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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I THINK THE time has come for us to start a family,” I proposed.

“We don’t want to rush into a decision like that,” Margaret responded without hesitation.

“We’re heading towards thirty, we’re married seven years, and we have the perfect home. What more could we need?” I asked.

“I’m not ready. But let’s not spend tonight talking about it,” Margaret replied.

Wow. Shot down in flames. The mood seemed right, and the time was perfect to commit. But alas, Margaret wasn’t contemplating the idea.

“I won’t push it tonight. After all, it is our anniversary. But promise me we’ll talk about it again soon,” I said.

Margaret’s silence spoke volumes.

I’d gone all out and booked a table at Rosso, the most exclusive restaurant in Manchester. It took me two months and plenty of negotiation to get the best table, one with a view to the Old Town. I organised a limo, dressed to the nines, and had bought flowers. A chilled bottle of French champagne awaited our arrival. But still I struggled to get the slightest smile.

As I finished the last bite of my rib eye steak with lobster tail, a bright red silk gown moved past the table. I resisted temptation. Not that it was hard. Margaret was my one and only, my soul mate, and I knew how lucky I had been seven years prior when she said I do. I placed my hand on Margaret’s and stared at her across the table. But she brushed my hand away, instead tracking the red gown as it passed our table. It must have been a designer piece.

“I’ll have the trio of sorbets, thank you,” I said when the waitress returned to the table.

“The fruit salad for me, Cindy,” Margaret said, suddenly smiling.

“It’s such a beautiful spot here. And being with you makes it perfect,” I said.

A ding of Margaret’s phone diverted her attention for a minute. She turned it over and read the message. It must have been a meme, because a broad smile drew across Margaret’s gorgeous face. While she wore little makeup and her buttoned up blouse sat tightly around her neck, she looked stunning. I’d even come to appreciate her recent shift from brunette to pink-dyed hair.

“It’s wonderful to see you smile. What’s amused you?” I asked.

“Oh, it’s a message from one of my work colleagues,” Margaret replied.

“Do share. What’s it say?” I asked.

“Oh, it’s a work joke,” Margaret replied.

While Margaret replied to the message, I glanced around the restaurant. Filled with couples on romantic dates, there were people of all ages, holding hands, flirting outrageously, and sharing intimate conversations with loving stares. Friends often reminded me how lucky I’d been to marry Margaret. While not unattractive, I wasn’t the alpha male they expected to accompany her. Everyone had a type, and luckily slim guys with long hair were her type.

“There’s been a proposal, and she said yes. The girl in the red silk gown,” I said.

Margaret turned around to share in the moment.

“He’s doing amazingly well for himself,” Margaret said.

“I hadn’t noticed. But I hope they are as happy as we are,” I said.

“Would you like two forks or one?” Cindy asked, as she placed our desserts on the table.

“Two please, Cindy,” Margaret answered abruptly.

“Don’t you want to share our desserts? It might be romantic,” I said.

“I’d rather you kept your germs to yourself, tonight,” Margaret said.

As Margaret took a mouthful of fruit salad, she scanned the restaurant patrons, stopping at a couple two tables away. It wasn’t merely a quick glance. She held her stare for a solid few minutes. After turning back, I noticed her glancing back regularly and smiling while we finished our dessert. I wondered if she knew one of the two girls. They were young, quite pretty, and shared a trio of sorbets with a single spoon.

“Well, I’ll pay the bill, so we can head home for an anniversary night to remember,” I said signalling the waitress.

“My friend Sarah messaged me. The girls from work are at a bar around the corner and have asked us to join them. I’m trying to make friends at my new job. Do you mind if we drop by on the way home?” Margaret asked.

How could I say no to the love of my life?

“Sure, but I’d like to get home at a reasonable hour,” I said.

While I paid the bill, Margaret visited the rest rooms. When she eventually walked back out, her blouse was unbuttoned to show ample cleavage and she wore a full face of makeup. She’d also somehow traded in the flats for a pair of black four-inch heel pumps.

As Margaret sauntered back, she stopped by the young girls two seats over.

“My word, those are beautiful earrings. Do you mind if I ask where you got them?” Margaret asked, leaning down and holding the earring a few inches from her face.

“I got them at Zara. They’re not real,” the girl replied.

“Well, they sure are pretty. Much like your eyes,” Margaret said, holding the earrings just a little too long.

The club was a ten-minute Uber ride from the restaurant. Not exactly nearby, rather over in the nightclub district of The Gay Village. Once inside, Margaret left me for dead and rushed up to a group of girls dancing under the strobe lights. One immediately noticed our presence and threw her arms around Margaret. Excitedly, she moved forward and planted a kiss firmly on Margaret’s mouth.

Margaret surprisingly did not shy away, and the kiss became quite intense, with what appeared to be a generous exchange of tongues. It wasn’t merely a kiss, as the girl dropped her hands onto Margaret’s arse. It was full of passion. Their lips remained locked for a solid minute or more. And neither girl was in a hurry to break away. While I got excited by the girl-on-girl action, it wasn’t quite the same when one was my wife.

The girl slid her hand around Margaret’s waist and ushered her to the bar, with the rest of the group following closely behind. After chugging two rounds of shots, they ordered a round of cocktails and moved to a quiet area of the club.

“Hi, I’m Margaret’s husband, Tony,” I said, holding out my hand to the kisser.

“I’m Sarah. You must be the lucky one who gets to take this gorgeous girl home,” Sarah said.

“That’s me. Married seven years today,” I said smiling.

“I don’t know how you do it. I don’t think I could stay with one person for more than a month,” Sarah said.

“Depends on the person. As you said, Margaret is a catch,” I said, smiling in Margaret’s direction.

But Margaret didn’t respond. She held Sarah close with one hand and drank with the other.

“Oh my god, this is my favourite song. Let’s dance,” Sarah said, pulling Margaret back onto the dance floor.

As I sat, completely ignored by Margaret’s work friends, I scanned the crowd. Out of a hundred patrons, less than a handful were guys. Only the girls were dancing, or grinding was possibly a better description. Sarah moved behind Margaret like a cat in heat. Behind the bar, an attractive blonde in a black singlet smiled and flirted with every girl she served. In the deeper dark corners, I saw patrons making out and getting heavy with one another. Shit, this is a lesbian bar.

We eventually left Vanilla around 3:00 am. After four hours of watching Margaret party with her girls, I was happy to leave. What a way to spend my anniversary. I felt hard done by, but hoped I’d earned some brownie points. Surely, a blow job at least, was on the cards when I got home. But as we left the bar and entered the Uber, I needed to get a read on the grind fest I’d witnessed. The one between my wife and her work friend, Sarah.

“I didn’t think you could surprise me anymore. But your kisses with Sarah, I didn’t see that coming,” I said.

“Oh, Sarah’s bisexual. She’s a completely free spirit,” Margaret said.

“But you’re not. That’s what surprised me,” I said.

“I’m tipsy. You’re reading way too much into it,” Margaret said.

“I’m not judging you. I’ve just never seen that side of you before,” I said.

“Look, I’m not about to run off with Sarah. I’m just a little bored in the bedroom,” Margaret said.

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that admission. Looks like the blowjob was off the table.

“Since moving jobs, I’ve met some cool new friends. And it’s piqued my curiosity, sexually,” Margaret said.

There were many questions I wanted to ask. But I didn’t. Instead, we got to bed. I got a quick hand job before it was lights off.


CHAPTER TWO


THE FOLLOWING MORNING, I headed out for my Saturday morning workout. The sun was out but slipped back and forth behind the white puffy clouds. Crisp, cool air filled my lungs as a gentle sweat bead formed on my forehead. I ran across town to The Gay Village to pick up my friend Robbie from his apartment. We headed off on a six-mile circuit along the Rochdale Canal Towpath.

“How did the anniversary dinner go?” Robbie asked.

“It wasn’t the night I had imagined,” I replied.

“Sounds ominous. What happened?” Robbie asked.

“Where do I start? I don’t think it was one thing. It was everything,” I replied.

I ran through the night’s activities and observations from start to finish.

“Perhaps I got her a little too drunk,” I said.

“That’s possible. But that just lowers inhibitions,” Robbie said.

“I’m concerned there’s more to it than that one night,” I said.

I explained my concerns. As a couple, we’d lost that spark. Yet she’d seemed to find it with Sarah.

“Well, people approaching thirty often try to relive their glory days with a younger crowd,” Robbie offered.

“If it was dancing and having fun with the young crowd, I’d agree. But Margaret was totally into Sarah. How can I compete with that?” I asked.

Walking into the apartment after the run, I joined Margaret at the breakfast table.

“How was the sleep in? I hope I didn’t wake you when I left,” I said.

“I was close to comatose. Nothing you did could have stirred me,” Margaret said.

“Robbie says happy anniversary,” I said.

After taking a nice warm shower, I dressed and wandered into the lounge room. Margaret moved fluidly between reading the paper and messaging someone.

“Can we chat about what happened last night?” I asked.

“Sure. I got a little drunk,” Margaret replied.

“Can we talk about the kisses with Sarah?” I asked.

“I had too much to drink,” Margaret replied.

“She got more passion than I have for the past few years,” I said.

“I think you may be exaggerating,” Margaret said.

