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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I’VE CALLED TOGETHER a joint meeting of the Sexual Assault Squad and the Cyber Crimes Squad to update you on a crime that was committed yesterday. And to announce the establishment of a joint task force setup to investigate the explosion in criminal activity currently being experienced,” the Commanding Officer announced.

I scanned the room to see several heavy hitters in attendance. This must be a serious crime, a high-profile case.

“A young person was sexually assaulted last night after being stalked online for months. I’ve asked Alex Patton to head up the task force. But he will need your help,” the Commanding Officer announced.

A hush flooded across the room. A high-profile case. My time to jump appeared.

“I’ll volunteer to join the task force,” I said, before the Commanding Officer had the chance to continue.

“Well, that’s unusual. One for the team, before I have even explained the case,” the Commanding Officer said looking to Alex.

“What’s your name?” Alex asked.

“Joe Angel, sir,” I replied.

“Oh, you’re the cyber expert on loan from Federal. Welcome to the task force, Joe,” Alex said.

“As I was explaining. This incident has put a young person in hospital after a vicious sexual assault. It occurred at 4:30 am Sunday morning less than a mile from here. While on the way home from ‘The Columbian’ nightclub, the perpetrator dragged the victim into a park. Once out of sight, the perpetrator sexually attacked the young person. Currently in the Prince of Wales hospital, Honey Glaze, the victim, endured two years of online harassment prior to the crime,” the Commanding Officer said.

I glanced around the room to see every head down avoiding the Commanding Officer’s eye.

“I’m now going to ask for volunteers for the task force, and to help Alex and Joe work this case. It’s important we jump on it, as we believe Honey is the third victim of the same perpetrator. And the crimes are getting more violent and brazen,” the Commanding Officer said.

You could hear a pin drop. No-one uttered a word. Many in attendance appeared to hold their breath. Heads stayed down for the next few minutes. No-one wanted to meet the Commanding Officer’s eyes. I struggled to understand it. The excitement of working on an actual case surged through me. A case that allowed me to add genuine value and learn about police work from an elite squad. But five minutes later, still no-one else had volunteered.

“Well Alex, how about you and Joe get started on the case? If anyone changes their mind, you know where to find me,” the Commanding Officer said.

With that, he dismissed the team. Around twenty of the New South Wales Police Force’s finest rushed out the door, as if late for lunch. Only it was 9:15 am.

“I knew we’d struggle. But I expected more from the team,” Alex said.

“You got your cybercrime guy. And he’s a gun, from what I’ve heard. At least that’s a start,” the Commanding Officer said, causing me to blush.

“Yes, I know. I should be thankful for small mercies. But at least one seasoned detective would have been valuable to the team,” Alex said.

I followed Alex into a briefing room. Although co-located with the Surry Hills Police Station, members of the Sexual Assault Squad acted independently and were selective about the cases they volunteered for. And they actively avoided anything LGBT in nature. It wasn’t that they had anything against LGBT victims. Rather, the difficulty associated with securing a conviction made these prosecutions more difficult. Over the years they had solved many cases, only to see the guilty party go free in the courts.

“There’s been an escalation in the number of hate crimes against transgender women in Sydney,” Alex said.

“Could you please define transgender woman?” I asked.

“Sure. A person who presents female but was born male,” Alex replied.

“Oh, that’s why the LGBT comment,” I said.

“It all started two years back as more of a nuisance than a threat. But recently it’s escalated, and hospitalised three transgender women over the past few months,” Alex said.

“Why do you need a cyber analyst on the case?” I asked.

“Because that’s how the perpetrator finds and engages the victims,” Alex replied.

“It shouldn’t be too hard to track the perpetrator down. I assume you have the victim’s names,” I said.

“If it was easy, we wouldn’t need the Cyber Crimes Squad. But feel free to prove us wrong. This guy is always a step ahead of us. He changes accounts daily, and the harassment comes from dozens of profiles. However, the approach is always the same,” Alex said.

As Alex explained the perpetrator’s modus operandi, I opened my laptop and took notes. The harassment always started as simple trolling on social media, mainly Facebook and Instagram. The perpetrator had trolled around fifty high profile members of the Sydney transgender community. Used to being trolled, the victims initially ignored and blocked the perpetrator.

“When the victims started getting unwelcome propositions, they began fighting back. If you want to poke a hornet’s nest, head for the transgender community. Many had quite a sting in their tales. And they met the trolling with quite fierce public stoushes,” Alex added.

“I’d like to get my head across this dialogue. Do you have examples you can show me?” I asked.

“Sure. We have access to the accounts of the victims, their history in posts, chats, messages, emails and almost anything posted electronically,” Alex replied.

I spent the rest of Monday working through the accounts, putting together a mental picture of how the crimes had escalated. After dissecting the activity from a couple of years back, I moved to the most recent approaches. The guy had some impressive IT skills. He knew how to avoid coming under scrutiny of platform managers. The perpetrator changed accounts before being blocked or immediately afterwards. He knew the policies of the platforms and exploited the loose controls to the full extent.

“I can see why you need a cyber analyst,” I said.

“Well, I’m hoping you can get a handle on this guy, and rapidly,” Alex said.

“There’s only so much information I can glean from what you’ve shown me. But I’ll study it overnight. Don’t worry, I’ll leave no stone unturned,” I said.

“Remember, every day this scumbag remains unidentified, is another chance this will become a murder case,” Alex said.

I was glad to get my head into a proper case. Although only seconded to the NSW Police two weeks prior, this was my first chance to make a difference. And I got the feeling Alex was as determined to make his mark as well. While the crimes shocked and disgusted me, they drove me to help bring this criminal to justice.


CHAPTER TWO


TUESDAY MORNING STARTED with a Cyber Crimes Squad meeting. Although seconded to the Delta Task Force, it was important for me to maintain a connection with my team. All went well until it came time for my update.

“And now I’ll hand over to Josephine for the Delta Task Force update,” my colleague said.

I ignored the jibe and provided an update on findings to date, as high-level as they were. When I finished, I handed over to the next name on the whiteboard.

“Thanks Josephine. By the way, you look fabulous today. Have you done something with your hair?” another colleague asked.

I saw this was going to be a trend that would last as long as the task force. Yet another reason to wind it up promptly.

Alex was already hard at work by the time I joined him. We worked out of a freed-up meeting room. While it sounded gracious, it was in fact a four-person meeting room with a small laminate-topped table in the middle, four worn striped cloth chairs and a small table holding a printer. A massive whiteboard sat above the printer; else it was best described as spartan.

“How much shit did you cop this morning?” Alex asked.

“A gentle jibe or two,” I replied.

“It comes with the territory, I’m afraid,” Alex said.

“Well, I’m happy to be working on a case that matters,” I said with a smile.

Alex had made a crime board for the Honey Glaze case. A twelve-by-eight-inch colour photo of Honey sat at the top of the whiteboard. The professional publicity head shot showed her in full makeup. She appeared attractive and completely feminine. If I hadn’t known she was transgender, I would never have guessed she’d been born male. But the Ostrich feather headdress did make her seem like a theatre type.

Sitting below Honey were a few words in capital letters. Below perpetrator there was a question mark. Under motive, there was a question mark. Below crime there was a date and a reference to sexual assault. A constant reminder of the importance of this case, it helped keep me focussed and work when I felt tired. The crime was horrific and only with my help could we catch the perpetrator.

“What do we know? The victim was a high-profile drag queen on the way home from work at ‘The Columbian’. Around 4:30 am, she walked down Riley Street towards her home in Cooper Street,” Alex said.

“Wow, she must have walked past my house,” I said.

“She made it about six hundred yards from the club, before being attacked and dragged into Ward Park. A struggle appears to have occurred, resulting in the victim being knocked unconscious, before being sexually assaulted,” Alex said.

Alex threw a couple of photos on the table. I struggled with the ferocity of the attack. Honey was still in hospital. She would remain there for at least a week.

“This is the third sexual assault in the past three months. And the crimes are getting more violent. This guy is a nasty piece of work and has moved from using his words to getting hands-on with his victims. I want you to dig into the backgrounds of the victims. We need to understand the motive. Only then can we get a step ahead of the perpetrator, and make the city safe again,” Alex said.

“Sure thing, Alex. I’ll get straight onto it,” I said.

The three crimes had a fair amount in common. Each victim was staying within two miles of the Oxford Street Mardi Gras precinct. Two lived in the area while one was staying with a friend. Each was young, attractive, outgoing, and a high-profile member of the Sydney transgender community. All crimes happened between 3:30 am and 4:30 am, late in the night, but on a cloud covered night beneath a cloak of darkness. And two of the victims had described the perpetrator as wearing a black hoodie. But it was not a lot to go on.

