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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“EXCUSE ME, MISS,” the flight attendant said.

Trying to extract every second of sleep, I wished the interruption would cease.

“Excuse me, Miss. We are about to land. You need to wake up now.”

Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see the flight attendant signalling me to return my seat to the upright position.

“Oh sorry. You have exquisite hair.”

The flight attendant turned and headed down the plane, a little red-faced. I rolled over and gathered my hair in both hands. A quick flick of the wrist and I’d tied it into my usual bun.

Sixteen hours of travel had left me feeling like a caged animal. Unable to recline fully vertically, I struggled to fall asleep. And then once I finally had, it seemed it was suddenly time to land. Still, a wave of excitement rushed through me. Once I had full control of my faculties again. Raleigh-Durham International Airport sat directly below me. And a short twenty-minute car ride away was Duke University. My home-away-from-home for the next four years.

I savoured my last opportunity to hear fluent Portuguese as the pilot pre-empted the perfect landing. No blustery ocean breeze winds to contend with. No dangerous air pockets where you dropped one hundred feet in less than a second. Just predictable fine weather and perfect flying conditions as we touched down in the USA. I still had to pass through immigration. Something that would require my full focus, as I’d heard very little English in recent times. But my second wind arrived, and I exited the airport eager and on schedule.

Unfortunately, my Brazilian telephone provider didn’t have data support in the USA. Something I’d neglected to check before leaving. And with a mere thirty minutes until I was due to meet my liaison officer, Internet access would have to wait. At least I could call someone if I got into trouble. And a cab sat ready to whisk me towards my new home. Something I wasn’t used to back in Sao Luis. And to add the cherry on top, the car was air-conditioned. Not that the weather was anything other than temperate. But it felt luxurious. It felt excitingly new.

Pulling up outside the Sigma Alpha Epsilon fraternity house was like stepping onto a movie set. The three-story building buzzed with excitement as residents and visitors appeared and disappeared through each of a dozen entrances. Built at least a hundred years back, two massive double story verandas flanked the triple fronted gothic style residence. Dormer windows poked out of the bright terracotta tiled roof, while chimney stacks added a touch of grandeur.

Would this be my home for the next four years? Was I going to be living the Greek life? When was the first toga party? I’d seen all the frat movies. Many times. And this building told me all my dreams had come true at once. After paying the cab driver, I headed in through the centre front entrance. A smell of hops hit me the second my nose crossed the threshold. As a regular Corona drinker, it wasn’t something I found unpleasant. But the buzz of excited students, all speaking over each other in English, was something I neither expected nor found calming.

“Can I help you?” a fresh-faced young boy asked.

“I’m here to see Richard Sway,” I replied.

The boy stood still for a moment, looking me up and down like a prize heifer at the state fair.

“Dickie’s outdone himself this time.”

“Could you please tell him Angel Mendez is here?”

While the guy disappeared upstairs, I checked out the inner workings of the frat house. A massive lounge area downstairs seated around twenty on an assortment of couches and chairs. The furniture didn’t match, but it appeared comfortable and functional. One end of the grand entrance contained a large eating area. While a staircase dominated the other. Massive, darkly stained beams spanned the foyer. Occasionally vibrating from the activities going on above. But the excitement of the residents was obvious. A new year signalled new friends. Something that had driven me to study abroad.

“Are you Trevor?” a girl dressed in a cheerleader outfit asked.

“Sorry, you have the wrong person. I am not Trevor.”

But I’d be happy to substitute for him was what I wanted to say, but never did. While showing less skin than the girls back home, the cheerleader scored highly on the perkiness meter. Unfortunately, Trevor appeared minutes later and swept her off towards the eating area.

“Angel, I’m Richard. I’ll be you liaison officer,” a rather nondescript guy said.

I held out my hand to shake, but he ignored me, instead focusing on a tablet in front of him.

“Lovely to meet you, Richard.”

Richard spoke for the next twenty minutes. To be honest, I took little in. Partly because his accent made it sound like he talked in fast forward.

“Please follow me, Angel, and let’s get you settled.”

Richard led me out a side door and along a myriad of winding paths. He walked as fast as he spoke and hardly broke stride to avoid people coming the other way. After ten minutes, we entered the back entrance of an old stone building. It appeared of a similar age to the Sigma Alpha Epsilon frat house, perhaps even a little older.

After trudging up three flights of stairs and along a dark hallway, Richard used a key to open a door.

“This dorm will be your temporary home. While we wait for a few other students to arrive.”

I followed Richard through the doorway to find a narrow room with two high beds separated by a dresser below a central window. An assortment of pink cushions sat in front of white bedheads with the words Liv and Mad spelled out high on the wall above the beds. Two tiny round stools covered in barbie pink velvet sat in front of the dresser.

“It looks like you travel light, Angel, so lack of closet space shouldn’t be an issue.”

I turned to see a couple of wardrobes, doors permanently propped open by the clothing within.

“Give me your phone and I’ll add my number.”

I did as requested, noting that Richard sent a trial text to himself upon completion.

“I guess you need some sleep. Call me when you wake, Angel.”

I walked up to the beds. They appeared mirror image of one another. I lifted the oversized bedspread to find belongings neatly stored beneath the bed. I opened the top dresser door to find it overflowing with underwear. A quick look in the wardrobes told a similar story. The room was chock full of someone else’s belongings. At least this was only a stopgap. I threw my backpack on the bed under the Liv sign and checked out the bathroom. The situation appeared the same. Bags of belongings neatly stored in the corner and personal items on the basin.

Dead tired, I stripped down to my underwear and climbed into bed. At least the mattress and pillows, were comfortable. Allowing me to drift off into a deep sleep. Even if the squeals of girls outside my door never abated. My arrival at Duke had shown me what my future looked like. And it had given me a peek behind the curtains of the one thing every college boy longed to see. How the other half lived. But perhaps I would have been more comfortable under different circumstances.


CHAPTER TWO


I WOKE AROUND 9:30 am the following morning. It wasn’t my body adjusting to a time difference, rather the lack of sleep for twenty-four hours that saw me sleep in. I felt relaxed and refreshed. Partly because of the extraordinarily comfortable bed, and partly because of the mood music machine I’d found next to my bed. The screams of neighbours obviously weren’t something only I experienced. Liv and Mad must have coped with similar distractions.

“I’m awake, Richard. And ready to catch up,” I messaged.

“I’m busy until eleven. But I’ll come to your dorm asap.”

Wrestling a wicked hunger, I contemplated heading off to find breakfast.

“And please don’t leave the room until I arrive,” Richard added.

Without the Internet, I had few options for entertainment. There was a book I’d brought with me. Else the television appeared the only company I could muster. Even though there appeared to be dozens of girls walking past my dorm room door every hour. I sat on Liv's bed and turned on the television. The channels offered interesting shows I couldn’t understand or boring shows I could follow. There appeared to be nothing in between. I read a few chapters of my book before getting curious about who Liv and Mad may be.

A photo frame sat by Liv’s bedside. In it, a pretty young cheerleader and a handsome footballer posed. They appeared to be the perfect US college couple. Almost of the type you would buy with the photo frame. She had the whitest and straightest teeth I’d ever seen in my life. Her long blonde hair reached to the small of her back, while her body was athletic. Muscular, but womanly. He appeared rugged, with a three-day growth hiding a chiselled jawline and muscles glistening everywhere.

Scanning the walls, I noticed several posters on Mad’s side of the room. Shots of smiling topless footballers merged into shots of smiling topless baseballers, before merging again into shots of smiling topless basketballers. There appeared to be something for everyone amongst the selection. In a couple of shots, cheerleaders were visible, but obscured in the background. Mad didn’t have a couple photo though. It appeared this girl may have still been single, as the only photo in a frame included a pretty brunette flanked by her parents.

Knowing that I’d be staying in the room for a few days, I set about finding somewhere to store my clothes. The dresser drawers were all full. Stockings and panties filled the top drawers. One Mad’s side and one on Liv’s side. Upon opening Liv’s drawer, perfume flooded my nostrils. She also had quite the range of underwear. Various colours and plenty of lace and silk were visible. Along with an array of stockings, short and long with lace tops. While Mad tended towards cottontails and socks. Bras filled the next drawer, although Liv had a few pieces of lingerie. But the drawers were all full, leaving little room for me.

Moving to the wardrobes, Liv’s side appeared perfectly organised. My guess was that she had an athletic wear section, a casual wear section, a club wear section, and an elegant formal wear section. Rows of hangers all turned the same way, displayed an array of outfits in colour ranges within the sections. Above each run of outfits sat either colour matching t-shirts or sweaters. While below sat a multi-level cluster of footwear.

There was something for every occasion you could imagine. Sneakers, sandals, boots, and formal shoes. And in colours to match every outfit above. At the end, previously out of sight, sat something even sexier. I’d best describe it as boudoir wear. In multiple colours. Again, there was nowhere that I could hang my clothes. And it worried me that anything I hung there would gain Liv’s signature scent within hours. Not something that appealed.

A tight but tidy bathroom didn’t change my conclusion. I’d have to remove something to make way for my belongings. Not something that appealed without me knowing the usual occupants of the dorm room. The bathroom even had two wigs sitting on fake heads. One was long and luscious with blonde curls. While the other was dead straight and brunette. It looked like Dolly Parton may have been best friends with Morticia Addams.

Checking my watch, I noted Richard was due any moment. I headed back onto Liv's bed and checked my phone. No messages. Pulling out my book, I settled in for a quick read. My stomach made horrible hunger noises, crying out to be fed. Twenty-four hours without food had become twenty-six hours. And each time I moved, my stomach let me know it was being ignored. Finally, around 11:30 am, there was a knock on the dorm room door.


CHAPTER THREE


I OPENED THE door to find Richard speaking on the phone. He acknowledged me and headed for a stool by the dresser. I struggled to understand a word he said, but he ended the call around five minutes later.

“Now, where were we? That’s right, it’s important…” Richard said.

Words flew out of Richard’s mouth for the next few minutes. I tried to focus and understand them. But it was pretty useless. Finally, Richard checked his watch before motioning for me to follow him.

Keeping up with Richard wasn’t easy. After heading down the three flights of stairs, Richard asked me to wait while he checked something outside. Happy with that, he signalled me to follow him across a quadrangle and into an alley. Turning left, then right, then right, then left, I struggled to keep him in eyeshot. Finally, as if by some stroke of luck, we entered a coffee shop together. The aroma of freshly cooked pastries diverted all attention from anything else. After ordering three pastries and a coffee, I took a seat beside Richard.

