniest bit of self-consciousness.

While I’d never considered it before, Tina’s pleated leather skirt proved to be the perfect dance outfit. Each shake of her hips kicked the leather pleats about, showing a lovely matching pair of black satin and lace underwear. I remained close, partly to fully appreciate the show, but partly to ensure no-one else moved in. A distinctive sparkle appeared in Tina’s chocolate brown eyes as she twirled about me. Happy looked good on her.

After a run of four Latin numbers, the band shifted into ballad mode. Something that prompted Kevin to get a little romantic, and for Lucy to decide the time for dancing was over. Thankfully, Tina loved to dance. And she instantly headed for her Wolverine, happy to slow dance for a change. Even though a ballad played, Tina’s dancing was forceful and playful. Her perfect ass spent half the time rubbing against my groin, causing me all sorts of discomfort. But I wouldn’t have changed it for anything. I wrapped my arms around Tina’s slim waist and breathed in her sweet leather and bergamot aroma.

Eventually, I stood behind Tina, swaying from side to side to the music, kissing her neck and shoulders. We must have remained like that for at least three or four songs. Neither of us wanted to break the moment. Until the band stopped for a break. Still, not even that stopped us. Not until Lucy crept up from behind.

“Reminds me of your moves from last Halloween, Maxwell.”

“I can’t recall you dancing like Tina.”

“I meant you grinding your cock into some poor girl’s backside.”

“You’re not a serial grinder, are you?” Tina said.

Thankfully, Kevin informed us that our drinks were gone. Obviously, someone else had wanted them more than us. Oh well, it looked like it was time to move on.

“Where to next, Lucy?” I asked.

“‘Midtown Caboose’ looks likely.”

“You realize that’s miles from home, don’t you?”

“Not for me, Maxwell.”

“I’ll make sure you get home safe, Lucy,” Kevin interjected.

While the next bar was a mere two blocks away, it was two blocks further away from my house. Since check-in, we’d traveled five blocks, then three blocks and now another two blocks. All in the opposite direction from where I lived. But spending time with Tina made up for any games that Lucy played. And after the dancing, we appeared to be closer than ever. Tina danced her way to the exit and along the two blocks to ‘Midtown Caboose’. And who was I to let her do it alone? That would have been rude.


CHAPTER SIX


CHECKING MY WATCH, I couldn’t believe it was a touch after 10:00 pm. And as much as I hated to admit it, ‘Midtown Caboose’ proved to be the perfect place for a late-night snack. Something I was now hankering for. Tina and I barely felt the cold night air as we danced up the road, hand in hand, hip to hip, ass to… Well, you know what I mean. Somehow, this girl had totally captivated me. To the point where I couldn’t recall what anyone else was wearing that night. Except perhaps Lucy.

With a reputation for being the best late-night diner, ‘Midtown Caboose’ was understandably busy. Yet again, the magic wrist strap provided VIP access to the establishment, shortened the line to a handful of people and provided full table access. Lucy and Kevin were ahead of us in the line. And I could have sworn I saw them holding hands. Tina and I continued to dance to the music still ringing in our ears. And once inside, while the music wasn’t live, the DJ did a sterling job of keeping the energy high.

Lucy led us through to a vacant seat. I let go of Tina’s hand once we arrived at the booth and let her slide in first. I then sat nice and close, handing her a menu.

“Everything on the menu is awesome. I’ve never had a bad meal here,” I said.

“Wow, that’s high praise indeed. I seem to remember Lucy raving about this place.”

“Anything take your fancy, Tina?”

I felt Tina’s hand move onto my thigh before slowly moving upward. Her smile told me everything I needed to know. I placed my hand on hers as it reached an inch or two from the main game.

“The ‘Mexecutioner’ sounds delicious. I’m craving something spicy,” Tina said, playfully rubbing her little finger further up my thigh.

While Lucy had refused to sit in the booth first, I noticed that Kevin and Lucy sat much closer together than I expected. I pretended to tie my shoelace, catching sight of Lucy’s hand on Kevin’s thigh. Not right up high like Tina’s hand, but it was a sight I did not expect to see. It seemed that Kevin’s persistence was starting to pay off.

“And what do you want, babe?” Kevin asked.

“Get me a ‘Ty Cobb Salad Supreme’,” Lucy replied, squeezing Kevin’s thigh.

Kevin and I headed to the bar and ordered. There was a couple in front of us; otherwise, we were next to be served.

“You seem to be making progress, Kev.”

“Wear them down. That’s my motto.”

“Looks like you are in for the night of your life.”

Arriving back with drinks, Kevin and I weren’t surprised to see the girls not sitting alone. Not that I blamed the guys for sidling up to the girls, but for the first time all night, the guys ignored me when I asked them to leave.

“Look, we’re not looking for any trouble…”

“…then leave us be. Or else.” the guy sitting next to Tina said.

“I’ll gladly take the ‘or else’.”

The guy turned and had a good look at me. He turned back to Tina and recommenced his conversation.

“I said, I’ll take the ‘or else’, pal. Or do you want to change your mind?”

The guy took his hand off Tina’s thigh and slid across the seat.

“You know you aren’t a superhero, don’t you?” the guy said.

“And you know you aren’t welcome here, don’t you?”

The guy stood about an inch shorter than me. He stepped forward, placing our chests less than two inches apart. I didn’t move. I’d dealt with all sorts in my life and knew this guy was full of bluff.

“I’ll text you my details. Tomorrow night works better for me,” the guy said.

With that, he signaled his companion, and both walked away peacefully. I turned and watched them head out of the bar and onto the street, before disappearing into the darkness.

“I hope those guys didn’t overstep the mark.”

“It’s nothing we couldn’t handle,” Lucy said.

“Yeah, I could see that, Lucy. Is that why you gave them your phone number?”

“In their dreams. We gave them nothing, Maxwell.”

“You mean you’d rather spend time with us?”

“Do you want to wear those drinks?”

