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PART ONE


CHAPTER ONE


“THANK GOODNESS I’M awake. What a freaky dream,” I said, staring straight at the ceiling in misbelief.

A musky odor invaded my lungs. Though I wasn’t in the least bit athletic, the smell reminded me of sweaty socks and jockstraps back in gym class at secondary school. Wait, that stain on the ceiling wasn’t there yesterday. Lifting my pounding head a few inches, I surveyed the room. Why are there pictures of football players on my wall? Did Kris prank me again?

Pretty soon, my head rested back on the pillow. Through necessity. The light from the right was too bright. I felt about ready to bring up everything I’d consumed during the past week. And I’m so thirsty I doubt even a gallon of water would quench me. Sorry… why are there framed pictures of football players on my wall? And who painted my walls blue? Against my better judgement, I lifted my head slightly to take stock of my surroundings.

“Where the hell am I?” I said, a little louder than I should have.

I turned my head to the left and reached out to grab my phone. But instead of being within easy reach, my phone sat on a bedside table right across the other side of an empty double bed. And not a bed I recognized. I gingerly rolled across to the vacant side, trying not to puke. Wow, these sheets are soft against my legs. Are they satin? No, they’re high thread count cotton sheets that desperately needed a wash. One more slow roll and I reached out for my phone, prompting a thin black strap to slide off my shoulder. Not a wide strap like on my singlets, something more delicate and softer to the touch. And that sensation only intensified with each movement.

“Oh no. What am I wearing?”

Lifting the sheet, I held it around a foot above my body. Were my eyes deceiving me? Was I still asleep? I had to do a double take to confirm what I saw. What the hell? How? Why? When? I blinked at least five times before I dropped the sheet to rub the sleep out of my eyes. Let’s try this again. I raised both hands before dropping the sheet and wrapping it tightly around me. Cocooning me in. Scanning the room, this time for proof of human life, I thankfully concluded that I was alone. But in unfamiliar surrounds.

I raised the sheet again, slowly, taking stock of everything I saw. The delicate strap concerned me far less than what was attached to it. A cute black tulle babydoll with a lace top that somehow made it look like I had a decent cleavage. A sexy black thong was visible beneath the tulle, as was a black frilly suspender belt which securely held a pair of black silk stockings. Light streaming through the window fell softly upon my thong. Mother nature sure knew how to make a statement.

“What did I do last night? And who did I do it with?”

Concern turned to terror as I heard the burst of a camera followed by squeals and laughter from the next room.

“Camille Lopez is a dirty hoe,” rang out from behind the wall.

Don’t tell me I’m in a frat house. Not dressed like this. My life is going to be over. I need to escape before the frat boys find me. I wrapped myself in the sheet again in case someone broke in. God, help me get out of this mess, please. My head needed a gallon of water to function. I spotted a bathroom door. But what if it was a shared bathroom? Thankfully, I saw a white metal object plastered with stickers.

While sliding across the bed in silky lingerie, I couldn’t help but get excited by the soft cool sensation against my body. Why did these clothes feel so wonderful to wear? But focus. Where am I? It looks, sounds, and smells like a frat house. Please let it be a geek frat like Tau Kappa. Don’t let it be a jock frat like Lambda Chi. Fumbling through the refrigerator, I found a half full bottle of Seven Up. That will have to do. The cold liquid disappeared within seconds, providing some welcome relief to the dryness, if not the screaming headache.

“Who the hell lives here?”

Camille Lopez fled down Fraternity Circle, taking with her the immediate threat. But I knew that only gave me a temporary reprieve. A shiny wooden golf club sat beside the bed, providing the ideal tool for my next challenge. The wide-open curtains welcoming the sun, and everything else, through a glass-paned door. Being totally useless at all sports meant I needed to summon all my powers of concentration and skill to close the curtains. After a half dozen tries, I finally halted all daylight, and prying eyes, from entering the room.

With my privacy assured, for now, I switched on the bedside light. Wow, that babydoll really gave me quite a cleavage. I knew I needed to secure all doors. But worried about stepping on the dirty floor in my stockinged feet. That gave me two options. Multiple pairs of size sixteen athletic shoes, or a pair of size eight stiletto sandals. The sandals won out, although I reconsidered my decision when I failed to thread the buckle several times. Staggering to the front door, I turned the key to lock it. They’d need an axe to get through that. Not that an axe would be unheard of in a frat house.

As I tip-toed towards the bathroom, a pain seared from my right hamstring and my thighs rubbed against each other. Something I’d never experienced before. Perhaps it was the heels changing the angle of my gait. I reached down but pulled back when I felt a stickiness on my upper thighs. What have I sat in? It was sticky like honey or treacle, but of a whole different texture.

I made it to the bathroom door and turned the key. Both entrances were now securely locked. There, safe and sound. For now, at least. The frat house singers had returned from serenading Camille Lopez and were looking for another target. Holy crap. Is the verandah door closed? I lurched towards the curtains and slid the dead lock across seconds before hearing the doorknob rattle.

“Phew, that was close,” I said, sliding onto the floor, my back firmly pushed against the curtains.


CHAPTER TWO


IT DIDN’T TAKE long for the Seven Up to work its way through my system. As I sat, poking the new bruises on my thighs beneath the stockings, a deep rumble turned into sharp crippling pain. I’ve got to pee, badly. But standing up wearing six-inch heels proved more challenging than I expected. Loving the way my legs looked, I didn’t want to ladder the stockings. But I had to crawl onto my knees before getting up onto my feet. Once I’d dusted myself off, I headed to the bathroom. Each step provided new levels of pain from my hamstrings. And I had a very low tolerance for pain.