“Well, what about your comment about being bi-curious?” I asked.

“It was the alcohol. It’ll pass,” Margaret said.

“Look, I love you with all my heart and want us to go the distance,” I said.

“I get these feelings when I drink too much,” Margaret said.

“What can I do to help? Would you like me to book a weekend away?” I asked.

“Short of you turning into a girl for a month or two, I don’t think you can help me,” Margaret replied.

“Then, this isn’t a onetime thing?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. I’m not about to walk out on you,” Margaret replied.

I grabbed a cup of coffee to help me process what I heard. I’d never expected to have this discussion with Margaret and wasn’t prepared to go there.

“You know I love you, and I’d do anything to make you happy. Have a think about what it means and let’s keep the communication channels open,” I said.

“Well, it’s nice to know you are listening, and open to the idea,” Margaret said.

I emptied the dishwasher and tied up the rubbish bags to prepare for a trip to the bins. I decided it was best for me to be supportive and part of the answer rather than close the dialogue. Nothing positive could come from being out of the loop on this one. I’d missed the signals over the past twelve months. First there was the new job, a move from insurance to television. Then, there was the fresh look, pink-dyed hair. Finally, there was the disinterest in our sex life. Clearly, I’d failed to see the signs.

“I told the girls from work I’d catch up with them for brunch,” Margaret said.

“I’ll get dressed after I put the rubbish out,” I said.

“We both know you’d be bored. Stay here and catch up on some work,” Margaret said.

It was obvious I had little say in the matter, so shrugged my shoulders and put out the rubbish.

When I got back into the apartment, Margaret had changed for brunch. She wore a low-cut white t-shirt with a push-up bra. The girls were out and proud. My favourite black leather miniskirt and black five-inch stiletto ankle boots completed the outfit. The heels took her to around six feet and showcased her toned and tanned legs. Her teased and tousled hair perfectly framed a full face of makeup. My excitement built as we chatted. She was every bit as beautiful as the day we first met.

“Wow. You look gorgeous. Perhaps I should come along,” I said.

“I’m trying to blend in with the work crew,” Margaret said.

“Well, I’d be happy for you to keep it on when you get back,” I said smiling.

“Don’t get too excited. It’s not even lunchtime yet,” Margaret said.

As Margaret left the apartment, I noticed a spring in her step. A bounce that had been missing for quite a while. Perhaps Robbie was right. Maybe she was getting back in touch with her youthful side. I hoped this was something she needed to get out of her system before we settled down and started a family. Margaret wasn’t the type to make rash decisions. It had taken six months before we slept together. And another three years until we got engaged.

I rationalised the situation. Why would Margaret leave a seven-year marriage to hook up with a teenager? Sure, she might experiment a little. But she’d soon realise, what she had was too valuable to risk losing over some schoolgirl crush. No matter how hot the schoolgirl was. I pulled out the laptop and moved to Margaret’s Facebook page. I noticed a girl named Sarah had tagged her from the night before.

Sarah Sundstrom was originally from Sweden. There were plenty of photos on her Facebook page, and she was almost never alone. There were photos of her with a series of girls, always flirting, kissing, or getting hands on. Perhaps she was simply a friendly girl who was a free spirit, as Margaret suggested. I closed the laptop and made myself a decent breakfast.


CHAPTER THREE


WITH TIME ON my hands, I settled in to watch television. But my mind refused to free itself of questions surrounding Margaret’s bi-curious comment. What was bi-curious? Was it a first step on the path to bisexual or lesbian? As a researcher, I needed to address this knowledge gap. I couldn’t relax until I completely understood. I knew where to find the answer to my questions, YouTube.

Searching bi-curious wife on YouTube took me places I never intended to go. There were several soft porn videos, movie snippets and a pile of information-based content. Concerned about the reliability of the sources, I watched a BBC documentary on bisexuality. The program covered issues facing the bisexual community. They faced derision from both the LGBT and heterosexuals. Pick a side was a common theme.

After watching several videos, I had more questions than answers. There were many shades of grey. Glancing at the clock, I noticed it was 2:00 pm. I scanned my phone, but there was no missed call, no message, no contact from Margaret at all. Having learned open communication and trust were keys to supporting a bi-curious partner, I held myself back from calling. Instead, I headed back to Facebook to see how Margaret was going.

There was no posting on Margaret’s page, but Sarah had tagged her into another post.

“Brunch with my crush,” Sarah’s Facebook post read, with a heart emoji.

A selfie of the two of them cuddled up in a booth accompanied the post. Margaret’s erect nipples immediately grabbed my attention. Sarah’s arm was around Margaret and her hand clearly sat against her left breast.

Perhaps I’m reading too much into it. I noticed a couple of comments below.

“Wow - sexy older woman - have fun Sa xoxo,” one friend commented.

“Conversion almost complete, then. Enjoy,” commented another with a wink-face emoji.

I struggled to think these comments related to my wife of seven years. I needed a break. Some time to clear my head. I grabbed a roast beef sandwich from the shop on the corner.

By the time I’d eaten, I had a new list of research questions. I started with ‘bisexual wife’. This brought up many porn videos, but also several informational videos. This time I clicked on the ones with the most likes. I wasn’t the only guy facing this dilemma. And many couples successfully stayed together after the wife identified as bisexual. This provided the glimmer of hope I’d been searching for.

Around 5:30 pm, the front door of the apartment opened, and Margaret walked in.

“How was brunch with the girls?” I asked, trying to play it cool.

“We had a fun time,” Margaret replied.

“I’m surprised they served brunch this late,” I said.

“Did I say brunch? I meant lunch, and we did a little shopping,” Margaret said.

“You didn’t buy anything?” I asked.

“I’ve got more than enough clothing. One of the girls wanted my opinion on an outfit,” Margaret replied.

“Who did you catch up with?” I asked.

“Some girls from last night,” Margaret replied.

I got the feeling I wasn’t getting anywhere, so backed off.

“I’m gonna change into something more comfortable,” Margaret said.

“Don’t feel you need to on my account. I’m enjoying the show,” I said, glancing down at her legs.

“Don’t expect me to dress like this around the house,” Margaret said, as she walked into the bedroom.

While Margaret got changed, I checked in on Sarah’s Facebook feed. There had been a new post late in the afternoon.

“A sexy little present from my not-so-secret admirer. Planning to christen it together real soon. Love you Meg,” Sarah’s post read, accompanied by a photo showing Sarah in a change room wearing nothing but a white babydoll negligee and a massive smile.

By the time Margaret returned, I had served up Roast Chicken with potatoes, peas and gravy. It was a Saturday night tradition I had brought into the marriage from my family.

“Do you want me to open a bottle of red wine?” I asked.

“I don’t feel up for it tonight,” Margaret replied.

Margaret sat opposite me in her fleecy tracksuit and slippers. She’d tied her hair back in a ponytail, while she had removed all evidence of the day’s makeup. I felt hard done by, taken for granted.

“Did you have any thoughts about what we discussed this morning?” I asked.

“Sorry, my mind has been elsewhere today,” Margaret replied.

“Well, it concerns me to see you unhappy. You have such a beautiful smile, but I don’t see it often enough these days,” I said.

“I’m in a bit of a funk at the minute. It’ll pass,” Margaret said.

“I want you to be happy, with you, with me, and with us,” I said.

“Are you saying you would support me in exploring my curiosity?” Margaret asked.

“What did you have in mind?” I replied.

“A friend of mine from work goes to a swinger club,” Margaret said.

“I’m not looking to swing, but I’d go along with you,” I said.

“And you wouldn’t get upset if I hooked up with another girl?” Margaret asked.

“I love you with all my heart, and if that’s what you need to do, I’ll support you,” I replied.

Margaret placed her hand on mine, leaned forward, and kissed me softly. For a moment, I saw a smile return to her beautiful face. That made it worthwhile.

“Get showered. I need to work out what I’m gonna wear,” Margaret said.

“You want to go out tonight?” I asked.

“Sure. It’s still early for swingers. Let me book us in,” Margaret replied, picking up her phone.


CHAPTER FOUR


MARGARET SPENT A solid hour getting ready for our night out. I took a little less than fifteen minutes. But while I dressed, I watched intently as Margaret put on her sexiest lingerie, the set I’d bought her, to celebrate our sixth anniversary. A black silky push-up bra had the girls out on show, while a matching black silk thong was cheeky enough without giving a full preview. Lace tops on her black silk stay-up stockings completed the ensemble superbly. Watching Margaret dress shortened my breath as the blood rushed from my head.

When Margaret stepped out of the bedroom, my heart skipped a beat. She resembled the shy girl I’d sighted across the room ten years before, only now full of inner confidence. Margaret knew she looked stunning and was ready to use her gifts to full advantage. The hair on the back of my neck stood to attention. And that wasn’t the only reaction. From her teased and tousled locks to her five-inch stiletto ankle boots, she oozed sex appeal. I couldn’t imagine how any hot-blooded guy or girl could resist her looking like that. I just wished she had dressed that way for me.

“Wow, you look stunning,” I said.

“Well, I don’t want to turn up and get ignored,” Margaret said, fishing for another compliment.

“There is absolutely no chance of that,” I said.