Digging into the social media accounts of the three victims provided more insightful. While the perpetrator had changed profiles regularly, he transacted with each of the victims from multiple profiles at once. I’d identified another forty-seven potential targets who had also received nasty comments and photos. The perpetrator had an expansive target pipeline. Interactions with the three victims escalated in the days prior to the attacks. And the perpetrator seemed to enjoy it when the victim fought back.

“I’ve found something,” I said.

“What is it? Show me what you’ve identified,” Alex said, walking around behind me.

“Here’s how the perpetrator’s chatter escalated as the crimes approached,” I said, showing Alex the trending conversations.

“And what’s that about?” Alex asked, pointing to one of Honey’s social media posts.

“He’s taken a souvenir from each of the girls he’s attacked. Something private he can taunt them with,” I replied.

“Has he done that for any of the others?” Alex asked.

“There’s three he has escalated in the past week,” I replied.

Alex instructed me to reach out to the three potential victims, to learn about any interactions with the perpetrator. Maxi Dresses, a twenty-one-year-old drag queen, received escalating lewd comments and propositions. Camilla Ramirez, a twenty-two-year-old transgender beauty queen, had stalker photos sent to her. And Dani Lopez, an eighteen-year-old makeup artist, had lewd photos sent to her with the comment, “I want to do this to you”. All three had lost their driver’s license within the past fortnight. Apparently, at Oxford Street clubs.


CHAPTER THREE


EARLY SUNDAY MORNING, I awoke with a start as my phone rang.

“Hello, it’s Dani here. You asked me to call if anything weird happens,” Dani said.

“Yes, sorry Dani. I’m still waking up. What is it?” I asked.

“I’ve left ‘The Columbian’, and I think I’m being followed,” Dani replied.

Shit. This sounded serious.

“Tell me what’s going on. Start with where you are,” I said, changing into a tracksuit.

“I’ve walked a hundred yards from the club. And this guy is following me about fifty feet back,” Dani said.

“Try changing sides of the road,” I said.

I waited for around sixty seconds. I heard the clip-clop of high heels and a curse at the uneven rocks in the gutter.

“I’ve done what you suggested, and he crossed behind me,” Dani said.

“What road are you on?” I asked.

“Hang on. I’m coming up to a street corner,” Dani replied.

The clip-clop of shoes on concrete dominated the speaker again.

“Riley Street,” Dani said.

I wasn’t sure how to direct Dani. On a positive note, she was heading in my direction. But she was also heading directly towards Ward Park, the scene of the Honey Glaze crime.

“I’m a mile away. I’m going to head in your direction,” I said.

“He’s now about twenty-feet behind me,” Dani said.

“Call me on FaceTime. I’ll text you my details,” I said.

The last thing I wanted to do was hang up, but I had a better chance of helping her if I had video vision. My phone dinged as I reached the front gate.

“It’s Dani. And I’m terrified,” Dani said.

“How far behind you is he?” I asked.

“He’s one streetlight behind me,” Dani replied.

“Now this is going to sound wrong, but trust me,” I said.

“I don’t know if I have any other option,” Dani said.

“I need you to slow down a bit. Don’t stop. But slow a little. I need you to stall for time,” I said.

“You’re right. It sounds stupid. But I’ve done it, and he’s staying back,” Dani said.

“Now, I need to see him. Next time he’s in the streetlight, hold up your phone, so I can see behind you,” I said.

There was a sixty-second delay. Every second dragged like an hour. I needed to ensure she was safe.

Dani held the phone high in front of her face. I could see the fear in her eyes as she walked forward. By this time, I was running through the park towards her. But I wasn’t close enough. As the perpetrator walked under the streetlight, a car drove past from behind. The headlights overwhelmed any illumination from the streetlight.

“He’s closer. I can clearly hear footsteps,” Dani whispered.

The phone went dead for a moment, before I could hear heavy breathing and saw the video jolt about.

“Dani, are you alright,” I called, struggling for breath.

All I could see was the palm of Dani’s hand.

“Dani, speak to me. Are you alright?” I said.

I hit the north end of Riley Street. I’d made it through the park. There was a figure sprinting towards me about two hundred yards in front. And a second figure in a black hoodie pursued around ten feet behind. The chaser wasn’t making any ground on who I thought was Dani. She was holding ground. One hundred yards, and Dani’s face became clear. In a flash, the chaser disappeared into the night. Dani rushed towards me and I grabbed her tight. Shaken and shoeless, her feet were bloody. Apart from that, she was fine. I held her tight while her heartbeat slowly returned to normal range.

“Are you okay, Dani?” I asked.

“I’m so glad to see you. You’ve saved me,” Dani replied.

“I think you did most of the work yourself,” I said.

“I was petrified. I thought I was gonna get caught,” Dani said.

“I’d say you were running for your life,” I said.

Once Dani had recovered from the half mile sprint, I asked her about being barefoot.

“I kicked my shoes off when he got within ten feet,” Dani said.

“Where did you leave them?” I asked.

“On the sidewalk, down by the corner, under that second streetlight,” Dani replied, pointing down the road.

Dani led me back to where she kicked off her shoes.

“I’m sure it was here,” Dani stated.

“What did they look like?” I asked.

“Black five-inch stiletto pumps,” Dani replied.

Honestly, I was none the wiser as to what we were searching for. We found evidence of where Dani’s shoes had been. But the pumps were nowhere to be found. I circled around the local gardens and under cars. But there was nothing to be seen.

“How sore are your feet? Can you walk?” I asked.

“Those pumps cost me two weeks’ wages,” Dani replied.

“But kicking them off probably saved your life,” I said.

“I’ll send you a photo. So, you can return them when you catch this guy,” Dani said.

I put my jacket around Dani’s shoulders. She’d cooled down and started to shiver. Dani was around 5ft 6in in bare feet. Around four inches shorter than me. Her body was lithe and incredibly fit. And though she’d been through a life-threatening ordeal, she dressed impeccably in a short blue dress that highlighted her long, perfectly toned legs. Somehow, her hair and makeup were unblemished. It may have been the eighteen-year-old Latino complexion, but she looked stunning.

“Let’s get you somewhere safe and warm,” I said.


CHAPTER FOUR


ALEX JOINED DANI and me at the police station around 5:00 am. I’d found some suitable shoes for Dani in the lost property cupboard. They were only trainers but were the right size and contained the blood from Dani’s feet. I noticed Dani take time to check-out Alex as he walked in. He dressed in a suit and appeared clean-shaven. Given the time and day, it amazed me how he appeared ready for a day’s work.

“Did you recognise the guy?” Alex asked.

“No. I hardly saw him. It was too dark, and he wore a hoodie,” Dani replied.

“When did you first notice you were being followed?” Alex asked.

“Around five minutes from ‘The Columbian’. I called Joe straight away,” Dani replied.

“Did you see the guy while you were in the club?” Alex asked.

“Like I said. I didn’t get to see him. So, I can’t be sure. He may have been there, or he could have waited outside,” Dani replied.

“How many people in the club?” Alex asked.

“Early in the night, four hundred. There must have been fifty when I left,” Dani replied.

The questions flew rapidly. Dani didn’t avoid any, but she couldn’t shed a lot of light on the perpetrator, either. I could tell Alex was getting frustrated. We’d been close but had virtually nothing to go on.

“How did you get away from the perpetrator?” Alex asked.

“I set off a camera flash in his face, then ran,” Dani replied.

“Is there a shot of the perpetrator on your phone?” Alex asked.

“No, the FaceTime call to Joe was running,” Dani replied.

“Did you record the call?” Alex asked, turning to me.

“I screen recorded everything. But when Dani set off the flash, the screen went dark for a second,” I replied.

We were coming up empty, no matter which direction we went. Alex’s frustration boiled over into a slamming of a chair against the table.

It was getting late, and we weren’t making progress. Alex volunteered to check out the crime scene once it was daylight.

“Can I give you a lift home?” I asked Dani.

“That would be wonderful. The idea of taking a bus doesn’t excite me after the night I’ve had,” Dani replied.

While Alex finished up with Dani, I headed to reception and borrowed a pool car. Being new to town, I did not know how to get around Sydney, so placed my phone on Google Maps. Dani still trembled when she came downstairs. The last thing you need after a night at the club, is a morning at the police station.

“Here, put your address into my phone and push go,” I said.

“Turn right onto the M1 Motorway and proceed north for ninety-five miles,” Google announced.

“You must have put in the wrong address,” I said, handing the phone to Dani.

“No, it’s right,” Dani said, glancing at the phone.

“Where do you live?” I asked.

“Five-minutes out of Newcastle,” Dani replied.

“Is Newcastle a suburb of Sydney?” I asked.

“No. They call it the Central Coast,” Dani replied.

By the time I’d worked out where I was going, I’d crossed the Harbour Bridge and was heading through the northern suburbs. Thankfully, it was Sunday morning, and the traffic was light. I settled in for the four-hour round trip. This was not how I expected to spend my Sunday when I went to bed the night before. But I saw this as an excellent opportunity to get greater insight on Dani, and why she was being targeted.