My plan was simple. Unlock the bathroom door, check that the coast is clear, walk across the bathroom and lock the door to the adjoining bedroom. Simple. But the second I entered the bathroom, the frat house singers started interrogating the sharer of my bathroom. Do I head back? No, the pain in my bladder was excruciating. The only way was forward. I slid the deadbolt seconds before the door handle rattled furiously.

“I know that’s not you, Orlando. Because you left for football practice an hour ago,” a muffled voice said.

“Okay, you caught me. It’s my guest from last night,” a second muffled voice said.

A half dozen frat singers broke out into hilarious laughter.

“I suppose Cindy Williams stopped by for some action,” the first muffled voice said.

“She’s not really my type,” the second muffled voice said.

“Well, we look forward to seeing who your type is,” the first muffled voice said.

Oh great. I’m locked in the bedroom of the number one defensive tackle in the south. A 6ft 7in specimen of pure man mountain. Someone who could bust my spine with his little finger. And a bunch of his frat brothers are waiting for my unveiling outside the room. How the hell did I get into this mess? As my presence was now known, I tip-toed to the toilet and quietly sat. That first burst of pee felt as good as anything I’d experienced at college. At least anything I could remember. A bruise on my right buttock made sitting straight, uncomfortable, and prompted me to lean to the left to reduce the pressure. The babydoll slid over my stockings, sending a shiver up my thigh.

Standing in front of the mirror, I adjusted the babydoll to make my cleavage even, before noticing a patch of dried drool near my mouth. Moving my crimson talons towards my face, I attempted to remove the drool. It was impossible to remove while dry. I slid my two center fingers inside my mouth. Why were my fingernails that long? They made wetting my fingers a little tricky, but soon I’d removed the white mark from my face.

“If I’m going to get caught, at least I’m going to keep my dignity.”

Without thinking, I licked my finger to remove the moistened drool. A salty zing attacked my taste buds.

Hearing the frat singers leave, I turned towards the bathroom door. To my right, I noted an empty box of rubbers in the trash. But these were no ordinary type. The package read XXL, something that just the idea of scared me shitless. I quietly flushed the toilet and turned back towards the basin.

“Now, where do you keep the headache pills?”

A quick rustle around in the cupboard located my savior. Two pills and two cups of cold water later, I was ready to plot my escape.

“Don’t leave the door locked. I need to pee,” the second muffled voice said.

Against my better judgement, and without saying a word, I quietly slid the deadlock across and scurried into the bedroom. At least I could lock the door behind me. Somehow, leaning against the bathroom door for a few minutes made me feel safer. Even though the door remained locked. I heard someone enter the bathroom, have a good strong pee, wash their hands, clean their teeth and head back out again. Thank goodness for that. I hoped I could trust that guy.

How the hell do I escape from this hell-hole without getting caught? Carefully tip-toeing over piles of dirty washing and sporting equipment, I sat back on the bed. Sliding myself up along the sheets, I rested my back against the black leather headboard. I marveled at the sandals and how perfectly they fitted my feet. Almost as if they’d been designed just for my foot. In some Cinderella way. I considered changing into some of Orlando’s clothes to help me sneak out unsighted. But his clothes were designed to fit someone muscle bound and a foot taller than me. Suddenly, there was a knock at the verandah door. I instantly stopped breathing, hoping they would go away.

Picking up my phone, I noted it was after 11:00 am. What if the knocking was Orlando? Surely football practice didn’t go all day. He’d be back with his frat buddies and a master key. If such a thing existed. I needed to make a plan but fell short on every front.

“Let me in. I can help you get out,” the second muffled voice said from outside the door.

Perhaps it’s a trick. One of the frat singers sent down to reveal the mystery guest.

“Why should I trust you?”

“Because I’m your only chance to get out undetected.”

Things went deadly quiet for what seemed like minutes. I quietly walked to the verandah door and slid back the curtain. Not far, just far enough for my right eye to peer outside.

Standing outside the verandah door was a face I recognized. Very well. Smiling my way was Roland, a guy who was a classmate of mine. I knew he was in a fraternity but he only got in because he was a legacy pledge.

“How do I know you are alone?”

“You’re going to have to take that risk. Unless you have a better plan.”

I took a deep breath. But with no other plan, this seemed like the only ‘Hail Mary’ I had available. Slowly, I unlocked the door, opening it about two inches, before using my platform sandal as a doorstop.

“Quickly. Open the bloody door,” Roland said, before finally pushing in.

I locked the door and closed the curtain as soon as Roland was inside.

“Someone’s in a predicament, aren’t they?”


CHAPTER THREE


“DO YOU KNOW what happened to me last night?” I asked.

“What? Don’t tell me you can’t remember,” Roland replied.

“Would I be asking you if I knew?”

“You came back to the frat house with me. And you insisted on spending the night. In the dark of the early morning, you got up to go to the bathroom and must have returned to the wrong bedroom.”

“You mean you and I…”

“…had sex. Yeah, you said I was awesome.”

“So, I never hooked up with Orlando?”

“No, he was banging that cheerleader, Cindy, all night.”

“How many rubbers did you use?”

