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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“OKAY, JULES. THE bottle’s pointing at you. Shag, marry, or kill? Let me see, Kelvin, Donald and, let’s make this interesting, Stacy,” Elle said.

“My heart belongs to Stacy, I’m afraid,” Kelvin interjected.

“Right back at you, babe,” Stacy said.

“Easy. I’d kill Kelvin after he flies into a fit of rage after catching me fucking Stacy with a strap-on at my bachelorette party. Then I’d marry Donald. But don’t worry, Stacy, it’d be an open marriage,” Jules replied.

The room went deathly silent for a solid thirty seconds. Kelvin glanced at Stacy, then Jules, for an explanation.

“Ooh, gross,” Stacy said.

“You know my door’s always open to you, day or night,” Jules said.

“Don’t say things like that to my girlfriend,” Kelvin said.

“Are you worried she may take Jules up on the offer?” Elle said.

Having invoked anarchy with a single response, Jules reached down and spun the bottle.

Jules was an enigma. Standing around 5ft 4in and with long flowing golden-brown hair, she’d always caught my eye. Even in a room full of cheerleaders, like Stacy. But it was her intelligence and sexual confidence that made her stand out in a crowd. Openly bisexual, I could never predict whether I’d wake up to find a guy or girl had slept over. She claimed she found the person attractive, regardless of gender. And no matter who that partner was, they always appeared more than satisfied. Studying biology, Jules understood exactly which buttons to push, and when.

“Ah, my future husband, Donald. Let’s see how far I can push you outside your comfort zone. Let’s go with truth or dare,” Jules said.

Knowing that Jules would use me as a pawn concerned me a lot. Especially given the crowd in the room. I avoided letting her manipulate me, knowing any dare would involve Kelvin.

“I’ll take truth thanks, future wife.”

“Ask him how many cocks he’s sucked,” Kelvin said.

“Don’t be gross,” Stacy said.

“I bet the number is more than Stacy, but less than Jules,” Elle added.

“I’m happy to dine in on you any night of the week, Elle,” I said.

“I’ll pass. But Kelvin may take you up on it,” Elle said.

“Here’s a topical question for our fly under the radar roommate,” Jules said.

Oh shit, my bluffs hadn’t moved her off the scent.

“What’s the freakiest thing that’s happened to you on Halloween, Donald?” Jules asked.

“What a soft cock question,” Kelvin interjected.

As left tackle for the University of South Carolina Gamecocks, Kelvin resembled a man mountain. Around 6ft 4in and with a neck broader than his head, he was pure muscle, honed from years of gym and game time. Originally from Texas, Kelvin secured a full ride, pro sponsorship, and the hottest cheerleader, Stacy. Around 5ft 6in and with stunning dark features, Stacy was the most beautiful girl in college. Something solidly backed up by Jules. But somehow, she’d become smitten with Kelvin and had never dated another boy for the past three years.

I needed to offer something juicy, but nothing that would incriminate me. Especially with Kelvin sitting within arm’s reach. Think, think, what’s the freakiest thing?

“When I was seven, my mother dressed my sisters and me up as Cinderella and the ugly step-sisters.”

“Let me guess, you were the one with the unibrow?” Kelvin said.

Yes, I’d piqued enough interest to move on.

“I bet you were Cinderella. And you know I can tell when you lie.”

I didn’t want to explain details, but everyone else had other ideas.

“Good guess, Jules. My sisters wanted to go as two ghouls.”

“I can’t believe that’s the freakiest thing to happen to you,” Elle said.

“Perhaps we need another question,” Stacy said.

“Anyway, my sisters headed off with their friends, dumping me two miles from home.”

“I’m still waiting for the freaky bit,” Elle said.

“I’m walking down the street, on my own, dressed like Cinderella. I turned a corner, around four blocks from home, and who should I see? Robert Foster, the school bully.”

“Did he recognise you?” Elle asked.

Elle was the prettiest of my three dorm roommates. Standing around 5ft 2in she possessed the biggest, bluest eyes I’d ever seen. Elle could have been a model if she stood a foot taller. But she never stayed single for long. Elle studied the culinary arts and produced a never-ending string of delicious delights for the four of us. Every time I walked into the common room, enticing smells emanated from our tiny oven. With Elle happy to cook each day, she escaped the dreaded roommate roster of cleaning, shopping, and laundry.

“No, it was worse than that.”

“Don’t tell me he fancied you,” Jules said.

“I crossed the road, only for him to do the same thing. A hundred yards ahead, he’d set his sights on me. I crossed the road again, but he did the same. And he had two of his most scary henchmen by his side. And they were all on bicycles.”

“I hope he beat your faggot arse,” Kelvin said.

“He was seven, you neanderthal,” Elle said.

“I made it as far as the brick fence in front of Mister Henson’s place. But then the bikes corralled me against the fence.”

“Then what happened?” Stacy asked.

“I resigned myself to copping a beating. But Robert Foster politely asked my name. I expected this to be part of the joke, and that he would brand me with a girly nickname for the rest of my schooldays. But he didn’t recognise me. I hid in plain sight. He became all friendly to me for the first time.”

“Did you play with his winky?” Elle asked.

“He told me how pretty I was and asked where I lived. I told him the first thing I could think of. That I was visiting for Halloween. The next thing he did really surprised me. He opened his lolly bag.”

“I haven’t heard it called that for a long while,” Elle said.

“And he told me to take whatever I desired.”

The dorm common room sat midway between the four dorm rooms in our block. Somehow, I’d secured a spot amongst three babes, with Stacy at one end, Elle between her and the common room, Jules on the other side of the common room, and me at the far end next to Jules. Shared bathrooms meant Jules and I needed to lock our doors to avoid seeing each other naked. That worked, although I’d walked out on a Saturday or Sunday morning to a few of Jules’ conquests. Male and female. They obviously missed the memo.

“I cautiously selected my favourite. But then he grabbed my hand as I removed it. He wanted something in return. I was shitting bricks, worried he’d work out who I really was. I opened my lolly bag. And yes, Elle, it was an actual lolly bag. But that wasn’t what he wanted.”

“Did he ask you to play with his winky?” Elle asked.

“No, worse. Robert Foster, the school bully, asked me for a kiss.”

“What did you do?” Jules asked.

“I figured a kiss was a small price to pay for my freedom.”

“Ooh, you kissed a guy, you faggot,” Kelvin said.

“He was seven and shitting bricks. Move on,” Jules said.

“Thankfully, I made it home in one piece.”

“I got a big game tomorrow. I’m out of here, girls,” Kelvin said, staring directly at me.

“Rest up and think of me cheering you on,” Stacy said.

“I doubt that vision will help him sleep. Perhaps he can think of Donald cheering him on instead,” Jules said.

“I’m calling it quits, too. I got to work tomorrow morning,” Elle said.

Jules and I headed to the north wing.

“I can’t believe you outed yourself to Kelvin,” Jules said.

“It was a onetime thing and many years ago.”

“And why would your mother dress you up like that, Donald?”

“It was punishment.”

“For what, kissing the boys?”

“Let’s just say my sisters caught me playing dress-ups once too often.”

“Is that why you always volunteer for laundry duty, Donald?”

“Her punishment worked. I haven’t dressed since that Halloween.”

“I’d love to see Donnarella. Or do you simply call yourself Donna?”

“I was seven. But one day I’ll dig out some photos.”

“Photos won’t cut it, I’m afraid, Donna.”

Jules had a familiar, wild-eyed look about her.

“I won’t tell anyone that you like playing dress-ups. Especially not Kelvin.”

“Why am I waiting for the but, Jules?”

“But I want to recreate that moment fifteen years later.”

“You want Kelvin to beat me up?”

“Ooh, that would be perfect. If only I could convince Kelvin to kiss Donna.”

“Don’t you dare, it ain’t happening.”

“Dare accepted. I’ll hang out with Donna on Halloween and keep the other evil men away from you.”

“How did we arrive at that decision?”

To be honest, the idea of spending the night as Donna excited me. And as obnoxious as Jules was, I trusted she’d not let me get into too much trouble.

“Leave it to me. I know the perfect outfit for Donna.”

“I don’t know why I let you talk me into things, Jules.”

“Because you love me. And I might find you attractive as a woman.”

That outcome excited me even more than being Donna. I’d do almost anything for a night of passion with Jules.

“Fingers crossed.”


CHAPTER TWO


“HERE SHE IS, South Carolina’s very own Cinderella,” Jules said.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Let’s finish this and move on with life,” I said.

“You’re not displaying the USC spirit. Do I need to ask Stacy to pep you up?”

“This excursion remains strictly between you and me, or I’m out.”

Jules’ playfulness worried me. While I trusted her to take care of me, her enthusiasm often resulted in disaster. Something I wanted to avoid. It was important for me to put my foot down early on, no matter which high heels I wore.

“Okay, I’m merely having some fun. I’m not trying to turn you gay.”

“Is that what happened to you, Jules?”

“I’m not gay. I just don’t discriminate between lovers based on gender.”

“Either way, you enjoy as much pussy as I do.”

“I’d fall over if you got half what I got. Anyway, enough stalling. Let’s find a gown for Cinderella to wear to the ball.”

Heading into Jules’ dorm room felt strange. Since day one, my roommates had banned me from setting foot in Stacy’s, Elle’s, or Jules’ dorms. But they could visit me in mine, not that they did that often. Most times I saw them was in the common area. I’d dreamed this day would come. When the veil of feminine secrecy would lift. I simply never imagined it to be under these circumstances.

“Let’s start with everyday wear. Anything take your fancy?” Jules asked, opening a large closet filled to the brim.