But my comment went unappreciated, as Margaret was busy reading a message on her phone.

“Anything wrong?” I asked.

“No, not at all. I’m seeing who’s gonna be at the club tonight,” Margaret replied.

“Are some of your friends gonna be there?” I asked.

“No takers yet. Their loss, I say,” Margaret replied.

“Are we ready to head off?” I asked.

“Sure, but you will not wear that,” Margaret replied.

“I’m not hoping to pick up. Anyway, what’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t know where to start,” Margaret replied with a smile.

Margaret led me into the bedroom and disappeared into her closet. When she reappeared, she carried an armful of clothes.

“Okay, get undressed and put this on,” Margaret said.

First there was a black cotton thong. Not one of mine, but we were of a similar size and build. Next came a white silk blouse and a pair of black leather jeans. Lastly, there were a pair of black ankle boots with studs. They were flat heeled, so close to unisex.

I didn’t feel comfortable going out wearing Margaret’s clothes, but wanted to do anything to compete with the female patrons.

“Let me put those luscious locks in a bun for you. Much better. You don’t scrub up too bad when you dress right,” Margaret said.

Margaret’s compliment, and her undivided attention for ten minutes, pepped me up. But as soon as I was dressed, she was back on her phone.

Cupid’s Swinger Club was a twenty-minute drive from our apartment. During the trip we discussed how to approach the night. Margaret had it all planned out. We’d enter together and stay that way until Margaret got a read for the place and the crowd. She would head off once she felt comfortable, coming back to find me when she wanted to leave. I suggested I would position myself near the bar. She encouraged me to mingle but never mentioned me hooking up with anyone.

I wasn’t sure what to expect, but when Google told us we had reached our destination, I was more than a little surprised. Deep in an industrial area of outer Swinton, Cupid’s was even down a dead-end lane. It reminded me of a scene from a Stephen King movie, as a stream of coat clad couples trickled in the front door. Well door was probably overstating it. Went under the security roller door possibly best describes it. But Margaret was bursting with excitement, and we were soon face-to-face with the doorman.

“Tickets please, and ID for you, buddy,” the doorman ordered.

Margaret waved her phone, and the doorman nodded.

“Have a wonderful night, love. If it’s your first time, you can get a tour. Ask the bartender, and he’ll arrange it,” the doorman said.

Margaret didn’t wait for me. In a flash, she’d disappeared. So much for staying together.

I grabbed my license and got a second nod. The doorman scanned me up and down from a height of almost a foot above me.

“Now we don’t want any trouble tonight. I’m guessing you’re a newbie, and probably a virgin, by the way you dress. If I get a whiff of trouble, you’ll be outside. Do I make myself clear?” the doorman said.

While intimidated by the exchange, it made me feel I was entering a safe place and unwanted attention from guys wouldn’t hassle Margaret. As I entered the club, it instantly transported me into a movie-like bordello. A massive gold-framed mirror greeted me at the end of the entry hall, signalling the start of a plush carpeted staircase that led to a massive lounge area with lavish couches and heavy red velvet drapes. As my eyes adjusted to the neon and semi-darkness, I scanned the crowd for Margaret.

A few minutes before 11:00 pm, a crowd of around fifty mulled about the lounge area. Heading towards the bar, I spotted Margaret standing nearby, chatting with a stunning Nordic blonde. Both were smiling and getting quite hands on with each other. I had the feeling she’d be popular, but this highlighted a long boring night coming for me. I grabbed two drinks and handed one to Margaret.

“Thanks Tony, this is Linda. She was about to give me the tour,” Margaret said.

“Nice to meet you, Linda. I gather you’ve been here a few times,” I said.

“Yes. Lincoln and I come here at least once a week,” Linda said, turning towards a guy sitting on a bar stool behind her.

Linda grabbed Margaret’s hand and led her off into the neon infused darkness.

“I gather you’re a newbie?” Lincoln asked.

“Yes, I’m here supporting Margaret,” I replied.

“Grab a stool, because you’ll be here until the wee hours. If it’s anything like Linda’s first visit,” Lincoln said.

“Thanks, Lincoln, is it? I’m Tony,” I said reaching out my hand.

While I was anxious and kept glancing over my shoulder into the darkness into which Margaret had disappeared, Lincoln sat calmly drinking. His eyes never diverted from behind the bar. Turns out he was American and had moved to Manchester six months before. Twice during our brief chat friendly ladies approached him.

“If you’re hoping to pick up, move closer to the action. The bar is a sort of quiet spot,” Lincoln said.

“No, I’m here supporting Margaret. Swinging isn’t something I’ve ever contemplated,” I said.

“Well, it’s nice to meet someone who isn’t trying to get me into a private room,” Lincoln laughed.

After an hour, Margaret and Linda returned holding hands.

“Grand tour completed. Did you see anyone you fancied?” Linda asked.

“Well, there was this one girl with stunning blonde hair, ice-blue eyes and a body to die for,” Margaret replied.

“And did she notice you?” Linda asked, pulling Margaret onto her lap.

“I sure hope she did,” Margaret replied, locking Linda’s arms around her waist like a seat belt.

Linda leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on Margaret’s lips. The two girls stared deeply into each other’s eyes. Linda reached out and ran her hand through Margaret’s hair.

“I know the perfect room. Come with me,” Linda said.

When the girls returned, hand holding had moved on to hands on arses. Margaret’s dishevelled hair and ruffled clothing gave her away. And I could see sweat running down her neck. But her face was aglow with post-coital excitement. It had been a while since I’d seen her as happy, but I instantly recognised that intensely satisfied expression. Linda had a definite spring in her step as well. Neither girl was letting the other go in a hurry.

After a few more rounds of drinks, we called stumps As I recounted my night, I’d spent a little over four hours talking to a guy at the bar. During that time, Lincoln had seven approaches from interested parties. But none he acted upon. Five were girls, one was a guy, and one I wasn’t sure about. Interestingly, that’s the only one he had more than a brief chat with. On reaching the car, the girls exchanged contact details and put on a ten-minute encore for some interested bystanders. Quite the advertisement for the club.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


THE TRIP HOME was a quiet one. Not knowing where to start, I didn’t want to pelt Margaret with a hundred questions. Plus, I had a solid idea of what happened. I turned up the radio and focussed on the road while Margaret interacted with her phone. She engaged in quite the conversation with someone. Secretly, I was hoping it wasn’t Linda. I noticed the way she had stared at her, and waves of jealousy hit me. Perhaps she was updating her friends on her successful experiment. Successful, because an hour after doing the deed, she was still glowing.

“Can I get you a drink?” I asked, as we walked into the apartment.

“Water would be wonderful. I’m awfully dehydrated,” Margaret replied.

“How was your night?” I asked.

“Hang on. I’ll go brush my teeth. I’m sure you don’t want me breathing pussy juice all over you,” Margaret replied.

Well, there it was. Any doubts I had about what she got up to was cleared up in one sentence. It was now a fact. My wife was no longer bi-curious. And her demeanour showed which direction she had moved in. Shit was now real. How was I gonna deal with having a bisexual wife? I’d need to get back to the research over the weekend and develop a salvage plan.

“Oh, where were we? That’s right. I had the best time. Making love to Linda was sensual and sexy. Even in an open forum and with people dropping in on us incessantly, it was the most wonderful night of my life. And I have you to thank for making it possible. You’ve made me the happiest wife in all of Manchester,” Margaret said.

Well, that diatribe was most surprising. I expected I’d have to pry the smallest of details out of her.

“The way Linda used her body and that incredible tongue of hers was insane. She taught me so many things. It was the perfect introduction to girl-on-girl love making. A life-changing experience. I surprised myself, too. Never did I imagine breasts could be as much fun. And no-one told me wet pussy was so delicious,” Linda added.

As I took a sip of drink, I couldn’t work out where to start. Margaret had answered my one hundred questions with no need for me to ask a single one.

“I can’t wait to go again. And to hook up with Linda. She is such a sensitive and experienced lover. There’s so much she can teach me. The orgasms were off the charts. And you have to admit, she is drop dead gorgeous,” Margaret enthused.

“You certainly made a stunning couple, there’s no doubt about it,” I said.

“Listen to me rambling on. It wasn’t only about me. How did you go?” Margaret asked.

“I spent my time at the bar chatting to Linda’s husband, Lincoln,” I replied.

“Don’t be silly. Linda’s not married. She gave up men for good a year ago. Lincoln is her brother,” Margaret said.

Oh my god. Panic started running through me. Linda is single. And a confirmed lesbian. And I stood by and encouraged Margaret to hook up with her. Not my smartest move.

“I noticed you girls exchanged numbers. Are you planning meet up at the club again?” I asked.

“Perhaps. She lives five minutes away. We didn’t make concrete plans, but we both want to pick up where we left off. Real soon,” Margaret replied with a broad smile.

“Now, how about you? Lincoln took your eye, did he?” Margaret asked.

“No-one took my eye. And I didn’t catch anyone else’s eye. Lincoln and I were chatting and drinking,” I replied.

“Well, I don’t know how he could resist you dressed like that. You should embrace your inner princess more often,” Margaret said.

I didn’t know how to take the compliment. It was all too confusing.