Within a minute, Tina’s hand was back on my thigh. As was Lucy’s hand on Kevin’s thigh. And while Lucy argued with almost everything I said, I knew she was thankful that Kevin and I had been there. Keeping her and Tina safe from a never-ending lineup of unwanted suitors. The meals arrived about five minutes later. And while Tina offered me a bite of her spicy jalapeño, I politely declined the offer. Still, my ‘Birds of a Cheddar’ hit the spot perfectly. Conversation flowed effortlessly as we consumed the delicious fare.

“It looks like we need a code word, Lucy. I’d hate to stop you from meeting the man of your dreams.”

“Good idea, Maxwell. Let’s go with ‘I don’t know this guy’.”

“Point taken. I just wanted to give you a way out.”

“Shut up and eat your waffle burger, wolf boy.”

Tina’s ‘Mexecutioner’ hardly hit the sides. I wondered how someone with such a slim figure could consume so many calories. It must be the dancing. Else, she had the perfect metabolism. Meanwhile, poor Lucy ate little but greenery.

“What do you do for airport administration, Tina?”

“I run aerobics and Zumba classes.”

Suddenly, a lot of things made sense.

The minute we’d finished eating, I felt Tina’s hand on my thigh. Only this time it was tapping to the beat of the music.

“Would you like to dance, Tina?

“Yes, thanks, Maxwell.”

“Are you going to join us, Lucy?”

“We’ll sit this one out.”

Tina excitedly led me out onto the dance floor. The DJ was playing a song with a Latin beat, prompting Tina to start with a pretty impressive samba. Or something like it. I resumed my position as the centerpiece of the dance, slowly turning and holding out my hand for Tina to manipulate. With a stomach full of ‘Mexecutioner’, I couldn’t believe how she moved as fluidly as she did. But she adored dancing, and I adored seeing her happy. Finally, after six songs, the DJ called it a night. I looked at my phone, which showed it was just after midnight. Where had that evening gone? But while it was no longer technically Halloween, I was in no rush for this evening to end.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“WHAT’S YOUR HOME address, Tina?”

“Oh, I’m staying the night at Lucy’s house.”

“Then what’s her address?”

“Surely you remember it from last Halloween,” Kevin interjected.

“I woke up at Maxwell’s house,” Lucy added.

“We could always return to the scene of the crime,” Kevin said, prompting me to scowl disapprovingly.

“Don’t worry, Google shows it as a twenty-seven-minute walk,” Lucy said.

“Not for us,” I uttered a little too loudly.

“Well, you have options.”

“It wouldn’t be right to let you girls walk home alone.”

“Then stop your bitching and let’s get going, Maxwell.”

As usual, Lucy charged off ahead, almost as if there was a prize for arriving home first. Kevin started out a few yards behind but promptly caught up and threw his arm around her. To my surprise, Lucy snuggled in and slowed a little.

“I’m not used to these high heels, Maxwell.”

“We could try for an Uber, Tina, but I doubt we’d get one.”

“I might need to walk a little slower than Lucy and Kevin.”

“That’s fine with me. Here, lean on me to help carry the weight.”

The crowd was loud and energetic as we crossed Thomasville Road and headed east along Seventh Avenue. We passed another of the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’ venues a couple of blocks down the road. Unlike ‘Midtown Caboose’, ‘Table 23’ was still pumping. Apparently, it won the right to host one of the two afterparties. Lucy stopped at the door and waited for us to catch up. I saw a look of excitement in Kevin’s eyes, but not one that outdid his excitement about Lucy. After all the setbacks and knockbacks, Kevin had that look of impending satisfaction plastered across his face.

“Should we reconsider wasting the final discount vouchers?” Lucy said.

“Nothing good ever happens after midnight, Lucy.”

“Especially when that guy from ‘Midtown Caboose’ is involved,” Kevin added.

“I don’t know. It’s kind of hot getting saved by Wolverine,” Tina added, running her hand across my upper chest.

Lucy turned towards home and charged off down Sixth Avenue.

“It looks like a decision has been made, Tina.”

“Brilliant, Maxwell, more walking.”

But then I saw something out of the corner of my eye. It was a guy and a girl traveling down Sixth Avenue.

“Let’s sit here for a moment,” I said, offering Tina a seat at a bus stop.

I pulled out my phone and went to work. Hmm, there’s a chance.

“Do you mind if we head down Cherry Street?”

“I don’t know this neighborhood. But I trust you.”

Instead of following Lucy and Kevin, we took the first right and walked about fifty yards. Bingo. Sitting out front of a closed bar sat the object I’d been searching for. An e-scooter.

“You wear the helmet, Tina.”

“I don’t want to get helmet hair.”

“Then I’ll ride very slowly.”

“If you get me home without helmet hair or having to walk, you might just get lucky.”

I held the e-scooter while Tina hopped on. Once she’d balanced in four-inch stilettos, I stepped aboard and slowly rode us forward at a moderate pace. Something between power-walking and jogging. Tina secured herself with one hand while holding her hat in place with the other. My arms corralled Tina into a safe position on the e-scooter, allowing her to relax a little. While Tina’s long black hair drifted about my face, I wasn’t traveling fast enough for it to cause any safety concerns. With the full moon lighting the way, I steered us back onto Sixth Avenue, where we quickly made up ground on Lucy and Kevin.

“Yet again you’ve become my knight in shining armor,” Tina said, sliding her hand across to rest against mine.

“Not all heroes wear a cape, Tina.”

“It’d be a shame to hide that body.”

I felt Tina sway her ass to the left and then right, causing my jeans to tighten.

“Someone is getting a little excited.”

“I felt a little excited when I first saw you, Tina. ‘Little’ no longer does my feeling justice.”

A cool breeze met our faces as we motored up towards Kevin and Lucy. For the first time, I noticed Lucy’s arm tightly wrapped around Kevin’s back. And she was leaning right into him. Someone was having a good night. And someone else was hoping it would last. As Lucy and Kevin turned onto Terrace Street, I bit the bullet and passed them. Powering down the road at the speed of a fast jog.

“Catch you kids at home,” I said.

“Don’t worry, Lucy. I’ve got a key,” Tina added.

“Where’s my chariot, Doctor Love?”

“In the shop, I’m afraid.”

A thirty-minute walk turned into a fifteen-minute ride. We must have arrived a solid ten minutes ahead of Lucy and Kevin. And during that time, we sat on the front steps of Lucy’s house, my arm firmly planted around Tina’s waist.