“You’ll be in temporary accommodation until the end of next week, Angel.”

I didn’t want to appear ungrateful, but disappointment must have shown in my eyes.

“Move some stuff around and unpack. Just be sure to put things back exactly as they were when you leave.”

“Can you help me set up Internet access, Richard?”

“I’ve put some forms in, but it usually takes around three days.”

“How can I get my food?”

“You are staying in a sorority house. The girls at Delta Gamma did me a favour to fit you in. But you can’t move about. If the house mother sees you, we’ll all be in a load of strife.”

I stopped eating. This didn’t sound like an ideal situation. I had many questions, but felt a flow of straight answers wouldn’t be forthcoming.

“I know Mrs Slowman’s movements and can navigate around those. Hence, you need to message me if you need to leave the dorm room. Though it’s much safer if you bunker down. Grab some supplies and let’s head back to the dorm, Angel.”

With another half dozen pastries and a bottle of flavoured water in hand, I followed Richard out the door.

“Oh, and you can order meals off the menus by the phone in the dorm room. A female driver will deliver them. But I’d suggest you keep the lights low and don’t make things too obvious.”

As I followed Richard left, then right, then right, then left, my mind processed my situation. At least I’d only have to live like this for a couple of weeks. And school didn’t start until the end of the following week. But this wasn’t the ideal start to my college life. Although on the plus side, I knew Mad was probably single. And quite cute to boot. I waited at the top of the stairs while Richard did his reconnaissance. Once the all-clear came through, I headed back into my dorm.

“Mr Richard. I need to connect to the Internet.”

“Then use your phone to hot spot.”

“My phone doesn’t allow for data.”

“Don’t you have 4G in the wild south?”

“It’s just a problem with my provider.”

“Here, use this, Angel. It works like a high-speed modem. The password is ‘concubine’.”

Richard handed me something that looked like an old school flip style mobile phone.

“Thank you, Mr Richard. You are a lifesaver.”

“Message me if you need anything. Else I really gotta go.”

With a stomach full of breakfast, I cleaned my teeth and jumped up on Liv's bed. I wanted to get my Internet going. Something to help break the boredom of sitting alone in a little room. No matter how hard I tried to connect my laptop to the Internet, nothing worked. I even tried placing the laptop in various locations around the room. All to no avail. Finally, I left my laptop open, sitting on the dresser and hopped back up on Liv's bed. Frustrated, I pulled out my phone. No messages. I pulled out my book and arranged the pink cushions comfortably behind me. At least I had some food. Not that junk food was my preferred diet.

I opened the curtains and noticed residents freely coming and going from the dorms. A small wave of jealousy rippled through me. Don’t worry. It won’t be long. I’ve got four years to enjoy college life. Unsurprisingly, almost all the people outside my window were female. And the range of outfits amazed me. I spotted cheerleaders, arty kids, and nearly every other type. Feeling bored, I grabbed my backpack and headed to the wardrobe. Somehow, I needed to make room for my clothes. But Liv and Mad hadn’t made it easy.

Pulling out a half dozen of the hanging items, I placed them on Mad’s bed. I didn’t even contemplate freeing up some drawer space, as the dresser scared me. My backpack would suffice. While hanging my clothes in the freed-up space, my arm brushed against a short leather skirt. The hairs on my arm stood up erect. That skirt was the softest thing I’d ever felt in my life. Not wanting to become distracted, I pulled it out and threw it on top of the other items on Mad’s bed. That revealed a matching pair of ankle boots. When I say matching, the leather was almost identical. Well played Liv. Great shopping.

I picked up the leather boots. They almost melted in my hands. As soft as the skirt, they were newish, but definitely worn in. Looking for any excuse to hold the boots a little longer, I carefully sat them upright on Mad’s bed alongside the leather skirt. Feeling flushed and a little excited, I sat back on Liv’s bed and read my book. Every time I finished a page, my eyes drifted towards the leather skirt and boots. After four pages of reading, I stood and moved to Mad’s bed. I picked up the leather boots and turned them over. Wow, size 41. Just my size. I held them up and admired the sculptured four-inch heels. They were as sexy as hell.

Sitting on a pink stool, I read a little further. From that level, I could block the skirt and boots from sight. But that didn’t stop me from thinking of them. I stood and slipped the leather skirt off the hanger. It had a full-length front zip, emblazoned in chrome. With my jeans still on, I slipped the leather skirt around my waist. Almost a perfect fit. It left me wondering if indeed it was indeed a perfect fit. I removed the skirt and undressed down to my trunks. The skirt hugged my hips and zipped snuggly into position. The soft leather felt electric against my upper thighs, something that left me unable to remove it.

I sat down to read another chapter of my book. The leather squelched as I moved my arse against the barbie pink stool. My trunks became uncomfortable, causing me to adjust my semi-flaccid cock. It seemed to enjoy the sensation even more than me. At the end of the first page wearing the leather skirt, I looked at the boots on the bed. The colour match appeared too perfect. I needed to check it. Holding the boots by my side, I confirmed they were a perfect match. I knew I either needed to remove the skirt or put on the boots. As if there was any choice to make. I turned and opened the top dresser drawer. I grabbed a pair of black stay up stockings and a pair of black panties. Then I grabbed a matching bra and slip before locking the dorm room door and jumping up on Liv’s bed.

Standing naked before my bounty, I slid up the panties and stay up stockings. The black bra easily clipped into position. I slid the straps over my shoulders. I wasn’t sure whether the panties or stockings excited me more. Perhaps it was both equally. Next, I slid the Azure-blue leather skirt snuggly around my hips and zipped it into position. The leather felt even softer through satin panties. I sat on the stool, very ladylike, with my legs tightly crossed. After unzipping the supple blue high-heeled beauties, I slid them over my toes and feet before pulling the zips up. Nothing could’ve fitted more perfectly. They felt divine and looked as sexy as hell.

After adding the black satin slip, I stood and strutted towards the wardrobe. Before opening the door, I twirled and admired my shapely legs encased in nylon. Now what top would complete this outfit? Opening the wardrobe door, I felt like a kid in a candy store. Unlimited options to explore. And they all looked heavenly. In an instant, the answer became obvious to me. I slipped a black long-sleeved sweater over my head before releasing my long golden locks. I grabbed a brush from the bathroom and semi-tamed my wild mane. Suddenly, all the stresses of life in a new country, in a new town, in a sorority dorm room and without the Internet melted away. Strutting back to Liv’s bed, I carefully climbed up on it and lay back to read my book.


CHAPTER FOUR


AN UNEXPECTED MESSAGE interrupted me from my divine relaxation.

“Let’s catch up for dinner, Angel. I’ll be around in five minutes,” Richard messaged.

“Sure, see you then.”

I launched myself off the bed and stumbled in the four-inch heels. Off came the knitted top, off came the bra, off came the soft leather skirt, off came the silken panties, off came the sexy blue boots, and off came the luscious nylons.

Thank goodness I had applied no makeup. Else, I’d have run out of time. Just as I washed the final smell of the clothing off me, there was a knock on the door.

“Just a moment. I’ve just stepped out of the shower.”

I threw on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, gathered my still wet hair in a bun and opened the door.

“Yes, I understand Les. But that was the agreement we made,” Richard said, heading in from the corridor.

It took Richard five minutes to wrap up his call. All the while, he looked out the curtains at the residents coming and going. I dried my hair and tied it in a bun.

“I hope you like Mexican food, Angel.”

“Yes, that sounds wonderful.”

Excitement flooded through me at the idea of escaping my dorm for some social interaction. While quiet and introverted, especially when in a foreign-speaking country, I needed a release. Else I feared I’d have remained dressed in Liv’s clothes for the following two weeks. Stress does incredible things to the human psyche. And I looked forward to studying that concept, rather than living it out in a lonely sorority dorm room.

“Let’s go. Before Mrs Slowman comes back,” Richard said.

I followed Richard down the stairs, through the quadrangle, and into a dark alleyway. I could have sworn we headed in a different direction from the frat house and coffee shop, but couldn’t be sure. We headed left, then right, then two more rights before a left took us to another quadrangle. Slicing across the quadrangle, I heard Richard speaking manically on the phone. Then it was back in the alleyways for five minutes before we stood out front of a Mexican cantina, located just off campus.

The second the door opened in front of me, my energy levels surged. That aroma was the best thing I’d experienced during my time in the USA. Things felt on the rise. I felt good things coming my way. I followed Richard to a corner booth, where he finally hung up his phone.

“I’ve got something exciting to show you, Angel.”

“Cool, what is it?”

“Let’s order our dinner first. My news can wait.”

“Then let me pay for both of us. I owe you that much, Richard.”

“It’s all part of the service. But if you insist, I won’t say no.”

I headed to the counter and ordered enough food for five first string footballers.

“What did you want to show me?”

“It’s pretty self-explanatory, really. Let me queue the video, Angel.”

Richard turned his phone towards me. The drinks had arrived, and that first sip hit exactly the right spot. Richard started a video, the contents of which left me speechless.

“Don’t worry, we don’t have cameras in the dorms. That would be illegal.”

I had no words in me. But I couldn’t turn away either.

“The video transmitted from your laptop via the modem I gave you. It’s an IT based alternate Internet system.”

Again, I felt lost for words. I checked to see the video stretched for almost four hours.

“I particularly liked you pairing of the blue boots with the blue skirt. It shows this wasn’t your first rodeo, Angel.”

Again, I sat frozen to the spot. Slowly coming to grips with the contents, I scanned the restaurant to make sure no one else could see.

“Now, you’re not in Brazil anymore. I know this sort of thing is popular down there, almost expected. But here in the US, especially in the conservative states like North Carolina, it’s not the sort of behaviour we see too often.”

I took a sip of my drink and moved my backside on the sweaty vinyl seat cushion. Looking back at Richard, he almost successfully held back a smirk. But I noticed the signs.

“Hey, I’m a reasonable man, Angel. And I understand some things don’t translate quite as well across country borders. And hey, some people are just built differently. That’s why the Internet is so valuable.”

I looked Richard straight in the eye and waited for his next words.