Margaret reached across and released my hair from the bun. She leaned in and kissed me softly. Brief playful kisses on the top lip, then the bottom. Margaret’s hand moved to the silk top. Her eyes closed as she undid the buttons and cupped my breast. She kissed her way down my neck and started working my nipples up to full beam. She’d never been interested in me this way before. It was quite the novel sensation, and I appreciated some intimate time together.

“Wait here a moment, while I get something from the bedroom,” Margaret said.

My aroused cock yearned to break free. But it had to wait until Margaret returned five minutes later, with a handful of items.

“Close your eyes. Here, put this mask on. You trust me, don’t you?” Margaret asked.

“Yes, I trust you,” I replied, with a mix of trepidation and excitement.

Margaret removed my shirt and wrapped something soft around my stomach. In seconds, she’d attached it and moved it up over my breasts. She put the silk blouse back on over what I assumed was a bra. Margaret lifted my right leg and removed the boot and sock. Unexpectedly, I felt a silk stocking slide over my foot and another boot slip on.

“This one has a five-inch heel and is much sexier,” Margaret said.

I heard items being placed on the coffee table in front of me. A wave of perfume washed over me. But it wasn’t from Margaret. It was on my chest. Margaret began a patting action on my face before she told me to pout. Once the lipstick was applied, Margaret told me to close my eyes, removed the mask and applied eye shadow, mascara, and eyeliner.

“Now stand up and follow me to the bedroom,” Margaret said.

There was no way I was going to miss out on the opportunity to get intimate. I stood and stumbled at first. Wearing five-inch stilettos was not something I had any experience with. But with Margaret’s support, I made it to the bedroom, stumbling like a drunk teenager at a rave.

“Don’t you think you look pretty?” Margaret asked.

I stared into the mirror, shocked by what I saw. Two stunning women stood before me, both in sexy outfits. Margaret grabbed her phone and took a selfie of the two of us before throwing her phone on the floor and pushing me on the bed.

“And now your reward for supporting me, and trusting me unconditionally,” Margaret said.


CHAPTER SIX


MONDAY MORNING, I caught up with Robbie for coffee. My mind was awash with feelings from jealousy over what I’d witnessed Saturday night, to ecstasy over what I’d experienced when we got home, to confusion over the way Margaret’s passion ignited when she saw me en-femme. Robbie was my go-to man for matters of the heart. He had the insight into woman only a gay guy could provide.

“What happened on the weekend? Why the urgency to catch up?” Robbie asked.

“After our run Saturday morning, I got home to a revelation from Margaret. She told me she was bi-curious,” I replied.

“Ouch, I feel for you, buddy. Bi-curious is the first station on the lesbian line. But not every train goes all the way,” Robbie said.

“Well, that’s not all that happened. I agreed to support Margaret by going to a swinger club with her,” I said.

“You at a swinger club. I’d pay to see that,” Robbie said.

“Thanks. But she hit it off with a gorgeous American lesbian and disappeared for half the night,” I said.

“What did you do while she was satisfying her curiosity?” Robbie asked.

“I drank beers and chatted with the lesbian’s brother,” I replied.

“How the hell did you go from a bi-curious wife, to waiting at a bar for her to fulfil her lesbian dreams?” Robbie asked.

“I don’t know. It all spiralled out of control,” I replied.

“But when we got home, Margaret dressed me up like a girl, and we had the best sex I’ve had in five years,” I said.

“You did what?” Robbie asked.

“She dressed me up in her clothes and put makeup on me. Here, this is the selfie she took,” I replied handing over my phone.

“If I knew you’d scrub up that well, I might have put the moves on you myself,” Robbie said.

“Now I’m confused. What should I do?” I asked.

“About which bit? The lesbian wife, becoming a swinger, or coming out as transgender.” Robbie quipped.

“All of it. I don’t know. I’m confused,” I said.

“I think we need more than a coffee chat to cover that ground. How about catching up over lunch, and we’ll work through it?” Robbie said.

By lunchtime, I’d gotten my thoughts together. I knew Margaret had a taste for girls and wasn’t likely to backtrack on that soon. I knew I’d shared a wonderful night of passion with Margaret. There was no penetration, but everything else was incredibly gentle and sensual. It was the best sex I’d had in years. I needed to embrace Margaret’s desires and explore my feminine side. And Robbie’s husband, Bobbi, provided me the ideal support for that activity.

Bobbi Baldwin was Manchester’s preeminent drag queen. And he was more than willing to help get me in touch with my inner woman. He suggested I stop by for makeup lessons. A little makeup application session, a makeup 101 training if you like. It sounded like something I would need to get on top of, else Margaret would get sick of applying makeup to both of us.

“Sweetheart, if you are going to do this, you need to commit to it. There’s nothing more tragic than a hairy dude in a dress,” Bobbi said.

“I’m all in. Tell me what you need me to do,” I said.

“Alright, first head into the bedroom and change into this,” Bobbi said, handing me a silk dressing gown and heels.

“Why the heels?” I asked.

“Because I want to see how you walk in them,” Bobbi replied.

Getting naked in my best friend’s bedroom felt weird, but considering why, I moved on and went with it.

“You walk like a wharfie, sweetheart. That will need immediate work,” Bobbi said.

I wasn’t sure why, but the silk of the dressing gown both excited and calmed me. It was weird, but I started getting sexually excited, even though I felt at ease with it. As soon as I walked out into the living room, Bobbi moved me into the light.

“Let me see what I have to work with,” Bobbi said, opening the gown and surveilling my naked body.

After a series of ‘ums’ and ‘ahs’ a smile came over his face.

“Luckily, you aren’t naturally hairy. We’ll trim back the pubic hair, shave your body hair and deal with a few of those strays in your nose and ears. Follow me into the bathroom,” Bobbi ordered.

Bobbi spent the next ten minutes working on the stray hairs. He removed more than a few eyebrow hairs and shaped what remained. He trimmed my pubic hair, leaving a small close-shaved landing strip above my cock. Finally, he ran a bath and showed me how to remove my leg and body hair.

“Once you go hairless, you’ll need to keep it that way. Each time before you dress, you’ll need to shave your legs and your face. Are you sure you are up for presenting en-femme?” Bobbi asked.

“I’ll do anything to save my marriage,” I replied.

“Then go forth and get rid of that horrible body hair,” Bobbi said handing me a pink razor.

It took more than a few minutes to rid myself of the unwanted hair. Especially in the less accessible regions. I forgot to shave my underarms, but Bobbi did a sweep and picked up any missed areas.

“Here. Put this outfit on and meet me in the bedroom,” Bobbi said pointing to some clothes by a chair.

I unfolded the clothes and stared at them. Did I need to head down this path? I loved Margaret and would do anything. But was this crossing a line? One I could never come back from. But love rules all. Suddenly, my phone dinged with a message.

“I’ve booked us into Cupid’s again Saturday night. This time the girls from work will meet us there,” Margaret messaged.

I started with the silk underwear. Once the bra and panties were on, I sat and slid the silk stockings over my legs. Lastly, I slipped into a pair of black five-inch stiletto sandals. I was going to do whatever it took to save my marriage. Deep inside, I knew Margaret and I were soul mates. I needed to remind her of that.

Arriving home around 7:30 pm, I headed straight into the bedroom before Margaret could see me.

“What’s for dinner, honey?” I called out.

“I’ve cooked us Singapore noodles,” Margaret replied.

“Sorry I’m late. I stopped by Robbie’s place to get some advice,” I replied.

As I walked out into the lounge room wearing a white silk blouse, leather miniskirt and black leather thigh high boots, Margaret dropped the stirring spoon.

“Oh, shit. Sorry. I didn’t mean to do that,” Margaret said.

“Glad to see you like my fresh look,” I said.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Saturday night, I pulled out all stops to impress Margaret. Having spent each night during the week en-femme, I was coming to grips with doing my makeup and dressing sexy for my body type. I’d been preening my long brunette locks, conditioning them each morning and brushing them each night. Although capable of presenting beautifully, there was too much riding on this night. I enlisted the support of my Drag Mother, Bobbi.

Arriving at Robbie and Bobbi’s around 5:00 pm, I spent a solid two hours getting myself ready for the night out. Bobbi was wonderful, especially lending me natural looking breast forms and a few fashion accessories that capped off the outfit to a tee. By the time I was ready to go, I could see Bobbi had a tear in his eye.

“I can’t believe my duckling has become such a beautiful swan,” Bobbi said.

Dressed in a red long sleeve cable knit top with shoulder cut-outs, a black leather miniskirt with chrome zipper and black suede five-inch stiletto thigh high boots, I was ready to fight for my marriage. I’d blown my hair out and wore a stunning pair of diamond earrings. My makeup was perfect with ruby red lipstick matching my long sleek fingernails. Bobbi hadn’t missed a trick. I looked dead sexy. But most of all, I felt completely at ease.

I grabbed an Uber, as driving in five-inch heels seemed like an unnecessary risk. Five minutes later, I called Margaret from outside my apartment.

“Your car is waiting for you out front,” I said.

Margaret looked confused and startled when she opened the door.

“Sorry, Miss. This must be the wrong car,” Margaret apologised.

“I’m glad you like my outfit for the night,” I said smiling.

“Is that you, Tony?” Margaret asked.