“I suppose I owe you a reward, Wolverine.”

My mind went into overdrive wondering what delightful treat I would receive.

Tina turned her head and placed her hand on my upper thigh. Those mesmerizing chocolate brown eyes called to me, while her perfectly plump lips headed my way. I tilted my head; she did likewise. The second our lips touched, I could have sworn electricity flowed between us. The hair on the back of my head stood at attention. And both of my Wolverine claws popped out. Thankfully, not slicing Tina as they did. Still, her subtle aroma filled my body as we became one, even if only for a brief time.

“Can I see you again, Tina?”

“I’d really like that.”

“May I have your phone number?”

“Sure, hand me your phone.”

Before Lucy could block me, I handed my phone over and watched as Tina added a new contact. The phone’s bright light lit up Tina’s gorgeous face. Her pitch-black lips pursed as she added the details with her jet-black talons. I could have sworn I saw a sparkle in her eyes and a tremble of her lips as she tapped away. This girl wasn’t the type I’d spend a drunken night with and move on from. This girl was the perfect mix of everything I could ever want. And more.

“Here you go,” Tina said, as she handed my phone back.

“Tina Flores. Why does that name sound familiar?”

“Perhaps you’ve seen it in your dreams, Maxwell?”

Tina leaned forward and resumed our kissing. Only this time her tongue maneuvered with extra vigor. She must have sensed that our time together was about to end. For now.


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT


AFTER GETTING TO bed slightly after 1:00 pm, I woke at 7:00 am Saturday morning, energized and refreshed. I checked in on Kevin, who remained soundly sleeping. Full of energy, I changed into my running gear and hit the road. For some reason I headed east, running through Lafayette Park, close but not stalker-close to where Tina stayed the night. A smile remained plastered across my face as I remembered our time together. I knew not suggesting that I stay the night was a classy move. Especially given my dalliance with Lucy last Halloween.

The crisp morning air helped flush too much alcohol from my system. While it wasn’t Chicago cold, I felt goosebumps on my arms and legs until I’d been running for about five minutes. But I didn’t mind. You wouldn’t dress as Wolverine for Halloween unless you were pretty happy with your physique. And I often tucked my tank top into the back of my shorts to feel the morning sun all over my subtly tanned torso. The demographics on the street were skewed young. Most of the ‘Florida State University’ crowd appeared to be still tucked up in bed.

Arriving home at about 8:00 am, I checked my phone. A broad grin crossed my face when I looked up Tina Flores in my contacts. While I didn’t have an address, I felt comfortable that she lived half an hour’s walk away, somewhere close to Lucy. I stared at the phone number, wondering whether to text her a wake-up message, or quell the stalker vibes a little. Kevin would have to be my guide, as I felt like a schoolboy pondering how to speak with his first crush. Tina Flores. I wondered about the origin of the name. Was Tina short for something? What nationality was Flores? Tina appeared to speak perfect Spanish. Unfortunately, something that I didn’t. But I was willing to learn.

As I chugged a pint of orange juice, I heard noises coming from the bathroom. Kevin must be up. Perhaps he can answer my myriad of unanswered questions.

“You’re a glutton for punishment, aren’t you, Max?”

“A morning run always helps clear my mind.”

“I prefer to sit on the john doomscrolling.”

“And what did you scroll over, Kevin? Let me guess, was Lucy Hooke part of the search criteria?

“Hey, I’m not one to kiss and tell.”

“You know she wasn’t in the bathroom with you?”

“Maybe not physically. But she was definitely there in spirit.”

Somehow, I knew where the conversation was going and still asked the stupid question.

“When are you kids catching up, Kevin?”

“We didn’t make any firm plans. But I’ll see her tomorrow at softball.”

“You mean you aren’t going to contact her before then?”

“I’m in for the long haul. I don’t want to pressure her.”

I poured a bowl of cereal and offered Kevin the same. He jumped at my offer.

“Well, enough about the love story of Kevin and Lucy. What did you think of Tina?”

“She was very tall, Max. Almost intimidating tall like you.”

“Yeah, I know. The heels made her legs extremely long and slender.”

“Do you have plans to catch up again, Max?”

“We spoke about doing something tonight.”

“You don’t mess around, do you?”

“A girl like that is going to have many suitors. And waiting will not keep me at the front of the pack.”

“You really are taking this wolf thing a little far.”

“When do you think I should message her, Kevin?”

I noticed Kevin pinch himself.

“Are we in an alternate reality? One where Maxwell Edison asks me for romantic advice.”

“Yeah, funny. But what do you think?”

“I’d dive straight in. You don’t want to leave it to chance.”

Okay, I’m going to send a wake-up text. How can I be charming and funny without sounding desperate? I thoroughly considered every word before pressing send.

“Hi Tina, let’s grab brunch and work out plans for tonight.”

I waited with my eyes firmly fixed on the phone screen. Two minutes went by, then five minutes, then twenty minutes.

“She’s probably getting her beauty sleep. Not that she needs it,” I said.

“Or she could be having an almighty crap, Max.”

“I’d rather think of her as Sleeping Beauty.”

“We all do it, you know.”

I showered and shaved, wanting to appear at my best for our first official date. Checking my phone every five minutes for Tina’s reply. About forty-five minutes after I sent my message, I heard my phone ding. I ran across the room, a towel only partially covering my manhood.

“Who is this?” The message read.

“It’s Maxwell, aka Wolverine, from last night.”

I sat watching the screen, waiting for Tina’s response. After ten minutes, I placed the phone on my bed and dressed for the date. Around twenty-minutes later my phone dinged.

“Were you the guy in the bear suit?”

“No, I’m Maxwell. I was dressed as Wolverine. I’m Lucy’s friend from work.”

By the time I got a reply, it was getting close to 11:00 am. I wondered why Tina seemed in no hurry to respond to me. But perhaps she was hung-over.

“You must have the wrong number. I don’t know any Maxwell, Tina or Lucy,” the message read.

“But you entered your number into my phone. When I walked you home last night.”

It wasn’t until an hour later that my phone dinged one more time.