“A whole packet. You insisted on doing it again and again. I’m surprised you’re not still begging me to do it again.”

“And what size rubbers do you use?”

“Normal sized, I guess,” Roland said, sheepishly.

“Stop lying to me and help me get out of here.”

I sat on the edge of the bed and unbuckled my sandals.

“That’s a cute outfit,” Roland said creepily.

“Stop ogling me, you pervert.”

I lay back on the bed and placed my head on a pillow. A second pillow sat in my lap to keep Roland’s eagle eyes at bay. I turned away and opened my phone. Perhaps there was a clue in my last messages or calls. As I read, I heard a sniffing sound. I turned to find Roland’s face resting against my long, ruffled hair.

“Roland, please stop being icky.”

“How do you know my name?”

Oh, crap. Think fast.

“Your frat buddies called you that earlier.”

“Perhaps we should head back into my room, beautiful. Orlando is due back any time.”

I ignored Roland’s advances. If only he knew who I was, he’d get the surprise of his life. My phone showed the last message came from Kris at a little after 2:00 am.

“Call me when you wake up, Cinderella, and I’ll come and pick you up,” Kris messaged.

I’d sent no reply, so responded with a thumbs up. The phone instantly beeped with a reply.

“I’ve been worried about you. Camille Lopez came back in tears. Are you alright, Hales?”

“I’m dressed head to toe in lingerie and laying on Orlando Jones’ bed. Do you think I’m alright?”

“Nice score, Hales. Is he with you now?”

“No, I’m here with Roland Rogers.”

“Ooh, that sounds tragic. Don’t tell me he’s trying to get into your knickers?”

After clarifying my involvement with Roland, Kris sent me the words I’d waited for.

“I’ll come and get you, Hales.”

“Thank goodness. When?”

“I’ll be there within the hour.”

“Are you bloody kidding? I could be dead by then, Kris.”

“Well, one of us is in church.”

I sent a brain explosion emoji.

“Alright, I’ll feign an illness and see you in half an hour.”

“What if Orlando comes back?”

“I can think of several options. Perhaps try a different position.”

“Hilarious, Kris.”

“Football practice goes until midday. You’ll be fine.”

“What happened last night, Kris? I can’t remember a thing.”

“We had a few drinks, and Haley came out to play.”

Oh, shit. I knew that wasn’t a good thing.

“You insisted we crash the Alpha Tau party, where Hales was the life of the party.”

“And you let me?”

“You know I can’t control Haley. Especially when she’s in that mood.”

My mind ran in all directions. Anything could have happened. And judging from my predicament, it did. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to find out more. Sometimes it’s better to remain in the dark. The trouble was that other people knew, and I didn’t.

“Why am I in Orlando Jones’ dorm room?”

“You bid five-hundred dollars for a night with a footballer in the charity auction.”

Suddenly, I felt a hand on my thigh.

“Those stockings are super soft,” Roland said, prompting me to place another pillow between us.

“I’ve got to go and sort someone out, Kris.”

“Stay safe and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“I think that ship has already sailed.”

By the time I ended the call, Roland’s hand had breached the pillow fortress. And I could have sworn I’d heard a zipper being undone. It was time to close this down.

“Roland, what is it going to take for you to get the message?” I asked.

“A kiss perhaps? That outfit looks super soft and sexy.”

“Then I’ll lend it to you once I’m out of here.”

“I merely want to rekindle what we once had, Haley.”

“Let’s get this straight. You and I didn’t do it. And are never likely to.”

“Hang on. Your voice sounds awfully familiar.”

Fear instantly rocked through me. Getting clocked by Roland was not on my to do list.

“Get this into your head, Roland. This is never happening,” I said, moving my hand between us. Thankfully, my phone rang a few seconds later.

“Hello, Haley speaking,” I said.

“I’m in the lobby. Where are you?”

“Which room are we in, Roland?”

“Oh, now you need my help, do you?”

I reached across and grabbed Roland’s ear with force.

“Which room are we in, Roland?”

“Room 308.”

I relayed the information to Kris.

“I’ll find it. Sit tight and I’ll come and get you,” Kris said.

“See you in a few minutes. I’ll get dressed.”

After ending the call, I turned to Roland.

“Can I have a little privacy, please?”

“I’m not going to see anything I haven’t seen already.”

“Now, where the hell did I leave my clothes?”

Scouring the room, it didn’t take me long to answer the question.

“Surely, I didn’t wear that dress?”

“So much for the slipping away un-noticed,” Roland interjected.

“Shut up, Roland. You’re in enough trouble already.”

“Pot, kettle, black.”

I knew he was right, but didn’t want to encourage him.

“You should wear that outfit to class someday,” Roland said, smiling.

The dress was black satin at the very front and rear, with lace along the sides. Satin laces ran down from the plunging neckline to the naval, where they became a bow. Then the laces adorned the sides just above the hips. This wasn’t just a little black dress. It was a clear come and get me statement. Roland didn’t take his eyes off me as I slid the sexy fabric over my sensual lingerie. I instantly felt pangs of excitement rush through me. I knew I looked amazing and wasn’t worried about strutting my stuff about.

Finally, around an hour and a half after I’d awoken, I heard a friendly knock at the door.

“You better scram, Roland. You don’t want to piss Kris off.”

Roland took my advice and scrambled into the bathroom as quickly as his little legs could move him. By the time Kris walked in, Roland was long gone.