Trying to hold back my embarrassment, I stood before a closet full of tops, pants, dresses, skirts, jackets, and much, much more. Then below the clothing sat rows and rows of sexy shoes and boots. Overwhelmed, I didn’t know where to start.

“I don’t know. Something simple, like a t-shirt, jeans and runners.”

“Is that what you wore fifteen years ago?”

“No, Cinderella wore a ball gown and heels.”

“Then let’s move to the sexy closet.”

Jules’ dorm room was nothing like mine. Sure, it was small, and overloaded with personal possessions. But it was clean and fragrant, and everything was out of sight. And the walls were devoid of posters, while knick-knacks sat on every surface. But most notable were a series of mirrors about the room. A full-length mirror dominated the corner nearest the closet. A smaller half mirror sat above a bedside table that contained Jules’ makeup. Each of the closets had mirrors attached inside the doors. And most disturbingly, a full length run of mirror tiles sat above Jules’ bed.

“Anything take your fancy?” Jules asked as she opened the closet door.

Like everything was what I wanted to say. But I didn’t want to appear too excited.

“The odd thing.”

“I think your boner tells a different story, Donna.”

Jules’ comment convinced me to straighten my manhood.

“Recognise the yellow plaid skirt and jacket,” Jules asked.

“Clueless, perhaps.”

“I got a white blouse and knee socks that finish the outfit perfectly.”

“Perhaps, put that in the ‘maybe pile’.”

Jules threw the outfit on the bed. Interestingly, she added a pair of white four-inch block heel patent leather ankle boots to give the outfit a sexy lift.

“What about something more contemporary, like Suicide Squad? You’ll certainly attract attention,” Jules said, pulling out a blue and red latex jump suit with matching socks, heels, and hair ties.

“I think it may be too revealing for me, Jules.”

After digging a little deeper, Jules pulled out a French Maid’s outfit.

“Wow, those stockings are sweet with the black bows,” I said, unable to resist the temptation to touch the silky material.

“The outfit is a dream to wear, and it attracts a lot of comments from guys. Especially if you wear it with these black leather over-the-knee boots.”

Powerless to resist, I reached out and sampled the soft leather boots. Mere words couldn’t describe the softness. And the second my hand met the supple leather, my boner returned.

“Put that in the ‘maybe pile’, Jules.”

“You can’t wait to try it on, can you?”

The dopey expression reflected from every mirror said it all.

“Now, I got two classic Mean Girls’ outfits for you to choose from,” Jules said, pulling out a ‘Jingle Bell Rock’ outfit and a Playboy Bunny outfit.

“Why have I never seen you wear these, Jules?”

“Because I didn’t know you were kinky. Until now.”

I had two options. Retreat into my shell and forever regret it. Or embrace the opportunity and leverage it to spend the night with Jules. The latter option won hands down.

“I wouldn’t call myself kinky.”

“Undress, and let me be the judge of that, Donna.”

After trying on everything on the bed, the French Maid’s outfit won hands down. It was sexy and silky, and it let me hide my junk under a ruffled skirt. Plus, I could wear the sexiest pair of boots all night, something that piqued my curiosity.

“I’m not going anywhere with a guy in a dress, Donna. You need to turn up showered and fully shaved around 3:00 pm. And take the boots and stockings with you. I need you to walk like a girl in those heels.”


CHAPTER THREE


“I’M GONNA SAY something I never expected to say, Donald. Fuck, you look hot. I’d do you,” Jules said.

“Then let’s stay in and make our own excitement,” I said.

“Argh! Guys, I’m still here,” Stacy said.

“Sorry, Stacy. Thanks for working your makeup magic on the two of us,” Jules said.

“Here’s the five hundred dollars,” I said, handing an unmarked envelope to Stacy.

“Your secret is safe with me,” Stacy said, counting the money before heading out the door.

“She’d better not tell anyone. Especially Kelvin.”

“The makeup cost fifty bucks, Donna. The rest is hush money.”

“I gather you’re not embarrassed to be seen in public with me?”

“So far, I’ve enjoyed our three hours together, Donna.”

“Hopefully, I’ll make a few of the girls jealous for you.”

“You’ll do more than just attract the attention of the girls.”

Two stunners stared back at me from the mirror. But one, in particular, attracted my eye. The shiny French Maid’s outfit was short, flouncy and frilly. Made of black satin, it sat a solid three inches above my knee. With peasant girl shoulders, highlighted with a black bow on the white lace material, and a plunging neckline, there were plenty of treats drawing attention. White gloves, with lace frills, a black felt hat with lace edges, and a prominent bow finished the outfit perfectly. And Stacy had blown out and styled my hair before skilfully applying dramatic night makeup. I took my breath away.

The idea of girls getting hot and bothered over me pepped me up. The idea of guys getting hot and bothered over me terrified me. It brought back memories of Robert Foster ramming his tongue down my throat for a solid sixty seconds.

“Stay with me all night,” I said.

“If you are still this hot in eight hours, I’ll be inviting you for a sleepover, Donna.”

“Hold that thought. But promise me you won’t…”

“… dump you and run like your sisters did. I promise.”

I stood petrified by what I was about to do.

“Don’t worry. I’m not planning to move out anytime soon, Donna. And I know you’d never forgive me.”

Jules went with the Playboy Bunny outfit. Channelling her best ‘Regina George’, her big floppy ears turned down just enough to be sexy and slutty. A white leotard held everything in the perfect position, while fur accents around the top and bottom of the leotard, wrists and tops of her knee-length boots, drew the eye to Jules’ best assets. Black stockings elongated her legs, making her appear like a supermodel. Luscious ruby-red lips reminded me of what I planned to sample later in the evening.

“Are you gonna tell me where we’re headed?” I asked.

“Don’t worry, it’s only a short ten-minute walk.”

“Can’t we catch an Uber?”

“If you’re gonna whine all night…”

“… I’m sorry. I promise I’ll be as perky as cheerleader Stacy for the rest of the night, Jules.”

Heading out of the dorm, I expected to cop it from Elle. But she stood frozen to the spot, watching me walk by in total silence.

“I think you just turned Elle.”

“Don’t tell me you told her as well. I don’t want Kelvin or any of his jock friends finding out about this. That guy scares the shit out of me.”

“Stacy’s the only one who knows. And she needs the money, really badly. Credit card bills are mounting up.”

“Now it makes sense why she counted the cash.”

“Elle doesn’t know. But she gave me two thumbs up on my way out the door. She thinks Donna’s my date.”

For the first two blocks, I focused on little but putting one foot in front of the other. While I’d been wearing the sexy boots each night in my dorm room, walking in the wild was another thing altogether. The pavements weren’t even, and people riding scooters the other way forced me off the path a few times. But I corrected and embraced the sexy posture that the high heels encouraged. And every time we passed someone on the street, I sucked in a deep breath and held it, making sure that my chest and arse were prominent enough not to give me away.

“Which dorm are we headed to, Jules?”

“Keep heading straight up Blossom Street.”

“Then we’d better swap sides of the road. We’re only a block away from the Greek Village.”

“I know. I got us tickets to the ‘Pi Kappa Phi’ Halloween party.”

The Greek Village was notorious around USC. With twenty buildings housing around seven hundred students, the Greek Village accounted for over fifty percent of the trouble, while just housing three percent of the students. And with the fraternities dominating the Blossom Street entrance, we’d be right in the firing line from our first step on village soil. But the hardest pill to swallow was that Jules had signed us up for the ‘Pi Kappa Phi’ party. Not only was the fraternity located towards the rear of the village, ‘Pi Kappa Phi’ was the infamous jock fraternity. The one that Kelvin and his teammates had all pledged to.

“You’re not taking me to a frat house, Jules.”

“Haven’t you always wanted to know what goes on behind closed doors?”

“Not dressed like this, I haven’t.”

“I doubt you’d be let in any other way, Donna.”

Jules made a fair point. I had very few male friends, and none of them were athletic. This was my one shot to peek beneath the covers.

“Well, I’m going in, Donna. You could always head home if you’d rather.”

Shit, she’d played that card. If anyone recognised me, I wouldn’t make it out alive. But making my way home alone scared me the shit out of me, too. I’d spent three hours dressing up, and frankly, early signs were very positive. I couldn’t believe Jules had conned me again.

“Okay, but we use the safe word ‘lemonade’, Jules. And we both leave at any sign we have compromised my cover.”

“Agreed. But go easy on the drinks. I don’t want you bailed up in the toilets.”

While it tempered my excitement, the reward for sticking this out with Jules was massive. I reckoned I’d learn more in one night with her than in my previous twenty-two years.

Turning from Blossom Street into Lincoln Street, we approached ‘Lambda Chi Alpha’. Beats hit us like a tidal wave as a DJ spun the latest spring break worthy track. The red brick two story building appeared more impressive than from the website. A flagpole proudly displayed the stars and stripes, while the four double story Corinthian columns added a presidential presence. And the boys had dressed the building up to capture a spooky theme. They had wrapped cotton wool around every pole and wire coming and going from the house to represent cobwebs. The fire hazard worried me, but the guys blocking the sidewalk concerned me more.

Of concern, we had only entered the Greek Village, and already, the streets overflowed. The houses were closed off for invite only parties, but the sidewalks and roads were flush with bodies, ninety percent of which were male. As we approached the first group of guys, they moved into our path. Thinking quickly, I wrapped my arm around Jules’ waist and slid my thumb inside her leotard, claiming ownership. That piqued the interest of the boys, but not enough to assure us of safe passage. Stopping a few feet short of the blockage, I turned to Jules, playfully stroking her hair before kissing her and dropping my hands onto her arse.

“Why don’t you stay and party with us?” a frat boy asked.

“Such a lovely offer, but our gorgeous sorority sisters are expecting us,” I replied.