“Sorry, I can’t help you. I’ll block you if you don’t leave me alone.”

What the hell was going on? Was Tina trying to avoid me? What did I do? Surely, I didn’t overstep the mark. I was nothing but a perfect gentleman all night. I even saved her from a series of scary moments. And got her a ride home when her feet were hurting. It’s not like I took the number down wrong. How could someone enter the wrong phone number into someone else’s phone? I should have messaged her immediately to make sure it was the right number. But that would have seemed more than a little weird.

“Tina’s phone number isn’t right, Kevin.”

“Did she give you a fake number?”

“No, I’m sure it was an honest mistake. We were all a little under the weather.”

“Perhaps she’s got a couple of digits backwards, Max?”

I pulled out my phone and looked at the contact. The number contained two double digits, which reduced the possible variations. The first four numbers looked right. The same as mine and Kevin’s phone numbers. That left six numbers with two doubles. I pulled out a sheet of paper and started writing down possible number variations. I stopped at twenty-seven possibilities.

“Why don’t you give Lucy a call?” Kevin said.


CHAPTER NINE


BY THE TIME I had a plan of action, it was well after midday.

“I suppose your romantic brunch with Tina is out of the question now?”

“Well, given that it’s after 1:00 pm, I’m worried about dinner tonight.”

“Let’s head out for lunch, Max. You can call Lucy then.”

I felt a little overdressed to be heading to the local college sandwich shops. I remembered that Tina had met Lucy at her local grocery store, so pulled up Google Maps and plotted a course to the closest cafe. The trouble was it could have been in any one of three directions. I studied the map. Which grocery store would Lucy frequent? I narrowed it down to two before flipping a coin and hoping for the best.

“Okay, but let’s eat somewhere new,” I said.

Thankfully, the e-scooter was still parked outside my neighbor’s house. Providing a lower-key form of transport. And given the dryness of my throat, I wasn’t confident the alcohol from last night had been fully purged. We got more than a few strange looks, two grown men charging up the road on a hired e-scooter. But desperate times called for desperate measures. And I was well past the point of desperation.

“Perhaps we could drop by Lucy’s place after lunch, Max.”

“I’ll message her.”

“Be sure to say hi from me.”

“Let her breathe, Kevin.”

We ended up choosing the cheaper option for lunch. Chances were that we weren’t going to magically bump into Tina or Lucy. But it felt good to be heading in the right direction, at least. While I studied Tina’s phone number, Kevin went back to cyber-stalking Lucy.

“Lucy posted twice last night, Max. But neither of the photos has me in them.”

“You bloody genius. Let me see Lucy’s feed.”

I grabbed Kevin’s phone, not even thinking that I could access the feed from my own phone. I checked out the latest posts.

“Savoring the finest cocktails on the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’,” Lucy posted, showing a photo of the eight cocktails we loaded up at ‘Barrel Proof Lounge’.

The table was semi-transparent, and I could have sworn Tina’s right boot was visible under the table. I checked for tags, but Lucy didn’t add any.

“The best midnight munchies at the ‘Midtown Caboose’,” Lucy posted, including a photo of Tina’s ‘Mexecutioner’, my ‘Birds of a Cheddar’, and Lucy’s ‘Ty Cobb Salad Supreme’. Unsurprisingly, all the positive comments were about the non-salad offerings.

I blew up the photo to three times but still could only make out Lucy’s red patent leather boot and Kevin’s doctor coat.

“Have you tried searching for Tina on Facebook?”

“Kevin, you continue to amaze me today. Where would I be without you?”

I clicked in the search bar and added Tina Flores. Wow, I never expected that name to be that popular. Especially in South America. No wonder she spoke fluent Spanish. But no matter how many Tina Flores that I clicked on, none of them had the chocolate brown eyes, perfect pouty lips and incredible smile I was searching for.

After consuming a rather delicious meatball sub and a gallon of Sprite, it was time to make the call. But what would I say? Hey Lucy, remember me? I stuck my tongue down your friend’s throat last night, much as I did yours the year before. No, I had to be confident yet cunning. Make it seem like I felt obliged rather than desperately wanted Tina’s number. I mapped the conversation out in my head, making allowances for any diversions Lucy was likely to take.

“Don’t forget to say hi from me,” Kevin said.

Dialing Lucy brought with it a pile of nerves. Sure, I expected her to give me a hard time. Even tease me about being given the wrong number. But we were friends. And after the unwanted attention she garnered last night, she owed me.

“Hey Lucy, have I caught you at a good time?”

“I was just about to have sex with Brad Pitt, but that can wait.”

“I’ll keep it short then…”

“…the game is at 11:30 am tomorrow as it is every week. Anything else?”

“About last night…”

“…you’ll have to be more specific. Things are a little hazy.”

“You remember how we caught up at the ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’, right?”

“Vaguely, Maxwell. Don’t tell me we hooked up again?”

“No, that wasn’t me. It was Kevin.”

“Hi, Lucy. Thanks for a great night,” Kevin interjected.

“We didn’t have a threesome, did we?”

“No, why would you even suggest that?”

“Then why are you both calling me?”

“Forget about Kevin. I have a question to ask you.”

“We’re not getting any younger, Maxwell. And my headache is not getting any better listening to you.”

“You went out with a friend, Tina. Do you remember her?”

“The one you were playing tonsil hockey with?”

“Yes, that’s the one. Is she still there?”

“Why don’t you give her a call, Maxwell?”

“Because she must have mistyped her number in my phone.”

“Classic, she gave you a fake number.”

“I’m glad you find it amusing, Lucy.”

“Perhaps that’s why you never called me last Halloween.”

“Anyhow, if she’s there, can I chat to her?”

“She’s not here, Maxwell. She’s gone.”

“Do you know how I can contact her?”

“Look, I’ll let Tina know the situation the next time I see her.”

“But Tina agreed to go out with me tonight, Lucy.”

“Then, it looks like you should have verified her number.”

“Is there nothing you can do?”

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Maxwell.”

I’d run out of options. It seemed that Lucy wasn’t going to help me. Something that both disappointed me and made me think of her as a decent friend. At least she was looking out for Tina. And I had to respect that.