“How’s your morning been?” Kris asked, prompting me to break down and cry.


CHAPTER FOUR


“WHO’S BEEN A dirty little slut, then?” Kris asked.

“That would be me, I guess.”

I reached down and put on my left shoe. The buckle seemed to attach more quickly this time. The right shoe took even less time.

“You realize who you spent the night with, don’t you?”

“Roland Rogers,“ I replied, laughing.

“Orlando, freaking Jones, Hales. That’s who. Orlando freaking Jones.”

“That’s an unusual middle name.”

“I’m not going to ask about the sordid details. But how many times did you two do the deed?”

“I lost count at eighteen…I can’t remember anything from last night.”

“He’s 6ft 7in of pure muscle. I’d sure remember it if Orlando Jones plowed my fields.”

“That would be unlikely. Are you here to help me escape or not?”

“Stand by the window and let me see the damage.” Kris said.

Kris slid the curtain just enough to illuminate my upper half. She moved my head to the left, then the right.

“Your makeup’s going to need a decent touch up. But your skin is glowing. You must have been pegged at least a couple of times last night.”

Kris led me into the bathroom. Standing beside the mirror, she noticed the bin full of XXL wrappers. She reached down and picked up the empty box.

“I count six open wrappers, Hales. And they’re Orlando’s size.”

“Okay, so my ass is killing me. But my skin is glowing.”

“Six times, Hales. I want to hear about each one.”

Once my hair and makeup were back in some sort of order, we headed back into Orlando’s bedroom.

“I wouldn’t recognize Orlando if I bumped into him in the street,” I said, avoiding eye contact.

Kris headed over to a desk in the corner of the room and returned with something in her hand.

“Here we go. Orlando Jones, Mr February. Does anything look familiar?” Kris said, holding out a calendar.

My eyes instantly gravitated towards his shorts. And the six-pack that resided just above. He sure was a fine piece of footballer candy. With a crewcut, buffed and oiled, Orlando looked ready for anything. A smile crept across my face, prompting Kris to jab me in the ribs.

“Let’s go, slut,” Kris said.

“You can’t take that with you, Kris.”

“Call it payment for a full night’s service.”

“He’ll know it was me.”

“Exactly, and if he wants it back, he can come by anytime. But until then, it’ll help prompt your memory.”

Somehow, Kris always had a plausible answer for anything. No wonder I got into trouble whenever I hung out with her.

I knew better than to argue with Kris. And after all, she was about to save my bacon. And I did wish I could remember at least some of the night before.

“At least hide it in your handbag,” I said.

“Your wish is my command.”

Stepping out of the dorm room and into the long frat house corridor scared me shitless. But I knew every alternative scared me more. Haley had never set foot outside my dorm room in the daylight. She was vampiresque, a night owl who always flew home before sunup. I felt certain I’d be clocked and receive a serious beating. But with Kris by my side, perhaps some of the eyes would focus on her instead. After all, she was quite popular in her own right.

Thankfully, the hallway was carpeted. Else I’m sure every door would have opened as I walked the fifty feet in my stiletto heels. But the carpet with soft underlay muted another telltale walk of shame.

“Are you heading home so soon, Hal?” a voice from behind me asked.

In a panic, I turned to see Roland leaning against his door.

“Yes, I didn’t like the neighbors.”

Heading down the stairs was a whole new challenge. Six-inch stilettos I can manage on the flat, but were a bitch to descend stairs in. Especially when the stairs were carpeted in something from the nineteen-seventies. My heel got caught in wear holes a couple of times. I felt like reporting the safety incident but figured it would raise a whole heap more issues. My focus was on nothing but navigating the stairs until I reached each landing. A downfall of staying over with someone on the third floor was the three flights of stairs to navigate. How the hell did I climb them?

As I started descending the final flight of stairs, the frat house front door opened directly ahead. I stopped as a half dozen frat boys lumbered in. All sweat-soaked, they carried helmets and gear bags. The group stopped as soon as they caught a view of Kris and me. I grabbed the stair rail to help steady myself. Holding still was harder than steady forward movement. The tallest of the frat boys clambered up the stairs with purpose. He headed straight towards us. As he approached, he reached out and took my hand. Then he flashed me a smile, turned, and walked me safely down the final stairs and towards the door. His frat buddies watched, mouths open. The unexpected gentlemanliness of this behemoth took me completely by surprise.

“Don’t forget, you still have four more hours paid in full,” Orlando said, after safely delivering me to street level.

“I greatly look forward to that.”

“I’ve put my number in your phone. Just search ‘The Big O’.”

“I’ll be sure to call you the next time I need a true gentleman.”

“Do you remember anything after seeing Orlando in the flesh?” Kris asked, as we headed down Fraternity Circle, wolf whistles accompanying each step.

“Unfortunately, it’s all a blur after that kiss at the auction.”

“At least he seems keen. You should be able to pick up where you left off.”

“No, that was merely a show for his frat brothers.”

As we approached home, I looked down at my watch.

“Holy crap, it’s nearly midday. I’ve stood up my lab partner, Malcolm,” I said.

“He’ll understand, given the circumstances.”

“What? Sorry Malcolm, a footballer was deep inside me, so I couldn’t work on our lab project.”