“Not wanting to ruin your US college dream, I have a proposition for you, Angel.”

“And what is that?”

“No one knows you, here. You can play whatever role you wish at college. They say it’s the perfect time for experimenting and finding the real you.”

“Are you gonna get to the proposition?”

“For the next two weeks, you can stay in your current room. Come and go as you wish.”

“And what’s the catch, Richard?”

“You need to live female twenty-four seven. Else Mrs Slowman will expel you from the dorm and from the college.”

“What if I say no?”

“I’m sure there’s a flight back to Brazil tomorrow, Angel.”

“You aren’t leaving me many options.”

“Think of this as an opportunity. It’ll be far easier to start you on your college journey. In fact, given your new status, I’m going to invite you to a mixer on Friday night.”

“What if I’m not available?”

“There’s a flight back home tomorrow, Angel. Oh, here’s the meal. You may wish to pace yourself and take some home for later. Given how tight Olivia and Madison’s clothes are on you. But let’s not ruin a lovely meal with all this talk of dieting.”


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


I AWOKE TO my phone dinging with a message the next morning.

“I’ve enlisted a friend to help you with your styling. Her name is Amanda. She'll come by about 8:00 am,” Richard messaged.

I felt like sending back a nasty message but decided better of it. No need to provoke him. This would all be over soon, and my college life would start afresh.

“What does she know about me?”

“She knows everything that I know. You can be totally open with her.”

Well, that doesn’t tell me much. Richard appeared to know far more than he let on.

A knock on the door caught me by surprise. My sleeping patterns hadn’t returned to normal. I’d almost slept until 8:00 am.

I stopped by the door. What if it was Mrs Slowman? Or Liv or Maddie? But surely, they’d have a key and have just walked in. Not knowing what Amanda looked like, I took extra care.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“It’s Amanda. Richard sent me.”

I opened the door, allowing Amanda to strut straight in.

Amanda was pretty, with shoulder length ombre style straight blonde hair, dark brown eyes, and a heart-shaped face. She dressed immaculately in a black and white bustier style dress that showed off a womanly figure, but in a Southern belle refined manner. Her makeup was subtle, hell she had almost flawless skin, with only mascara and subtle red lipstick highlighting her best features. But even in four-inch stilettos, Amanda’s eye line sat a solid six inches below mine. But she embodied that perky Southern belle cheerleader vibe to perfection.

“Hello Amanda, thanks for help ...”

“... strip off and let me see what we have to work with.”

Amanda appeared one-hundred percent business. And almost as manic as Richard. After heading straight to the window and opening the curtains fully, flooding the room with blinding sunshine, she circled me like a shark preparing its prey.

“Good bone structure, pretty face. Great hair - is it real?”

“Of course, it's real.”

“Slim waist, killer arse.”

“Thanks. I think.”

“Long legs, small feet.”

I felt like a prize bull being put up for auction. The only thing she’d missed was callipers to measure the diameter of my testicles.

“And you're from Brazil, Richard mentioned?”

“Yes, Sao Luis.”

“A Brazilian beach-babe. Nice work, Richard.”

Amanda’s initial words concerned me. Why would he go to all this effort for a mixer?

“Okay, first things first. Lay on this towel face down, Angel.”

“What are you planning to do to me?”

“Don't worry. I'm not here to fuck you up the arse. But that hair has to go.”

What a weird thing to say. How could a girl fuck me up the arse? Unless she was some sort of lesbian with a bag full of toys. Still, nothing surprised me at this stage.

Sixty minutes of hot waxing and hair pulling followed. I don't know where a slip of a girl like Amanda summoned the strength. But once it was done, I somehow felt liberated. A breeze from the window softly caressed my smooth skin as it passed, causing cute little goose bumps to appear. And my curiosity extended to wondering how stockings would feel against my smooth skin.

“Let's pick you some outfits, Angel.”

“Please stand over by the window so I can assess your colouring in the daylight.”

“But someone…”

“… no-one will look for a skinny guy in a sorority dorm. And if they do, they’re not gonna admit it, Angel.”

I took a deep breath and relaxed my body.

“Place your arms like this.”

Amanda turned her hands to show her palms and the inside of her arms. I followed Amanda's instructions, fearful of standing in the window long enough to get spotted.

“The good news is that you're a soft summer, like me.”

“What does that mean?”

“That as long as you stay away from bright colours, most things will suit you, Angel.”

I stood, trying to process that comment. It sounded promising, but every time I got good news, bad news usually followed.

“As long as you keep your eyeshadow light and your eyeliner dark, you'll be good.”

My confused expression must have spoken volumes.

“Olivia is a soft summer. Stick to her clothes and makeup, and you can’t go wrong, Angel.”

Now that made sense. Finally, something I could grab onto. Something tangible for a man of science like me. Even if it related to feminine beauty, it made sense.

“Okay, Miss Angel. Pick out a dozen outfits that appeal to you.”

I looked at Amanda, expecting her to burst out laughing. Or at least smile.

“I need to know you have options that work. Meanwhile, I'll get the makeup table setup.”

I headed to the wardrobe. The outfits took on a new light. They weren’t sexual objects anymore; they were tools of the trade. But sexy tools. My first selection for the Angel wish list was the Azure-blue leather skirt and boots.

Amanda's words kept repeating in my ear. Avoid the bright colours. That ruled out Liv’s workout gear and the cheerleader outfit. But where could I wear a cheerleader outfit, anyway? That would be suicide. I tried to pick low key items. Ones that would allow me to blend into the background. I noticed my taste became ultra-conservative after the first few picks. Once I had twelve options, I called Amanda back.

“Now let's see how you did?”

I felt my knees tremble as I waited for feedback. Like someone had asked me to go on stage and get judged by a group of my peers. Only it was an attractive, fast talking pocket rocket with soulful eyes. Amanda scanned the selection with pace, dividing them into two groups. It was almost like she put the line after the first three selections.

“Three out of twelve. Not a stellar start.”

“But you said I could wear anything from Liv's wardrobe, Amanda.”

“But it still needs to be sexy.”

“Why would it all need to be sexy?”

“Because you want to be noticed, Angel.”

“Why would I want to stand out when dressed female during a mixer?”

“First impressions are everything. Trust me. You will thank me later.”

Things were getting more than a little weird. I'd gone along with Richard's request to attend a mixer. And he'd told me I'd be here for about ten days. Why did I need a dozen sexy outfits? Something didn’t sit right. In fact, as I stood in nothing but a pair of silk panties and matching bra, silky smooth everywhere, about to get a makeup lesson from a pro. Nothing sat right.

“I’ll pick out some more appropriate outfits after your makeup lesson.”

With that, Amanda walked me to the bathroom mirror. It concerned me she would move too fast, and I'd never be able to repeat her actions. But Amanda turned out to be a wonderful teacher, referring me to YouTube videos, and making me do most of the application. I took photos at every step along the way. Something Amanda insisted on.

Thirty minutes later, the transformation was complete. It shocked me to see a stunning Latino goddess stare back at me from the mirror. Amanda had even taped my chest to create a credible cleavage. And taped my manhood away to prevent any unwanted disclosure during the mixer.

“Okay, Miss Angel, let's dress for lunch.”

My first few steps outside the dorm room were a surreal experience. While I’d dabbled dressing up before, I’d never been out in public. At first, I assumed everyone was looking at me, laughing at a guy in a dress. It turns out I was right. Everyone was looking at me. But not because I looked like a guy in a dress. Rather, because I looked super-hot.

Amanda had dressed me in an Emerald green lace dress. With a built-in bodice, the dress showed hints of cleavage without overstepping the mark. A jewel neckline and mid-length sleeves highlighted the lace fabric perfectly. While the dress showed at least three inches of leg above the knee. A thin black belt added shape where I needed it and highlighted what Amanda called my greatest asset. My perky arse. Black four-inch stiletto sandals with sexy ankle straps completed the outfit.

That lunch with Amanda felt like my first meal after leaving prison. Inhaling perfume-filled air never felt as liberating. I wasn’t used to being locked up. I’d always spent my days on the stunning Sao Luis beaches, inhaling the fresh sea air. Even two days in the dorm room felt like an eternity.

Apart from the challenge of walking in heels and doing everything ladylike, I felt a freedom I'd never known existed. Boys leered at me, often whistling after passing me. Girls nodded and smiled, seeking my approval to validate their clothing choices. I’d rarely been this alive. It felt totally invigorating.

“On the way back, we just need to stop by room 103,” Amanda said after lunch.

“Why? Is that your room?”

“No, I think you're ready to meet Mrs Slowman, Angel.”

“Why is that necessary?”

“Because otherwise, Richard won't let you leave your dorm room.”

“Hey Mrs Slowman, this is the Angel I mentioned to you. She'll be staying in Liv and Maddie's dorm for a while,” Amanda said to a somewhat attractive forty-something den mother.

“Lovely to meet you, Angel. We’re glad to help you out. Just call out if you need anything,” Mrs Slowman said.

“Thank you, Mrs Slowman. I appreciate the help. And you have a beautiful dorm here.”

“Is that an accent I can hear, Angel?”

“Yes, Mrs Slowman. I'm from Brazil.”

“Bem-vindo a America.”

“Obrigada, Mrs Slowman.”

Back in my room, I felt a surge of energy rush through me. I even hugged Amanda with gratitude. She'd set me up for success and released me from the shackles. And I couldn’t blame her for Richard’s behaviour. I needed her to like me and keep my secret secure.

“Be ready at 6:00 pm for the mixer. I'll drop by and pick you up, Angel.”

“Yes, Amanda. And thanks for all the help.”

I kissed Amanda softly on the cheek.

“And if I were you. I'd introduce yourself to the girls on this floor. That way Mrs Slowman won't get dragged up here because there’s an intruder in Liv and Maddie's dorm room.”


CHAPTER SIX


AMANDA ARRIVED RIGHT at 6:00 pm. Unused to clock watching, I noted a desire to change my habits if I was to stay in the good books with everyone.

“What do you think of my outfit selection, Amanda?”

“It’ll suffice. But you should spice things up in the future.”

I’d gone back to my first instincts and selected the Azure-blue leather mini skirt. Complete with full length front zipper, I believed it added more than a touch of sexy. And the way it hugged my hips and highlighted my arse, how could I go wrong? I teamed it with a white sleeveless halter-necked knitted top. Perfect for preventing views of my taped chest, but showing enough to impress when needed, it provided the perfect compromise. And the matching blue four-inch block-heeled boots continued the sexy but allowed me to stand all night.