“Perhaps we should drop by and convince Lucy in person. It’s just an idea.”

“I don’t think that is a good idea, Kevin.”

I was serious about Tina. And good things come to those who wait. At least that’s what I told myself. Chances are that Lucy would relay my embarrassing situation to Tina overnight; they’d both laugh, and I’d get Tina’s phone number for tomorrow night. One day lost should not get in the way of the love of a lifetime. Those perfectly pouty lips, that sparkle in her eye, that incredible body. I felt bewitched as I sat at home alone Saturday night, searching social media for any ‘Halloween Bar Crawl’ photo containing Tina. But unfortunately, I came up short on all fronts.


CHAPTER TEN


AFTER AN AGONIZING Saturday night and a restless sleep, I awoke early Sunday morning and headed out for a run. The exercise helped calm my mind, shifting focus from the mental to the physical. By 10:00 am, I still had not heard from Lucy. My mind ran in all directions. Don’t tell me Tina didn’t feel the same way I felt? Had I said or done something to offend her? Questions peppered my mind as I shaved and showered, hoping like hell that the extra effort would prove worthwhile. Finally, at around 10:40 am, I could wait no longer.

“Lucy, is the game still on at 11:30 am?” I messaged.

“Yep. As it has been for the past two years.”

I looked at the message trail, unsure of what to say next.

“You really seem smitten with Tina.”

“I’ve never felt this way about a girl before, Lucy.”

“Isn’t that interesting?”

“I mean, we had a spark too, Lucy. And I loved our time together.”

“You’re not much of a liar, Maxwell.”

“Hey, I promise I’ll ask Tina if you give Val and me a ride to softball.”

“Sure, what time do you want me there, Lucy?”

“But be sure to bring Kevin, too. If you like. Or don’t. I don’t really mind.”

“You like Kevin, don’t you?”

“Do you want Tina’s phone number or not?”

“Perhaps we can double date.”

“Time is ticking, Maxwell.”

“When should I pick you up?”

“Val is working this morning. We’ll need to pick him up on the way.”

“That’s fine. He makes quite the first baseman.”

“I assumed you liked what you saw.”

“I’m not following.”

“It was just a private joke, Maxwell.”

“What time do you want me to come?”

“Around 11:00 am should do.”

Knowing there was a chance of seeing Tina, I wore my best tracksuit. The one that made me stand out in a crowd. Made of shiny material, it both made my eyes pop and contoured my ass perfectly.

For once in his life, Kevin arrived at my house with a few minutes to spare. I failed to remember the last time that had happened. But it reduced my stress level considerably. Perhaps I should tell him Lucy is waiting every time we catch up. Like me, Kevin seemed a little more dressed up than was usual for the ‘Social Sevens’ Softball League’. Leaving on time meant I didn’t need to rush. Instead, swallowing several mouthfuls of crisp Florida air before casually driving about a mile across town.

“Come in, I’m just brushing my teeth. Oh, Maxwell, would you be a darling and grab Val’s softball uniform from his wardrobe? It’s in the one on the left, I think,” Lucy said.

“Sure,” I said, understanding this was the first time Lucy and Kevin were face-to-face since the Halloween festivities.

Now Lucy said it would be in the left-hand wardrobe. I opened the door to see the wardrobe filled with women’s clothing. Had Lucy changed bedrooms again?

Upon closer inspection, I noticed a familiar black leather bustier, pleated miniskirt, black over-the-knee boots and witch’s hat. I reached out and picked the outfit off the rail just to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. Yep, that’s the outfit Tina was wearing last night. But why would it be in Val’s wardrobe? And how could anyone fit into such a small outfit? But the leather felt as soft as I remembered. And it even carried a faint aroma of Tina.

“What’s the delay, Maxwell? Did you find it?”

“I’m coming,” I said, moving to the other side and picking out the softball outfit.

But why would Tina’s outfit be in Val’s wardrobe? Were they an item? Perhaps Val was working that night, or Tina forgot her outfit.

The three of us piled into my car, and Lucy provided directions, From the back seat, of course, where she and Kevin seemed to pick up where they’d left off a couple of nights before. Thankfully, Val was waiting at the corner as I pulled up. Wow, I never realized Val was that lithe. I can’t believe how flattering tracksuits really are. My ass must look incredible. Opening the passenger door, Val jumped in beside me. He seemed to have an exaggerated smile for someone who had merely opened the door for them.

“Your uniform is in the plastic bag,” I said, pointing to the floor between Val’s legs.

“Thanks, Maxwell.”

The game went well. I pitched a zero-run game. Thanks in part to Lucy’s catching and Val’s first base work. I noticed Lucy and Kevin holding hands in the dugout while waiting to bat. I desperately wished I could have what they had. Who’d have dreamed that Kevin would end up with a hot girlfriend and I’d end up alone?

Hang on, where’s Tina’s number?

“Lucy, weren’t you going to get me something?”

“That’s right. You’re super hot-to-trot for Tina, aren’t you?”

“Well, you and Kevin seem to be awfully chummy too.”

“Didn’t you tell me that Tina might be the one?”

“I’d like to think so, if I can get past the bloody gatekeeper.”

“So, Tina left a massive impact on you, then?”

“Tina is the most incredible and captivating girl I’ve ever met. Now can I have her number?”

“I said I’d get it for you today. But I still need to run it past Tina.”

“What, when she comes by to pick up her Halloween costume?”

“Were you snooping in Val’s wardrobe?”

“I’m sorry, Val. Lucy gave me wrong directions.”

“Don’t worry, she’s good at that. But she generally means well in the end.”

After sealing a five-to-zero win, I drove Lucy, Kevin and Val back to Lucy’s place. Val sat in the front, and we chatted. It turned out he was a decent guy. One that obviously worked multiple jobs to make ends meet. And someone who was quite the talented Latin dancer according to Lucy. Once we arrived at Lucy’s place, she and Val hit the showers. It was obvious Kevin was keen to stay awhile. And I still had a phone number to extract.

“Isn’t Lucy the most amazing girl?” Kevin said.

“She will be if she gives me that number.”