I called Malcolm immediately, leaving him a message that I’d been delayed and needed to reschedule. There was no excuse. Tardiness was one of my pet peeves. And Malcolm didn’t deserve to be stood up. A poke in the ribs from Kris signaled it was time to head inside. A group of guys from our building had assembled behind us and were watching us a little too closely. Assessing our assets a bit too loudly.

My head still pounded as I entered our building. The shift from sunlight to artificial light helped the headache but made walking a little difficult. Eventually, my sore eyes adjusted. I took extra care climbing the notoriously slippery steps. While my feet were a little sore after trudging halfway across the Troy University campus in six-inch heels, I felt a rush of excitement at not being clocked. I felt energized. Like I’d taken a giant step forward. A step I’d been too scared to take until there was no alternative.


PART TWO


CHAPTER FIVE


BY MONDAY MORNING, I’d been able to catch up with Malcolm and finish our lab report. After submitting it, we took a seat in our usual second row, primed for another exciting experiment. Malcolm’s banter was on point. Even though we’d spent hours together the day before, the conversation flowed. I never got bored with listening to Malcolm. He had one of those minds that looked at things in a completely different light.

As the clock ticked down to two minutes before nine, my mind flashed back to the weekend. I still felt the buzz of Saturday night’s activities, even though everything was a blur after arriving at the charity auction. Why couldn’t I remember? Especially when it sounds like I did pretty much all the chasing. Poor Orlando never had a chance, from what Kris described. My mood suddenly shifted the moment Roland entered the classroom. He strutted along, all 5ft 3in of him, taking the seat next to Malcolm. Roland’s eyes didn’t leave me from the time he entered class until he sat two seats away.

“How was everyone’s weekend?” Roland asked.

“Pretty quiet. Mostly homework, I’m afraid,” Malcolm replied.

“What about you, Hal?”

To ignore Roland would have raised suspicions. Therefore, I played along.

“Same same, mostly.”

Malcolm dwarfed Roland. Both in height and in body size. Arriving on some sort of athletic scholarship, he would have stood 6ft 2in in his socks. With jet black hair, chocolate brown eyes and an easy smile that brought out his dimples, he appeared more suited to a film or philosophy class than a science class. Malcolm considered himself edgy and wore alternate band t-shirts to prove it. This Monday morning, it was an original Smashing Pumpkins concert shirt from well before he was born. Still, it looked good on him.

“Didn’t I see you head out with Kris Knight on Saturday night?” Roland asked.

“No, Kris was with that cutie from Montgomery,” Malcolm said.

I ignored Roland’s question, but smiled at the idea of Malcolm calling me cute.

“I could have sworn I saw you two together, Hal.”

“You must be wrong,” I said, trying to shut Roland down.

Thankfully, the lecturer arrived before Roland could fire another shot. That prompted Roland to join his lab partner in the row behind us. As he walked behind me, I felt his hand brush my hair for a few seconds too long. Rather than react, I ignored him. Something I knew annoyed him more than anything.

“How well do you know Kris Knight?” Malcolm asked.

She bats for the other team, Malcolm. But I’ll play along.

“Pretty well. We are neighbors.”

“Could you get me the low down on that friend of hers from Montgomery?”

I felt my heart flutter at just the words being spoken. Not because they came from someone other than Roland, but because they came from Malcolm.

“I think she hooked up with Orlando Jones, but I’ll ask.”

“Isn’t Orlando dating that cheerleader, Cindy someone?”

“Perhaps he wanted an adult conversation for once,” I said, without thinking.

“I get it. He’s a dumb footballer, not a physics brain like you,” Malcolm replied, obviously unimpressed.

The lecturer started working through the lab experiment, ceasing all conversations. An avid note taker, I wrote a few pages before we even unpacked the apparatus.

Kris met me for lunch after class. Malcolm reminded me to ask about her friend before heading off to eat with his friends.

“Looks like Malcolm has forgiven you,” Kris said.

“Yeah, about that. He asked for a favor.”

“I hope you told him I’m off the market.”

“I told him you were extreme female leaning bi. But it wasn’t you he was interested in.”

“Let me guess. Questions about Cindy seem to be on high rotation today.”

“Why is that?”

“Apparently, she and Orlando broke up on Friday night,” Kris said, poking me softly in the ribs.

Kris was a force of nature. Yet again, I’d asked her one question and come away with a totally different answer.

“Malcolm wanted to know the ‘deets’ on your friend from Montgomery.”

“Someone has a crush on you,” Kris said a little loudly, before I placed my hand over her mouth.

“Don’t be silly. He has a crush on Haley,” I said, trying not to smile.

“Wow, girl. You got them boys lining up for scoops of you,” Kris said.

“I know. Haley has one night out, and all hell has broken loose.”

“Don’t tell me Haley’s considering dating Malcolm.”

“We’re a long way away from that. But what do I tell him?”

“That’s she’s hot for Orlando and looking to replace Cindy.”

It all sounded quite simple when Kris spelled it out.

“Of course, that’s what I need to do. Cut it off at the bud.”

“Unless you have feelings for Malcolm. And then it’s a whole different thing.”

I took a bite of my sandwich and a swig of my drink. Malcolm sat about thirty feet away, occasionally looking across at me. He even mouthed ‘did you ask her’ to which I nodded. That caused a broad smile to appear on his face. I couldn’t believe that Malcolm really liked me. Somewhat shy and nerdy, it must have taken Malcolm quite some courage to ask me. Something that made me appreciate him even more.