“Have you got your bag, Angel?”

“Sorry, I almost forgot it.”

I picked a dark blue handbag up from the bedpost.

“I’ll give you some condoms in the car, Angel.”

I considered Amanda a little too well prepared. But safety first was always a good policy.

I followed Amanda to the car. When we hit the dwindling daylight, I noticed Amanda's outfit. She wore a sky-blue camisole top cropped to reveal a couple of inches of skin. Ribs fitted the top like a corset, while thin spaghetti straps tied off behind her head. There was obviously no bra. A matching sky-blue satin short skirt sat below her belly button and only just covered her arse. Black five-inch stiletto over-the knee suede boots completed a provocative outfit.

Expecting to walk to the mixer, it surprised me to see a mini bus waiting in the car park.

“How far are we travelling, Amanda?”

“It's around fifteen minutes away.”

I’d assumed we were heading somewhere across campus. Perhaps in the Greek area. But boy was I wrong. Unsurprisingly, when I boarded the bus, Amanda didn't look out of place. I did.

I almost felt relieved at leaving the grounds of the college. It had been two days and apart from a brief Mexican meal only just off campus; I hadn't explored my surroundings. I recognised the main freeway from my airport transfer. We turned onto it and kept going for five minutes. Signs suggested we headed for North Carolina Central University, our cross-town rivals. And soon, that conclusion was confirmed.

The initial choking smell of powder and floral perfume didn't abate during the trip. In fact, it only got stronger. Signature fragrances clashed left, right, and centre. Reminding me to freshen up my appearance as the bus pulled up. We disembarked at what looked like a school hall. But not one of the size and quality I would have expected at Duke.

Amanda led a ragged line of around a dozen girls and me into the rear entrance of the hall. It made me wonder if they employed us to serve food and drinks rather than enjoy a mixer. But the choices of attire suggested otherwise. We ended up in a private room where Richard stood waiting to address us all. It backed onto the small bar area, providing little more than a peek of the soon to be event space.

“Welcome to our first mixer for this year, girls. We have a few fresh faces amongst us. For you, this will be an opportunity to make first impressions. There is no expectation other than that. Unless you wish to pursue an opportunity. Stick close to your mentor and watch how they go about their business,” Richard said.

Wow, it sounded like something more serious than a mixer.

“For those of you that are returning, go forth and impress. You know the ropes and understand this is an opportunity to set yourself up for a successful year.”

I scanned the crowd to see a few girls just as bewildered as me. And the rest wore firm game faces. The experienced girls were typically making final adjustments in the mirror. I noticed a barman listening in. Perhaps he was on his break. Or maybe he wondered what the hell was going on. Either way, he seemed nice enough and smiled when I caught his eye.

“Follow me, girls. And let's get mixing.”

The room looked worthy of hosting a prom. A DJ had set up at the far end, beside a smallish dance floor. Complete with coloured flashing lights. Bar stools and tables sat six feet apart. I counted around two dozen. And a full width bar sat at the opposite end to the DJ, complete with two barmen. Thankfully, the music wasn’t too loud for discussion. Else I would have felt like a prize animal at a state fair.

“Drinks are free, but don't overdo it,” Amanda said.

Amanda led me to the barman I'd seen watching us during Richard’s talk.

“I’ll have a champagne, please Dallas.”

“And what about you, pretty lady?”

“The same please, Dallas,” I said, feeling a little less invisible.

Once the drinks arrived, Amanda led me to the right-hand side of the room, where a couple of guys stood chatting. She wasted no time targeting them.

“Lionel and Tank, please let me introduce one of our freshmen, Angel.”

“Pleased to meet you, Angel. I'm Lionel. That skirt fits you like a glove.”

“Thank you, Lionel. It’s a dream to wear.”

“I can't quite place your accent. Is that Spanish?”

“Close. I’m Brazilian.”

“Brazil seems like a beautiful place. Are you from Rio?”

“No Sao Luis. It's a smaller town, but still on the beach.”

“Well, I'm a big fan of your all-over tan, Angel.”

Lionel pulled Amanda aside and whispered something in her ear. I had no hope of hearing it, what with the music and drone of other nearby conversations. Amanda seemed receptive to Lionel’s words and added a note to her phone.

“You sure are pretty.”

“Thank you, Tank.”

I wondered how I could ever connect with this massive muscle-bound human.

I failed to understand how this event was a Duke University mixer. Especially one that helped foreign students at Duke connect. It looked like athletes from our cross-town rival college dominated the room. If the clothing was any guide. And the only girls had arrived with me. Still, I played my part, knowing that Richard was watching closely. At one point, Richard grabbed me and introduced me to a guy who must have been seven feet tall. Heraldo was on a basketball scholarship from Columbia and lovely. Richard didn't understand that Portuguese was my native tongue, and not Spanish. But I knew enough to get along.

“You seem to be popular with the boys,” Dallas said as I ordered a second round of drinks.

“There's limited options, as you can see.”

“I’m surprised to see someone like you in attendance.”

Holy crap. Don't tell me my makeup has worn off and my secret is out of the bag.

“You look much more refined than Richard's usual type.”

“To be honest, I feel well out of my depth. Isn’t that obvious?”

“Just be true to yourself, Angel. And don't rush into anything with these meatheads.”

“This is all new, and a one-off situation for me. I won't be rushing into anything.”

“Either way, call on me if you get into trouble. Give me your phone, Angel.”

I looked at Dallas, who smiled. Not in a sleazy manner, but genuinely. I handed my phone across and let Dallas enter his contact details. I figured a friendly face could come in handy sometime.

“Do you attend NCCU, Dallas?”

“No, I'm a Duke undergraduate. But don't tell the meatheads. They’ll think I’m spying on them.”

“It'll be our little secret.”

“Then may I ask why are you here, Dallas?”

“We all need to pay the bills. And it keeps me grounded.”

“Well, I'm pleased to meet you, Dallas. Let me add you to my friends’ list.”

“I feel honoured. Perhaps we should celebrate with a coffee sometime.”

Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“You're not here to fraternise with the help. Get mingling, Angel,” Richard said.

As the night wore on, I met most of the guys at the event. Feet aching, at one point, I propped on a bar stool. Moments later, I sat surrounded by several super fit and muscular looking guys. It seemed my attire wasn’t putting them off.

I received plenty of compliments on my accent. But I received even more on my arse. It was weird to hear those perfect specimens of US college beefcake commenting on my arse. It seemed Amanda was right. Perhaps it was my greatest asset. Although weird, I found it somehow energising to be the centre of attention. To be chased and not have to do the chasing for a change. Although I got the cold shoulder from several other girls.

Spot on 11:00 pm, the DJ announced the mixer was over. A couple of guys made a desperate last-minute approach. One had been eyeing me off all night and only just worked up the courage. He was a little scary looking, so I avoided him for most of the night. But I played along, not wanting to disappoint Richard. Once the DJ called time, the guys started filing out of the front exit. Amanda and a few of the girls followed.

Knowing the restrooms were out front and in the direction Amanda had gone, I headed for a well-needed pee. I sat for what felt like five minutes while the build-up of fluids exited my system. Being tucked wasn’t much fun and took a serious amount of work to reinstate. All the guys had gone by the time I exited the restroom. I strode into the hall, feet starting to really ache. Even the DJ was long gone.

As I headed to the back room, Dallas called to me.

“I think you've missed your bus, Angel.”

“What do you mean? They can't leave someone behind, can they?”

“A few of the girls headed off with the guys. Richard must have assumed you were one of them. Take it as a compliment.”

The look of sheer panic must have been obvious.

“Don't worry. I'll give you a lift home, Angel. I'm almost finished up. Give me five minutes.”

“I don't even know you.”

“Then text a friend and let them know Dallas Jordan is taking you home.”

Not wanting to alert Richard, I fake-texted myself.

I sat at the bar for the next five minutes, watching Dallas close off the till and count the money. He moved with the speed and precision of a seasoned pro. I even compared his features to the guys in attendance. I had to admit; he was better looking than anyone else at the mixer. But I realigned my thought process, thinking I was getting tired and thinking crazy. Dallas even poured me a soft drink of my choice to drink while I waited.

Locking the door behind him, Dallas clicked on his key chain. A car in the far corner of the car park flashed its lights. Expecting a modest American car, I did a double take when I caught sight of a Porsche Roadster. Dallas even opened the passenger door for me and closed it again after me. My anxiety level dropped. How many serial killers were that well brought up, I reasoned?

“Which dorm are you in, Angel?”

“Delta Gamma. But I’m not sure where that is.”

“It’s my sister-sorority. I know exactly where to go.”

Dallas opened the top for the drive back. The night was cool but clear, making for a beautiful drive. Although my hair ended up in an unruly mess.

As the sorority house came into view, I grabbed my bag and placed it on my lap. I didn’t eat to overstay my welcome.

“I promised I'd get you home safely. Not merely to the car park,” Dallas said.

Dallas opened the door for me and escorted me all the way to my room. Along the way, we passed a dozen girls who all said hello to Dallas. Even Mrs Slowman welcomed him with a smile.

“Are you staying in Liv and Maddie's room?”

“It’s temporary. Do you know them?”

“Yes, they cheered for us last year. Lovely girls with big futures.”

“Well, it’s been lovely to meet you, Angel. Remember to call me if you need help in the future.”

“It’s been lovely to meet you too, Dallas. And thanks for saving me.”

Dallas lent down and kissed my hand sweetly. I felt butterflies flood into my stomach and take up residence.

“Until the next time we meet, Angel.”

“I look forward to it, Dallas Jordan.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


I AWOKE THE following morning feeling positive for the first time. I’d been out and met new people. And was hopeful I’d made a few potential friends. I slept in one of Liv’s nighties and made it right through the night for the first time. The soft satin material hugged my body and fitted like a glove. And after relieving myself by hand when I got back to the dorm, everything was in place for a delightful sleep.

During the night and early morning, I received a series of texts. I counted twelve from Richard, one from Amanda, and one from Dallas. I clicked on the message from Dallas first.

“Thanks for making a boring night tolerable,” Dallas messaged, with a heart emoji.

Wow, what did that mean? I felt we had a connection. But a heart. I didn’t want to lead him on. I headed to the most recent of Richard’s messages.