The boys cleared a path for the two of us to pass through.

“Thanks for taking one for the team,” Jules whispered as soon as we were out of hearing range.

“I’m only kissing one mouth tonight, Jules. And hopefully that’s the first of many times.”

“Somehow I doubt it.”

Having escaped ‘Lambda Chi Alpha’, we turned into Fraternity Circuit. The ‘Sigma Chi’ and ‘Delta Delta Delta’ frats awaited us, and these stood but fifty feet apart. I had my arse pinched a dozen times, but we squeezed through the crowd without making eye contact. Deep in the Greek Village heartland, the stench of beer and body odour was only just overpowered by the stench of vomit. I held my nose at one stage to avoid throwing up. But we made it past, although I pulled Jules close to me in a panic several times. As we escaped the danger of our fourth frat house, only ‘Gamma Phi Beta’ stood between us and our destination. I led Jules through the crowd away from the frat house and took a shortcut through the car park. Minutes later, we stood in front of ‘Pi Kappa Phi’.

“Remember the safe word, Jules.”

“But what if you really want a lemonade?”

My look of contempt said it all.

“Then I’ll ask for cola.”

The ‘Pi Kappa Phi’ frat house was a whole different beast to the previous ones. Three stories and with a massive white portico in the front, the house appeared bigger than many school buildings I’d seen. Beautifully manicured lawns, perfectly shaped trees, and a building maintained to perfection awaited us. While the frat house had a few Halloween touches added, it appeared the action was out of view behind the grand old building. As we made our way towards the entrance, my pulsed raced into overdrive.

“Do you have tickets?” a frat boy asked.

“Two tickets, as requested,” Jules replied, handing over the brightly coloured items for wristbands.

“Are you girls lesbians?” the frat guy asked, prompting Jules to kick me.

“Why would we have tickets to cock central if we were lesbians?” Jules replied.

“Great to hear. I’ll check in with you personally later in the night,” the frat boy said, staring straight at me.

“You didn’t ask if we were bisexual,” Jules said, pulling me towards her and kissing me with intent.

“My room needs a freshen up. Perhaps you could both help me with that,” the frat boy said.

After walking through the house and into the backyard, I noted the building backed onto Blossom Street.

“Why didn’t we come straight down Blossom Street, Jules?”

“And miss all the fun.”

“Thanks, my arse will be black and blue tomorrow.”

“Oh, the curse of being a popular girl.”


CHAPTER FOUR


“DO YOU WANT a drink?” Jules asked.

“No thanks, ‘lemonade’,” I said, petrified at the idea of being left alone.

“You can’t stand in this corner all night, Donna.”

“I’m scared that a wayward hand will grab something unexpected.”

Much to my protests, Jules headed off to find some drinks while I securely wedged myself in a corner. Not that the corner presented much of a deterrent. For a fifty-member frat, the number of attendees surprised me. I roughly counted two hundred and fifty, the bulk of whom were girls. I’d never seen as many gorgeous girls in one spot before. Every type imaginable was in attendance. And the blondes dominated at least two to one.

The frat boys mingled in small groups across the yard, some towards the DJ, some towards the bar, and some towards a karaoke setup at the opposite end of the yard. Football players creatively dressed as football player zombies, while the remaining frat boys channelled famous dead people. The girls appeared intent on showing as much skin as humanly possible without revealing their underwear. Not that underwear appeared mandatory. I scanned the crowd and gladly found no other French Maids.

“I was just telling my friends Tank and Kelvin that I was a better kisser than them,” Steven Goodman, the starting quarterback, said.

Oh fuck, this wasn’t good. I’d wedged myself in a corner with nowhere to escape.

“Likely,” I said, unsure how else to respond.

“Would you mind helping us prove the theory?” Steven said.

Before I had time to respond, Steven stepped forward and joined me in the corner. As his face approached mine, I closed my eyes, hoping to avoid what was to come. Steven’s kiss was soft yet firm. And while his three-day growth scratched my clean-shaven skin, he kissed with a skill that left me hoping it wouldn’t end. Our lips remained locked for what seemed like minutes before he gently parted my compliant lips, pushed his tongue through my flimsy barrier, and explored all areas of my mouth.

“How would you rate that?” Steven asked.

It took me ten seconds to regain composure.

“A solid nine, but I am a hard marker,” I replied.

“I’d imagine I’m not the only guy you’ve kissed tonight,” Steven said.

Before I had time to respond, Tank stepped forward and squashed my body against his. He didn’t worry about technique. It was all teeth and tongue from the start. No foreplay, nothing in the least bit gentle. In fact, as he thrust his tongue deep down my throat, his cock hardened and pressed against my stomach. The horror show lasted for fifteen seconds before I successfully pushed his body away. Not that his teammates saw any of that.

“How would you rate Tank’s kiss?” Steven asked.

Shit. Should I rate them the same? But then Tank would think I was up for it. And Steven would have many options, but Tank appeared like the type to fixate. But I didn’t want to destroy him in front of his fellow linebacker and quarterback. How should I navigate this? Tank deserved only a three.

“You held back a little. An eight for you,” I replied.

Just as Kelvin stepped into the space vacated by Tank, Jules arrived back with the drinks. Putting both down on a table, she tapped Kelvin on the shoulder.

“Hey Kelvin, Stacy needs help with her bra strap,” Jules said.

Kelvin turned to me and then to Steven, who nodded, prompting Kelvin to head off.

“What did I miss?” Jules asked.

“I was helping the boys judge the best kisser,” I said.

“I’ll fill in for Kelvin, if you like,” Jules said.

With Kelvin gone, Jules stepped into the vacant space vacated and pressed her body against mine. After brushing my hair back with the back of her hand, she cupped my face with both hands, drawing her lips to mine. Biting my bottom lip, our mouths met fully, and her tongue thrust deep inside. Our lips remained locked together for minutes.

“How would you rate that kiss?” Steven asked.

“Definitely a ten,” I replied.

“Nice, gives me something to strive for then,” Steven said.

Steven thanked me for my help and headed off with Tank. Probably to try the same move on the next pretty girl he spotted alone.

After an hour of hiding in the corner, I gradually settled down a little. After all, with fifty guys and two hundred girls, what did I have to worry about? The jocks had plenty of options more interesting than me. I even chatted away to a few of the footballers, which totally blew my mind. In my previous three years, I’d only ever spoken to Kelvin. And that was because I shared a dorm with his girlfriend.

It felt liberating to be the popular kid for once. And the longer I wore the outfit, the more comfortable and confident I became. I adored the attention I got. I adored how my reflection appeared. And I adored the dirty stares I got from the cheerleaders after the footballers kissed me. I wanted to race up and tell Stacy that Kelvin would have kissed me if it hadn’t been for Jules. But that would have been suicide. Two hours in, and I’d moved to a table in the open.

“I hope my boys are being gentlemanly,” a voice behind me said.

I turned to see Adam Braithwaite, the USC Gamecocks’ coach, and an all-around legend of the University of South Carolina standing before me. Adam caught the eye of most of the girls. But I’d never been this close to him before. And his appeal instantly became obvious, even to me.

“You’ve taught them well, coach. They know how to treat a lady with respect.”

“That’s why I’m here. To keep a few of them on a short leash.”

“On behalf of the two-hundred odd girls at the party, thank you for your work, coach.”

“May I borrow your phone?”

“Sure,” I replied, handing it over more than a little confused.

“Here’s my private number. I promise to threaten any of the boys at your request.”

“Thank you, coach. That makes me feel much safer.”

“You have me at a disadvantage. You know me, but I didn’t catch your name.”

“I’m Donna. Donna Benson.”

“Which sorority are you from, Donna? I can’t recall hearing your name at the cheerleader try-outs.”

“No sorority, I’m afraid. Truth be told, I’m a bit of a nerd.”

“Well, brains and beauty. The world is your oyster.”

Adam handed my phone back, stopping to kiss my hand as he did. Then he ran across the yard to prevent one of his players from overstepping the mark.

“Was that Adam Braithwaite chatting to you?” Jules asked.

“Yep.”

“Tell me everything. What did he want?”

“He was simply checking in on my safety.”

“He didn’t check in on mine.”

“And he gave me his private number.”

I held out my phone to show the entry.

“Kissing the quarterback and a linebacker got me jealous. But getting Adam Braithwaite’s phone number. I hate you right now, Donna.”


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


WAKING UP THE next morning, my head throbbed. And everything appeared unfamiliar. It wasn’t my dorm. It wasn’t Jules’ dorm. Oh crap. Where the hell was I? The room reeked of cheap deodorant over a solid platform of body odour. Goodness, no. Don’t tell me I slept with one of the frat boys in his dorm? I rolled over and bumped into a body.

“We better get you out of here before someone notices your boner,” Jules said.

“We didn’t…”

“… fuck, no. Some arsehole spiked your drink.”

“My head hurts like a motherfucker, Jules.”

Thankfully, the room had a private bathroom. It must have been one of the senior boys’ rooms, as the bed was a double and there was still plenty of floor space.

“I’d touch up your makeup while you’re in there, Donna.”

I peered in the mirror, still a little bleary-eyed. Even wearing a bra and panties, I rated a solid eight. My makeup was intact. It merely needed a touch up.

“How did we end up here?” I asked.

“You made quite the impression on coach Braithwaite.”

“Tell me I didn’t embarrass myself, Jules?”

“No, it pissed him off his boys had overstepped the mark. He brought us here to make sure you were safe.”

“I don’t think I could face him.”

“You won’t have to. He’s running extra practices with the team until someone admits to the crime.”

I let out a massive sigh. The last thing I wanted was for coach Braithwaite to think I was some slut.

“Did you fuck him, Jules?”