“I can’t believe now I’ve got a stalker,” Dani said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, when my sister Skye left for the USA to attend university, she had a stalker. And now it’s my turn,” Dani replied.

“Perhaps it’s something in the genes,” I said.

“I’ve been told I totally rock my leather jeans,” Dani said.

I wasn’t sure if she was joking but decided not to clarify the meaning of my comment. As we travelled along the motorway, I questioned Dani about Skye’s stalker.

“It was a similar situation. Skye was a successful DJ working the gay clubs in Sydney,” Dani said.

“Is your sister a lesbian?” I asked naively.

“No, she’s a proud transgender woman like me,” Dani replied.

“And how long ago did she leave for university?” I asked.

“Around two years. She’s recently graduated and is working as a DJ in Austen, Texas,” Dani replied.

“Do you think we’ll be able to talk to her?” I asked.

“Sure, but we’d better call soon. She’ll be working tonight,” Dani replied.

As Dani made the FaceTime call, I memorised all the questions I wanted to ask. Did she know the stalker? How did he contact her? Did she have his profile details? How long did it last? Did it escalate like the Delta Task Force crimes?

“Hey Skye. It’s Dani. I’m with a guy who wants to chat with you,” Dani said.

“I knew I had a following here in Austen, but not back home too,” Skye quipped.

“No, he’s a police officer. He wants to ask you some questions about your stalker. I’ll put him on,” Dani said.

“Hi Skye. Thanks for taking the call,” I said.

“Always happy to chat to the men in blue. And blue looks very good on you,” Skye said.

“Thank you. But I’m hoping you could answer a few questions,” I said.

“Is this a stick up, little sis?” Skye asked.

“No, someone attacked your sister last night. Followed her home from a club in Sydney,” I interjected.

“Oh, my goodness, are you alright, sis?” Skye asked.

“I wouldn’t be if it weren’t for detective Jo Angel here,” Dani replied.

When the catch up was finally over, I got to ask Skye a series of questions. It turned out there were many similarities between the modus operandi of the perpetrators. It was too much of a coincidence.

“He used to follow me around to clubs like a puppy dog,” Skye said.

“Do you know his name?” I asked.

“I’m trying to remember. It was Dick something. From memory, I blocked him in the end,” Skye replied.

“If you could remember his name, that would be gold,” I said.

“I’m horrified to think the same guy nearly attacked Dani,” Skye said.

“I never told you this, but the week before I left, he attacked me. I never told anyone, because I was leaving,” Skye added.

“Did he hurt you?” Dani asked.

“Let’s just say he forced himself on me, sexually,” Skye replied.

Skye provided details that had never been reported to the police. She agreed to sign a statement and provide whatever support she could. She gave me permission to investigate her phone and social media records. I promised to open a case and add it to the task force.

“I’m sorry, sis. I’d hate to think you suffered the same fate as me at the hands of my stalker. I should have reported it when it happened,” Skye said.

“Well, with your help, I hope to get him off the street,” I said.

“That would make me feel much better,” Skye said.

“And I might get my black pumps back,” Dani added.

“One step at a time,” I replied.

Dani fell asleep ten minutes after she hung up on Skye. It had been a massive night, and she had been running on adrenalin. I let her sleep and let Google direct me to Dani’s apartment. Even wearing a pair of sneakers from the lost property, Dani looked incredible. Her dress had ridden up and her panties were clearly visible. I found my mind heading into areas I’d never considered. What lay beneath those panties? Did she still have her boy parts hidden underneath? Either way, she was a knockout and I felt myself getting a little excited.

As Dani turned in her sleep, she moved to face me. It also brought her incredible cleavage into show. There was no way they were fake. And with high cheekbones and thick pouty lips, she looked every bit as attractive as any girl I’d ever seen.

When Google told me I’d reached Dani’s address, it was almost on top of the motorway, opposite the Community College. After lightly shaking her, I helped Dani out of the car and into her apartment. It was after 8:00 am. As I lay her down on her bed, she wrapped my arms tightly around her and drifted in and out of sleep.

“Can you stay with me ’til morning? You make me feel safe,” Dani said.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


BY WEDNESDAY MORNING, I’d downloaded and studied all the evidence from Dani’s FaceTime call. There were a couple of glimpses of the perpetrator around the time Dani used the flash, but no unobstructed view. The darkness had successfully shrouded his identity. No face, no tattoos, no discernible clothing, not even a watch. After an exhaustive frame-by-frame review, I had nothing to show for two days of work.

Frustrated by the lack of intelligence, Alex and I video-called Dani.

“I’ve scoured through the footage from the FaceTime call,” I said.

“And it doesn’t show us much,” Alex added.

“Have you had any word back from Skye about her stalker’s name?” I asked.

“Not yet. I’ll send her a follow up message now,” Dani replied.

While Dani was sending the message, Alex furiously laid out a plan of attack. We needed to extract every bit of evidence from Dani’s interactions with the perpetrator.

“We know he followed you from the club. Did he say anything to you at all?” Alex asked.

“He called out my name seconds before I set off the flash,” Dani replied.

“He knew exactly who he was following then,” Alex replied.

If he knew Dani by name, there was a strong chance he was inside the club.

“We’ve got to assume he was inside, watching. Did you have any unusual interactions that night?” Alex asked.

“It’s a gay bar hosting a drag show. There are no usual interactions,” Dani replied.

“Sorry for my ignorance, but can you explain that comment?” Alex asked.

“Ninety-nine percent of interactions are from guys hitting on me,” Dani replied.

“And why is that unusual?” I asked.

“It’s not being hit on that’s unusual. It’s the questions I get asked. There’s commonly a focus on my penis and what I can do with it. Then there’s all the fetish options I get asked about. Do you want me to go into details?” Dani replied.

“I don’t think that will be required at this time,” Alex said.

Alex suggested Dani run us through her activities at the club.

“I arrived with my friend Mindy. After getting a couple of rounds of drinks and checking out the crowd, we hit the dance floor. We danced for about a half dozen songs before taking a seat near the bar. Mindy got asked to dance by a young guy,” Dani said.

“Can you describe him?” Alex asked.

“He looked like that famous football player. Only shorter,” Dani replied.

Alex made a note to run photos of football players past Dani.

“Mindy danced with him for around ten minutes before she went back to his hotel,” Dani said.

“What did you do?” Alex asked.

“I got hit on by a dozen guys. They weren’t as handsome as Joe, so I couldn’t describe any of them,” Dani replied.

Alex concluded we’d extracted all information from Dani. He decided to change tact.

“We’ve collected a list of attendees from club management. Anyone who had their ID scanned or used a credit card,” Alex said.

“I’ve created a mug book from the data. Can you view it and see if any of the faces seem familiar?” I asked.

“Sure. I don’t know how you guys get onto this stuff so quickly,” Dani replied.

The first two groups of ten photos went by without comment. But in the third group, Dani recognised one face.

“That’s the guy Mindy went home with,” Dani said.

It turned out he didn’t just look like that famous football player. He was a famous footballer. And a married one at that. In the tenth group, we hit pay dirt.

“Those two on the right asked me to dance,” Dani said.

Checking through the database, it turned out one guy was way too tall, but the other couldn’t be searched. Apparently, he had a false identity.

“Oh my god, what’s that?” Dani exclaimed.

“What’s happened, Dani? Are you okay?” I asked.

“I received a message from the guy,” Dani replied.

Dani forwarded me the message, and I played it on the big screen.

“Is that your shoe?” I asked.

“My beautiful black pumps. I will never wear those again,” Dani replied.

The video showed a guy masturbating into Dani’s shoes. A message accompanied it.

“This could have been your pussy. But the shoe will do, for now,” the message read.

Dani instantly blocked the sender.


CHAPTER SIX


WE NEEDED TO catch the perpetrator in the act. He was too smart, too cautious, and too well-prepared to make a slip up. I didn’t want to see Dani put in harm’s way again, but we had no other alternative. The longer this guy avoided capture, the greater likelihood Dani, and possibly others, would be hurt or killed. Our only hope was for Dani to see him firsthand.

“I’m not sure about using Dani as bait,” I said.

“She’s not bait. She’s an eyewitness,” Alex said.

“But she’s gonna be accessible to a sexual predator,” I said.

“Then we need to devise a plan that ensures her safety,” Alex said.

We started throwing ideas around. Not all of them were gonna ensure Dani’s safety. Some of them seemed like they were from a Marvel comic. But we were brainstorming and needed to push the bounds of what was possible.

“What if one of us joins her at the club?” I suggested.

“You mean pretend to be her girlfriend,” Alex replied.

“No, you idiot. I doubt either of us could pull that off. Although, I reckon I’d get more offers than you,” I said.

“Anyway, let’s not worry about who makes the hotter cross-dresser,” Alex said.

“I was thinking, what if one of us pretends to be Dani’s boyfriend?” I asked.