“How was pervy Roland this morning?” Kris asked.

“Extra pervy, somehow.”

“You really shouldn’t have hooked up…”

“…he merely sniffed my hair.”

I scanned the cafeteria. Yep, there was Roland. Sitting two tables across and directly behind me. He looked away as soon as I made eye contact. I kept my eyes fixed on him for about thirty seconds. Finally, he looked back. I scowled and mouthed ‘don’t push me’, causing him to look away again. It seemed the more I let Haley out, the worse things seemed to get. It appeared she’d picked up multiple hardcore fans in that one night.

I turned back towards Kris. About to ask her another deep question, I stopped as soon as my brain processed what I saw before me.

“Is Haley going to be at the Lambda Chi post-game party this weekend?” Orlando asked.

“I’m not sure. Hal, will your cousin be coming back this weekend?” Kris asked.

Orlando looked surprised, as he waited expectantly for my next words. Like I was his coach, issuing instructions. His sheer size threw a massive shadow over our table and the next.

“I seem to remember Hales said not this week.”

The sound of Orlando’s disappointment echoed deep from within.

“I’m sure if you messaged her, she might change her mind,” Kris said.

A wave of panic rushed through me as Orlando took out his phone. I switched my phone to silent seconds before Orlando pushed send.

“I know she’s a little freaked out after having a run in with your neighbor, Roland,” Kris said.

“Leave him to me.”

Orlando raised his head and politely excused himself. He didn’t go far. Just two tables over, and directly behind me.

“I don’t think he’ll be a problem anymore,” Orlando said, before heading back to his football teammates.

“I fixed the Roland problem for you,” Kris said.

“Yeah, thanks. But on balance, I think I’m a little worse off than when I sat down to lunch.”

I looked across the room to where Malcolm had been sitting. His chair was empty while the rest of his friends remained seated. His meal sat half eaten on the table along with a half-finished juice. I wondered why he’d left in a hurry.


CHAPTER SIX


SOMEHOW, KRIS CONVINCED Haley to accompany her to the mid-week football practice. She was like my kryptonite, someone that I couldn’t say no to.

“You better strike while the iron’s hot. Orlando is going to have plenty of options once the word gets around,” Kris said.

I ‘ummed’ and ‘ahhed’ enough that she gave me full access to her wardrobe. Ah, the benefits of a neighbor the same size as you.

The final decision came down to two options. Option one was preppy and would allow me to blend in with the crowd. Option two was slutty and screamed ‘here I am Orlando’. Simple but deadly would be how I’d describe it. After much debate, I chose the latter. Well, chose was a bit liberal considering the pressure Kris placed upon me. Anyhow, Kris convinced me I needed to fight for territory. And with several interested cheerleaders, there was plenty of fighting to do.

Leaving our building, I just about floated down the stairs. Even though I wore black suede four-inch block-heel over-the-knee boots. We got appreciative whistles from the time we left Kris’ room until we took our spot in the bleachers. Once seated, I adjusted my gray pleated mini-skirt, tucking it firmly under the long-sleeved black cashmere sweater. Thankfully, the mini-skirt had built in shorts, removing the threat that the blustery afternoon posed.

“Is anything from Saturday night coming back to you?” Kris asked, as we sat behind the coaching staff.

“I wish I could say yes. But I’d be lying.”

“Don’t worry. Keep focused on the prize and perhaps you’ll get the opportunity for a do over.”

While I watched Orlando, Kris kept an eye on the cheerleaders.

“I can’t believe how flexible that Cindy Williams is.”

“Then why don’t you ask her out? I hear she’s on the rebound,” I said, prompting Kris to punch me sharply in the arm.

“I think she’s happy with the mainstream team.”

Football training was more intense than I imagined. At one end of the field, quarterbacks threw balls into baskets placed seemingly randomly across the field. And at the other end, lines of muscle-bound behemoths ran into large blue dummies. These substitutes for players were no match for Orlando, who left them bouncing from side to side in his wake. But the beauty of practice was that Orlando went shirtless. Providing a feast for the eyes better than any calendar.

“Looks like we’ll be here for a while. Do you want something to eat?” Kris asked.

“I could go a hot dog with the works.”

“Would you like a drink with that?”

“Hell, that wouldn’t hurt,” I replied, unable to take my eyes off Orlando.

A quick break in training saw Orlando consume a half gallon of orange liquid. He waved to me and smiled, before flattening another series of blue dummies. After I handed over some money, Kris headed in search of nourishment. She’d only been gone a matter of seconds when I heard the bleachers squeak behind me. I dreaded to turn in case creepy Roland had sidled up behind me. Even after being put in his place by Orlando, his creepiness remained. And I expected him to be on Haley-watch. After observing Orlando flatten another set of blue dummies, I turned my head.

“That’s a pretty outfit you’re wearing,” Malcolm said.

“Thanks. I wanted to embrace the early spring weather.”

“I’m Malcolm. Kris’ friend.”

“I can’t recall her mentioning a handsome friend called Malcolm.”

I turned towards the field, pulled out my phone and immediately texted Kris.

“Kris, I need your help.”

It seemed like minutes while I waited for a reply.

“I’m a little busy,” Kris replied.

I felt like a middle school kid unable to summon up decent banter. Keeping an eye on Orlando, I scanned the stadium for evidence of Kris. I didn’t have to look far. She’d only traveled fifty feet to my left, where she stood chatting to Cindy Williams.