Lucy was the first to return. But given Val was more of an acquaintance, I didn’t think much of it.

“I’ve got a treat for you, Maxwell.”

“Have you got Tina’s number?”

“Well actually, her name is Valentina. She’s only Tina for short.”

“And…,” I said, suddenly hearing stiletto footsteps on the wooden floor behind me.

I turned to see Tina standing behind me dressed in the bustier, skirt and boots, minus the hat.

Tina was even more beautiful than I remembered as the sunlight shone off her long dark hair. But there was no ignoring those chocolate-brown eyes or crimson bee-stung lips. This girl was the absolute knockout I’d remembered. I stood up and strode across the room, almost unable to hide my excitement.

“I did the stupidest thing, Tina. Not checking your number.”

“You realize this is a rare occasion, don’t you?” Lucy interjected.

“What do you mean, Lucy?”

“Well, usually Valentina rarely comes out in the daylight. And typically, only on Saturday nights or special occasions like Halloween.

“I hope you’re not disappointed, Maxwell.”

“You could never disappoint me, Tina.”

I stepped forward to kiss Tina, but she looked worried.

“There’s something you need to know about Tina,” Lucy interjected.

“I’m not following, Lucy.”

“Did you see where Val went, Maxwell?”

“I don’t know. He’s probably having a shower or getting ready for work.”

“Or?”

“I’m not following you, Lucy.”

“What if Valentina is both Val and Tina?”

I stood frozen to the spot. How could the goddess standing before me be anything other than Tina? Those perfect bee-stung lips, those chocolate brown eyes that sparkled brilliantly in the daylight, those slender shapely legs, and that shapely Latino ass. What did Lucy mean? My perfect girl couldn’t have been anything other than the beauty that stood before me.

“I hope you’re not too disappointed. But I wanted to tell you face to face, Maxwell.”


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“I NEVER WOULD have guessed. But how, when, why?”

“I lived full time as a female in Peru for ten years before I came to America. But when I came here, I had to change back to male. All of my documents clearly showed me as my birth gender. And I could only get a job if I presented male,” Tina said, getting teary.

“I’m sorry for opening up old wounds, Tina. I can’t imagine how it feels to have to change your identity just to get a job. Let me make it up to you. Are you free for dinner?”

“Are you asking me out as your teammate Val, or as your crush, Tina?

“Definitely as my crush.”

“Then what time will you pick me up?”

I arrived to pick up Tina a few minutes before 7:00 pm. With a 7:15 pm booking, that allowed us time not to have to rush in and out the door. Lucy opened the door and led me into her house. I felt sweat pool in my palms as I waited like a teenager about to see his prom date for the first time. And while I avoided the overprotective father’s line of questioning, Lucy more than made up for it with a series of straight questions. After agreeing not to keep Tina out too late, and confessing that I had indeed packed condoms, I heard footsteps behind me on the wooden floorboards.

I almost swallowed my tongue as I turned to see Tina walk into the living room. Instantly, I stood and turned towards her. She wore a simple cotton black dress with spaghetti straps. Low-cut, the hem sat just below the knee. But a long slit above her left leg showed her shapely tanned leg, and almost her knickers. A pair of bone-colored suede knee boots with a four-inch heel completed the outfit perfectly. I almost had to pinch myself to believe that this beauty and I were about to go on a date.

“Have you packed an overnight bag?” Lucy asked.

“Don’t embarrass the poor…”

“…it’s sitting by the door,” Tina replied.

Perhaps I was in for more than I expected tonight.

The ten-minute drive to the restaurant gave me time to regain my composure. Except that the split in Tina’s dress definitely distracted me. But not as much as Tina’s hand on my upper thigh.

“I can’t believe that you work as an air traffic controller, Maxwell. It must be such a stressful job.”

“Well, I am carrying a lot of stress in my shoulders right now. Perhaps you could help me with that after dinner.”

The second Tina saw the ‘Casa Tapas and Cantina’ sign, her gorgeous smile only magnified.

“I never imagined you liked Spanish food, Maxwell.”

“It’s a little spicy for me, but I’m willing to try anything, at least once.”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got a spicy meat treat for you to try later tonight,” Tina said, placing her hand in her lap.

Tina’s words both concerned and excited me. I’d never been with a transgender girl before but had always been curious. I’d heard that once you’d tasted forbidden fruit, you’d never look back. And given my feelings for Tina, I could sort of see why. Not only was she the perfect specimen of womanhood, but she also sounded like she had the sexual appetite and understanding that were rare to find these days.

“I’ve got to admit that sounds delicious, Tina.”

Tina ordered a series of tapas meals from the menu. I deferred to her inside knowledge and never once regretted it. The food was delicious, the cocktails were intoxicating, and the feel of Tina’s soft suede boot against my leg was exhilarating. But while the conversation flowed and Tina’s stories were inspiring, I couldn’t help wishing I could fast forward to the after-dinner entertainment.

“Thank you for the most wonderful date of my life, Maxwell.”

“You’re not asking me to drop you back home, are you?”

“Not unless you are getting cold feet. Which I thoroughly understand.”

“If anything, my feet are getting warmer by the minute, Tina.”

I leaned forward and kissed Tina with venom.

The ten-minute drive home seemed to drag. Even though I made it in five. Never had I been so excited about a night of lovemaking. And not knowing what to expect only made me want it more. As we passed through downtown, Tina turned serious.

“I’m versatile and have a six-inch uncut endowment.”

Wow, that almost rivaled mine. And somehow made my ass shudder and my weapon harden.

As I pulled the car to a stop in the driveway, I turned to Tina.

“I want to experience the joy that is making love with a transgender girl, Tina. Nothing is off the table.”

“Where have you been hiding all my life?”

“Just waiting for you here in Tallahassee.”

I opened the door and held it open as Tina walked through.

“I’ve been wanting to do this all night,” Tina said, as she pushed me back against the door and thrust her body against mine.

Tina’s 36Cs pinned me to the door before her hips pushed forward, proving she was just as excited as I was.