“No, he was the perfect gentleman, unfortunately. I hinted at it, but he didn’t take the bait. But I got to spend some quality time with him.”

“What did you find out?”

“That he has the hots for you, Cinderella.”

It was daylight out, and we were both dressed for the Halloween party.

“How do we return to the dorms?” I asked.

“Walk of shame, my friend.”

“But surely someone will see me.”

“Stacy’s messaged me, Donna. She’s taken Elle to the mall to give us a landing window.”

“I figured she’d hate me after Kelvin tried to kiss me.”

“I explained things. No harm, no foul.”

“I mean, why would Kelvin be that stupid? Stacy is the bomb.”

“Boys don’t always think with their rational heads, Donna.”

Coach Braithwaite lived in Five Points, about a twenty-minute walk from the dorm. But with an Uber, we arrived home in three minutes.

“How did you enjoy the night, Donna?”

“It was fun. What I can remember of it.”

“Great, because I’ve always wanted a BFF to play with.”

My head ached, and while I’d missed out on my night of passion with Jules, I wasn’t looking for a do-over?

“One outing will do me fine, thanks Jules.”

“Imagine how Kelvin would react if he discovered he tried to kiss a boy.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Unfortunately, my lips loosen when I drink, Donna.”

“Okay, what’s the ask?”

“There is a bar that is exclusively for girls that I’ve wanted to visit. But I’ve never had a BFF to join me.”

“When you say exclusively for girls…”

“… it’s a lesbian bar.”

“And what happens when you pick up, Jules?”

“I was thinking we’d pick up.”

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

“Do you want to ride the tricycle with me, Cinderella?”

Jules described the venue, the crowd, and her desire for both of us to score at the same time.

“But we’ll need to find you the perfect outfit, Donna.”

Trying to appear reluctant, I agreed to buying an outfit of my own. Jules offered to take me shopping. She planned we’d both head into the change room, on the pretence that I wanted to see the outfit on my girlfriend. We were basically the same size, anyway, meaning it wouldn’t seem suspicious. And the concept of having an outfit of my own gave me an immediate rush.

“On one proviso, Jules.”

“What’s that?”

“That I can borrow some of your clothes from time to time.”

“I’d really like that,” Jules said, squeezing my hand.

Little did I know Jules had grand plans. We didn’t visit a small local store. Instead, she took me to the largest mall in South Carolina. After leaving Victoria’s Secret with something silky and something sexy, we hit Forever 21 for club wear. Undecided between two outfits, a little black dress and a leather mini and blouse, Jules convinced me to buy them both. Not that I put up much resistance. Finally, Jules took me to the department store to pick out a makeup set and sexy shoes. Again, I ended up buying multiple pairs, one pair of sky-high stilettos, and a gorgeous pair of soft and sexy ankle boots. Excited with my new purchases, I spent the afternoon locked away in my dorm room. Around 4:00 pm, my phone dinged.

“Be ready to leave at 8:00 pm,” Jules messaged


CHAPTER SIX


STANDING OUT FRONT of the Art Bar, I struggled to see what made this venue special. Sure, it had cool strings of lights and a fabulous neon sign in the window, but apart from that, it appeared like any suburban shopfront. Only thirty yards up Park Street from Gervais Street, I noticed the hustle-bustle of the main drag. But this venue appeared hidden away. Almost concealed from view, where only those in the know would find it. Hell, I’d walked past it a dozen times without considering what lay behind the doors.

I’d let Jules pick out my outfit, which in retrospect was possibly a mistake. A Barbie-pink bustier somehow made it appear like I had decent boobs. Although strapping tape created the cleavage, and the rest was chicken fillets. But with lace cups and sexy thin spaghetti straps holding it in place, it would be a head turner. Black skin-tight shiny latex pants hugged every curve and made my arse and leg muscles demand attention. Matching pink four-inch stiletto pumps and a pink crossbody evening bag completed the outfit.

If it hadn’t been for the thirty women of varying ages queued up out front, I wouldn’t have known this was the pre-eminent lesbian pickup spot in Columbia. I scanned the faces in the crowd, surprised to recognise a few of the girls in the queue. While way out of my comfort zone, a calmness filled me. The crowd appeared peaceful, chilled, and respectful. Sure, I wouldn’t have worn most of the outfits, but it simply reflected the diversity of the lesbian community. As I scanned the crowd, my phone dinged.

“I’m sorry that you fell victim to the boys on my watch,” Adam messaged.

“Thank you for taking care of me, coach.”

“I’d like to find the culprit. Perhaps we can grab dinner and discuss.”

“I can’t tonight. Out with friends. Can we take a rain check?”

“Who are you chatting with?” Jules asked.

“Adam was just apologising for last night.”

“I told you he likes you, Donna.”

“Until he finds out what lurks beneath my knickers.”

Jules looked super-hot in a black leather dress emblazoned with chrome zippers. With a plunging neckline, waist zip pockets and diagonal front pockets, my immediate impulse was to reach out and slide the prominent vertical zip down a few inches to release her delightful breasts. And with sexy black five-inch stiletto ankle boots with buckles completing the outfit, she appeared like she’d stepped out of a nearby dungeon. With soft makeup and exaggerated, blown-out hair, she aimed to captivate.

“Let’s not speak of boys tonight. Does anyone take your fancy, Donna?”

I scanned the crowd, this time focusing on the girls and not the outfits. A cheerleader stood in a group with three butch girls with tattoos. An older lady, possibly thirty, smiled at me when I caught her eye. Oh, crap. She’s my Economics professor.

“The lady in the red leather pants is attractive.”

“And I bet she’d go down on me in a heartbeat. Good spotting.”

Feeling infinitely safer than the previous night, I joked and laughed with Jules as we waited to enter. Once safely inside, I resisted the urge to squeeze myself into a corner. I looked good. I felt good, and I was on a promise that I could only have wished for a week before. Everything appeared in place for the night of my life.

“What do you want to drink, Donna?”

“Lemonade, thanks. The drink, not the safe word. I don’t want to forget a second of this night.”

The inside of the Art Bar was an attack on the senses. It appeared like a deconstructed Christmas tree. Bright and colourful, multi-coloured lights dominated the vista from the front door throughout. And brightly coloured walls and fixtures only added to the cacophony of colour. Music flooded the venue, but not loud enough to stifle the conversation. Everywhere about us stood groups of girls chatting away like long-lost friends. Before Jules went to the bar, she stepped forward and kissed me deeply. Her tongue explored every inch of my mouth. Thank goodness I’d strapped myself into my latex pants, or it would have blown my cover.

“Hi, I’m Leslie Andersson,” the attractive older lady in the red leather pants said once Jules was gone.

“Lovely to meet you, Leslie. I’m Donna.”

“I adore that top on you. Is it new?” Leslie asked, running her hand up the Barbie-pink bustier.

“Yes, I bought it today.”

“I haven’t seen you here before.”

“No, I’m new in town, Leslie.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m a student on exchange for six months.”

Leslie took a step forward, pressing her voluptuous breasts against my arm. Her breathing quickened while I watched her pupils dilate.

“According to the rule book, I’m not supposed to screw students.” Leslie said.

“But breaking rules isn’t something you’re averse to.”

“Exactly. Especially with a cutie like you, Donna.”

I couldn’t believe this goddess was chatting to me. And she obviously had one thing on her mind. A rush of endorphins thrashed about my body. Bucket list item number one, here we come.

“Do you live nearby, Leslie?”

“A three-minute walk.”

As Leslie finished her sentence, Jules arrived and handed me a drink.

“Are you gonna introduce me to your gorgeous friend?” Jules asked.

“I’m Leslie. And tonight must be our lucky night.”

“You took the words right out of my mouth,” Jules said.

With that, Leslie stepped forward and playfully bit Jules’ bottom lip before kissing her with intent. Their lips remained locked for a solid thirty seconds as Leslie dropped her hands onto Jules’ arse and Jules did likewise. Having surveilled Jules’ lower-level assets, Leslie slid her hands upward. A minute or two of breast massaging later, they finally parted lips.

“Skol,” Jules said, turning to me.

“Follow me, you two,” Leslie said, leading Jules and me out of the venue.

“To the end of the Earth, if needed,” Jules said, wrapping her arm around Leslie’s waist.

I wasn’t sure where I fitted in. I simply recognised that Leslie and Jules were hot to trot and somehow, I figured in their plans.

Leslie pulled Jules close and led her down Park Street and into Hampton Street. It was early to be heading home, but somehow, I figured we were in for a long night ahead.

“Are you a student, too?” Leslie asked Jules.

“Yes, Donna and I are roommates.”

“Takes me back to my college days. Let’s just say I had a reputation for turning the straight girls.”

“I could see how you could be persuasive, what with your obvious assets.”

“The penis never did it for me. I never even considered trying.”

Oh shit. I’d picked up a full-on lesbian for Jules. Where was I gonna feature in this three-some?

“I’m keeping my options open. But I’m in a pussy-only phase right now,” Jules said.

“One night with me and you’ll never have a need for a man again,” Leslie said, forcing Jules’ body against a tree and kissing her.

Their lips remained locked for minutes. I definitely fitted into their plans like a third wheel.

“Well, here we are. My humble den of iniquity, girls.”

Leslie kicked the door shut as she raced Jules and me up the stairs and into the bedroom. After closing the door, she slid the zipper on Jules’ dress all the way down before pushing her back onto the bed.

“Make yourselves comfortable, girls. Let me just grab a few toys for playtime.”

“I hope you’ve got a serious strap-on, Leslie.”

“Don’t worry, I know just how to please my lovers,” Leslie said, disappearing into the walk-in robe.

“Get undressed,” Jules whispered.