“I’ll take that as a compliment. But call me Toni,” I replied.

“You look incredible. Absolutely sex on a stick,” Margaret said.

“I’m glad you like the outfit. I hoped I hadn’t overdone it,” I said.

“No, never. You’ll be popular tonight,” Margaret said.

That really wasn’t the response I was fishing for. But it was a positive start. After all, Margaret had female company on her mind, and although close, I didn’t quite meet that brief. Still, I knew this was my best form of defence.

Dropped off at the door, Margaret and I walked into Cupid’s arm in arm. It was lucky Bobbi had shown me how to tuck properly, as a wave of excitement hit me when the doorman waved us through. No ID required. No signing in either. Score. The doorman offered to show me around the club as a first timer. Something I couldn’t help but chuckle over. Still, I let him down gently.

As we ascended the stairs into the club proper, Margaret found it difficult to keep her hands off my silky-smooth legs.

“My god, you have the best legs I’ve ever seen in real life. You could be a supermodel,” Margaret said.

“Your legs aren’t too shabby either,” I said, stopping to give Margaret a soft kiss.

Within three seconds of entering the lounge area, Sarah bounded across the room and laid a massive smooch on Margaret.

“It’s wonderful to see you here. We’re gonna have so much fun tonight,” she said before ushering Margaret into the neon infused darkness.

I stood in the entry to the club, feeling more than a little conspicuous. A guy fronted me and offered me a drink. Two girls asked me if I wanted some private time as I struggled towards the bar. Luckily, I spotted Lincoln and Linda, and made a dash in that direction.

“Oh, I need a drink,” I said taking a seat between Lincoln and the wall.

“Bartender, can you please get the lady a drink, on me?” Lincoln said.

“What would you like, Miss?” the bartender asked.

“A Scotch and Coke would be smashing,” I replied.

When the drink arrived, I sculled the first half in seconds.

“Slow down, else the bar tender will get RSI,” Lincoln said.

“Hey Linda, nice to see you again. How’s your week been?” I asked.

“Yeah… good. Sorry, do I know you?” Linda replied.

“I’m Toni. We met last week,” I said.

“Oh, yes. How have you been?” Linda asked pretending to recognise me.

A couple of minutes later, Linda excused herself. She’d seen one of her past hook-ups and wanted to re-engage.

“And how has your week been, Lincoln?” I asked.

“Excellent. Did we meet last week? I can’t place you. I know I would have remembered you if we’d met,” Lincoln replied apologetically.

As I finished my drink, Lincoln ordered and paid for another. It suddenly occurred to me. Neither Linda nor Lincoln recognised me. I forgot I had been in guy mode the week prior. Wow, what a difference a week makes. A guy tapped me on the shoulder and asked me if he could buy me a drink. I thanked him and told him maybe later. He took the hint.

Rather than staring blankly at the wall behind the bar, Lincoln was engaged. And he was checking me out. His scan ran from head to toe, spending most of its time on the black stockings between my leather skirt and suede boots. He obviously liked what he saw, as he struggled with conversation a lot more than the prior week. His questions were more probing and specific. He was interested in me.

Lincoln was one of those laid-back Americans with a slow Southern drawl. He was tall, well above six feet, with light brown wavy hair and a chin chiselled from stone. His broad shoulders and rotund chest carried his shirt flawlessly. He could have stepped from the pages of Vogue. But it was his piercing blue eyes I suddenly found almost hypnotic.

As two more guys hit on me, Lincoln jumped into action.

“Would you like to go somewhere a little quieter?” Lincoln asked.

I still struggled to reconcile this was the guy I’d spent four hours with a week prior.

“Sure, that would be lovely,” I replied.

Lincoln stood and held out his hand. He helped me off the bar stool and dropped his arm around my waist. The warmth from his strong, calloused hand radiated through my leather skirt. All eyes focussed on us as we headed to a corner booth. Every girl wished she were me. Every guy wished they were Lincoln. I felt like a Prom Queen walking up to accept my crown.

About twenty feet from the bar, I saw Margaret and Sarah walking towards us.

“I’m gonna go home with Sarah. You have fun. See you in the morning,” Margaret said, leaning forward to give me a soft kiss.

Once we got to the booth, I broke the silence.

“Do you remember me now, Lincoln? I’m Toni, Margaret’s husband,” I said.

Completely deflated, I took stock. I’d gone all out to impress Margaret. And she was the only person in the club who wasn’t trying to get private time with me. Still, telling Lincoln who I was, changed nothing. He flirted, he focussed on nothing but me, and he was wonderful company. He seemed disappointed when I didn’t fully encourage his advances. A kiss and a cuddle were one thing, but sex in a less than private room, with a dozen voyeurs, was a step too far.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


WHEN I AWOKE Sunday morning, I checked the bed next to me. There was no sign of Margaret and no sign that her side of the bed had been slept in. This was the first time we’d slept apart in our seven-year marriage, so I was concerned and grabbed my phone. No missed calls, not even a message. I needed to make sure she was alright but resisted contacting her. I had to be the supportive husband or risk pushing her away.

I grabbed breakfast, opened my laptop and checked out Margaret’s Facebook page. There was a photo of her and Sarah drinking cocktails at the club, but that was early in the night. I headed over to Sarah’s Facebook page and saw what I feared most.

“Conversion completed. Yum,” Sarah posted with a tongue out emoji.

This accompanied a selfie of Sarah licking her lips while Margaret slept soundly next to her. My heart sank.

Margaret walked in the door around 11:00 am. She had that walk of shame look. You know, the one where she’s still wearing the outfit from the night before but presents like a complete mess.

“How was your night?” I asked.

“Un-flaming-believable. She may only be nineteen, but she knew how to push all my buttons,” Margaret replied.

Again, the candour and directness of her response surprised me. But while communication channels were open, I had a chance.

“Sarah could do things with her body I never dreamed possible. And her nineteen-year-old breasts were straight out of Playboy,” Margaret enthused.

“I’m glad you had a wonderful night. It sounds like you’ve well and truly moved on from being bi-curious,” I said.

“Oh, I’m only experimenting. And it’s early days. But thanks again for your understanding and support,” Margaret said.

“That’s what a marriage is. In for the good times, and the tough times,” I said.

“Yes, well, this must be hard on you. But I appreciate your support,” Margaret said, recognising my disappointment.

“Do you want some breakfast?” I asked.

“I’m exhausted. I hardly got any sleep. But I’m a little hungry. And a little randy, actually. How about you dress up like last night, while I eat?” Margaret replied.

I desperately wanted to connect, so took the suggestion and headed to the bedroom.

“I’m ready when you are,” I called out.

Not hearing a response, I headed to the doorway as Margaret was finishing up a call.

“I love you too, Sarah,” Margaret said before hanging up.

I ducked back into the bedroom and sat on the bed.

“There’s my pretty little princess. I’ve missed you,” Margaret said climbing onto the bed.

While the love making was enjoyable, I got the feeling Margaret would rather have been with Sarah. Still, I gave it everything I had. I pleasured her from head to toe, all while dressed in my sexiest outfit. After bringing Margaret to orgasm for the second time, I quietly left her to sleep. She eventually came out of the bedroom around four hours later, bleary-eyed but better for the shut-eye.

“Where do we go from here?” I asked.

“I’m still finding myself,” Margaret replied.

“And what about us?” I asked.

“I don’t know where we will end up. But let’s play it by ear,” Margaret replied.

“Do you want to keep swinging?” I asked.

“Hell yeah. I’m having the time of my life, and learning heaps about myself,” Margaret replied.

I looked into her eyes. She seemed happier than I’d seen her in years. But I was dreading where we would end up.

“But I want you to have fun, too. You looked incredibly cute as Toni. Every eye in the club was on you,” Margaret said.

“But still you went home with Sarah,” I said.

“No matter how cute you looked, a nineteen-year-old lesbian with the body of a Playboy centrefold was exactly what I was craving,” Margaret said.

I resisted showing my jealous side any further. But found it strange that she now described Sarah as a lesbian, rather than a free spirit.

“You got along well with Lincoln. If I was into guys, he’d be at the top of the list,” Margaret said.

“Nice to know. But we’re merely friends,” I said.

“You mean you felt nothing there?” Margaret asked.

“Apart from his hand on my thigh and his tongue down my throat, no,” I replied.

“Why are you getting defensive? Hey, I am more than happy for you to do some experimenting too,” Margaret said.

I had failed to get Margaret jealous. That was all I needed. Permission to stray.

I spent the rest of the day in quiet contemplation. My wife of seven years had moved on from bi-curious to bisexual at least. Although she appeared to have a strong preference for sex with women. I’d tried to meet her halfway and resurrect our love life. But I needed to dress en-femme to pique her interest, leaving all heterosexual moves off the table. Did I want to dress up and make love like a lesbian for the rest of my life, or had the time come to move on?

Was I holding together a doomed relationship? Margaret’s experiment had only been in process for a week. She’d only slept with two women I was aware of. And it was unlikely there’d been any more. Her reaction to the last two Saturday nights was far too euphoric. I needed to stay the course. If that meant spending time en-femme to keep her interested, then that was short-term pain for long-term gain.


CHAPTER NINE


“HOW DID THE weekend go?” Robbie asked.