“I’d like to meet you and talk through the next steps,” Richard messaged.

What the hell did that mean? I’d done my bit. Attendance at the mixer was the ask, and I’d completed that task with a smile. Even after getting left for dead. As I read the text, another came through.

“Meet me at the coffee shop at 10:00 am,” Richard messaged.

I clicked on it, unsure of what to say. My thumb hit the thumbs up emoji by mistake, taking that decision out of my hands. Bloody false nails.

I turned to Amanda’s message.

“Sorry to leave you. But when a guy is hot to trot, I need to go with it,” Amanda messaged.

“I understand. Dallas gave me a lift home.”

“Do not tell Richard. Or all hell will break loose.”

I didn't want to get Amanda into trouble, so vowed to keep my saviour a secret.

Over the following hour, I received several knocks on my door.

“I wanted to stop by and welcome you to Delta Gamma,” a neighbour said, handing me a box of shortbread.

“Thank you for the welcome gift. I look forward to catching up soon.”

“Was that Dallas Jordan that you were with last night?”

“Yes. Do you know him?”

“I know of him. Everyone does. But I wouldn’t say we’re friends. Are you dating him?”

“No, we’re not dating. He was merely giving me a lift home. But, I will send him your regards. Trixie, was it?”

“Yes, that’s Trixie Marshall. Not Trixie Winthorpe.”

“Thanks for popping by, Trixie. And for the lovely treat.”

Each of the pop in visits went largely the same way. Perky girls dressed to impress knocked on the door, holding a welcome present. Most looked inside to see if they could get a glimpse of a half-naked Dallas. Sadly for them, that just wasn’t an option. But by 10:30 am, I’d met ten of my neighbours and had enough snacks to feed me for the month.

I dressed casually for my catch up with Richard. Not wanting him getting the idea that I’d embraced the feminine lifestyle he’d forced me to adopt. I pulled on a red and white striped shirt, rolling the sleeves up to just below the elbows. I tied the two ends of the shirt in a knot across my waist. A pair of white canvas jeans with black studs and a black belt added a casual touch. While a pair of tan four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots completed the cowgirl vibe I was searching for.

On the way to the coffee shop, almost every girl I met smiled and said hello. My burgeoning friendship with Dallas had gotten the attention of every girl on campus. Something that both amazed and excited me. My popularity was strong enough that Trixie insisted on escorting me to the coffee shop. Something that proved a lifesaver. She even gave me a campus map to keep, with the coffee shop, Delta Gamma sorority house and Sigma Alpha Epsilon fraternity houses clearly marked.

Richard waited for me at the coffee shop. His phone planted against his ear. But he ceased the call the moment I sat.

“What would you like to drink, my treat?” Richard said.

Those words completed a one hundred and eighty degree turn for Richard. He was suddenly affable, and generous. Two things I hadn’t seen previously.

“How did you find the mixer, Angel?”

“I’m still struggling with my English, but all the guys were friendly.”

“Was there anybody there that you felt a connection with?”

What a weird question. I wasn’t sure where this was leading. I took a sip of my coffee to avoid answering.

“Who did you go home with, Angel?”

“I didn’t go home with anybody. I went to the toilet after the event and came out to find everyone gone.”

“How did you get home?” Richard asked, furiously making notes in his diary.

“I flagged down a ride.”

“Well, I have great news for you, Angel.”

“Have you found me a dorm room in the fraternity?”

“Let’s put a pin in that for now.”

I took another sip from my drink. Not liking where the discussion headed.

“Your popularity has been quite unexpected. This is breaking new ground for me. At least a dozen guys are interested in taking you out,” Richard said, trying to hold back his excitement.

“Sorry, why would I want that?”

“Because I am helping you get to know other students.”

“The athletes from NCCU?”

“They live locally in Durham and want to be your friend, Angel.”

“The sort of friend that would take me out. Do they know my story?”

“Yes. And you need to make friends somewhere, Angel.”

My look of contempt must have answered the question. Richard had blabbed all over town that I was a guy in a dress.

“Anyway, I've got more wonderful news for you, Angel.”

I felt like saying, haven’t we just been through that? But changed the line of discussion.

“Have you found me a dorm room in a frat house?”

“Given your proclivity for cross-dressing, that's no longer an option, I’m afraid.”

I felt my temperature rise. But we were in a very public place and people were still recognising me.

“A sorority house is much more suitable for someone like you. A place where you can feel more comfortable and be your true self, Angel.”

“What makes you think this is my true self?”

“But I am working on finding you a roommate.”

Anger and resentment overcame me. I’d done everything that was asked and wanted out of this situation.

“What if I don't want to live in a sorority house, Richard?”

“Then I'm sure there's a flight back to Brazil tomorrow.”

“How long will I have to live in the girls’ dorms?”

“Let's revisit it after a few weeks.”

I took a bite of my pastry and scanned the coffee shop. A few girls were pointing and whispering. Without the Internet, I was blind to social media. Something that worried me.

“The good news is I have a dinner scheduled for you,” Richard said.

“What, with you? Surely coffee is more than enough.”

“No, with Lionel Braithwaite, the NCCU quarterback. You met him last night.”

“I remember Lionel. He seemed nice. But why would he want to have dinner with me?”

“Because he liked you. Don’t worry. It's totally free. You’ll have nothing to pay, Angel.”

I sipped my coffee and stared Richard down.

“Plus, I'll arrange a car to drop you off and pick you up.”

It sounded too good to be true. But I knew everything where Richard was concerned came with a catch.

“Why would I want to have dinner with Lionel?”

“Because you impressed him last night. And depending how the date goes, there may even be a bonus in it for you.”

That seemed weird. Now it was a date. My gut told me don’t do it. But my head told me I had no other option. At least I'd get out of the dorm room. And spend time with someone other than Richard. That alone inspired me to accept.

“Can I be myself, Richard?”

“Sure, just as long as you dress in an outfit Amanda picked out for you.”

“So, I can’t be myself?”

“We don't want Mrs Slowman getting any hints you’re not who you say you are, do we?”

“A car will arrive at 6:00 pm sharp, Angel. You don’t want to keep Lionel waiting. I’ll send Amanda around at 5:30 pm to make sure you are ready.”

“You really are too good to me, Richard.”

“That’s the spirit. I know you’ll have a wonderful night. Lionel has an apartment off-campus.”

“Do you get extra if I fuck him, Richard?”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


BY MID-AFTERNOON, my rage had tempered. A little. Anger had turned to brainstorming ways I could escape from Richard’s clutches. Why had I tried on Liv’s clothes? How had I fallen into Richard’s trap? It felt like my US adventure had turned into a nightmare. Even if I was more popular than I’d ever been. And everyone appeared to like me and want to be my friend. But as long as I was under Richard’s control, nothing good would happen. I had to escape from his clutches. And quickly. Else I’d come face to face with something worse than living in a sorority dorm.

As I prepared myself for my date with Lionel, I marvelled at how much I’d remembered from my session with Amanda. She proved to be an excellent teacher, and I only needed to check the photos twice along the way. As I stood marvelling at the Latino beauty staring back at me, my phone dinged. It was Richard. Not someone I wanted to engage with. So, I ignored him. I headed to the wardrobe, thanking Liv for having such an incredible range of outfit options. What mood was I in? I know, I’ll wear the yellow t-shirt with faded blue jeans and scrappy sandals.

Amanda arrived at 5:30 pm on the dot.

“Great, you haven’t gotten dressed yet, Angel. I know just the outfit.”

“I’m already dressed.”

“I know Richard has annoyed you, but wearing that will only end badly for you. You are going to Yamazushi. Lionel has gone all out.”

Amanda picked out an alternate outfit for me. I begrudgingly changed while Amanda checked my makeup.

“I gather you’ve gone on dates like these, Amanda.”

“Yes. But never with a prized quarterback.”

“What should I expect?”

“It’ll be much like other dates you’ve been on. Only the guy will be more confident and controlling.”

“You realise I’m a guy. And don’t usually date guys.”

“But you’re such a natural, and the guys adore you.”

Amanda’s words somehow energised me. I stood in front of the mirror, dressed in Amanda’s alternate outfit, while she tousled my hair.

“May I ask about expectations?”

“You’re being taken to the most romantic spot in Durham. You’ll sample the best food money can buy while being treated like a princess by a handsome suitor. And all you have to do is make interesting conversation and smile. Do you get the drift?”

In honesty, Amanda made it sound quite exciting. But there had to be a catch.

“Is there an obligation?”

“Obligation, no. Expectation, yes. But hell, you’ve snagged a cute guy. Anyone would be happy to swap, Angel.”

“Including you?”

“Yes, but Richard would never allow it.”

“What happens if things go south?”

“You’ve got your phone, Angel. Call when you are ready to go home or if anything goes wrong. But I wouldn’t bother Richard with anything minor.”

Reading between the lines, things would need to go far south before I could call Richard. Amanda finished adding waves to my hair. I couldn’t believe the difference it made.

“How did you get involved with Richard’s business, Amanda?”

“I needed quick money, and a friend suggested I talk to Richard. That was three years ago.”

“Then why did you stay?”

“College is expensive, and the guys always treat me well.”

“Any last tips for the evening?”

“Men are simple, Angel. A hand on a cock will tame most guys. And if you want to maximise your tip, then use your lips. Pack a half dozen condoms and a large tube of lube. Some of these guys are pretty gifted downstairs.”

Not exactly what I was looking for, but food for thought.

A text signalled the limousine waited downstairs. I felt as ready as I ever could be. My make up looked impeccable. My hair flowed like a lion’s mane, down over my chest and almost to my belly button. I wore a hot pink long-sleeved knitted top. A scoop neckline hinted at a cleavage that really wasn’t there. But the illusion worked. A three-inch section of bare midriff highlighted my all-over tan. While black leather jeans hugged my curves and highlighted my pert arse, my most desirable asset. Not that I wanted to draw attention to that tonight. A pair of black five-inch stiletto leather ankle boots completed the outfit.

Strutting out to the limo, I felt more desirable than any time in my life. Along the way, the girls all smiled and said hello. The few guys stood dead still in their tracks. Often with their mouths open and tongues hanging out. Perhaps there was something to presenting feminine. Maybe Richard had seen something that I hadn’t noticed. And he said a dozen of the athletes at NCCU wanted to date me. I’d never been that popular before. Once on the path, I stopped watching where I put my feet as closely. I was getting the hang of wearing high heels. And my date was expecting a confident and sexy woman.