“I’m not sure how the guy would react. He could move on to someone else, or he could get all bent out of shape,” Alex replied.

We talked things through on and off for the next couple of days. No matter which way we went, Dani would be in danger the moment she set a foot inside the club again. And having saved her once, I was not willing for that to have been in vain.

“We’ve got limited time to think this through. Are we gonna do it or not?” Alex asked.

“I’ll go along as Dani’s boyfriend. But you need to stay close in case there’s more than one perpetrator,” I replied.

Friday afternoon, Alex dialled Dani into a FaceTime call.

“Are you able to join us in Sydney for the weekend?” Alex asked.

“Sure, what did you have in mind?” Dani replied.

“We want you to go back to ‘The Columbian’ tomorrow night. But you won’t be alone,” Alex said.

“Joe has memorised all the mug shots and any information we have on each of the patrons,” Alex said.

“How does that help if someone attacks me?” Dani asked.

“He and I will be close by. And we’re both trained to handle perpetrators,” Alex replied.

“And what is my reason for having two bodyguards by my side?” Dani asked.

“It won’t be obvious. I’ll pretend to be your boyfriend, while Alex will take along a male date,” I replied.

“I could easily see Alex as a gay guy. But you don’t look the type, Joe,” Dani responded.

“You may need to help him come out of his shell a little,” Alex said.

We settled it. Dani was happy with the plan. Alex organised to take a friend of his along. That way it appeared less like two cops pretending to be gay.

“Any requests for what you would like me to wear, honey bear?” Dani asked.

“Surprise me, sugar,” I replied.

Dani arrived at the police station around 4:00 pm. She dressed casually but elegantly and carried two gigantic suitcases. We ran over the plan for the night and focussed on a series of safety measures. Alex would leave nothing to chance.

“We’re putting you up at a hotel nearby, ‘The Village’ on Cleveland Street. It’s about a mile and a half from here,” Alex said.

“I’ll take you there. While you get ready, I’ll go get dressed,” I said.

Pulling up at ‘The Village’ instantly worried me. It looked like a boarding house rather than a hotel. Instructions from the receptionist to lock the shared bathroom door validated my concerns.

“This will not do,” I said.

“It’s gonna make it hard for me. I need at least two hours to get ready,” Dani said.

I thanked the receptionist and ushered Dani back into the car.

“We need to do this properly. Bloody New South Wales Police budgets. Let’s get you setup at my place,” I said.

While only around the corner, my apartment was spacious, airy, and private enough for us to prepare for the night ahead.

“How does Brazilian sound for dinner?” I asked, as we rode the elevator to my apartment.

“And I guessed you were Anglo-Saxon,” Dani replied.

“I meant actual food. It wasn’t a euphemism,” I said.

“You can’t blame a girl for trying,” Dani said with a smile.

Dani squealed with delight when I opened the door to my apartment. Having seen her flat in Newcastle, I could fully understand why. A generous entry led into a spacious open-plan kitchen, dining and lounge that opened onto a broad balcony. The bedroom accommodated a king-sized bed and desk, while a walk-in robe and full bathroom completed the floor plan. The building was an old wool store with towering ceilings and stained-glass windows reinforcing the heritage ambience.

I lifted Dani’s suitcases onto the bed and got the dinner table ready while she took a shower and dressed. Around fifteen minutes in, a knock at the door signalled the feast had arrived. By the time I placed the food on the balcony table, I realised how many meals I’d ordered. It would have taken four couples to get through that much food.

“Dinner is on the table when you’re ready,” I called.

When Dani walked out of my bedroom, I did a double take. She wore a simple black bra and panties with a short black see-through dressing gown slipped loosely over the top. A towel covered her hair, and she wore a pair of black fluffy four-inch stiletto mules.

“Do you want to take a picture? And yes, they are real,” Dani commented as I stared at her breasts.

I froze. Unable to move.

“And this is real too,” Dani said, cupping her semi-flaccid four inches through the panty fabric.

“I’m sorry,” I said, eventually finding my voice and control.

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. You finding me attractive will help sell us as a couple,” Dani said.

“I’ve just never… ,” I said.

“While you need to find me attractive, you may need to knock one out before you get dressed,” Dani said, staring down at the bulge in my pants.

After dinner, Dani suggested I take a shower and get ready. I’d finished soaping up my hair when I heard a voice behind me.

“Don’t worry, it’s only me,” Dani said.

“I’m taking a shower,” I said.

“If you won’t knock one out, I’m gonna have to,” Dani said.

“I promise I will,” I said.

“Come on. I’m waiting. I don’t want you putting my life at risk because you’re too horny to think straight,” Dani said.

I didn’t know what to do. I stood still, with shampoo dripping down my face.

“Don’t worry, I’ll make it a quick one,” Dani said.


CHAPTER SEVEN


WHEN DANI FINALLY emerged from my bedroom, I felt my heart skip a beat. She wore a simple black cotton singlet with a black and white cheetah print miniskirt and a black four-inch-wide belt loosely slung around her hips. Black leather five-inch stiletto thigh-high boots completed the ensemble. I didn’t know where to look but had a good idea it wasn’t where my eyes focussed.

“Do you need me to knock another one out for you?” Dani offered.

I called an Uber and chatted through the safety rules of the night. As my phone signalled the car was less than five minutes away, I suggested we head to street level. I followed Dani to the apartment door, mesmerised by every move of her superbly toned arse. As she moved for the doorknob, Dani instead turned around and stared deeply into my soul.

“I haven’t said this yet, but thanks for everything you’ve done for me,” Dani said

“It’s my job,” I said.

“No, we both know you’ve gone over and above to help me,” Dani said.

“I want you to be safe. And I want this wacko off the streets,” I said.

Dani took a step forward and kissed me softly on the lips. She grabbed my hand gently and slid it up under her skirt, placing it against her obvious bulge.

“We both know it’s here. And you to be comfortable with that fact,” Dani said.

I felt her bulge stiffen and grow with my touch. But Dani continued to hold my hand in place.

“Now kiss me like you mean it, boyfriend,” Dani said.

‘The Columbian’ was primed for a massive party night. It was the semi-finals of the Miss Mardis Gras competition. A crowd of fifty or more patrons queued at the entrance. With all the ID checks and coat room check-ins, a solid twenty minutes passed before we made it inside. I stood with my arm firmly around Dani’s waist, pulling her close to keep her warm. While waiting to enter, I scanned the crowd for familiar faces. A few of the mug book folk were back again, but no-one of serious interest.

There must have been five hundred patrons in the club, filling it to around ninety percent capacity. As Dani and I entered the centre of the venue, Alex texted me to meet him at the bar.

“Hey Joe and Dani. This is my boyfriend, Sebastian,” Alex said.

“Nice to meet you, Sebastian,” I said, unsure how to take Alex’s comment. Was he playing a role or was it more?

I sat on the stool next to Alex. Dani dropped into my lap, placing one arm over my shoulder.

Dani crossed her legs and placed my hands on hers. The soft warmth of her leather boot started getting me hard again. Dani turned and kissed me passionately before whispering in my ear.

“You can’t keep it in your pants, can you?” Dani asked.

“I’m only human, I’m afraid. You should have expected a reaction, showing up in that outfit,” I replied.

“Well, at least I know what your kink is,” Dani said with a smile.

I struggled to think anything about our foursome signalled police sting. Alex was wearing black leather jeans with a black mesh singlet. Sebastian wore a black satin shirt over a pair of white jeans. They could have stepped off the Mardis Gras float. I wore black jeans and simple white t-shirt. Dani had insisted I change before leaving the apartment. Apparently, what I selected was way too heterosexual.

Alex headed to the bar and came back with a round of drinks. Upon sitting down, Sebastian casually kissed him and bit his bottom lip. I could have sworn the show of affection was genuine, but now was not the time to ask.

“I love this song. Let’s dance,” Dani said.

“Sure,” I said, trying to listen for any semblance of melody.

I knew the importance of the night, and the opportunity it provided. I pulled out my phone, and as we danced, I pulled us close together and took non-stop selfies. First in one direction, then facing the other way. I wanted to capture as much of the crowd as humanly possible without appearing like a paparazzo. Dani’s dancing made it difficult to focus. She gyrated her incredible arse against my crotch, causing my manhood to approach bursting point. I needed to assume control, and immediately.

Facing Dani, I lifted her until she straddled my torso. Her leather boots locked in behind my back, and I turned around, letting her hair fly back into the crowd. But no-one got upset. We were merely one of several simultaneous shows on the dance floor. But the action achieved its aim and let my impending orgasm subside. I pulled Dani up and kissed her. Her legs remained locked behind me.

“Recognise anyone,” I whispered into her ear.

Dani nodded her head.

When I got back to the table, Alex and Sebastian had gotten hot and heavy. They barely acknowledged our return. Alex’s hands were all over Sebastian. Alex was definitely an arse man. And Sebastian was more than equipped and happy to satisfy that desire.