“I was making progress, but then Margaret spent a night of passion with a nineteen-year-old lesbian,” I replied.

“You looked hot, dude. You totally impressed Bobbi,” Robbie said.

“Be sure to thank him for me. Tell him I was a hit with everyone, except Margaret,” I said.

“What are you gonna do?” Robbie asked.

“I’m going to double down on it. I’m only going to wear sexy club wear when I’m at home. And I’ll try to get Margaret to see she can have the best of both worlds with me,” I replied.

“Sounds like a plan. I’m in your corner,” Robbie said.

“Thanks dude. I don’t know where I’d be without you,” I said placing my hand on his.

Every night that week, I stuck to the plan. Home from work early, full transformation en-femme and dinner on the table when Margaret walked through the door. During dinner, I rubbed my stocking-clad leg against Margaret’s, or I slid the toe of my suede boot up her pant leg. And each night we retired to bed early, and I pleasured Margaret to a minimum of two or three orgasms. My tongue technique was getting to expert level as all my research paid off in the bedroom.

Friday night, in the post-coital glow, I tested the waters.

“Are we going to Cupid’s again tomorrow night?” I asked.

“Yes, booked in and raring to go,” Margaret replied.

“Wonderful, I’ll book in some time with Bobbi, and let Lincoln know I’m coming,” I said.

“So, you’ve reconsidered hooking up?” Margaret asked.

“Yes. I think you are right. Toni could have her choice of almost anyone in the club. And I think Lincoln would be pick number one,” I replied.

“You find Lincoln attractive, do you?” Margaret asked.

“If I’m brutally honest, yes. He’s gorgeous. Look at us. Two girlfriends chatting about boys. Sorry, and girls,” I replied.

“Do you think he’s hotter than his sister, Linda?” Margaret asked.

“If I’m honest, yes I do. Especially when I’m Toni,” I replied.

“What do you mean?” Margaret asked.

“The more time I spend en-femme, the more I find Lincoln attractive,” I replied.

“Perhaps you should go as Tony instead,” Margaret suggested.

“Tried that. It did nothing for me or for Lincoln,” I said, smiling.

“But surely, when it came down to it, you wouldn’t know what to do,” Margaret said.

“I’ve been spending a lot of time as Toni recently. And Robbie’s given me useful tips,” I said.

Our third visit to Cupid’s I did not hold back. This was make or break, and I needed Margaret to question her decisions. There had been a genuine sense of jealousy in her demeanour when I spoke of hooking up with Lincoln. Perhaps I’d found her Achilles heel. I needed to bring my A game and had a feeling how to do it.

Saturday afternoon, I headed to Robbie and Bobbi’s after lunch. I grabbed Bobbi, and we hit the stores, en-femme. I worked my way through designer store after designer store until I found what I knew would be the game changer. A new figure hugging little black dress. But it was no blend into the background number. It was shiny; it was sparkly, and it felt like heaven to touch. Not wanting to wear the same outfit twice, I also bought a pair of black leather five-inch stiletto thigh high boots, complete with laces all the way up the front. They were both statement pieces, and the statement I was making was obvious. Come fuck me.

The Uber pulled up out front of the apartment around 7:00 pm. I messaged Margaret to meet me in the car. The expression on her face was precious when she saw me sitting in the car in my new outfit. Her jaw almost hit the road.

“You’re not going out dressed like that, are you?” Margaret asked.

“I take it you like my new outfit,” I replied.

Margaret and I got waved straight through by the doorman. His eyes said it all as he undressed me on the way past. On the way up the stairs, Margaret stopped me.

“You don’t have to do this tonight,” Margaret said.

“Look at me. We are at a swinger club. How many times do you expect me to say no?” I asked.

“Be careful. And remember, I love you,” Margaret replied.

As we entered the lounge area, Lincoln waved me over to the bar. Surprisingly, he left himself open to approach by leaving an empty seat next to him. He looked relaxed and sexy as hell in a shirt open a couple of buttons from the top. He sat next to Linda, who was busy chatting with a girl on the next stool.

“Hey Toni. Wow. You look stunning. Can I get you a drink?” Lincoln asked.

“Thanks Lincoln. A Scotch and Coke, please. Make it a double,” I replied.

There was one seat free, so Lincoln moved and offered Margaret the spot next to Linda. That prompted Linda to interrupt her conversation and turn to Margaret.

“Hey babe, I was hoping you’d be here soon,” Linda said.

“It seems like you weren’t missing me too much,” Margaret said.

“You know I only have eyes for you,” Linda said.

I walked over and sat on Lincoln’s lap. I leaned forward to pick up the drink, knowing the movement would inspire his cock to greater things. Sitting back, I adjusted my dress. Bingo, I’d achieved my goal. Lincoln was rock-hard.

“Looks like someone’s pleased to see me,” I said, holding his hands in my lap.

“You don’t know the extent of it,” Lincoln said.

Linda and Margaret started getting hot and heavy. Soft kisses turned into heavy petting, which turned into an embrace full of passion. The mutual attraction was undeniable.

“How about we head somewhere a little more private,” Linda said.

“Your place or mine?” Margaret asked.

“Mine’s closer. Let’s go,” Linda replied.

Margaret stood and turned to me. I stood face to face with her.

“Let your hair down. But be careful if you treat yourself to some smooth American. It may be life changing,” Margaret said.

“I hope you find the passion you’ve been missing,” I said.

“Oh, I have. And I owe it all to you,” Margaret said.

Linda led Margaret across the room and down the stairs. I held back tears, knowing full well what this action meant.

“Would you like another drink?” Lincoln asked.

“I don’t think alcohol could help me this time,” I replied.

Lincoln pulled me towards him and kissed me deeply. His kiss was soulful and purposeful.

“You deserve to be happy too,” Lincoln said.

Lincoln’s hand dropped to my arse and slid under my dress.

“Are you sure you want this?” I asked.

“More than anything,” Lincoln replied.


CHAPTER TEN


THE DRIVE HOME gave me time to reflect.

“I’ve lost the love of my life,” I said, struggling to contain my tears.

“Some things don’t last forever,” Lincoln said.

“But I’m scared I’ve driven her away,” I said.

“You’ve helped her find her path. You didn’t tell her to go home with my sister,” Lincoln said.

“What else could I have done?” I asked.

“Apart from being born female, nothing. You’ve done everything you could,” Lincoln replied.

“What am I going to do now?” I asked.

“I think the time has come for you to move on,” Lincoln replied.

I thought about how the night had turned out. I tried to make Margaret jealous. Did I force her into the arms of Linda? I heard my phone ding. It was a message from Margaret.

“I’m at Linda’s place. I don’t know when, or if, I’ll be home,” Margaret messaged.

“Thanks for telling me. Have fun. We had a wonderful seven years,” I messaged.

“Look, I’ve been helping Linda through her confusion. She came out of a terrible marriage. The guy was a prick. But she knew it was more than that. Some things are in the DNA. She hasn’t stopped talking about Margaret since they first met,” Lincoln said.

I knew he was right. Margaret could have ended up with someone like Sarah, young and selfish and simply trying to get attention.

“I’m sorry for leading you on, too,” I said.

“You don’t have to apologise. I don’t get many knock backs. I’m a big boy,” Lincoln said with a smile.

As we entered Northern Quarter, I put my hand on Lincoln’s thigh and squeezed it.

“Thank you for being understanding,” I said, as he intertwined his fingers in mine.

“Do you want to come inside for a drink?” I asked.

“Well, I can’t go back to the studio apartment I share with Linda,” Lincoln replied.

I’d forgotten Lincoln shared a flat with his sister.

“I’ll take that as a yes, then,” I said.

Lincoln was the perfect gentleman, opening doors, wrapping his jacket around me, and catching me as I stumbled on the stairs. His hands were firm yet gentle. Waves of excitement washed through me each time we touched. Walking up the hallway to the apartment, I marvelled at how ideally I fitted under his arm. Even with five-inch heels, Lincoln had three or four inches on me.

“Scotch and Coke for two,” I said after showing Lincoln to the sofa.

“I’d bring the bottle,” Lincoln suggested.

“Sounds like a brilliant suggestion. Nothing like excess alcohol to fix a broken heart,” I said.

“I can think of something else. Perhaps we can try both,” Lincoln said with a cheeky smile.

“Wow, this is an awesome apartment. I live in a virtual dog box. These views of the city are insane,” Lincoln said moving to the window.

“Yes, Margaret and I were in the right place at the right time,” I said holding out Lincoln’s drink.

“There’s a lot to be said for timing. Think of all the decision points that led you to this moment,” Lincoln said turning towards me.

Lincoln took the initiative and kissed me while I stood holding a drink in each hand. As his passion surged through me, my legs shook with excitement. He cupped my face lightly with both hands, connecting us in a sensual bond. The blood ran from elsewhere in my body and pumped into my cock. As Lincoln’s tongue wrestled with mine, he pulled his body hard against me. His manhood built rapidly from our passion.

“I’ve wanted to do that all night,” Lincoln said.

“I must have sounded like a weirdo in the car. Thanks for listening to me,” I said.

“You’ve done everything you can to salvage your marriage. And then some,” Lincoln said.