“She hates penises, Jules.”

“Then sit on the chair in the corner and prepare yourself for a show.”

For the following six-hours I watched Leslie deliver what Jules called the perfect lesson in lesbian lovemaking.


CHAPTER SEVEN


“YOU WERE AWFULLY quiet last night,” Jules said.

“Perhaps it was your howling orgasms that drowned me out.”

“I expected you to be more active. After all, it is every man’s dream.”

“What to be dressed as a girl and caught in a lesbian three-way?”

“Okay, I understand. You didn’t want to reveal yourself.”

“Imagine if Leslie had gone down on me and discovered a little something extra, Jules.”

“You’re right. She didn’t have a hetero bone in her body.”

“Exactly. And my unexpected bone would not have been well-received.”

Even on a walk of shame, Jules strutted along. Her face was flushed, and her gait reflected having her legs open for hours on end. But her demeanour reeked of satisfaction.

“That was a brave move, picking up Leslie for me,” Jules said.

“Just as long as you repay the favour.”

“I should have given you the lowdown on the LGBT community before we lobbed at the bar.”

“I’m sort of picking it up by osmosis, Jules.”

“Fuck, that Leslie delivered the best orgasms. I’ve never come that much in a single night.”

As we crossed Gervais Street, a car horn honked at Jules and me.

“I wish you could have experienced what I did, Donna.”

“That may be a step too far.”

“Challenge accepted. I’ll find a way.”

Goodness no. What have I just talked myself into now?

Over the following few days, I made excuses to lock myself away in my dorm room. I was dressing more and more. And when I didn’t, little else but dressing occupied my mind. The itch was well and truly back again. Only this time I had a case of hives. Something that I’d repressed since my schooldays dominated my every waking thought. I was hooked and had no plans to cut back.

Midweek, I sat in my dorm room fully dressed when my phone rang. About to let the call go through to message bank, I noted the caller was Adam. Shit, I didn’t want Adam hearing Donald’s message bank message. I picked up.

“Hi, this is Donna,” I said.

“Hi, Donna. I hope you don’t mind me calling you this late,” Adam said.

“No, that’s fine. I’m sorry I haven’t called you back.”

“Not to worry. I’m calling to let you know I’ve uncovered the culprit who spiked your drink at the Halloween party.”

“Thank goodness you were there to help me, coach.”

“Well, I’d like the boy to apologise to you, face-to-face and in the light of day.”

Just those words sent fear flooding through me. I’d be outed. It’d be a scandal. I couldn’t afford to go public.

“As much as I appreciate your concern, I’d rather not, coach.”

“He needs to take accountability for his actions. You may press charges?”

Holy crap. This had disaster written all over it. How was I gonna back my way out of this?

“I’m not comfortable involving the police. Whatever punishment you dish out will be sufficient, coach.”

“I can understand that you are nervous about confronting such a high-profile student. Are you sure I can’t persuade you to at least meet him? We could do it in private at my house.”

“No, I’m confident with you addressing it.”

“Then please let me prove all footballers don’t treat women like that.”

I wasn’t sure what Adam had in mind, but listened excitedly.

“Join me for dinner on Saturday night, Donna.”

I should have said no, but dressed all feminine, I glanced at the gorgeous girl in the mirror. This was Adam fucking Braithwaite asking me out. Donna deserved her Cinderella moment. And here was the perfect opportunity. Especially with the most handsome prince in the land. My hesitation became a yes.

“Text me your address and I’ll pick you up,” Adam said.

“How about you message me the address and I’ll meet you there?”

“It’s a date. See you there Saturday night, Donna.”

Oh, my goodness. Adam Braithwaite had just asked me out. Jules will have kittens when she finds out.

“Can I chat to you in my dorm?” I messaged.

“Why can’t you come to my dorm?” Jules responded.

“Donna’s not ready to go public yet.”

“I’ll be there in five.”

Questions about the coast being clear followed a knock on the door.

“Jules, guess who just called me?”

“If it’s Leslie, you are dead meat.”

“Even hotter.”

“I’ve never seen you this excited, Donna.”

I held my phone out, and Jules read the call history.

“What the fuck? What did he want?”

“Only a date with me, Jules.”

“How did you let him down?”

“I didn’t. We’re going out Saturday night.”

The expression on Jules’ face showed a mixture of confusion and jealousy.

“You realise you're a boy? Just like him, don’t you?”

“Hence, I need your help.”

“I’m not your fairy godmother, Cinderella.”

“I really want to do this. But I need your help.”

“And what happens when he pulls down your panties and finds a trick instead of a treat?”

“He won’t. I’ll make some excuse.”

Jules stared at me without expression for a solid two minutes.

“This has got disaster written all over it, Donna.”

“But you told me he’s got the hots for me. Tell me you’ll help.”

“Sure, I think.”

A couple of days later, once Jules had slept on it, we caught up again.

“Now, if you’re serious about this, you’re gonna need a proper makeover. I’ve booked you in at Studio O2 for a beauty treatment and styling session,” Jules said.

“But the date is tomorrow night.”

“Trust me. They’ll make you gorgeous, and I’ll recreate the look faithfully for your date.”

After sitting with my stylist, Courtney, for half an hour we agreed on a colour, hair extensions, eyebrow sculpting, a spray tan and professional makeup. Three short hours later, as the clock ticked over 4:30 pm, I sat dumbfounded as the most incredible beauty stared back at me from the shop mirror. Courtney was a magician. Exhilaration washed over me. I was ready to put my best foot forward and wow Adam on my date.

“Now we just need to find you a killer outfit. One that will excite him no matter whether he finds a trick or treat under the covers,” Jules said.

“I told you, it won’t get to that.”

“Look at you. Why wouldn’t it?”

“I know what I’m doing, Jules.”


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


“CAN WE GRAB a drink on the way home?” I asked.

“All dressed up with nowhere to go, hey?” Jules replied.

“A little,” I said, trying to contain my enthusiasm.

“I know just the place,” Jules said.

Putting on my sunglasses, I checked my reflection in the mirror before heading out onto the street. My hair and makeup were impeccable. Courtney had knocked it out of the park. Perfectly shaped and tinted eyebrows brought out a glisten in my eyes. A caramel glow covered all skin, while a splash of rouge and hot-pink lips drew attention where I desired it. A shamrock green leather skirt and matching leather padded bustier revealed enough skin without overstepping the mark into ultra-slutty. Two inches of tanned midriff made you wonder if I had an all-over tan. White four-inch block-heel knee-high leather boots softened the sex-kitten outfit perfectly.

We ordered an Uber in Five Points, as I needed to drop my bags off at the dorms on the way out. While the Uber waited, I sprinted up the stairs, well as quickly as I could in four-inch heels, before heading to my dorm room.

“Aren’t you Jules’ friend from Halloween?” a voice behind me asked.

“Sure am,” I replied, turning to see Kelvin standing between me and the front door.

“Perhaps I can collect on that kiss you owe me.”

“Is that Stacy?”

Kelvin turned towards Stacy’s dorm room. Dropping the bags, I bolted past Kelvin and scurried downstairs as fast as my high heels would allow.

“Why are you panting?” Jules asked.

“Just trying to stay out of a linebacker’s clutches.”

“Don’t you like your men tall and athletic?”

“You forgot single. And I’d trade some muscles for a few brains any day.”

Stopping at another nondescript shopfront, I thanked my stars we weren’t on Gervais Street. Only a stone’s throw from the Art Bar, The Capital Club crowd couldn’t have been more different. A line of well-groomed and muscular guys snaked along the sidewalk. A beast of a guy stood at the entrance, checking out anyone granted permission to enter. As the sun dropped below the horizon, an array of rainbow-coloured lights reflected onto the sidewalk.

“This place has a real sausage factory vibe,” I said.

“Isn’t that what you were hoping for?”

“Don’t be nasty, Jules.”

“Hey, you need to prepare for your date with Adam tomorrow night.”

Suddenly, I realised what Jules was intimating. While I’d embraced my femininity, she inferred that I’d appreciate the male eye candy. I met her gaze and held it for a solid ten seconds, but that only gave me time to reflect further.

“I couldn’t care less if you like guys,” Jules said.

“I’m simply embracing my feminine side.”

“Tell me you wouldn’t like to eat breakfast off that guy’s arse, Donna.”

Standing in front of us in the queue, Jules had pointed out the sexiest of arses I’d ever laid my eyes on. Two perfectly rounded cheeks filled out a faded pair of blue jeans. And the rips in his jeans were in all the right places, highlighting a Ferrari-red pair of silk trunks beneath. His muscular butt cheeks tensed as he stepped forward. Oh shit, Steven Goodman. What the hell is he doing at a gay bar? But that arse is pure perfection.

“Earth to Donna.”

“Sorry, what was I saying?”

“You were failing to convince me you wouldn’t like to spank that arse.”

“Must you always be crass, Jules?”

“Hey Steven. Are you here for the drag show?” Jules asked.

Steven turned around and smiled at me.

“Donna, right?” Steven replied.

“You have an excellent memory.”

“I never forget a passionate kiss, nor a pretty face.”

“Why don’t you two find a room somewhere?” Jules said.

“Sorry, Steven. This is Jules. She’s my friend.”

“Nice to meet you, Julie,” Steven said without diverting his gaze from me.

Jules’ face said it all. She wasn’t happy standing in my shadow, and the glow of my popularity definitely wore thin.

“I’m sorry about what happened at the Halloween party. As quarterback, it falls on me to lead the guys.”

“I woke up terribly sick, but I recovered after a decent sleep.”

“I can’t believe Kelvin would resort to such a dog act. Even if he mixed up the cups, spiking a girl’s drink is not acceptable.”