“Where’s my bag?” Dani said suddenly.

“Where was it?” I asked.

There was a ding on Dani’s phone as a message arrived.

“Oh, that bag was brand new,” Dani exclaimed.

She passed the phone to me. There was a video of a guy masturbating into Dani’s handbag with an ominous message.

“He doesn’t deserve you. A guy like that wouldn’t know how to satisfy someone like you,” the message read.

Dani instantly blocked the sender.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“FOR A DETECTIVE, you’re not much of a lookout,” I said to Alex.

“We agreed to watch Dani, not everything she owns,” Alex said, appearing more than a little embarrassed.

“I’m not sure you were doing either,” I said.

“I’m sorry. Sebastian was in one of his moods,” Alex said.

Alex and I studied the video. Close cut and in a dark room, it was hard to glean much from it. The sender’s account was brand new, and it was sent from a burner phone via a private network. From a cyber perspective, it was what we call well-cloaked. I felt frustration overtake me.

“Do you recognise the cock?” I asked.

“I can confirm it’s not Sebastian, or anyone else I’ve dated recently,” Alex replied.

“Hey dude, why didn’t you tell me you’re gay?” I asked.

“It’s strictly on a need-to-know basis at the station. And you didn’t need to know,” Alex replied.

“Is this why you volunteered for this case?” I asked.

“I’m gay, not trans. I volunteered so we could catch this prick,” Alex replied.

I could tell Alex wasn’t going to elaborate, so changed the subject.

“Where to next?” I asked.

“Unfortunately, I think tonight has been a bust. Keep Dani safe, and we’ll review the evidence on Monday morning,” Alex replied turning his attention back to Sebastian.

I wasn’t sure whether it was Sebastian’s hand on Alex’s thigh, or Alex’s detective brain behind the resolution. But checked in with Dani.

“Do you want to head home?” I asked.

“While that’s the best offer I’ve had tonight, I came here to dance,” Dani replied.

Dani dragged me up onto the dance floor, where we spent the next three or four hours. I don’t know how she kept going in five-inch heels, but Dani only stopped when the music ceased playing. Her stamina was almost as impressive as her sultry dance moves. By the time the lights came on, she smiled ear to ear, and dripped with sweat. But still her makeup and hair remained perfect.

“Warm up done. Let’s head back to your place for the real party,” Dani said.

I wasn’t sure whether ‘real party’ referenced more dancing, or Dani had something more private in mind. But I summoned the Uber and within half an hour we walked into my apartment to be welcomed by a brilliant sunrise.

“Oh, my god. You have the greatest apartment in Sydney,” Dani said.

I awoke around midday and quietly made a hearty morning-after breakfast. Setting up juice, bacon and eggs with toast and fruit salad with yoghurt on a small tray, I woke Dani and sat the tray on the bed between us.

“Something smells wonderful. Aren’t you the surprise package?” Dani said.

As Dani sat up in bed, her morning wood visibly sprang into action. My stare was obvious.

“You had your chance last night. Not regretting your decision, are you?” Dani commented.

Without skipping a beat, Dani jumped out of bed and headed into the en suite. A seemingly endless stream hit the toilet and continued for a solid two minutes.

“I could eat a horse. Dancing is the second-best way to work up an appetite,” Dani said, smiling.

As Dani walked back to the bed, she picked up her phone.

“You need to see this,” Dani said.

“Why, what is it?” I asked.

“It’s a message from him,” Dani replied.

Dani handed me the phone. I scrolled through a half dozen photos attached to the message.

“You disappoint me. You are just like your sister,” a message read.

The first photo was from early in the night. Before the bag disappeared. The next three photos were from around the time of the video. There was one of me and Alex, one of Dani and Sebastian, and one of Dani and me.

The next three were of Dani and me dancing later in the night. There was even a photo of Dani and me entering my apartment building, and one of Dani and me in my apartment.

“He’s been following you all night,” I said.

“He must have been right beside us on the dance floor,” Dani said.

Dani instantly blocked him.

“Send me every photo you have from this evening,” I said.

“Mine and his?” Dani asked.

“Yes. I want to see every piece of evidence we have,” I replied.

With photos from my phone and Dani’s phone, we had around fifty crowd shots. Then there were the dozen photos sent to Dani from the perpetrator.

After printing everything out, I recreated the dance floor. Camera angles highlighted the direction of each photo. While there were hundreds of faces in the crowd, I could narrow down the perpetrator to a photo of around twenty people captured in one crowd shot. After eliminating the girls and any patrons who didn’t fit the physical description, we focussed on five faces. Of those, two were identifiable from the mug shot book. That left three prime suspects.

Dani moved to her phone.

“Hey sis, sorry to call you at this hour,” Dani said.

“Are you okay, Dani?” Skye asked.

“Another close call. But Joe was there to protect me,” Dani replied.

“Skye, I’m gonna send three photos. We believe one is the stalker,” I said.

Dani pushed send on her phone.

“Let me know when they arrive,” I added.

All eyes were on Skye as we waited for the photos to be delivered.

“They’ve come through,” Skye said.

“Any familiar faces?” I asked.

“Photo two is my stalker. Dick Deville is his name,” Skye replied.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Undoubtedly,” Skye replied without hesitation.


CHAPTER NINE


I SPENT THE rest of the weekend investigating Dick Deville. Showing up in the police database as a child offender, he’d officially kept his nose clean since turning eighteen, fourteen years previous. As a teenager, Richard, as he now called himself, had committed many offences. Primarily in the white-collar crime area, he had hacked into several businesses for the benefit of his brother, the head of a local motorcycle gang.

Richard's profile matched the crimes perfectly. With an extensive juvenile crime record hidden by the courts, Richard was free to pursue an IT degree at university. Upon graduating, he began working in the Child Care sector, and never left. How he got his Blue Card was beyond belief, until I discovered he hacked into the government database to provide a clean public record. Richard was no slouch. He had sophisticated IT skills and was a formidable opponent.

“Hey Joe. Oh, and Dani. Don’t you live in Newcastle?” Alex asked.

“Alex invited me to stay with him to help with the case this morning,” Dani replied.

“I won’t ask about the sleeping arrangements. I recognise your bed mate in one of the photos,” Alex said.

I’d laid out the photos across the war room. The sequence of events was clear, and the story led to a confirmation of the suspect, Richard Deville, being in the right place at the right time.

“And will Dani’s sister, Skye, will testify Richard was her attacker?” Alex asked.

“Sure. I’ve sent you her statement. I got that before I opened his juvenile record,” I replied.

“Impressive work. We know who the perpetrator is. Now, we need to prove it,” Alex said.

“I’ve dug into his online profile. But for the past two years the guy has been a ghost. No social media presence, no photos or references anywhere. He’s still been operating on the dark web, but as far as the Internet is concerned, he doesn’t exist,” I said.

Alex challenged me on every minute detail of the work I’d pulled together. But it stood up to scrutiny. He threw a dozen ideas for finding the last nail for his coffin, but alas, there was nowhere we could catch him out. Richard was too knowledgeable, experienced, and professional about everything he did. Catching him wouldn’t be easy. We needed to find his Achilles heel.

“It sounds like you’re saying from a technological perspective, this guy is too experienced to make a mistake,” Alex stated.

“I think that sums it up,” I said.

“Then let’s do some old fashion police work and catch him in the real world,” Alex suggested.

“We tried that. But he was one step ahead,” I said.

“We now know exactly who he is, and have the right bait,” Alex said, turning to Dani.

“I don’t feel comfortable putting Dani in harm’s way again,” I said.

“I want to get this bastard off the street. I’ll do whatever it takes,” Dani said.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“Let’s get Dani to wind him up. We know she’s got what he wants. He’s more likely to make a slip if he’s using his little head instead of his big head,” Alex replied.

I mapped out a scenario on the whiteboard while Alex and Dani threw suggestions at me. Dani would unblock Richard and engage him in discussion. The reason for reaching out was that her new boyfriend, me, was hopeless in the sack. And she needed a real man to satisfy her. It would start subtly, then work up to a meet.

“We’ll need to be careful. This guy knows the IT side. If we send it from here, he’ll spot the setup,” I said.

“He already knows Dani is staying with you,” Alex said.

“And Dani could claim to be an unsatisfied lover,” I said.

“Won’t be much of a stretch,” Dani added.

I dropped Dani off at my apartment. But it was a quick visit. There was every chance Richard had eyes on the apartment, and I didn’t want him to outsmart us again. While there, I set up my laptop and tablet with FaceTime, to monitor Dani at all times. It was ad-hoc twenty-four-seven surveillance, designed to keep Dani safe. Dani called into work sick and, after a last run through the playbook, we were ready to go.

“Unblock Richard on your phone,” Alex said.

“Oh my god,” Dani said with a start.

“What is it, Dani? Are you alright?” I asked.