Lionel stood by the limo door, waiting for my arrival. He looked hotter than I remembered. During the mixer he stood out because he was confident and funny. And he seemed genuinely interested in me. Not to mention his muscular upper body almost ripped out of his tight black satin shirt each time he breathed in, while his black canvas pants looked at least two sizes too small. Something that left nothing to the imagination.

“Voce esta lindo,” Lionel said as I reached him.

“Obrigado bonito,” I said in response, to a confused response from Lionel. “Thank you, handsome.”

Lionel kissed me gently on the cheek and held my hand while I entered the car. He followed closely behind, pulling the door after him.

“As a neuroscience major, I assumed you enjoy Japanese food, Angel.”

“I love it. It’ll probably be the first healthy meal I’ve had since arriving in the US.”

“How about some champagne to start the night?”

Lionel turned and poured two glasses of champagne before handing one to me.

“To a night of firsts, but hopefully the first of many,” Lionel said.

“To new friends,” I said.


CHAPTER NINE


LIONEL WASTED LITTLE time making his intentions known during the limo ride. While spacious with seating for ten or more, Lionel ensured we huddled together in a blind corner for the limo driver, with his arm firmly wrapped around me. At such close quarters, the stench from his aftershave was almost nauseating. But he appeared oblivious to everything apart from my body.

“That top looks incredible on you. And are those real leather pants?” Lionel asked.

Lionel used the question to move his hands onto my thigh and slide his hand back and forth, before leaving it perched there for the duration of the drive.

“Yes, they are real leather. And super comfortable to wear.”

Thankfully, Lionel seemed satisfied when I intertwined my fingers with his and let our hands rest on my thigh.

“It must have devastated your boyfriend when you left for the US.”

“I’d recently ended a relationship, and knowing I was moving, kept myself to myself.”

“You must be missing intimate times, then.”

“I’m not looking to force anything. I’ll know it when I find it.”

“Perhaps you could come to one of my games, Angel.”

“Do you wear those tight pants I’ve seen on television?”

“Sure do.”

“Then count me in, Lionel.”

I struggled to walk the line between making interesting conversation and smiling, as Amanda had suggested, and keeping a hormone driven boy subdued. Occasionally, I overstepped the mark. Leading him to show his eagerness. But I made it the fifteen-minute drive to the restaurant unscathed.

“I hope you’re hungry. There’s an eight-course menu,” Lionel said, as we exited the limo.

Yamazushi restaurant exceeded all expectations from the moment I walked in the door. Greeted by a beautiful Japanese girl dressed in a traditional red and white silk dress, she showed us to our table, only one of two set for dinner. The walls exuded traditional Japanese style, with dark stained wood, translucent paper privacy walls and hand painted artwork features. Removing our shoes, Lionel and I took our seats opposite one another.

“I can feel your stockings against my leg,” Lionel said.

“Oh, I’m sorry Lionel.”

I crossed my legs beneath the solid wooden table.

“I wasn’t complaining. But my conversation will be better without the distraction.”

For the first time, I got the feeling that Lionel was just as nervous as me.

“Why did you pick me out of all the girls attending the mixer?”

“You weren’t just the prettiest, but you had a depth to you that no-one else had. And why did you agree to go on a date with me?”

Well played Lionel. I’d better be careful here.

“I felt comfortable chatting with you. You were charming.”

As the first two courses arrived at the table, the girl dressed in traditional costume told us the story of Yamazushi and the courses in front of us. Apparently, Lionel had ordered the romantic banquet, which was designed for sharing. Although we each had a bowl and fork, she encouraged us to feed each other. Japanese tea came with the meal, but sake was available as an option. Something I jumped at.

“When is your next game, Lionel?”

“Next weekend at NCCU. We’re playing Duke in a cross-town showdown.”

“Then why aren’t you drinking?”

“I drink. But I limit my consumption.”

My mind jumped into overload, working out how to use this reluctance to drink to my advantage.

After the fourth meal, came an intermission. Fresh fruit arrived to cleanse the palette for the second act. We’d eaten four courses, but the food was light and fresh, leaving me eager for more. It appeared Lionel was eager for something other than the food, as I felt his hand work up my leather clad leg during intermission. I stopped his hand mere inches from my tape. He wasn’t unhappy when I did. I got the feeling he was testing the waters.

I stepped up my plan to get Lionel under the weather. It seemed the best chance I had of keeping my virginity intact. After intermission, Lionel knew he was on the downward slope, and that private times were merely a short while away.

“To the best meal of my stay in the US,” I said, before clinking glasses and sculling the sake.

“To the best night of your life in the US,” Lionel said, before clinking glasses and sculling.

With only dessert left, I turned up the heat. I knew my experience in Brazil had prepared me for a drink off. And Lionel’s dedication to an athletic career left him susceptible. Still not quite taking the edge off Lionel’s amorous nature, I played my ultimate card during dessert.

“Two Japanese beers, thank you,” I said.

The traditionally dressed Japanese girl showed me a menu of Japanese craft beers. I picked the highest alcohol content beer for Lionel and the lowest for me.

Bingo. I challenged Lionel to chug a beer with me. A challenge to an athlete was an easy win. Something wired into their DNA. As the last drops of beer left Lionel’s glass, I saw his eyes glaze over. I had him where I wanted him. I called the limo and helped a staggering Lionel to the car. The meal had been a great success. Now I just had to get the drunken quarterback home.

Lionel didn’t live on campus at NCCU. As quarterback on a full ride, and with the pros circling, he lived in an apartment downtown. The limo driver remembered where he picked him up, making it easier for me to get Lionel safely home. By the time we got to the apartment, Lionel was virtually asleep. I woke him temporarily to help him into the elevator and inside his penthouse. Stripping him down to his trunks, I slid him between the sheets. Knowing that he’d wake up with a sore head, I left a note thanking him for the best night ever. And then I left.

Stepping out of the secure building and onto the street, I looked for the limo. It was nowhere to be seen. My options were to call the limo back and make it clear I’d gotten the client drunk and not delivered the goods, or call someone else. Five minutes later, I stood by the roadside and climbed in the open door of a Porsche Roadster.

“I’m sorry to ask you to save me two nights in a row, Dallas.”

“I’m happy to help. Perhaps I need to set a nightly alarm?”

“At least let me buy you a coffee.”

Dallas took me to a cool late night coffee shop, Gojo by Goorsha. Located away from Duke but still in central Durham, patrons packed the place even after midnight. But the coffee was great, and the company was even better. I ended up spilling my guts about the night’s activities. And about my frustration with Richard. Dallas said little. He just took it in. For the first time that evening, I felt safe. Dallas had that effect on me. I just hoped I’d feel that way in the morning.


CHAPTER TEN


I AWOKE TO several messages from Richard and one from Amanda. I ignored them both, instead sending a thank-you message to Dallas. Once again, he’d had my back and gotten me out of a tricky situation. Unfortunately, I feared it wouldn’t be for the last time, either.

“You really are a wonderful friend. I’m lucky to have bumped into you. Thank you again,” I messaged.

Not wanting to hear the fallout of the night before, I called Amanda before checking my messages.

“How did your first date with the quarterback go, Angel?”

I provided a highlights package for her. Restaurant was incredible. Lionel started out lovely, then degraded as the night wore on. I ploughed him with enough alcohol to kill most people. Then saw him safely home and had to call Dallas to save me.

“You’d better check your messages from Richard.”

“I know. I’m probably booked on a flight home later today.”

With Amanda still on the phone, I read through my messages.

“Well done. I’ve got a bonus for you,” Richard messaged.

What the hell was that all about?

“The quarterback has lashed out,” Richard messaged.

Well, it had to happen. My time in the USA was ending.

“He’s booked a two night and three-day getaway with you this weekend.”

Holy crap. How am I going to keep Lionel away from me for three days? And two nights.

“How much has the quarterback spent on a weekend getaway, Amanda?”

“No-one has ever taken that option before. Richard must be ecstatic.”

“That’s what I was concerned about.”

“Look on the bright side. You won’t be going home soon, Angel.”

“What should I expect?”

“You are in for one wild and sexy weekend, that’s for sure.”

“I figured as much. Why can’t I catch a break?”

“I’ll come over two hours before you leave and help you get ready.”

I held a pillow to my face and screamed at the top of my lungs.

“For that price, it wouldn't surprise me if he has a few special requests, Angel.”

“And what do you mean by that?”

“Well, he’s taking you away. Read back through Richard’s messages.”

After repeating every message received, Amanda responded.

“I’ll talk you through it when we catch up,” Amanda said, hanging up.

Although I could think of nothing I’d rather avoid, I messaged Richard back. Attempting to appear grateful. He held the cards, and I now knew avoidance was not an option. He told me he'd send thru detailed instructions by email.

“What time will the car arrive?” I messaged.

“A car will pick you up at 3:30 pm,” Richard responded.

What the hell was I going to do? I couldn't keep out of Lionel's clutches for three days. And especially for two nights. I regretted leaving him that note. I didn't want Richard to think I'd done the wrong thing. Well, not intentionally, anyway. This was a disaster waiting to happen. I messaged Amanda and let her know my departure time. She suggested we have lunch together. I needed to talk to someone. Someone who would understand my predicament. And give me sage advice.

Lunch with Amanda prepared me for the nights ahead. She helped me work out what to wear and how to act. It turned out the two previous outfits were high on rotation. Lionel appeared keen for another showing. Plus, he’d specifically requested one additional outfit. I don’t know how he knew about it. But my job was to serve, not question. As I waited for the pickup, a message came through from Richard.

“If all goes well, you’ll have cleared your ledger after this weekend,” Richard messaged.

“Does that mean I won't have to go on other dates for you?”

“This will be the last.”

Suddenly, there was light at the end of the tunnel. I read and re-read Richard’s message several times.

With a hop in my step, I got dressed. Being sure to do my best. I couldn’t take a chance that Richard wasn’t being truthful. And leave any chance of him reneging. I spent twice as long on my makeup. Winding the sexy right up. And about the same time on perfecting my luscious locks. Hell, I even removed a couple of stray hairs. Not that it had been over two days since I’d had my first professional waxing. My goal was to look one-hundred percent feminine. Any guy's dream date. I couldn’t afford to risk a thing. By the time I was ready to go, even I turned myself on.