“I don’t know why Stacy stays with him. She could do much better,” Jules said.

“Who was the intended target, Steven?”

“The girl who kissed you instead of Kelvin. I can’t remember her name.”

Steven dressed in a simple grey V-neck t-shirt and jeans. But it wasn’t his clothes that demanded attention. He had piercing blue eyes, a three-day growth and the squarest of jaws, one that appeared chiselled from stone. His rippling arm muscles exploded from his t-shirt like he’d stepped out of a Marvel comic. And his t-shirt sat perfectly on his body, as if he’d been the design mannequin for the shirt. My mind instantly envisioned what lay underneath that t-shirt. There had to be a six-pack, and the idea of watching sweat slowly drip down his incredible torso had me short of breath in an instant.

After showing id, Steven entered the venue. But he waited in the foyer for us to pass through.

“May I see some id, ma’am?” the security behemoth asked.

Oh, crap. I hadn’t considered this. I can’t embarrass myself in front of Steven.

“About that. It’s an old photo.”

“That’s fine, ma’am. Perhaps you should update your photo soon. It doesn’t do you justice.”

Heading inside, Steven volunteered to buy the drinks while Jules and I claimed a booth.

“The drag show sounds fun, Jules.”

“Maybe they’ve got an amateur night contest?”

The venue appeared packed, yet it was only early. I couldn’t tell if it was the work knock-off crowd or punters prepared for a big night out. But the massive speakers blared out songs older than me, while coloured spotlights darted across the room. While ninety percent male, the crowd was diverse in every other way. There were rugged lumberjacks with beards, tanned and toned gym junkies, feminine guys wearing eyeliner, and larger-than-life drag queens mingling throughout the room.

“I’m not a drag queen, Jules.”

“Then what are you?”

I didn’t know how to respond. What would I call myself?

I adored dressing female more and more every day. But it wasn’t a sexual thing. Rather, dressing feminine comforted me. As if I wasn’t dressing up at all. Instead, this was the real me. In my mind, there was no confusion. I was fully female. But what scared me most was that when I dressed feminine, it wasn’t the girls who grabbed my attention. It was the boys like Steven. As I stared at his luscious arse, I couldn’t help but remember his sweet kiss.

“I’m not sure what to call it. When I’m dressed, I become a heterosexual female,” I said.

“Well, that’s a start.”

“I’m terribly confused, to tell you the truth, Jules.”

“Then, I gather you are more interested in sucking cock than licking pussy?”

“Must you always be so crass? I can’t be sure. But right now, I’d love to wrap my lips around Steven’s cock.”

“Wouldn’t we all? But for some of us, that isn’t an option.”

“You know about these things. What would you call me?”

“I don’t know. Sexuality is quite a fluid thing. But you’re obviously comfortable in a gay bar. I just hope I haven’t confused you.”

“You’ve merely opened my eyes to possibilities that never existed before, Jules.”

“Cool. Just don’t hate me. Diverting from the straight and narrow isn’t always easy. But enough chitter-chatter. Let’s find you some action.”

The vibe was chalk and cheese different from the lesbian bar. Sure, the guys were aggressively checking each other out. Perhaps more so. But while I received heaps of attention in the lesbian bar, here I was virtually invisible. Until Steven joined us with the drinks. There was a sparkle in his eye as he gave me his undivided attention.

“Have you done something different with your hair?” Steven asked.

“I’ve just stepped out of the salon.”

“That colour really brings out your eyes.”

I glanced away, but brushed my soft leather boot against Steven’s muscular leg.

“Would you like to dance, Donna?” Steven asked.

“Sure, that would be lovely.”

Just a touch of Steven’s hand sent chills up and down my spine as he led me to the dance floor. While Steven’s body held my attention, I peered back at Jules twice. A couple of drag queens had joined her at the booth, and she appeared deep in conversation.

I hoped Jules wasn’t signing me up for some amateur drag competition. How could I hide my true identity from Steven after that? He’d know that I wasn’t the girl of his dreams. And I’d likely receive a visit from Kelvin and the other football players real soon. Please, Jules. Leave it alone. Don’t do it.


CHAPTER NINE


AFTER THREE SONGS, the music stopped, and the MC announced that the drag show was about to begin. Steven led me back to the booth, claiming ownership and carefully shielding me from any stray hands. As we approached the booth, the two drag queens headed backstage to ready themselves for the show. Steven sat next to me on one side of the booth, while Jules sat opposite.

Unfortunately, a couple of Steven’s teammates arrived and saw the opportunity to join the table with the prettiest girls. Thankfully, Kelvin wasn’t one of them. Jules was unrelenting, unwilling to move over and let the footballers sit next to her. So, I slid right around the booth and sat between her and Steven, with his friends sitting opposite.

The drag show was a total hoot. Coming from a country town, I’d seen nothing like it. The drag queens were completely over the top, and as funny as hell. They even picked Steven’s two friends to play with during the performance. Watching a six foot drag queen wearing six-inch heels sit on the lap of a shy footballer will stay with me forever. Especially when the drag queen used the football player’s arms as a seat belt. The expressions on their faces were priceless.

As the drag show proceeded, Steven edged closer and closer to me. At first, I assumed he wanted to stay outside the firing line of the drag queens. But around halfway through their routine, Steven’s hand moved onto my knee. Surprised, I turned to him, only to have him kiss me and squeeze my thigh playfully. Panicking, I placed my hand on his and intertwined our fingers. I turned back to watch the show, all the while fighting to control Steven’s overzealous hand.

While I told Jules I wanted to experience being a woman, this hadn’t been part of the plan. This was neither the time nor the place for making my dream a reality. Still, a totally cute guy was hitting on me. Feeling torn, I needed to control the situation. Unable to make progress up my thigh, Steven moved to Plan B. He moved our intertwined hands onto his lap, with the back of my hand soon sliding across his burgeoning boner. The second the drag show ended, I turned to Jules.

“Jules, I need a ‘lemonade’,” I said.

“Excuse me, please. We need to touch up our makeup.”

Jules extracted me from Steven’s clutches and dragged me away. I didn’t turn back or even breathe until safely in the women’s toilets.

“What did they do, Donna?”

“It was Steven. He relentlessly wanted me. In front of his teammates. I felt like a championship trophy.”

“And your problem is?”

“I don’t want him getting a handful of something unexpected while his friends are there.”

“They are in a gay bar. What do they expect? And you. First you want to fuck him, then you don’t. I can’t keep up.”

My phone dinged, signalling an incoming message.

“Is everything alright?” Adam messaged.

“Everything’s fine. I’m looking forward to tomorrow night.”

“Is Steven misbehaving again?”

How the hell did he know about that? Is he still watching the football team?

“I’ve got it covered.”

Jules was still admiring her reflection in the mirror and touching up her makeup.

“Tell him you want to take it slow,” Jules said.

“But what if I lose him, Jules?”

“What are we, school kids under the bleachers? Decide already.”

“I’m confused. I don’t know what to do.”

“Donna, what do you want? Boys, girls, both, or neither?”

“Definitely boys. Steven is gorgeous, but I fear what’ll happen when he finds out my true identity.”

My phone dinged again with an incoming message.

“Don’t trust Steven with your drinks,” Adam messaged.

I stood still, frozen to the spot.

“That ship has sailed.”

“Are you feeling okay?”

I took a step back and glanced in the mirror. Everything seemed fine, except the fluorescent light flickered annoyingly.

“Who are you messaging?” Jules asked.

“Adam. Do I look fine to you?”

“You know you look super-hot.”

“Someone hasn’t drugged me again, have they?”

“You seem fine. Don’t tell me it was your crush, Stephen, who spiked your drink?”

“According to Adam, it was.”

“He wouldn’t bullshit you about something like that.”

“Yes, I’m fine, thanks, Adam,” I responded.

“Then meet me at the bar when you are done, Donna.”

Heading out of the bathroom, I noted some excitement at the booth. One of Steven’s teammates manhandled one of the drag queens. The mountain of a security guard quickly responded, throwing all three boys out.

“Again, I must apologise for the actions of my boys,” Adam said, appearing frustrated.

“Thanks for alerting me, Adam.”

“Either way, I’d like to keep my eye on you for a while.”

“How timely, because my friend Jules needs to head home.”

Before I could say anything in response, Jules was out the door. A minute later, my phone dinged.

“Adam is a much better option for your first time. But call me if you need me. I’m not deserting you like your sisters. I’m giving you space,” Jules messaged.

“Will you be alright, Jules?”

“I’ve just sent Leslie a booty call. She’s fifty yards away at the Art Bar.”

“Stay safe, sister. You’re the best big sister a girl could wish for.”

“You’re not too bad yourself, Cinderella.”


CHAPTER TEN


EVEN IN THE absence of Jules, Adam’s presence left me feeling secure. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but Adam appeared to be my guardian angel, watching over my transition from geek to goddess.

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

“I’ll buy my own drinks, if you don’t mind.”

“I understand. Once bitten, as they say.”

Expecting a night to remember, I ordered a lemonade. With it in hand, Adam found a cosy table for two in a quiet corner of the venue. Adam was the perfect gentleman, and led me through the bustling crowd, never letting go of my trembling hand.

“Your head must be spinning, given the events since Halloween,” Adam said.

Adam didn’t know the half of it. I couldn’t believe that dressed feminine, I hung out with the coach of the football team in a gay bar downtown. Not that I wanted to tell him that.

“It’s been quite intense. As it sounds like it’s been for you and the team.”

Adam took a sip of his whiskey and stared deep into my soul. I wanted to lean forward and kiss his beautiful face, but that could wait.