“I got fifteen messages with photos of us yesterday and today,” Dani replied.

“Excellent. We have his attention,” Alex said.

“A little less attention wouldn’t be a bad thing,” I said.

“Don’t worry, there're no shots of us doing the deed,” Dani said, smiling.

“He doesn’t have a time machine, does he?” I asked.

“No, but it’s nice to know you’re considering it,” Dani replied.

Dani sent a simple message to engage Richard.

“Are you man enough to satisfy me?” Dani messaged.

“You’ve seen how much of a man I am,” Richard replied within a minute.

“I’m sick of guys not living up to the hype. My current boyfriend leaves a lot to be desired between the sheets,” Dani messaged.

Each time Dani received a text, she held it up to the camera.

“You’d better lift your game, if you don’t want to lose her,” Alex said after seeing the message.

“We are not a thing. I’m just doing my job,” I said defensively.

“Your loss. I bet she’s a dynamo in the sack,” Alex said.

“Your wildest fantasies wouldn’t come close,” Dani interjected.

After showing Alex where the mute button was, we waited for the next reply from Richard. It didn’t take long.

“Be warned. Once you’ve had a night with me, no-one will ever come close,” Richard replied.

“Should I send a sexy pic?” Dani asked.

“Pace yourself. You want to engage him, not get him off,” I replied.

Dani stood and dropped her dress. She must have forgotten we were watching because her package was visible behind her panties.

“Nice panties. Are they silk?” Alex asked.

“No, cotton. But they are extremely soft,” Dani replied.

“That’s about the only thing that is,” Alex said.

Dani took a selfie down below with the panties still on and sent it to Richard with a message.

“I can see the difference a real stallion is making already,” Dani messaged.

Less than a minute later, Richard sent his reply.

“You won’t be able to sit down for a week when I’m done with you,” Richard replied.

Dani stood and pulled down her panties. My eyes bulged as I saw the weapon she’d been concealing for the first time.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Sending a dick pick,” Dani replied.

“You want him to meet you, not jerk off to your photos,” I said.

“Sorry. I’m new to this,” Dani said.

“Think tease,” I said.

“Well, it’s nice to know you think of jerking off when you see me naked,” Dani said.

“She got you there, bud,” Alex said, smiling.

Dani sent an arse shot with the panties back on.

“Could you fill this hole?” Dani messaged.

“I’d love nothing more,” Richard replied in an instant.

“There’s a bar down the road. The Stonewall. Let’s meet there,” Dani messaged.

“I know it well,” Richard replied.

“How does thirty minutes sound?” Dani messaged.

“I gotta work,” Richard replied.

“But I need an afternoon delight?” Dani messaged.

“As much as I’d love that. I want to make our first time special,” Richard replied.

“Let’s meet at 6:00 pm,” Dani messaged.

“Okay. But at the Newtown Hotel,” Richard replied.

“Why there?” Dani messaged.

“Because that’s where I first saw you,” Richard replied, sending a photo of a sixteen-year-old Dani dancing on a table.


CHAPTER TEN


UPON CONFIRMING THE meeting, Dani put down her phone and stood up. Still wearing the panties, it provided another advertisement for the size of her package. I continued watching as Dani grabbed her panties at each side and dropped them to the floor. Although I knew it was wrong, I found it impossible not to watch the show. Dani stood with her uncut four-inch flaccid cock hanging in the sunlight. She swayed her hips, which caused both a swinging motion and a little excitement. I was sure she’d forgotten we were watching.

“We’re still here, Dani,” Alex said.

“Oh, sorry Alex. That show was for Joe,” Dani said.

“Well, he’s watching intently,” Alex said.

“Is this more of the tease you had in mind?” Dani asked.

I didn’t know what to say, but understood the less I said, the better. Dani picked up the iPad and sauntered into the bedroom.

“I want to look my best. Which outfit do you prefer?” Dani asked.

Still naked, Dani held a skimpy little black dress in front of her before switching it out for a leather miniskirt and white blouse. Between the switch out, her full body was on show for a solid five seconds.

“Joe’s having trouble speaking right now. But I’d go with the leather mini,” Alex replied.

“Thanks Alex. But I was after a straight guy’s opinion,” Dani said.

I knew the longer I waited, the more switching back and forth would occur.

“Dress,” I said, struggling for words.

“Now, do you prefer the suede or lace-up boots?” Dani asked.

She had dropped the two outfits on the bed and wore one of each pair of thigh-high boots. As hard as I tried to speak, I struggled for words.

“Suede,” I stuttered in reply.

“Now that’s our celebratory dinner arranged. What should I wear tonight?” Dani said with a broad smile.

The plan was simple. Dani would meet and engage Richard in conversation in the relative safety of the pub. She would wear a wire, and both Alex and I would be close, but out of sight. Once he said too much, we would pounce.

“Be sure to engage him and get him talking. We need him to incriminate himself,” Alex said.

“I think I’m getting the idea of the tease now. Don’t you think, Joe?” Dani asked.

When I picked Dani up from the apartment, I felt more than a little tingle in my loins. She looked stunning, ready to leave any straight guy gasping for breath. And I was no exception. The little black dress was a knockout. With short sleeves, and a plunging neckline bordered by lace flowers, a simple black string held the dress on. And the spandex material hugged every one of Dani’s incredible curves. The black suede five-inch stiletto thigh-high boots lifted Dani to around six-foot. Making for a sexy and imposing presence.

“Promise me you won’t take any risks. This guy is dangerous,” I said.

“I think someone else is more than interested in that killer body of yours, sweetheart,” Alex said.

“Don’t worry. I’ll save myself for you,” Dani said, resting her breasts against my arm.

Dani took an Uber to the Newtown Hotel. Alex and I had already setup in a corner by the time she walked in. We directed her using a hidden earpiece towards an open section of the bar. Around fifteen minutes after 6:00 pm, Richard walked in and took a seat opposite Dani.

“Do you like what I’m wearing. I wanted to make our first time special,” Dani said.

“You look breath taking. Like the first time I saw you,” Richard said.

Dani tried to engage Richard in conversation. But he was cautious with every word he spoke. She asked him about his interest in her. He admitted to finding her attractive, a love at first sight. She asked him about his photos of her. He claimed he found them online. While admitting to having a crush on her, that would not prove his guilt. Richard refused to talk of anyone other than Dani. The outfit had him excited, but not enough to make a slip-up. Time to turn up the heat.

“Oh, I love this song. Let’s dance,” Dani said as the song changed.

“I’m afraid I’m not a dancer,” Richard said.

“You can tell a lot about a sexual partner by how they move on the dance floor. Won’t you let me show you what you’re in for?” Dani asked, feigning a frown face.

“Well, I suppose a quick dance can’t hurt,” Richard replied.

Dani grabbed Richard by the hand and dragged him up onto the dance floor. I could see why he wasn’t offering to show his moves. He was slow moving, stilted and dressed like an accountant. Still, Dani knew how to warm him up and in no time was grinding against his leg. Richard seemed embarrassed, but proud to be dancing with such a gorgeous girl.

“What did you have in mind for tonight?” Dani asked.

“I hope you brought a toothbrush,” Richard replied.

“I’m not sure my boyfriend would approve of an all-nighter,” Dani said.

“You won’t need to worry about him after tonight,” Richard said.

Richard loosened up during the second song. He wanted to return to his seat, but Dani wouldn’t allow it. She kept his focus on her as she worked him into an overexcited state.

“I want to fuck you right here on the dance floor,” Dani said, turning up the excitement level.

“Let’s head back to my place,” Richard suggested.

“That wasn’t in the script,” I said to Alex.

“She’s heading into dangerous territory. Should we intervene?” Alex asked.

We moved closer but followed Dani’s lead.

“I can’t wait that long. I want to feel that massive cock of yours inside me,” Dani said, teasing Richard’s package through his pants.

“What did you have in mind,” Richard said.

Dani led Richard off the dance floor and past the bar, towards the rear entrance of the hotel.

“She’s heading towards the exit. We can’t risk losing her,” I said.

Rather than head through the exit, Dani dragged Richard into the disabled toilets. Alex and I followed closely and listened intently to the wire.

“Tell me how much you want to fuck me,” Dani said.

“I really want to fuck you,” Richard said.

“Not enough. How much do you want me?” Dani asked.

“More than you could ever know,” Richard replied, breathing heavily.

I heard a zipper undoing.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” Dani asked.

“Fuck yeah. You are stunning,” Richard replied.

“Oh my god, that feels amazing,” Richard moaned.

“Am I prettier than Skye?” Dani asked.

“Hell yeah. She couldn’t hold a candle to you,” Richard replied.

“Tell me how much you want to fuck me?” Dani asked.

“I’m gonna give it to you like I gave it to your sister,” Richard blurted out.