I wore a fuchsia-coloured dress. Sleeveless and with a simple halter neckline. Sitting around three inches above the knee, it highlighted my tan. Something that waist level cut-outs on either side only reinforced. I matched my lipstick and nail polish to the dress, adding a simple gold necklace and bracelet combo to balance the ensemble. A pair of white, four-inch stiletto strappy sandals completed the outfit.

Spot on 3:30 pm, the dreaded knock came on the door. To be honest, I was shaking in terror just thinking about the weekend to come. But I needed to pull on my big girl panties and see this through. All the time knowing there was sun at the end of the clouds. The knock actually surprised me. Usually, the limo driver messaged me. He never even got out of the car to help me carry Lionel up to the penthouse. A dorm room visit seemed a stretch. And when I opened the door, I found Dallas standing there.

Dallas held a bunch of flowers. The prettiest posy I’d ever seen. The scent of the purple, blue and pink arrangement enveloped me. Not in the way Lionel’s aftershave had suffocated me the night before. But in a good way.

“How many side hustles do you have, Dallas?”

“A few. It keeps me grounded.”

“Are you here to pick me up?”

“Were you expecting someone else, Angel?”

“Let me put these beautiful flowers in water and I'll be with you in a minute.”

Dallas didn’t delay. Picking up my bags and waiting patiently in the hallway.

“Where's the limo?”

“Please follow me, my lady.”

Dallas led me down three flights of stairs and across the quadrangle, while carrying a large suitcase and a makeup bag. Not a single set of eyes wasn't on us the whole time. Every girl we passed said ‘hi Angel’. And every guy undressed me with their eyes.

Turning the corner to the car park, I noticed the Porsche Roadster parked there. Perhaps Dallas was ferrying me to the meeting point with Lionel. Dallas stepped out of the car door and walked towards me. With the luggage tucked away in the boot, we hit the freeway and headed out of town. But it wasn’t towards NCCU and the airport. It was in the opposite direction. Still, sitting next to Dallas gave me a calming feeling. Exactly what I needed before meeting Lionel. Dallas and I just connected. And I felt totally at ease with him.

“Where are we meeting Lionel?”

“I'll meet him next week in the cross-town game, but no plans until then, Angel.”

“No, I mean, where are you dropping me off?”

“We'll arrive at our destination in about an hour and a half.”


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


THINGS WENT QUIET for the next few minutes. It took a while for the penny to drop. For me, to understand what Dallas was inferring.

“I hope you’re not disappointed with your quarterback selection, Angel.”

“What do you mean?”

“Getting stuck with the Duke University starting quarterback, instead of the NCCU quarterback.”

“You mean you…”

“… play football. Yeah, a little.”

“Then why are you… you’re my date, aren’t you?”

“I hope you’re not too disappointed, Angel.”

“Quite the opposite. You’ll have to pinch me. It’s like a dream come true.”

I looked deep into Dallas’ eyes, failing to contain my excitement.

“But I need to tell you something about me before we get too much further down the road, Dallas.”

“Sure, but after I tell you a quick story first?”

“I grew up in a small country town in Texas. When I was sixteen, my seventy-five-year-old neighbour went to Thailand on holiday. Two weeks later, he returned with a wife. I’d looked after his farm while he was away. His first holiday in forty years. My grateful neighbour insisted on thanking me.”

I wasn’t sure why this story was important, but let Dallas finish it.

“Anyway, his Thai wife was quite young, about nineteen. She was beautiful, vibrant, happy-go-lucky, and everything that he wasn’t. But he wasn’t able to satisfy her sexually. He approached me and invited me over for dinner one night to thank me for looking after his farm. One thing led to another. He made it clear they had an open relationship. I learned everything I’d ever dreamt of about sex and more from her. She was a ladyboy. And once I’d tasted forbidden fruit, nothing else could suffice.”

I felt my face move from confusion to a smile. In fact, I struggled to contain my excitement.

“Upon arriving at Duke, I tried to find someone special. Someone who could take me back to that time when I was happiest in my life. But no luck. Then I found out about Latino travesties during an Internet search. I was hooked. It was love at first sight. I picked you because I want to be with you. Every piece of you, Angel.”

I lent forward and kissed Dallas. It was everything I yearned for and more.

Dallas placed his hand on mine for the rest of the trip. We chatted about everything from growing up in small towns to sexual preferences. By the time we’d finally arrived at The Duke Mansion in Charlotte, I felt more than ready. I felt eager to please.

“Are you hungry, Angel?”

“I’m hungry for Dallas.”

“I hoped you were feeling the same.”

Dallas had arranged for a priority book-in. We headed straight to our room. What value is a football star boyfriend if he can’t carry the bags, I say? And Dallas was more than willing to oblige.

“I’m scared, Dallas. I’ve done nothing like this before.”

Dallas stepped forward and cupped my face before kissing me. This time with genuine passion. The type I’d never felt before. Dallas dropped his hands to my arse.

“You look incredible in pink, Angel.”

“Thanks. But I’m a little more worried about how I’ll look undressed.”

“Trust me. You’ll exceed every one of my dreams.”

Dallas slipped down the zipper on my dress and placed his hands at either hip. In an instant, my dress pooled about my ankles.

“I’m sorry I don’t have breasts, Dallas.”

“That doesn’t matter. It’s what’s inside that attracts me.”

I removed my bra and dropped my panties, revealing a whole lot of tape.

“Is it like pulling off a bandaid?”

“Only, I need to be a little more careful. And why are you still fully dressed, Dallas?”

With Dallas sidetracked for ten seconds, I freed myself of the tape. I turned and stood face to face with a naked Dallas, wearing nothing but five-inch stilettos. Dallas took a step towards me, pulling my lips to his. I tried to contain my excitement, but I was semi-hard in seconds. Dallas took my cock in his left hand and slowly slid the full length. Hello, I was rock hard in an instant. Dallas’ grip felt foreign, but experienced. He knew exactly how to rub me up the right way. And pretty soon, spasms shook throughout my body.

No-one had ever paid as much attention to me before. I was used to having to do all the work or coax someone into pleasuring me. But Dallas was different. While his tongue wrestled with mine, his right hand grabbed his own cock, and he brought his hands together. I felt my legs shake. It could’ve been the heels, but I knew it was Dallas meshing our cocks together gently. Endorphins surged throughout my body.

“Yes, that’s amazing,” I moaned.

Dallas quickened his hand action, over what seemed like minutes. His skilful actions drew the excitement out as long as possible. But all good things must end. And this wasn’t just good, it was fantastic. I blew first, but only by a second. I pulled Dallas tight as he stretched the orgasm as long as humanly possible.

“I hope you enjoyed that, Angel.”

“Oh, that was heavenly.”

“Shall we take this to the bed?”

There was no need to answer. I stepped backwards, left, then right, until my calves felt the mattress behind me. I let Dallas go before dropping back onto the bed. Dallas placed a pillow under my head before leaning down and kissing me with vigour. His tongue action left me gasping for breath. More than able to hold his weight on his arms and legs, Dallas lowered his body onto mine.

The second our cocks crossed paths, mine jumped back to attention. Dallas partly held his weight while rubbing his body over mine. Our lips remained locked, our torsos were in full contact, and our cocks received more than enough hands-free action to wake them from their slumber.

“You are incredible, Angel.”

“You’re not so bad yourself.”

Dallas anchored his feet at the bottom of the bed and rocked forward and back. It was like having a whole body and another cock massage you. I knew it wouldn’t take long until I exploded, but playfully kissing Dallas while getting gently massaged proved to be quite short-lived. A torrent of my nectar flooded into Dallas’ belly button, and a gallon of his rushed up my chest.

“Where did you learn these tricks, Dallas?”

“Back home. On the farm.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


“ARE YOU HUNGRY yet?” Dallas asked with a coy smile.

I knew the time had come to please my man. I wasn’t sure how I would do it, but I was more than willing to learn.

“Oh, I’m so hungry. For that cock of yours.”

I rolled off the bed and positioned Dallas with his head against the bedhead. This was the first time I’d seen his weapon close up. And while it scared me a little, I couldn’t wait to taste him.

Dallas lay back, relaxed. But with a smug look on his face.

“Get ready for some action, Dallas.”

“Hell yeah. Go your hardest.”

“Okay, you shout instructions, mister starting quarterback.”

“Sixty-nine, one-eight-one, hut.”

Dallas stopped as I took him deep in my mouth.

I channeled my best experiences, while overlaying a few saucy dreams I’d been having recently. After taking Dallas deep in my throat, I wrapped both hands around his impressive girth. I found it easier to drop my mouth to my hands, rather than take all of him in my mouth at once. But I didn’t avoid deep throating him altogether. That wouldn’t have been fair. To either of us. I just tempered my deep sucks with a series of shallower ones.

Dallas smelt incredible. A musk aroma seemed to emanate from his six-pack, and it wafted into my nostrils, filling me with excitement. And watching his six-pack tense and release brought its own special joy to me. Dallas gently placed a hand on the back of my head. Lightly enough to guide me, but not heavily enough to mess up my hair. He encouraged me to drive faster and faster, then deeper, before holding me to him.

“Angel, that feels amazing.”

I changed speed and angles to draw out the time until Dallas’ inevitable orgasm. But my actions must have been spot on, as in no time he lost eye contact and lay back in pure ecstasy. His cock throbbed with excitement before spasming with joy. I knew the next wave of nectar was but seconds away. And I couldn’t wait to swallow it all. Dallas screamed out before his cock spasmed one last time, releasing a torrent of his nectar deep down my throat. I sucked every morsel of his delicious bounty before returning to kiss him.

“You, my girl, are a natural.”

Dallas held me to his muscle-bound torso. As I lay there, I realised he could simply squash me like a bug. His right arm, his throwing arm, must have been twelve inches around. Even his non-favoured arm was bulging with muscles. And he flexed his pecs like a bodybuilder. I just melted at the sight of this perfect specimen. And he was perfect everywhere.

“And you, my love, have an insanely hot body.”

“Are you ready to deepen our connection, Angel?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“I’d like to stick my cock all the way up your perfect arse.”

“Let me think. Do I want to feel you inside me? Hell yeah.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll take it slowly. Until you get used to it.”