Tina kissed me passionately as our tongues wrestled for advantage. I ran my hands down Tina’s arms. She wasn’t quite as controlled. Breaking from the kiss, Tina slid her body down mine in a seductive samba. I felt her burgeoning toy slide against mine, almost causing me to lose my first load, before she ripped open my shirt and kissed her way down my chest. My belt and jeans’ button were no match for the force that was Tina. Instantly, my shirt sat on top of my jeans on the floor.

“Let me see what I’ve got to work with here, Wolverine.”

I could have sworn I heard an audible gasp, but I may have been wrong. My Calvin Kleins joined my jeans on the floor as Tina wrapped both her hands around my weapon and stood up.

“Lucy never told me you were built like this,” Tina said, starting to slide her hands along my full seven inches.

“I think she was a little drunk…”

Tina kissed me with intent before moving her mouth down to meet her hands. Unable to resist her actions, I leaned back against the door and buckled in for the ride. Tina’s lips felt like heaven as they traversed the full length of my weapon. I couldn’t recall a more proactive lover, nor one that knew instinctively how and when to please me. She thrust deep, consuming my weapon and holding it for what seemed like minutes. And every second of that felt like a thousand hands massaging my weapon as one.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

That seemed to be all Tina needed to hear. Instead of backing off, she ran full speed to the finish line. Each thrust took me one step closer to oblivion, while each pull back merely gave me time for a single breath. Suddenly, I could hold out no longer. I let go of everything and focused my being on unloading a torrent of my gift deep down Tina’s throat.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WAS THAT BETTER than Lucy, Maxwell.?”

“Lucy who?”

“Right answer.”

Tina stood and shared the bounty with me generously.

“That was the best…” I said.

“…hold that thought. We’ve only just begun.”

Tina stepped back and allowed me to extricate myself from the door. The doorknob had been pushing against my kidney, not that I was looking for excuses.

“I want to pleasure you, Tina.”

“That’s the spirit. And how do you plan on doing that?”

“In any way you like.”

“Right answer, Maxwell.”

Tina kissed me deeply, then pulled away.

“Which way to the bedroom, Maxwell?”

“Over there,” I said, pointing to the left.

“Come on. There’s no time to lose.”

Tina dragged me across the room and opened my bedroom door.

“I want you inside me so badly it hurts.”

“That works for me, Tina.”

Tina pulled her dress up over her head, revealing a delicate black satin and lace lingerie set.

“Allow me,” I said, stepping forward and quickly unclipping her bra.

As I kissed her neck, my arms slid down to Tina’s hips. With thumbs inserted, I slid the black thong down over her shapely ass and held her while she stepped out of the underwear. My clothing lay strewn across my living room, as I’d proactively removed it as I got dragged along.

“Let me get you started,” Tina said as she slid her hands along my semi-flaccid weapon.

Tina stood in nothing but her soft suede boots, looking at me with the eagerness of a puppy about to be adopted. Her beauty was beyond reproach. Never had I witnessed such a stunning specimen of womanhood. I glanced down to see Tina’s toy for the very first time. While not as hard as mine, Tina’s toy stood impressively at attention. I must have stared at it just a little too long.

“You can suck it after you’ve fucked me, Maxwell.”

I felt a casual smile cross my face. But this was a pivotal moment in our union. One that would provide lasting impressions and possibly make or break our relationship. I simply had to focus. Tina reached into her handbag and pulled out a tube of lube. She squeezed a large dollop into her left hand and slid her fingers along my weapon. Once it was ready for action, she squeezed a second dollop and ran her hand between her ass cheeks.

“Are you ready to do some of the work?” Tina said, prompting me to nod.

Tina turned around, spread her legs about two feet apart and placed her hands on my bed. I needed no instructions. Instinctively, I knew what to do next. I grabbed my weapon and positioned it directly against Tina’s flower. All it took was a gentle thrust, and we were connected. Not fully, but well enough for Tina to let out a satisfying moan.

“Yes, drive me deeper, Maxwell.”

I placed my hands on Tina’s hips and pushed forward, before rocking back.

“You won’t break me; ram it in,” Tina said.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I pushed with all my might, prompting Tina to let out a high-pitched squeal.

“Yes, that’s it, Maxwell.”

Once I knew the path was clear, there was no stopping me. I pulled my hips back before thrusting again, even harder this time. As my pelvis hit Tina’s ass cheeks, I heard something like a high-pitched chirp. I’d obviously hit the spot, or somewhere close enough it was semantics. I repeated the thrust, receiving the same reward. After half a dozen more thrusts, I felt Tina’s legs shake, almost uncontrollably. That was all the incentive I needed. I pushed deep before retreating a little, repeating the movement to encouraging sounds.

Tina’s ass felt heavenly. Each thrust felt like a thousand hands were massaging my weapon, while each pull back teased beneath the head. Pretty soon, my legs shook, prompting Tina to hold the bedclothes tighter to stop us from losing our rhythm. I lost control of my senses about a minute later, giving in to pure pleasure, until bang. I felt my gift flow from my quivering weapon, sending endorphins flowing throughout my body. All I could do was collapse onto Tina’s back, allowing our sweat-soaked bodies to merge as one.

“Well, that was a nice start, Maxwell.”

“Wow, that was incredible.”

“That’s two for you. How about I get a little loving too?”

“For you, Tina, anything.”

Tina turned over and placed her ass on the edge of the bed. Once seated, she opened her legs wider than I’d ever seen anyone do. That dancer’s body was really coming into play. Tina’s actions were obvious. I looked down to see her almost flaccid toy resting on the bedclothes. It was time for me to give my first blowjob. And I actually felt pretty excited about doing it. I dropped to my knees and placed a hand on each of Tina’s thighs.

“It’ll last longer if you take a picture, wolf boy.”

I knew my cautious approach wasn’t appreciated. But hey, I was in unfamiliar territory and wanted to put quality ahead of speed. I reached out my right hand and felt her soft toy in my hand. Somehow, Tina’s toy felt softer than my own. How could that be? I slid my hand from root to tip, quickly bringing Tina’s toy to life. Each movement of my hand was rewarded with quivers, while I felt blood pumping through her cute morsel. I sped up my movements and quickly had Tina leaning back with her eyes rolled up inside her head.

“Yes, that’s the way, Maxwell. But I want you to taste me too.”