Bingo. We had him on tape. Admitting to an unsolved crime. That would allow us to search his home and cease all his equipment. I opened the toilet door. Richard had his pants down around his ankles as come filled his underpants. He’d been too excited to hold back his orgasm, let alone lay a hand on Dani. As was often the case, he was all talk and limited action when it came down to a willing participant.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


ALEX HAD BACKUP waiting; he was confident of making the arrest. Richard spat at Alex and hurled abuse. But we didn’t care. We caught the perpetrator for several hate crimes against the transgender community, and Richard was the one walking around with underpants full of premature ejaculation. Dani’s resolve to catch Richard and her willingness to step up and put herself in danger impressed me greatly.

“Looks like our time together is ending,” I said.

“That would be disappointing,” Dani said.

“Well, there’s nothing keeping you here in Sydney,” I said.

“Unless you can think of something,” Dani said, placing her hand on mine.

I felt a jolt of electricity surge through me at her very touch. And it wasn’t the static from the beer-soaked shag pile carpet, either. I wanted to step up and tell Dani how I felt about her but didn’t want to traumatise her any further. She’d barely escaped the clutches of one stalker. The last thing she needed was getting hit on by someone else.

“Can I offer you a meal before you return to Newcastle?” I asked.

“That would be lovely. What did you have in mind?” Dani replied.

“I know a wonderful Italian, if you’re game,” I said.

“Looks like I place my life in your hands, again,” Dani said.

I drove Dani back to my apartment. A quiet disappointment fell over her demeanour as we got close.

“I’m gonna miss this apartment,” Dani said.

“Well, it is much bigger than yours,” I said.

“It’s not the size that I’ll miss,” Dani said.

Standing at my apartment door, about to turn the key, I stopped.

“Perhaps you should do this,” I said handing her the key.

“Okay, but I’m not sure why you can’t turn the key,” Dani said.

“Open the door, and we’ll discuss it inside,” I said.

Dani looked at me like a child being instructed at the chalkboard. She unlocked the door, removed the key, and held it out for me.

“Hold onto that for me, for now,” I said.

“Sure, but why are you being weird?” Dani asked.

“We’ll discuss it inside,” I replied.

The second the door opened a crack, a flood of delicious smells hit us. Dani pushed open the door cautiously to find Sebastian standing inside.

“Let me show you to your seat, madam,” Sebastian said.

He led us to the balcony where a red and white chequered tablecloth covered a small table. Two chairs and a champagne bucket surrounded the table. As we sat, piping hot garlic bread invaded our nostrils and teased our taste buds.

“How did you organise this?” Dani asked, placing her hand on mine.

“I called in a few favours,” I replied.

“When did you get time to organise this?” Dani asked excitedly.

“Straight after I got the spare key cut,” I replied.

Dani stared deep into my soul. Her chocolate brown eyes radiated with excitement.

“Red or white, madam?” Sebastian asked.

“Red, thank you, Sebastian,” Dani replied.

“A wise choice, madam. It’s a cheeky little Merlot from Scone,” Sebastian said.

As Sebastian disappeared into the kitchen, Dani held my hand and rubbed her suede boot against my leg. Her face was brimming with excitement.

“I’m still in awe of this wonderful outlook,” Dani said, scanning the lights of Sydney.

“The view is more incredible from my side,” I said, staring into Dani’s eyes.

Dani smiled, but in a cute, embarrassed way. It was like she didn’t know how beautiful she was. I reasoned it had taken her time to grow into her curvaceous body. She didn’t always leave the guys breathless as she walked by. I couldn’t fathom she had only been a beautiful swan for the past four years.

During a delicious three course Italian feast, we chatted about Dani’s university study and why she’d moved out of Sydney. When Skye moved to the USA, Dani’s relationship at home became untenable. Newcastle offered the hope of a new start, one she had successfully grabbed with both hands.

As we finished what little remained of a delightful trio of gelato, Sebastian cleared the last of the plates. Once the table was empty, he dropped my key on the table.

“Will that be all, sir?” he asked.

“Yes, Sebastian. And thank you for that brilliant meal,” I replied.

“I still can’t believe you went to all this trouble for me,” Dani said.

“Don’t think the evening is over yet. But first, I’ve got someone to thank,” I said.

I pulled out my iPad and opened FaceTime.

“Hi Skye, sorry to disturb you. I wanted to let you know Richard Deville is tonight behind bars thanks to the Lopez sisters,” I said.

Dani spent the next ten minutes running Skye through a blow-by-blow description of the sting. I excused myself, and noisily pretended to open the bathroom door before heading into the bedroom. Skye was rightly proud of Dani, and she couldn’t believe we had collared her stalker.

“Where are you, at a restaurant?” Skye asked.

“No, we’re at Joe’s apartment, in Surry Hills,” Dani replied.

“I’m not interrupting something, am I? I can feel the sparks between you two from here,” Skye said.

“No such luck. We’re only friends,” Dani said, with a frown.

“Tell him to lift his game. You’re gorgeous, and so is he. Put him on,” Skye instructed as I re-joined Dani.

Dani handed me the iPad.

“I have one question for you, Joe. What’s it gonna take for you to man up and bed my sister?” Skye asked.

“You to get off the phone,” I replied.

I placed the iPad on the table and grabbed Dani’s hand. As she stood, I stepped forward and kissed her deeply, dropping my arms onto her voluptuous backside. As I pulled her close, I felt her heart beating a million miles an hour and confirmed her excitement. I directed her towards the bedroom, following closely behind.

“You’ve thought of everything, haven’t you?” Dani commented.

“Well, I tried. But there’s a small chance I missed something,” I replied.

Dani stood in the candlelight, staring at the rose petal heart covering the bed. Wine glasses stood on the bedside table along with a massive lube pump pack.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WELL, YOU’VE LURED me to your bachelor pad, plied me full of alcohol. What was the next part of your plan?” Dani asked.

“I was kind of hoping you’d take the lead on that part,” I replied.

“Have you been with a transgender girl before?” Dani asked.

I shook my head briefly from side to side.

“Then you, Joe, are in for one of life’s most sumptuous treats,” Dani said.

I felt my face smiling and redden.

“Promise you’ll be gentle with me,” I said.

Dani gently steered me towards the bed. I felt my cock stiffen as she grabbed my arms and turned my back to the bed, her eyes an inch from mine. Dani leaned forward and kissed me softly. Her tongue broke through my lips and danced with mine. I stood still while Dani unbuttoned my shirt, dropping it onto the floor. Dani’s hands moved to my chest, tweaking my nipples hard enough to get my attention and have them standing erect. She slid her hand down my rippling chest until she reached my pants.

“Now let’s see what I have to work with here,” Dani said, kissing her way down my chest and dropping to her knees.

In seconds my belt was on the floor, then my pants sat around my ankles. Dani grabbed both my hands and nuzzled her nose against my stiffening member. I couldn’t move my legs or my arms. I stood still, hardly daring to breathe.

“Looks like I’ll need to open up wide,” Dani said, smiling.

Dani kissed her way up my chest, towards my neck. She released one of her hands and slid it inside my cotton trunks and around my rock-hard cock. She was gentle at first, slowly working from root to tip. Dani pulled her dress up over her head. In seconds, it was lying on the bedroom floor with her bra. She gyrated side to side, rubbing her erect nipples against my chest.

“Are you ready for your first transgender treat?” Dani asked.

I stood deathly still, nodding, not knowing what to expect.

Dani moved her hands to my hips and dropped my trunks to the floor. My cock sprung to attention, as if preparing for what came next. Dani kissed me and placed her hands on her hips. Slowly, she slid her lace silken panties down her toned thighs, over her suede boots, and let them drop about her ankles. She steadied herself by grabbing my cock before stepping clear of the panties.

“You’re much bigger than me,” Dani said.

I glanced down at the two cocks sitting within an inch of each other. Mine was familiar, solid and bursting from a forest of hair. But Dani’s cock was another thing, altogether. It was shorter and thinner, and almost completely devoid of hair. A small heart-shaped bush of close-shaved hair sat above her cock. They were like chalk and cheese. Nothing alike.

“Get ready for orgasm number one,” Dani said.

Dani slid both hands down, placing one on each cock. She started by slowly massaging each with gentle but firm strokes. My breathing quickened with her touch. She brought her two hands together, wrapping her hands around both cocks and sliding them against each other. I felt my legs weaken and shake. But there was nowhere for me to go. She had me pinned to the bed. At least I had a soft landing.

“Fuck, that is amazing,” I said.

Dani worked her hands perfectly, cupping the outside of both cocks while they stimulated each other. Her pace quickened, as did my breathing. I remember kissing her gorgeous mouth, our tongues swirling in dance, while our cocks pleasured each other. Suddenly, I let go a torrent of come up onto my chest. Seconds later, Dani’s cock exploded, too.

Before I could get my breath back, Dani raised her leg and pushed me back onto the bed. I had nowhere to go but fell with my head against the pillow.

“Hold on for orgasm number two,” Dani said.