“Yes, I’ve learned more about myself in the past few weeks than I ever imagined,” I said.

“Don’t focus on the past. You’ve only scratched the surface of what your future could hold,” Lincoln said.

I looked into Lincoln’s eyes. I understood what he was hinting at. But I wasn’t sure I wanted to take the next step. I became Toni to hold onto Margaret. But embracing Toni to hook up with Lincoln was altogether another thing. Much like Margaret, crossing the line scared me and would be impossible to step back from. Was I ready to face the consequences of my actions? To succumb to his Southern charms. Lincoln was incredible. He was handsome, a true gentleman, and as sexy as hell. But was I ready to become Toni for him?

Lincoln raised his hand and delicately brushed a hair from my cheek. My excitement surged at his mere touch. I felt tempted like never before.

“You know, I’ve been going to that club for the last six months. And I’ve never felt the urge to join in. But when I saw you, everything changed,” Lincoln said.

“I’ve seen you get a dozen offers in a single night. Look at you. You’re built like Thor,” I said.

“But in six months of temptation, there’s only been one girl for me,” Lincoln said.

Lincoln walked up behind me and placed his arm around me. We stared out at the city lights as we shared body warmth.

“That dress is amazing to touch,” Lincoln said.

“I bought it, especially with you in mind,” I said.

“I’ve heard rebound sex is the best remedy for a broken heart,” Lincoln said kissing my neck.

His kisses sent shivers up my spine. My legs turned to jelly as Lincoln’s hand slid under my dress.

I knew where this was heading. And I no longer had the fortitude to resist. I sculled my drink before turning towards the bedroom.

“What are we waiting for? The bedroom is this way,” I said holding out my hand.

“You don’t know how long I’ve been waiting to hear those words,” Lincoln said.

Lincoln finished his drink and placed the glass on the table. I sauntered towards the bedroom door, leading him with both hands. Moving inside the bedroom, I stopped and turned to face him. His excitement was obvious. Lincoln’s experienced hands ran up my thighs and rested against my backside. I turned him around, back to the bed. His face reflected the lights of the city. I forcefully pushed him back into the middle of my king-sized bed.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


THE SECOND LINCOLN’S back hit the bed, I straddled him. Sitting my arse on his package, I felt excitement surge through his body. Leaning down, I moved in for a kiss, only to bite his bottom lip softly, but hard enough so he knew I meant business.

“Now let’s see what we have hidden under here,” I said, before slowly unbuttoning his top button with my blood-red fingernails.

After undoing each button, I placed a gentle kiss on Lincoln’s exposed chest. As I slid to position myself for each new button, Lincoln’s cock reacted as it rubbed against my arse. With the undoing of the third button, Lincoln’s chest came into view. Like a child unwrapping a Christmas present I had yearned for all year, my eyes lit up. But Lincoln didn’t move a muscle. He laid back and lapped up the excitement of my revelation.

As button four succumbed to my fumbling fingers, I seized the moment and ripped open Lincoln’s shirt. I squealed with delight as his pecs and abs came into view.

“My god, you could give Thor a run for his money,” I said with delight.

“Don’t worry, you haven’t even gotten to my third best feature yet,” Lincoln said.

With his chest exposed, I kissed my way down Lincoln’s neck and between his pecs. I didn’t know which way to go next. His torso was flawless. Not a spot, not a blemish, and grade A muscle definition everywhere I looked. I headed right, and kissed my way around Lincoln’s nipple. I bit it playfully, but with enough force to get his attention.

“Take it easy on me. I’m not steak,” Lincoln said.

“You look like prime cut to me,” I said.

I worked Lincoln’s nipples using techniques I’d researched to impress Margaret. It had the desired effect.

“I’ve never had someone do that before. It’s actually pleasant,” Lincoln said smiling.

While I enjoyed the vista in front of me, I knew I was savouring the entrée, while the main course awaited.

“If the garnish tastes this amazing, I can’t wait to get to the meat and veg,” I said.

I kissed Lincoln with passion while I moved over to one side. Sliding my hand down his washboard abs, I hit pay dirt. The size of the bulge beneath his pants both worried and excited me. Who cares if I can’t sit down for a week after tonight? It’ll be worth every second of the discomfort.

Lincoln’s cock continued to grow long after I expected it to slow. I couldn’t wait any longer. I had to unveil my present. Slipping Lincoln’s belt from his pants, I threw it across the room. Undoing the press-stud, I slid the zipper down, buoyed by the force from within. I positioned my hand over the package beneath the soft cotton trunks. It must have been eight inches if I was much of a judge. And with five inches of my own, I had a solid yardstick for comparison.

The urge to unveil it was too powerful for me to resist. I slid my fingertips underneath the elastic waistband of his trunks. I felt the warmth of the delicate skin and the blood pump with every heartbeat. But Lincoln’s surprise was almost too broad for my fingers to reach around. It stopped me in my tracks.

“What are you waiting for?” Lincoln asked smiling proudly.

I kissed my way down Lincoln’s body. I wanted to savour the unveiling. After kissing his ears, I moved to his neck. A feint hint of ck One drifted into my nostrils. I kissed my way from his pecs to his abs before removing the soft cotton cover below.

“Oh, my god. They truly sent you from the gods,” I squealed with delight.

“Well, I can’t recall getting too many complaints,” Lincoln said with a cheeky smile.

“How am I supposed to get my mouth around that monster?” I asked.

“I have it on good authority it can be done,” Lincoln replied.

While scared, I was more than eager to sample this delight. I leaned in and placed soft angel kisses on the cock head. Suddenly, something worrying occurred to me.

“You’re not planning on putting that monster inside me tonight, are you?” I asked.

“That was the plan,” Lincoln replied.

“But where, how…?” I asked.

“Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle. Before you know it, you’ll be begging me for more. Trust your instincts. But let’s get back to the soft kisses to the head,” Lincoln replied.

I kissed my way around the purple glowing head. I had both hands wrapped around the shaft and was contemplating the next step.

“As lovely as that feels, there’s more than just the tip,” Lincoln offered.

“Okay armchair critic. You’re not the one who’s trying to pleasure an eight-inch monster,” I said.

“No, but I am hoping to see what you’re packing, soon,” Lincoln said.

I’d forgotten I had Lincoln pinned down on the bed with my body weight, stopping him from initiating any action.

“Well, I’m sure that can be arranged,” I said, swinging around into a sixty-nine position.

Lincoln wasted no time, and seconds later my cock sat outside my panties.

“I love a well-manicured garden. You must have been expecting visitors,” Lincoln said.

He didn’t hold back. Lincoln plunged his mouth over my semi-flaccid cock and soon it became rock-hard. His technique was incredible as he swirled his tongue about my member, teasing and tantalising me with every move.

“Oh fuck, that’s amazing. It’s been years since anybody has touched me like that,” I said.

My head started spinning, but I didn’t want to come first. I needed to focus, to please my man. I needed to be Toni, so established a rhythm, working his top four inches with my mouth while my hands worked the shaft. It worked beautifully, and soon Lincoln’s breathing became heavy and ragged. I became fascinated at how Lincoln’s cock responded to my actions. Every lick, every touch, and every kiss caused a unique response.

I worked up a rhythm that took Lincoln’s focus from me. His cock glowed bright purple and quivered. As Lincoln approached orgasm, a rush of excitement built in me. I desperately wanted to satisfy him and develop a bond that would bring us closer. I needed Lincoln to love Toni for who she could become.

Suddenly, I heard Lincoln groan in ecstasy as a torrent of sweet, salty fluid streamed down my throat. I maintained the rhythm and sucked harder to ensure I swallowed every precious drop. This was all I needed to confirm I had become Toni.

“That was incredible,” Lincoln said gasping for breath.

“I was hoping you’d get me to that point too,” I said.

Lincoln rolled me over like a rag doll. His strength only matched by his gentle demeanour.

“Let me finish what I started,” Lincoln said.

Lincoln plunged his mouth over my cock and deep throated me. The spasms of his throat muscles were heavenly. He promptly established a rhythm and within ten seconds I was laying back on the bed, unable to move. My orgasm came with a massive rush as my come vanished into Lincoln’s hungry mouth. Lincoln kissed me deeply, sharing the bounty of our sensual activities.


CHAPTER TWELVE


AS WE BASKED in our post-coital glow, I couldn’t believe how much fun I was having while fully dressed. Lincoln’s hand headed for my panties. My cock had tucked itself back inside the cool silken fabric. I had to admit, I’d become quite accustomed, and more than a little excited by the feeling of wearing silken undergarments. It would be hard for me to move back to simple cotton.

Lincoln placed a hand on either side of my panties and carefully slid them over my boots.

“Do you want me to take the boots off?” I asked.

“Definitely not. I think you’re perfect, exactly as you are,” Lincoln replied.

Once my panties were on the bedroom floor, Lincoln got out of bed and walked into the lounge. He came back seconds later, naked and with a massive bottle of lube in his hand. I struggled to take my eyes off the monster as it swayed from side to side.

“You come well-prepared,” I commented.

“It comes with the territory,” Lincoln said trying to appear humble.

Lincoln joined me on the bed, where we kissed and started getting our juices flowing again. I was trembling in anticipation of what was to come.

“Are you sure it’s gonna fit?” I said staring at the monster.