While only twenty-six, Adam’s maturity belied his years. Leading the college team to NCAA glory two years running would do that to a boy. Turn him into a man. The body of an athlete still sat beneath a more sophisticated exterior. His long jet-black hair swept away from his face, revealing cognac-brown eyes and perfectly shaped lips. A moustache and goatee drew focus to his lips and proved he was no boy. A black suit sat over a black t-shirt, revealing a man who had figured out his style.

“Why did Steven spike my drink and blame Kelvin?” I asked.

“The Kelvin bit is news to me. He’s spiralling. I’ll take that up with him. He shouldn’t blame the one person responsible for his safety.”

Unfamiliar with the workings of a football team, my ignorance must have spoken volumes.

“Steven is the quarterback. He throws with his right arm, leaving his left side unprotected. Kelvin’s role as left tackle is to protect Steven from any hits from the blind side.”

“Oh, Kelvin is like Steven’s bodyguard.”

“Yes. And while it surprises me that Steven would seek to break that bond of trust, I kind of understand why.”

“How so, Adam?”

“Well, Steven has spiralled out of control for the past few months. I can’t elaborate, but I’m trying to help him through a difficult time. I don’t want him throwing away a promising pro career.”

“I never realised the coach’s role was that broad ranging.”

“When your star player is struggling, you do what needs to be done. But truthfully, I’d do the same for any of my players.”

I suddenly became intrigued. What crisis was Steven going through? Is that what prompted him to spike my drink at the Halloween party?

“Shouldn’t you enlist professional help for Steven, coach?”

“Yes, but it’s not that easy. If his struggles became public, he could kiss his pro career goodbye. And while I can’t tell you specifics, they reflect similar ones I experienced.”

“Is that why you’re coaching instead of playing in the pros?”

“Being an elite athlete is a double-edged sword. And life in the pros is even more intense.”

“So, if Steven’s struggling now, things will only worsen.”

“They did for me, Donna.”

“What happened?”

“My story is different, but I’m happy to share it with you.”

“I’m sorry. I wasn’t prying,” I said, reaching out and placing my hand on Adam’s.

“You could have blown up the whole Halloween incident, but you didn’t. I trust you, Donna.”

Adam took another sip of whiskey and checked out who was within earshot.

“Being a star athlete comes with expectations. Especially when you are the quarterback of a successful football team. The guy who calls the plays and leads the team in every move. Leading the men is part and parcel of the job. The pressure is on to be a role model. And that extends to who you date. Now some of us are born with the full package, while others may lack one or more pieces of the puzzle.”

I understood Adam’s words, but not his message.

“Let’s just say I had no desire to date any girls, Donna, let along the head cheerleader. Being part of the college power couple didn’t interest me in the slightest.”

The penny dropped. I finally understood Adam’s message.

“I defied tradition and led a miserable existence throughout college.”

“But you were the football hero, Adam. The number one draft pick in the East.”

“Yet I had to hide my true identity for three years.”

I pulled Adam’s hand forward and kissed it.

“Then, when I escaped college hell, I moved to the pros. No longer the star who could do what they liked, the peer pressure became immense. And one night the players were in San Francisco after we beat the 49ers. My teammates bailed up a transgender girl in a club. It was ugly. I couldn’t let her suffer for who she was. I stepped in and long story short, my career ended with a compound fracture of my humerus and radius.”

Tears ran down Adam’s strong cheekbones. I couldn’t believe he had lost a pro career over standing up for someone in danger. He wasn’t just gorgeous outside; he was beautiful to the soul.

“I stayed in San Francisco for two weeks, confined to a hospital bed. Once the prognosis came through, my career was over. A quarterback without a throwing arm is totally useless. I didn’t hear from the club again. But the girl that I stood up for visited me every day in the hospital.”

“Your teammates didn’t visit, Adam?”

“They were off playing the next game in Florida. After the two weeks in hospital, I stayed in San Francisco to reassess. And Destiny, the girl who’d visited me, insisted I stay with her. One thing led to another, and I experienced love for the first time. But then I got the call to come to USC and rebuild the program. Destiny’s work as a lawyer with the Transgender Legal Services was too important. Hence, we said our goodbyes.”

The love I felt for this gorgeous human couldn’t register on any scale. It was simply off the charts.

“That’s why I didn’t want you to become a victim, Donna.”

“Oh, the spiking of the drink.”

“No, what would have happened if the boys had discovered your true identity?”

I released Adam’s hand and pulled back.

“I didn’t mean to scare you, Donna. I’ve known since we first met. Let’s just say I recognise the subtle signs. That’s why I gave you my number and asked you out.”

Adam’s revelation was too much for me to take in and process.

“But don’t worry. No one else has a clue. I made sure of that. The irony is that Steven spiked your drink to spend the night with a stunning girl, receive the accolades, but not have to sleep with her. He didn’t realise your gender. Else he wouldn’t have needed to…”

Adam had inadvertently let the cat out of the bag.

“Don’t worry, the secret is safe with me, Adam.”

“Anyway, I should drive you home, Donna.”

Shit! Without Jules, I had no cover to help me sneak into my dorm room. And here I was sitting with my dream guy in a bar, completely at ease being me.

“Where’s your car? I’ll direct you.”

Adam stood and turned towards the door. I took the initiative and wrapped his arm around my waist and held him close. I slid his hand inside the pocket of my soft leather jeans.

“I assume you live in the dorms, Donna?”

“Head down Gervais Street and turn right into Sumter Street.”

Adam steered his Tesla Roadster as per my instructions.

“Turn left into Pendleton Street and head towards Five Points.”

“Are you sure about this, Donna?”

“More than anything I’ve ever done before.”

Adam understood exactly where to go. Pulling into his driveway, my phone dinged with a message. It was Jules checking in. She sent a photo of Leslie’s bedroom. I sent a love face and thumbs up emoji. With the words, I’m all good.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


“I NEED TO tell you something before we go in. I understand if it changes your mind,” I said.

“I couldn't think of anything that would do that.”

“Halloween was the first time I'd dressed as Donna since I was a kid.”

“You're obviously a natural.”

Adam glanced at me with a quiet expectation. He’d obviously been here and done that before. Possibly, up and down the experience curve. But I struggled to reconcile that this gorgeous human, one who could attract any partner, was sitting in the car about to make out with me. I yearned for his thick, masculine lips to pleasure mine. And the body of the champion athlete that sat beneath that sophisticated exterior. One that could dominate me in a heartbeat.

“I’m scared because I've never done something like this before. And I don't want to disappoint you, Adam.”

“Would you like me to kiss you?”

“More than anything.”

“And would you like to see me naked?”

“Hell, yeah,” I replied, breaking the moment perfectly.

“Then everything will work itself out. Don’t be scared. We can take this as slowly as you like.”

Adam switched off the car lights and opened his door.

“Can I collect on that kiss now, Adam?”

Adam moved towards me before reaching past me and pushing a button on the floor. My seat tilted back as this gorgeous man's face hovered above me. Once fully reclined, Adam tilted his own seat back to almost horizontal.

“Alexa, play Adam's seduction mix.”

As the intro to George Michael's 'Faith’ started, Adam turned his face towards mine. Our lips were less than two inches apart. It was almost like electricity transferred between us. His eyes were dark and his pupils massive. Adam reached out and stroked my face, moving my hair behind my ear.

“You can still change your mind if you’re not sure, Donna.”

“Just kiss me before I explode.”

Adam’s lips move slowly forward. The kiss started soft and playful before his hand cupped the back of my head. His tongue entered my mouth for the first time. In my limited experience, I'd only had two male tongues in my mouth since becoming an adult. Steven and Tank on Halloween night. But Adam's tongue was a welcome intruder. One I had yearned for. And one that I wanted to savour.

Adam took the dominant role, exploring every inch of my mouth. His hand moved to the back of my head, giving him greater control. I wrestled the control back, proving to Adam that I was ready for everything to come. Adam's breathing hastened and his gorgeous face reddened as the minutes flew by. Adam appeared tentative, but there was no turning back. I moved my hand onto Adam's bulging biceps before inching down his arm. Adam’s hand moved from behind my head to my upper thigh. He needed no coaxing from there.

I widened my stance in anticipation of Adam’s next move. Adam's fingers grazed my silken panties, sending a rush of excitement through me like I'd never experienced. My cock hardened by the second as he softly woke it from its semi-slumber. I wanted Adam to move quicker. The anticipation was simply killing me. My cock broke through the confines of my panty elastic. A solid two inches sat exposed, keeping warm against the soft leather skirt. But I wanted something more. I yearned for the human touch. How would it feel? What rush would it give me?

Adam brushed his fingers against the head of my cock. A wave of excitement pulsated throughout my entire body. My breathing laboured and my kissing became ragged. Adam wrapped his hand around my cock. His grip was heavenly. He instinctively pushed all the right buttons. It wouldn't be long until I crashed over the edge. But that wasn't my aim. My target lay twelve inches to the left. I moved my hand onto Adam's, stopping him instantly.

“I need to taste you,” I said.

Adam leant back in the car seat and placed his arms behind his head.

“I’d love nothing more.”

My red painted fingernails unbuckled his belt before sliding his zipper all the way down. I kissed Adam deeply while revealing his pride flag, Calvin Klein trunks. While a large fit, they struggled to contain his full manhood. A solid three inches was instantly accessible.

Touching Adam's cock for the first time was everything I'd dreamed of. It was soft yet solid, and it twinged with excitement as my long, sleek fingers made contact. Sliding his trunks all the way down, I kissed Adam with increasing passion. But my mouth needed to be elsewhere. Where it would provide maximum enjoyment to my man.