I’d hardly had time to breathe normally again before Dani walked to the bedside, wiped the come from her chest and threw some tissues towards me. Before returning, she pumped her hands full of lube.

Dani knelt on the bed and applied a lather of lube to my cock. She straddled my torso before applying a generous dob of lube to her arse. I had the feeling she’d take charge and show me the time of my life. Positioning her arse above my cock, Dani lowered herself until I felt my cock burst through her sphincter. There were no delays in her activity. With one hand on my cock and one hand steadying her body, my cock quickly disappeared inside her.

“Hell yeah. You get right up there,” Dani said with a shudder.

I focused on Dani’s beautiful face as she raised her body and dropped back down. The tightness of her arse was better than anything I’d ever felt. And when she worked up some speed, she bucked like a cowgirl on a bull ride. With each down stroke, her arse cheeks bashed my pelvis. Her cute little semi-flaccid cock bounced about each time she changed direction.

“Oh fuck, that’s nice,” I said.

Dani rode me to orgasm like a champion cowgirl. Pretty soon, her eyes disappeared as sweat dripped from her chin. I struggled to stay focussed. My breathing shortened, and I lost all control. Dani pounded my pelvis. I pushed back to drive my cock ever deeper, as Dani screamed in excitement. I tried to hold back the best orgasm of my life, but it was to no avail. My body shook and suddenly a stream of come exploded from my cock.

I lay back in pure ecstasy. But Dani didn’t stop straight away. She kept riding me hard until my flaccid cock released, and come pooled around the base of my cock. But Dani wasn’t finished yet.

“Here comes orgasm number three,” Dani said.

I couldn’t believe how I could top the last explosion so quickly. I looked up at Dani and saw she was stroking her cock. She shimmied forward and leaned over my head. Her arms rested against the bed head while her cock pushed against my lips.

“Finish me,” Dani said.

I knew the time had arrived to embrace the new and exciting gifts Dani offered. I opened wide and became a cock sucker for life. Her cock slid deep into my mouth as she fucked my face repeatedly.

“That’s right. Who’s my little bitch,” Dani moaned.

Dani worked up a solid rhythm as she rammed her member deep down my throat. She moved faster and faster as she pushed it deeper and deeper. How I didn’t choke, I don’t know. I had no option but to relax and enjoy the new experience. I felt her cock twinge and pulsate as it ran down my throat. I knew what was about to come and had no way of stopping it. Seconds later, a flood of sweet, salty fluid filled my mouth and poured down my throat.

“You did well for a first-time cock sucker,” Dani said.

Dani slid back down my body. We kissed while our cocks jumped with delight.

“Now, what were you saying about a key?” Dani asked.

“Well, I hoped you’d keep the key and use it whenever you like,” I replied.

“I’d better end the lease on my Newcastle apartment, then,” Dani said before kissing me


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


DANI ONLY MADE it back to her Newcastle apartment once, and that was a day trip to pack her belongings. She transferred her university studies to the University of Technology Sydney and secured a job with Dior store at a city department store. And she only removed the Surry Hills apartment key from her purse to come and go each day.

I caught up with Skye in person once. She returned to Australia from Texas to testify in the stalker case. Skye insisted on taking the stand and staring the perpetrator directly in the eye as she recounted the crime. She stayed with us at the apartment for two weeks. But she slept on the foldout couch. Though I must admit, it was a wonderful ego boost walking down the street arm in arm with the gorgeous Lopez girls in Sydney. Every guy wondered how I could be that lucky.

But I only had eyes for Dani, and she for me. Our relationship blossomed in ways I never imagined. Apart from being gorgeous, she was a wonderful cook and had a heart of gold. But it wasn’t only her homemaker skills that delighted me. She taught me the joys of dating a transgender girl, again and again, and always with a wonderful smile. Once I’d tasted forbidden fruit, there was no turning back.

After two years together, Dani and I married. Yes, I wanted to make it official. She was the love of my life and I wanted the world to know it. Dani and I tied the knot in an open-air ceremony on the banks of Sydney Harbour. We held the reception at ‘The Columbian’, although Sebastian did the catering. We did a deal whereby Alex and Sebastian got to wear stunning Dior wedding suits, while we got an Italian feast for our guests.

After our success with the Delta Task Force, Alex and I got to team up on several more cases. We became the go to team for anything with a cyber element. The Delta Task Force also launched Alex’s career. And I got taken along for the ride. Being in the right place at the right time had a lot to be said for it.

Richard Deville was charged, found guilty and sentenced to ten years’ hard labour. Part of his sentencing banned him from having Internet access while incarcerated. For ten long years, he was unable to interact with the outside world electronically. While he still got to use a computer, the cyber world would move on a long way while Richard wasn’t part of it. And it started that first night, when Dani opened her phone and blocked him, forever.
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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.

[image: ]

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

You can read my whole catalogue free, if you can subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s a great way to really get to know your favourite authors. If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

Checkout my full list of novels on Amazon or Goodreads or here’s a few recent ones that may tickle your fancy.


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.
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Yumi


DEEP INSIDE
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How far would you go to satisfy your partner’s sexual urges? What lines would you cross? Any you wouldn’t?

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

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

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

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

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


A FAIR SHARE
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Two months in the freezing Arctic Ocean sharing a bathroom with a hot blooded Latino. What could go wrong?

Samuel Robinson has just started his first job. But this is no ordinary job. Sam can’t believe his luck when he secures his dream job, working as an engineer aboard the super trawler M.V. Orca. Not merely a ship, the M.V. Orca is a fish processing factory on the water. They have even featured it on the Ultimate Factories television show. And Sam is excited to be joining his mentor Vic, and the small team responsible for keeping the ship running, and protecting the multi-million dollar catch.

Sam is even happy to be heading into the Arctic Ocean for two months with a crew of fifty men. He always found the girls at university distracted him from his work, and now he needs absolute focus. Sam’s girlfriend of three years also ended their three-year relationship, claiming his taking the job proved he was not serious about their future together. Something Sam never saw coming. The breakup left him licking his wounds and needing time and space to regain his confidence.

As Sam boards the ship for the first time, he is introduced to Captain Rodriguez, a seasoned seafarer. Physically intimidating and demanding authority, the Captain informs Sam of his golden rule, “do as I say.” All seems simple enough until Sam meets Valentina, the Captain’s niece, and must decide between doing the right thing and following the Captain’s orders.

If you like fun and flirty romances with a touch of action like ‘Groundhog Day’, then you’ll love ‘A FAIR SHARE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Sam disobey the Captain’s rules to find true love, or will he put love on the back burner forever?


APARTMENT 314
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Do you believe in love at first sight or does true love of a soul mate take time to blossom?

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

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

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

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

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


DOUBLE TROUBLE
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What would you do if you discovered your partner had a secret double-life? What secrets would you be okay with? Which ones would be show stoppers?

Joe Angel is a young guy with everything going for him. A qualified tradesman, he works with a great bunch of mates, lives in a fancy part of Boston, and has a super hot girlfriend, Helen. What more could a young bloke want?

But his love life is pretty much on hold. While he works days, she works nights, and they rarely get alone time together. And when they do, Helen keeps getting called into work in the middle of the night. And she’s a corporate cleaner. What’s with that? His friends lay bets that she’s leading a secret double-life.

When Joe visits his first strip club, ‘The Foxy Lady’, on a mate’s Bucks Night, his life spirals out of control. He spots Helen riding a pole in the centre of the club, and all of his mates immediately recognise her, too. Or at least he thinks it’s Helen. If not, it must be her doppelgänger. So, he hatches a plan to confront Helen, all while the intoxicated Buck shoves fifty dollar notes into her bra.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Pretty Woman’, then you’ll love ‘Double Trouble’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Joe successfully keep his cool and get to the bottom of Helen’s secret double-life, or will he lose control and the love of his life, forever?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE APPRENTICE
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What would you do if you got offered a job that paid ten times your current salary? Are there lines you wouldn’t cross?

Shane Gold has just secured his first job, as Apprentice Electrician for Sparks Electrical. Short, skinny and naive, he wonders how he secured the job ahead of more physically capable candidates. But while Shane loves his job and working for his hot young boss Brian, his $150 per week salary is going to be challenging to live on.

Shane’s first job is a full re-wiring of Bella’s Bordello, a brothel owned by Madam X and renowned for its Virgin Conversion Therapy. He can’t believe he gets paid to spend two weeks at a brothel, learning the ropes, getting coffees and hanging out with the sexy staff.

And his favourite staff member is Natasha, the most popular gurl at Bella’s. She has everything he wants in a girl and then some. Things heat up when Shane discovers how Madam X keeps her costs under control. How will Shane spend his four hours VIP credit and will he finally pop his cherry?

If you like transgender romance stories where the hero and heroine come together, then you’ll love ‘The Apprentice’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

How will Shane spend his VIP credits and why will it change his life, and relationships with Natasha and Brian, forever?


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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