“Kris, help me, please.”

I watched as Kris read the text and ignored it. Instead, dusting a little something out of Cindy’s luscious blonde hair. It was clear I was on my own.

“Is he your boyfriend?” Malcolm asked once I’d put my phone down.

“No, just a friend at this stage.”

Understanding I was crashing and burning, I took a deep breath and centered myself. He likes me. He wants to talk to me. Focus.

“Are you a football player, Malcolm?”

“In another life, I was.”

“What happened?”

“My body didn’t heel itself after an on-field accident. Else I’d be throwing with the quarterbacks.”

“Were you any good?”

“First string all-American.”

“What are you doing here, then?”

“I work with the quarterbacks and provide tips to the coaches on new plays.”

“But enough about me. Why are you here?”

“I’m keeping Kris company.”

“Looks like she’s keeping the head cheerleader company,” Malcolm said.

I looked over to see Cindy hand back Kris’ phone and air-kiss her goodbye. Kris turned and headed my way with a massive smile planted across her face.

“Anyway, I’d better head off. Nice to meet you…”

“…Haley. But you can call me Hales.”

Kris arrived back with no food or drink. But with a cheeky smile on her face.

“I gather you got her to change teams, Kris.”

“Not yet, but I’m working on it.”

“She seemed pretty keen.”

“We’ll see what happens when she’s not trying to get her ex-boyfriend jealous.”

“What’s so urgent?” Kris asked.

“Malcolm was here, talking to me.”

“You talk to him all day, every day. What’s the issue?”

“I think he likes me.”

“Then he can join the line. The one headed by Orlando freaking Jones.”

The defense headed to the drinks table again, prompting Orlando to wave to me. Of course, I had to respond. It would have been rude not to.

“Are you just trying to clear a path to Cindy?” I asked.

“Well, you dating Orlando would certainly help me.”

“I think I like Malcolm,” I said, immediately turning my head away.

“Your geeky lab partner, Malcolm.”

“We just connect on a different level.”

“Does he know your little secret? Orlando does, and he’s all in.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


BY THE TIME Kris came back from a second food run attempt, football practice was drawing to a close. And my hunger had gone off the charts. So, when an eight-inch sausage, sitting on a bed of onions, with three types of topping appeared in my hand, I didn’t waste a second wolfing it down. I unwrapped the protective paper and lined it up before consuming it within three bites.

“I think you’ve just made a few new fans,” Kris said, slowly working her way through a box of fries.

“What do you mean?” I asked, looking towards Kris after waiting for the last bite to go down.

“Just look around us.”

I turned to the left, where the defensive team stood, mouths open, staring at me. To the left, the cheerleaders were quite dismissive. Oh crap. What have I done?

Unfortunately, Orlando had witnessed me almost swallow a hot dog whole. As had his teammates, who patted him on the back and traded dude comments. Thankfully, Malcolm stood briefing the quarterbacks and had missed me at my worst.

“I don’t understand why you like boys,” Kris said, watching Orlando’s teammates.

“And I don’t get why you like girls.”

“Perhaps that’s why we’re such great friends.”

“That, and the fact that you have such great clothes,” I said, smiling.

“And the fact that we swim in separate lanes.”

“Oh, you’re admitting you’re a lesbian now, are you? You’re no longer bisexual.”

“If I can get Cindy to date me, I’ll be whatever she wants me to be.”

Training ran for another ten minutes. Orlando demolished another few sets of blue dummies, while Malcolm had the offensive team running a few new plays. My focus shifted pretty evenly between the boys. Unlike Kris, who didn’t take her eyes off the cheerleaders. And one broken-hearted cheerleader in particular.

Cindy headed over to speak to Orlando at the drinks table once practice was over. That was like a red rag to a bull for Kris. She instantly jumped up and pulled me down the five steps to join the conversation.

“That looked like a decent hot dog,” Orlando said, as he signed calendars.

I felt my face warm up in the crisp evening air.

“Yeah, not my best moment, Orlando. You seemed to get a decent ribbing.”

“It’s all in fun. The boys weren’t being disrespectful.”

“Could you make one out to Haley?”

“As long as it doesn’t come out of our four hours?”

“We can plan the next four hours now, if you like?”

“I’d really love to, but I’ve got to join my teammates in the sheds. Keep an eye out. I’ll message you when I’m free.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Maybe we can share a hotdog later,” Orlando said, with a cute smile.

After signing about a hundred calendars, Orlando rejoined the team and disappeared down the tunnel. The second Orlando was gone, Cindy stopped flirting outrageously with Kris. I could tell this would not end well for Kris, but she never listened to me. And she was extra nice when she was in love. Hence, I let it slip.

“I never realized cheerleaders were as athletic,” Kris said.

“So, with all that beefcake on display, you’re focused on the condiments.”

“Don’t be mean spirited. Those girls are athletes too. Cindy is here on a full scholarship.”

Kris’ words blew my mind. But again, arguing was not an option.

Malcolm didn’t follow the players into the tunnel. But the cheerleaders did, walking right past him. After a quick exchange, he headed back to the seat behind us and picked up his backpack. I caught his eye, prompting him to head our way.

“What are you sniffing around for?” Kris asked.

“Sorry, are you busy? I had a message for you from Cindy.”

“What did she say?”

“Something about reconsidering your offer.”