Coming face to face with Adam’s six-inch beast for the first time, I started with some light butterfly kisses. Each kiss made Adam's manhood tremble. Blood gorged through his weapon as I took it in both hands. A little lost, I jumped straight into the deep end. After all, pleasing my man was paramount. I lowered my lips over the four inches exposed above my hands and sucked with intent. Adam's moans gave me all the encouragement I needed.

I was on the right track and had the end in sight. I slid my lips down to meet my hands before sliding my mouth up to his cock head again. Adam's body trembled as I worked up a rhythm that he obviously enjoyed. That first taste of cock was exhilarating. My lips and tongue were exciting this gorgeous human. And I adored every second, too. I moved my lips and hands in different ways. Each change in action brought about a unique response. I worked out that by plunging and twisting, Adam let out a muffled groan. I took that as a good sign.

Suddenly, after what seemed like only minutes, Adam's cock twanged. I caressed his balls while thrusting my mouth faster and deeper. Adam's back arched and suddenly my throat filled with his warm, salty seed. I held Adam's cock in my mouth, proud of my achievement. His breathing took around thirty seconds to slow.

“You are a natural,” Adam said.

“What can I say? A Tesla Roadster was on my bucket list.”


CHAPTER TWELVE


“WELL, I GOT a bucket list item you could help me with,” Adam said.

“Lovely to hear that I figure in one of your fantasies.”

“One of many, I’d say. But let’s head into the poolroom and I’ll reveal all.”

“I’ve been told green is my colour.”

Adam led me into the house. His muscular arm wrapped tightly around my bare midriff. Adam’s skin against mine sent shivers down my spine. A total gentleman, Adam opened the door for me.

“You wouldn't be checking out my arse, would you, Adam?”

“A good quarterback is always aware of the best openings.”

“I reckon you're downplaying your abilities. You’re a legendary quarterback.”

“Head down the hallway and take the first door on the left, Donna.”

Navigating the narrow, carpeted stairs in four-inch heels proved quite the challenge.

“Alexa, please switch on the basement lights.”

Reaching the bottom of the stairs, I expected to see a damp and dingy dugout. Instead, a room larger than our whole dorm floor opened in front of me. To my right was a massive bar, as big as the one we'd come from at The Capital Club. Less the barman, of course. Directly ahead sat a full-sized billiard table with all the trimmings. To the left was a door with a cinema sign. You know, the ones that tell you whether the session is in progress. And he’d filled every inch of wall space with sporting memorabilia.

“I hope this setting isn’t too masculine for you, Donna?”

“It could do with a few pink throw rugs and cushions.”

“What would you like to drink?”

“Surprise me.” I replied.

In an instant, Adam's fantasy became a reality. I headed to the table and racked up the pool balls. Grabbing a cue, I broke before sauntering around to the edge closest to Adam and leaning over for a shot.

“Do you mind if I make myself more comfortable, Adam?”

“Sure, make yourself at home.”

I stood up straight, lifted my leather skirt a couple of inches, and slid my panties to my ankles. Resuming the shot, I leant over the table, resting my cock on the side cushion as I did. I heard a glass crash behind me. Keeping both hands on the table, I turned to Adam.

“I’m sorry. I hope I didn't cause that, Adam?”

“Let's just say girls like you always gave me a rush of blood.”

Adam walked over with a glass in either hand.

“Am I doing this right?”

“I can coach you if you like.”

“I’d be most appreciative if you did.”

Adam placed the drinks on the side of the table. He walked up behind me and bent over me, placing both his hands on mine. He was rock hard and not interested in hiding the fact.

“Lean over and open your stance a little, Donna.”

I did as instructed, with immediate results.

Adam dropped to his knees and lifted my leather skirt. Adam’s right hand gently cradled my cock while he buried his face in my arse. He kissed his way from cheek to cheek before working towards the golden ring. Each time Adam's tongue touched my flower, my pulse rocketed, and my legs quivered. His hand action ran my breathing ragged. That was challenging enough. But each time his tongue contacted my flower, every muscle in my body shook with excitement.

There was no hope of me making the shot. I struggled to keep my arms straight, let alone line up any balls on the table. My focus was on another set of balls. One’s that I knew were about to fill me with a warm inner glow. Once Adam had dressed my flower to prepare for the main course, he moved to his hand to his substantial manhood. Something firm pressed against my arse, and I relaxed my muscles to allow entry.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” I said.

“Grip the table tightly, Donna.”

Adam pressed his body against mine, sliding his cock slowly in my rear canal until his balls slapped against mine. Once Adam’s weapon slowed fully inside me, it extinguished all pain. Nothing but absolute pleasure rocketed through my body.

Adam held my hips while I held the table. Starting slowly, Adam thrust and retreated, delighting me with every move. His cock filled me to the brim by the end of each thrust. And when he prodded my G-spot, the pleasure hit a new high.

“Fuck, you are beautiful,” Adam said.

Those words filled me with excitement. Never had someone gushed over me. At that moment, I finally became complete.

Adam upped the pace, thrusting harder each time. He reached new depths and caressed my target with each stroke. Adam's breathing turned ragged as he pushed his athletic torso against me. My arms and legs quivered, but I wasn't ready for this to end. Adam's thrusts quickened, and his breathing shortened.

“I’m gonna come,” Adam said.

As Adam's full weight leant against my back, a warm glow emanated from within. Adam held me to him, savouring our connection for as long as possible. Oh, my goodness. That was everything I'd imagined, and much more. The expectation, the physical stimulation, and the deep connection. This was what I’d been missing all my life.

“I reckon we both crossed something off the bucket lists that time, Adam.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, ADAM showed me how to treat a woman. The perfect gentleman at all times, Adam knew when to take the lead, and when it was my time to shine. I never imagined such a bond between two people could exist. And I never wanted that first night to end. Adam treated me like the beautiful girl that stared back at me in the mirror, and nothing in my life had ever felt so perfect. Adam had lost none of his athletic prowess. We didn’t sleep until after sunrise. Still, I never complained.

Waking up in Adam’s arms the following morning, I expected a repeat of the walk of shame Jules and I did after Halloween. But Adam had other ideas altogether.

“It’s Saturday. Our first date is today,” Adam said.

Who I was I to argue with the university’s champion football coach? After all, he was an authority figure, and my parents had always taught me to respect authority. Especially when it’s built like an Adonis and has the stamina of the ‘Energiser Bunny’. So, we spent the morning under the sheets, finally feeling the warmth of the sun on us mid-afternoon.

We made it to our date. We both needed a decent feed after expending all our energy on extra-curricular activities. Adam took me to the most incredible restaurant in Columbia, where I got treated like a princess. The food was delicious, the wine perfectly paired, and the ambience sublime. My first dating experience as a woman exceeded all expectations. Although I made sure it wasn’t merely all about me. I wore an outfit that kept Adam more than a little lost for words the entire night. And the post-dinner activities, well, they were completely off the charts.

Jules dated Leslie on and off for a few months. And when they were off, Jules frequented the Art Bar to make Leslie jealous. I rarely got to go out on the town with her again, as lesbian bars held no interest for me. Jules appeared destined to devote herself solely to girls until Leslie got a job in Portland at the end of the semester. After a tearful farewell, Jules drowned her sorrows at a frat party in the Greek Village. That’s where she met DeAndre, a wide receiver for the USC Gamecocks. They quickly became inseparable. And I got to spend more time with Jules. Even if it was while watching football games.

My first date as Donna became a watershed moment in my life. After savouring womanhood and the joys it could bring, I never even considered turning back. Out went my boy clothes, and in went a whole new wardrobe of fashionable delights. I’d tasted desirability and was not stepping back. Although the only person I cared about desiring me was Adam. My first, and one and only, true love. He helped me blossom into the confident and sexy woman trapped inside, but never allowed to see the light.

I lived in the dorms for the rest of the semester. Adam didn’t want to rush things, and I’d paid for accommodation in advance. Plus, I had so much still to learn about embracing my femininity, and Jules was an incredible teacher. But during mid-semester break, I took the plunge and accepted Adam’s offer to move to Five Points. Waking up in bed with Adam every morning was like a gift that kept giving. If you know what I mean. And every year, when Halloween came around, we celebrated my awakening. The breaking of the shackles of an unfulfilled life and crossing over to the life I was born to live.


MY OTHER BOOKS!




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

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

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.

[image: ]

I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


PUSHING BUTTONS

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


THE AUDITION
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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

[image: ]

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?


HALLOWEEN SURPRISE
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How far would you go to win over the love of your life? How far would be too far?

It’s Halloween Eve, and the Arizona State University Sun Devils play the University of Arizona Wildcats for the State Championships. The Sun Devils win, thanks to the epic heroics of star football player Axel Heinrich. As the reporters ask Axel about the game and his winning impact, his girlfriend, Head Cheerleader Gretchen Werner rushes over to kiss him. About to graduate and go pro, could Axel’s life get any better?

Post-game, Axel heads back to his dorm where his roommate Dallas Stone lies sleeping. Dallas is not sporty. In fact, with his slight build and luscious har, he regularly gets mistaken for a girl. But he has been paired with Axel to ensure he keeps the football star’s GPA high enough to keep playing football. To outsiders, they appear like an odd couple with nothing in common, but there’s much more to their relationship than meets the eye.

As Halloween arrives, Axel is excited about the biggest event on the college calendar. Meanwhile, Dallas, who normally shuns such public events decides to seize the opportunity, to let his hair down, and make a play for the love of his life. But while Halloween is the night for transformations, this Halloween night may change much more than just Dallas’ relationship status.

If you like transgender romance stories where opposites come together like ‘Edward Scissorhands’, then you’ll like ‘HALLOWEEN SURPRISE’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Dallas’ Halloween transformation attract the right sort of attention, or will he lose the love of his life forever?


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

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

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

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

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

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


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

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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