“Yes. But I also promise this experience will be eye opening,” Lincoln said.

“Let’s get this show on the road,” I said.

I reached down and slowly awoke Lincoln’s cock from its slumber.

“So, you expected to get lucky tonight?” I asked.

“Yep,” Lincoln replied.

There was nothing sexier than a man with confidence, and Lincoln possessed it in spades.

Lincoln laid my head on a pillow and dropped between my thighs. He lifted my legs and pushed my thighs back with his broad shoulders. I expected him to head for my flaccid cock, but he kept going straight past it and gently pulled open my arse with his powerful hands.

“That’s what I wanted to see. A perfect pink virgin pussy,” Lincoln said.

It was strange but titivating to hear Lincoln call my arse a pussy. I suddenly felt completely feminine when he did.

What happened next surprised me. I assumed Lincoln would apply the lube and it would be on. But he kissed his way from cheek to cheek before running his tongue around an inch outside my sphincter. My body shivered as he hit the more sensitive area and licked his way around the target. Lincoln pulled my arse cheeks further apart, and his tongue darted up inside me. Excitement surged through my body each time his tongue hit the target.

“Oh my. That is amazing,” I shrieked.

Lincoln was in no rush. After all, he had all night to kill before he could get back into his apartment. His actions started subtle and precise, but soon he’d made a frenzied attack on my flower and I struggled to think clearly. His tongue was longer and stronger than I could have imagined. I laid back and savoured this delightful new experience.

A coldness interrupted my pleasure. Lincoln had applied lube to my hungry arse before applying a liberal lather to his cock. He was working himself back to semi-hard when I took over.

“You’ll never need to do that for yourself after tonight,” I said.

Lincoln smiled and sat back on the bed. Within a minute, the monster was ready for action.

Lincoln lifted me, and I placed my arms on his shoulders. With absolute precision, he positioned my arse directly over his rock-hard cock. The tip pushed hard against my flower.

“Relax. You’ll be in heaven soon,” Lincoln promised.

I grimaced as Lincoln dropped me one inch, two inches, three inches. Once I passed the halfway point, a wave of pleasure like I’d never experienced washed over me. I was now hungry to have him inserted all the way. I wanted him deep inside.

I tensed my legs and started bouncing. Each out-stroke and in-stroke sent jolts of ecstasy throughout my body. I wanted more, and I wanted it quickly. I grabbed Lincoln’s shoulders and guided him with each thrust. My cock was flapping about, bashing into Lincoln’s pelvis at each down stroke. But I noticed little except the smile on Lincoln’s handsome face. It was intense; it was pleasurable, and I didn’t want it to end.

Lincoln guided my hips to maintain a rhythm. His manhood quivered within me. His eyes disappeared into the back of his head as I saw his ‘oh face’ come to the fore. Finally, as my cock rebounded off his pelvis, I felt a warmth deep inside of me. Lincoln’s eyes re-appeared, and a broad smile swept across his face. He held me deep as sweat dripped off my chin and onto his abs. It was messy, it was uncomfortable, but I wouldn’t have traded that moment for anything.

The following morning, I awoke to my iPad’s ring. It was Margaret, checking in.

“I’m staying the weekend with Linda. I’ve had the most amazing night,” Margaret said.

“That’s nice. Have fun,” I said.

“Hey, why are you wearing my favourite nighty?” Margaret asked.

“I thought you were happy to share,” I replied.

Lincoln walked back into the bedroom naked and cuddled me in full view of Margaret.

“What’s he doing in my bed? And why is he naked and getting hands-on with you?” Margaret asked.

“He stayed the night, and we made love. And when I hang up, we’ll be doing it again,” I replied.

Lincoln leaned over and kissed me passionately.

“I adore your apartment. Almost as much as your sexy wife,” Lincoln said.

I finished the call. Margaret called straight back. But neither of us was interested in answering.

“Let me take a shower, and I’ll cook you breakfast. I need to keep your strength up for what I’ve got planned next,” I said.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


LINCOLN NEVER MADE it back to his apartment that first weekend. Apart from a romantic dinner at Rosso, and boutique shopping for sexy lingerie, we never left my apartment. In fact, we rarely stepped outside the bedroom. We had a lot of catching up to do and by the end of the weekend, I knew I needed to become Toni permanently. I felt compelled to embrace my femininity, and if that meant attracting the eyes of men at will, I would learn to manage that. Though there was only one man whose attention I sought to attract, Lincoln.

My final weeks with Margaret had taught me how to make love like a woman. My first weekend with Lincoln taught me how to make love to a man. And once I experienced love making with Lincoln, I could never turn back. For the first time in my life, I had a lover who embraced my body, and gladly pleasured it in wonderful ways. Never had I dreamed the extent of pleasure a gifted lover like Lincoln could offer.

Lincoln was right when he said I needed to focus on what was to come rather than what had been. Turns out I had wasted many years trying to hold something together, when I should have been embracing my future. I never regretted supporting Margaret through her bi-curious phase. For without that experience, I would never have discovered my true self. And I would never have become Toni and met the true love of my life.

I spent the next two months preparing to transition. Days at work were spent as Tony, while every other second was spent as Toni. By the end of those two months, I could wait no longer, and stopped presenting male. I came out at work and became Toni full time. My transition had happened in a whirlwind. But I never had any doubts about my true self after that first weekend with Lincoln.

At the end of the week, Lincoln eventually returned to his old apartment. I gave him a small case of Margaret’s clothes, only the ones I didn’t want, and he came back with a suitcase of his clothes and a few other belongings. We called it a swap, but I sure know who got the better end of the deal. Margaret’s relationship with Linda blossomed into a wonderful love story. It sounds strange, but we caught up once a week at my apartment for dinner as a foursome. Any jealousies abated when each of us saw how happy the other was.

Margaret came knocking on my door once, about three months later. She’d gotten drunk at a work party and spent the night with Sarah. Linda wasn’t one to take cheating from a partner and threw her out immediately. But after sleeping on our couch for a few nights, Lincoln convinced Linda to forgive Margaret for her indiscretion that once. It took her time to trust again, but eventually Margaret earned Linda’s trust and love back.

As for Lincoln and me. From that first weekend, my life improved immeasurably. And I stopped looking backwards. Forward or nothing became my mantra. And it continued to serve me well. With Lincoln, I was happier than I’d ever been. He’d helped me find my happy place, a place where Toni blossomed into the beautiful flower Lincoln had seen all along. And anytime I started to doubt myself, Lincoln came to the fore. He knew exactly how to make me feel like a woman deep inside.
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A FAIR SHARE
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Two months in the freezing Arctic Ocean sharing a bathroom with a hot blooded Latino. What could go wrong?

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


SUMMER LOVERS
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Have you ever been stuck in the friendship zone for just a little too long? How do you move to be more than just friends?

Sam Dean is a gifted musician who has just finished the third year of his engineering degree. Unlike his rich kid friends, Sam works several jobs to afford his college education, let alone save for a holiday. This allows little time for romance, and leaves him lacking confidence, although he has no shortage of suitors.

With his best friends, the recently engaged Carl and Winnie, and trust fund girl Jessica, Sam plans for a Summer in Greece. Trouble is Jessica sees it as a romantic couples’ trip, while Sam has no romantic interest in Jessica, whatsoever. He wants a ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling with a gorgeous European girl.

Landing in Athens, Sam spots Swedish songbird, Hannah, and becomes more than a little smitten. Sam goes out of his way to attend Hannah’s shows almost nightly, impressing Hannah while annoying Jessica no end. He even joins her show, singing love song duets with her. But Sam lacks the confidence to take the big next step and ask Hannah out.

If you like transgender romance stories in the mold of ‘Music and Lyrics’, stories that make your heart go ‘Pop’, then you’ll love ‘Summer Lovers’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Sam be able to deflect Jessica’s advances and work up the courage to ask Hannah out, or will his ‘Summer Lovers’ Fling become yet another unfulfilled dream?


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

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

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

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

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

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


THE PLUS ONE
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What would you do if your ex invited you to their wedding? Would you go? How could you show you were over them?

Martin Smith has achieved every one of his goals in life. A high school football star, he attended Columbia University on a full scholarship. Dating the head cheerleader, he graduated top of his class in law. Martin seemed destined to realise his dream life, and marry his soul mate, once he became a partner at his New York law firm.

But things suddenly went south when his girlfriend of five years, Sheena, split up with him. Her family insisted she marry a good Chinese boy and even found the perfect husband. While never feeling accepted by Sheena’s family, Martin always thought love would conquer all. He never even considered he would lose the love of his life, and still pines for her eighteen months later.

When Martin gets invited to Sheena & Rob Lo’s wedding in The Hamptons, the pressure is on to find a plus-one. He hasn’t dated since splitting with Sheena but wants to show he is happy for them and has moved on. With the aid of his sister, Martin contacts hometown neighbour, Ashleigh, who agrees to be his plus-one. But Ashleigh may be more than just a plus-one. Could she be ‘the one’?

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of Wedding Crashers, then you’ll love ‘The Plus One’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Martin’s plus-one, Ashleigh, make him forget Sheena and realise what’s been missing from his past relationships?


ABOUT YUMI
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Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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