“Somehow, I don’t think that’ll take long.”

“That’s the spirit. I promise it’ll be worth it.”

“You haven’t been wrong about anything yet.”

Dallas slid down the bed and put his head on the pillow.

“Now straddle me and sit on my stomach, Angel.”

I sidled up to Dallas and swung my leg over his torso. My flaccid cock bounced back and forth as I moved. Looking deep into Dallas’ eyes, I reached behind me and brought his cock back to life.

“You prep me, Angel. And I’ll prep you.”

Dallas grabbed some lube off the bedside table.

“You’ll need a gallon of this stuff.”

Dallas squirted a large dob of lube into my palm. I slid my hand from root to tip, ensuring to lather the tip. Meanwhile, Dallas reached behind me and slopped a massive dob of lube on my flower.

“Do you want me to ease you into it, Angel?”

“If I’m being honest. I may have used a butt plug a few hundred times in a previous life.”

“You little slut. And to think I was expecting to take your virginity.”

“What can I say? I don’t mind a little arse play.”

Sitting upright on my legs, Dallas positioned his weapon on my flower. I shuffled down the bed a little before pressing my body weight down, hard. As expected, my arse accommodated Dallas’ weapon rather painlessly. Fully inserted, I rocked at the hips, sliding Dallas out, then back into my rear cavern. I lent forward and tweaked Dallas’ nipples, while I rocked back and forth.

“I did not expect you to teach me something new, Angel.”

Dallas and I said very little after that. Although the neighbours would have rated us as noisy. I sped up my action and Dallas lifted his hips to go deeper with each downstroke. Dallas’ cock hit the bullseye with every thrust. Something that a butt plug simply couldn’t replicate. I bounced higher and higher, sweat dripping off my face and onto Dallas’ chest. I dropped my head, giving Dallas a face full of apple infused blonde hair, before arching my back in ecstasy.

Faster and faster I bounced, deeper and deeper Dallas thrust. Until I felt ready to explode. But it wasn’t me that exploded. Dallas’ cock spasmed before a warm glow travelled deep inside me. I dropped to kiss Dallas, seeking to keep our bond for as long as humanly possible. Eventually, as our tongues wrestled for ultimate domination, an audible pop accompanied the evacuation of my rear cavern by Dallas’ weapon.

“Fuck, that was amazing, Dallas.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT WEEKEND MADE everything I’d been through since arriving in the US well and truly worth it. Dallas regaled me with three days of being treated like a princess. I felt like I’d joined the WAGS collective. A secret tier of society where only partners of star athletes and celebrities exist. While during the two nights, I felt more like a high-class call girl. Pleasuring my partner in ways only a true professional could. But Dallas insisted he gave as good as he got. Something that made a wonderful weekend life-changing.

Stepping into the Porsche Roadster, I felt a wave of sadness drift over me. After the best weekend of my life, one that had reset my entire outlook, what would the future hold? But for the next hour-and-a-half, Dallas proposed plan after plan for the two of us to build a life together. First, I jumped at the chance to go feminine twenty-four-seven. Forever. Then, I agreed to move out of Mad and Liv’s sorority dorm and into Dallas’ off-campus penthouse. And with my debt to Richard paid in full, I only needed to dress sexily for one man. My man, Dallas.

Dallas informed me he got $100 from a local car company for each touchdown pass he threw during the regular season and $200 during finals. He kept it in a separate account, hoping to invest it in a worthwhile cause. After our first weekend, he renamed the account ‘Angel’s development fund’ and gave me sole access to it. I could spend it on whatever I deemed developmental. Within two months, he'd thrown another fifty touchdown passes, funding my top surgery. By the end of the season, he'd thrown over 120 touchdown passes. Including twenty during the finals.

My favourite quarterback propelled Duke University into the championship game. And with me watching from the bleachers, he steered us to a win before a television crowd of millions. Dallas walked away with a championship ring, a pro contract with the Houston Texans, and the cutest girlfriend, with the most perfect set of breasts anyone could imagine, on his arm. Not bad for a farm boy in his senior year of college.

Amanda continued to guide me in all things feminine. She was my sensei and I knew she had my best interests at heart. Plus she knew how to dress to impress. And seeing how badly she and the girls were treated, I hatched a plan to repay her. It started with becoming president of the International Student’s Association. Nominations closed the last week before first term started. And once installed as president, my first action was to replace Richard with several more welcoming student liaisons. People who would take the time to set students up for success and help integrate them into college life at Duke.

Richard’s response was less than positive. Leading him to overstep the mark, publicly. Long story short, Angel and the girls turned on him, the campus police got involved, and Richard got formally charged. When the story hit the newspapers, almost a hundred ex-students came forward with claims against Richard. He didn’t bother to fight the charges, understanding that his honeypot had well and truly run dry. Before he’d had the chance to pass his legacy forward. Within a month of the start of term, Richard was gone. He got shipped back to Belarus with an incomplete college degree.

I fast-tracked my studies, graduating within eighteen months. A masters’ degree followed, allowing me to get a job with Dallas’ football team. Though I got to see the full roster naked, only one of them received reciprocal rights. My life in the US had become everything I could have dreamed. And much, much more. And none of it would have happened if I hadn’t given in to temptation and been caught in the act.
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LIFE SWAP
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Could the most embarrassing moment of your life lead to the most wonderful?

Brendan Samuels has finally achieved a lifelong dream. Escaping small-town USA for the big city. With his best friend, Sabrina, he heads for unlimited opportunity by studying theatre at an Ivy League university. Only after two years of toil, shyness, and a lack of confidence in being a leading man still holds Brendan back.

So, when Sabrina unexpectedly discovers Brendan’s big secret, one he believed could ruin his life, she sees a win-win opportunity. One that could force Brendan out of his comfort zone and help her at the same time. Starting with a series of small challenges, Sabrina slowly thrusts Brendan into a world he never dreamed possible.

But once Sabrina sees what difference a little confidence can make, she spots greater opportunities. And a Life Swap in a very foreign place, one full of trust-fund kids with unlimited power and money, proves the perfect audition for Brendan’s most challenging role yet. Trouble is, there’s no safety net.

If you like transgender romances that let you see life through fresh eyes, like ‘Pretty Woman’. Then, you’ll love LIFE SWAP the latest story from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Brendan’s Life Swap opportunity become career defining? Or will overconfidence and romantic feelings thwart his happy-ever-after?


CROSSING OVER
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Can a single night change your entire life? What if that night was Halloween?

Donald Benson is one of the many invisible college guys at the University of South Carolina. He isn’t athletic, didn’t get asked to pledge to a fraternity, and gets solid grades. He’s just like thousands of others living in the dorms in Columbia.

Donald’s only excitement comes from his dorm mates, three attractive girls. He says he lucked it when he got placed in their dorm. Only trouble is, none of them show even the slightest interest in Donald, only adding fuel to his frustration fire.

But with Halloween approaching, Donald shares a Halloween story from his past. One that changed his path many years earlier. This is a game changer, suddenly getting him more attention than he could ever wish for.

If you like transgender romances where one event can change a life forever, like ‘Sliding Doors’, then you’ll love ‘CROSSING OVER’. The latest story from indie-author Yumi Cox.

Will Donald see the opportunity and find his way through a new set of challenges unscathed, or will he return to his boring, but predictable, life as an invisible man?


PUSHING BUTTONS
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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?


THE AUDITION

[image: ]

Have you ever lived your life in the shadow of someone else, too afraid to step into the limelight?

Taylor Moon is a talented musician. And everyone Taylor performs for agrees. It’s just a pity Taylor’s life is in a holding pattern. Twelve months after moving to Hollywood to support the ambitions of the girl of his dreams, Taylor is working three jobs just to pay their rent. All while trying to record a demo that can be shopped to the recording studios. No wonder Taylor’s future suffers. He never gets the time to gig or work on his demo. Such are the demands of his present.

So, when the object of his affections, Holly Wood, arrives home from acting class with a half-baked plan to win a breakthrough acting role, Taylor immediately jumps to her support. As he always has done. And seems destined to always do. After all, that’s why he made the trek to Los Angeles, to help Holly become a star. Even if that means putting his own ambitions aside.

But when Taylor attends an A-List party in Bel Air, as part of Holly’s half-baked plan, he meets billionaire playboy, Bradley Love, and the stars align with an opportunity to propel him into the spotlight. Something Holly immediately dismisses, as it’s not all about her. Taylor must stand up for himself to grab the opportunity. Something he finds near impossible whenever Holly is around.

If you like romances where the ugly duckling becomes the swan, like “My Big Fat Greek Wedding” or ‘Clueless’, then you’ll love ‘THE AUDITION’. The latest novel from indie author, Yumi Cox.

Will Taylor be able to stop being selfless long enough to grasp the opportunity for success and a perfect life?


THE SUPERHOST
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Do you believe that a total stranger could instantly know you better than you know yourself?

Aiden Young is a shy country boy made good since his move to the big city. With his big sister, Sally, he has built a successful multi-million dollar business, while they both maintain solid careers. And all this before he turns thirty. While Sally considers Aiden’s life boring, he has everything going for him, except a viable love life. Having recently split from yet another unfulfilling relationship, Aiden wonders how to change his luck, else he is doomed to stay single, forever.

So, when Sally suggests travel to heal Aiden’s broken heart, he is at first underwhelmed by the idea. But Sally, the manager of a successful debt collection agency, can be quite persuasive when she wants, and rarely takes no for an answer, especially from her little brother. She knows exactly which buttons to push and soon books him on a month-long holiday in the stunning Italian Riviera. At an Airbnb overlooking the picturesque Mediterranean Sea.

But when Aiden arrives in Italy, not everything goes to plan. Jet lagged from a twenty-six-hour flight, and unable to speak a word of Italian, he must rely on his gracious Airbnb Superhost, the man-mountain Jason, to help him navigate a series of challenges. But with challenges comes opportunities. And Aiden soon identifies the opportunity of a lifetime, and one that could change his love life, forever. That is if his insecurities, and the risk of losing his only support, can be overcome.

If you like coming of age romances like ‘Sixteen Candles’ or ‘Grease’, then you’ll love ‘THE SUPERHOST’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Aiden step up and grasp the perfect opportunity to heal his broken heart, or will his insecurities stop him dead in his tracks.ate replacement?


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?


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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