Understanding the mission at hand, I moved my lips towards my hands and opened wide. By this stage, Tina’s full six inches were on display, standing a glowing purple in the moonlight. I kissed the head of Tina’s toy before opening wide and thrusting deep. She was in no mood for caresses. Speed was the order of the moment.

“Oh, your lips feel wonderful, Maxwell.”

The tone of her voice told me she wasn’t far away from letting go. I upped the speed and increased the depth, occasionally swapping between mouth and hands, but only for a few seconds. Tina’s toy was quite challenging, but eventually I realized that if I opened my throat, I could consume her full six inches and not gag. I maintained a steady rhythm until…


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT I realized what I’d been missing my entire life. Tina was sexy, intelligent, fun and the most incredible lover I’d ever been with. And it wasn’t close. Not that I had any other experiences with transgender girls to compare it with. But I wasn’t looking for my next conquest. I was more than content to know that my next lover would be Tina. We must have made love until well after daybreak before sleeping for a few hours and starting again. Eventually I had to head to work, but thankfully Lucy had switched shifts with me the day before. She must have known something.

Tina and I dated for the following few weeks. I’d pick her up at Lucy’s, and she’d spend most weekends with me. After that first month, Lucy suggested that Tina move in with me. Something I’d never contemplated with a girlfriend before. But the idea of sleeping with my arms wrapped around Tina every night sounded too good to miss. Little did I know she had plans for moving someone into Tina’s bedroom. Someone who currently lived with their parents in Killearn Lakes, about forty-five minutes out of town.

A couple of months after we got together, I gave Tina a proposal. If she approached her boss with a request to live female full time, I’d cover her if she lost her job. While she was nervous, I knew my way around employment law. And I was confident that someone as passable as Tina would face little resistance. The only problem was that after the first time she presented female, her boss asked her out. She politely declined the offer, as she had a live-in boyfriend. Her Zumba classes skyrocketed in popularity. Even men started attending.

Lucy and Kevin seemed to go from strength to strength. He appeared to be right. Persistence was his superpower and one that must have been Lucy’s kryptonite. While it was obvious who wore the pants in the relationship, Kevin wouldn’t have changed anything for the world. He’d definitely overshot and was more than happy to bask in his self-professed glory. And I’d never seen Lucy happier. She even dropped the goth girl activities, except once a month when she and Tina relived their glory days. That gave Kevin and me time to fight off the college students at my local watering hole.

And while I don’t know where we’ll be next Halloween, all I can say is that Tina and I appeared made for each other. She called me wolfy, and I called her witchy. We even planned to relive our first Halloween together the following year. And I never regretted having to wait for Kevin, nor how I became bewitched on Halloween.
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FUNNY GIRL
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Do creative people need a muse? Someone who maximizes their talent and inspires them to fulfill their creative potential.

Paul Dawson is a talented musician living in Austin, Texas. He moved there with his childhood friend and bandmate, Bobby-Joe Danger, to get discovered.

But after months of slogging away, Paul works in a day job he hates and attends band practice at night. A grind, which makes it difficult to be creative.

Until, by chance, he meets a fellow musician who re-ignites his passion. And for much more than just songwriting and music.

If you like transgender romances full of twists and turns, then you’ll love ‘FUNNY GIRL’. The latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Paul realize the importance of his muse, or will his creative spark and true love get extinguished forever?


TROPHY WIFE
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What would you do if you fell for your best friend’s wife? Would you act on those feelings or push them deep down inside?

Edward Bronson is a handsome young guy who virtually lives and works with his best friend and mentor, Tim.

And after traveling to New Orleans for a holiday, Tim returns with something a little unexpected. A wife.

But Jenny is not just any wife. It’s almost like Jenny ticks every one of Edward’s boxes. Only Jenny isn’t his.

If you like transgender romances with a plenty of heart and excitement, then you’ll love TROPHY WIFE. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Edward successfully avoid the ultimate temptation or lose his best friend forever?


ONE WILD WEEKEND
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Can your friends really know you better than you know yourself? Do they see things that you are blind to?

Teddy Rose never had trouble attracting potential life partners. But keeping them was quite the other thing.

So, when he joins his lifelong friends for a weekend away in the wine country, his friends instantly jump into action. There’s suddenly more wingmen than at a Top Gun convention. And they assure Teddy they all know him better than he knows himself.

One of his friends even has private plans for Teddy. Laying in wait for the opportunity, she makes it crystal clear what is on offer. If he simply says the word.

But from the moment Teddy’s helped to first base with a local, his life changes forever.

If you like romances with plenty of heart, like ‘Pretty Woman’, you’ll love ‘ONE WILD WEEKEND’, the latest story from indie-author, Yumi Cox.

Will Teddy’s friends help or hinder his search for love? And will his weekend fling fizzle out like every other relationship?


PUSHING BUTTONS

[image: ]

Can a relationship ever be repaired once trust is broken? Or is broken trust the beginning of the end?

Chris White is a struggling artist who teaches oil painting at a university in Utrecht, The Netherlands. While he’d rather paint his breakout work, living costs need to come from somewhere. And while teaching isn’t quite his thing, he’s thankful it’s where he met the girl of his dreams, Julie. As an up-and-coming model, Julie also had to cover living costs. So she modelled for his class one day.

When Julie walks in on Chris getting overly excited about another model, their relationship hits the skids. Months pass by with no intimacy, causing Chris to consider anything in order to win Julie back. So, when an opportunity arises to spend a weekend together in beautiful Barcelona, Chris sees no reason to say no. Even if Julie’s rules mean it’s not the perfect romantic getaway, Chris would have planned himself.

But when Julie’s rules keep the couple apart, the door opens for unexpected love. And it seems there is no shortage of opportunities for either member of the genetically blessed couple. So, in an alcohol fuelled party town, with inhibitions lowered, do they have the strength to remain true to each other?

If you like coming of age romances full of friendship and romance, like ‘Clueless’, then you’ll love ‘PUSHING BUTTONS’. The latest novel from indie-author Yumi Cox.

Will Chris find a way to repair a broken relationship, or will the trip become the final chapter of their love story?


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?


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?
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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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