“And…”

“…I think she wants you to call her later tonight.”

I’d spent enough time with Malcolm to know when he was stirring someone up. And this was classic Malcolm. I started to speak before Malcolm gave me a sign.

“No, that’s it. She asked you to book the restaurant and wait by her car,” Malcolm said.

“Where does she park?”

“The VIP parking lot, of course. She is head cheerleader.”

Kris looked for the nearest exit and bolted towards it.

“No need to run. She’s probably having a shower,” Malcolm said.

That only made Kris pick up speed.

“Are you and Orlando a thing?” Malcolm asked.

“You did all this just to speak to me alone.”

“It appears you have quite the list of suitors. Especially after the hotdog video went viral.”

“You’re not…”

“…just kidding.”

I gave Malcolm my angry look.

“You really should practice that in the mirror. Get it really scary,” Malcolm said.

“Okay, you have me alone. You’d better say it before a furious Kris works out there’s no VIP parking lot.”

“See, you wouldn’t have fallen for that one, Haley.”

Malcolm reached into his bag and pulled out his phone.

“Give me your number and I’ll leave you alone,” Malcolm said.

“Then why would you need it?”

“Touché.”

Standing alone in the bleachers, I could think of nothing I’d rather do than give Malcolm my number. Until I realized he already had it. My number was Hal’s number. As my lab partner, we messaged each other all the time. Holy crap. I really liked Malcolm. He was smart, and funny, and handsome. Everything I could want for in a boyfriend. It’s just that I wasn’t everything Malcolm deserved from a girlfriend.

“You’ll have to work a little harder before I give that out,” I said.

“Challenge accepted.”

I turned and headed after Kris. Knowing that, I could never mention Malcolm to her ever again. Well, not until she’d at least calmed down a little.


PART THREE


CHAPTER EIGHT


THURSDAY MORNING MEANT another laboratory session. And my heart fluttered at the idea of spending three hours with Malcolm. I arrived nice and early and even wore a Nirvana t-shirt that I’d borrowed from Kris. My wonderful lasted until I walked into the classroom. Someone occupied my seat, and it wasn’t me.

“How’s that popular cousin of yours going?” Roland said.

Just the sound of Roland’s voice made my skin crawl. Even though I stood four inches taller than him, without heels, he held no fear of me.

“I don’t want to talk about her.”

“That’s a pity. Orlando asked me to pass on a message,” Roland said, before pretending to get up.

Knowing Roland was Orlando’s roommate, I had to hear him out.

“Apparently, he messaged Haley last night and received no response,” Roland said.

Holy crap. I’d been so caught up in Kris’ dramas that I’d missed his message. I pulled out my phone and checked.

“I’m finished training. Why don’t we grab a meal and plan our next four hours?”

Just as I looked back up, Malcolm sat down beside Roland.

“Why are you suddenly looking at your phone, Hal?” Roland said.

“I felt it buzz.”

“Well, tell your cousin to reply to Orlando, will you?” Roland said, before standing to move to his seat.

“Have you got a cousin here at Troy?” Malcolm asked.

“No, she’s from Montgomery,” Roland interjected.

“Not Kris Knight’s friend?”

“Yes, that’s the one. She’s gifted at eating hotdogs, from what I’ve heard,” Roland interjected.

I felt like punching Roland in the face. But that was far from my style. And also, he may like it.

“Sounds like Roland is being his usual self,” Malcolm said.

“For someone quite small, he’s a rather large pest.”

“Hey, if Haley is your cousin, would you have her phone number?”

“I’d have to run it past Haley first. She tends to attract stalkers. Not that you would be one.”

“Orlando and Cindy looked pretty cozy after football practice,” Roland said.

“What would you know?” I said.

“I saw it too. Orlando looked upset and Cindy was there for him,” Malcolm said.

Oh shit. Things were going from bad to worse.

“They seemed pretty close when I left for class this morning,” Roland said.

“Sounds like they may be back together,” Malcolm said.

“I’d tell your cousin to reply to his message. And have a half decent excuse,” Roland said.

I pulled out my phone. This was the perfect excuse to message Orlando and clear the air. But I couldn’t jump at shadows. Ninety-nine percent of what came out of Roland’s mouth was certified crap.

“Did you see that gray pleated mini-skirt Haley was wearing last night?” Roland said.

Wait. I didn’t see Roland. How the hell did he know how I was dressed?

“You’ve got to give it to her. She’s an absolute fox,” Malcolm said.

Oh, that’s sweet. Malcolm thinks I’m beautiful.

“What do you think of her, Hal?” Roland asked.

Holy crap. This was a stitch up if ever there was one.

“Dude, she’s my cousin,” I said.

“And you’ve never thought about her sexually?” Roland asked.

I ignored the comment. The break in the conversation proved torturous.

“I agree. You don’t look at family like that,” Malcolm said.

“How come you don’t hang out with Haley and Kris then?” Roland asked.

“I think you’ve had more than enough fun at Hal’s expense, Roland,” Malcolm said.

Things had spiraled since Haley had made her first daytime appearance. On one hand, it appeared like she’d seduced the football star. Someone who appeared desperate to reconnect with her. And on the other hand, her lab and study partner had fallen head over heels for her, too. And he was awfully cute. One knew her secret, the other didn’t. And that pervy git Roland had positioned himself right in the middle of Haley’s love triangle.

“Here, you need this more than me,” Malcolm said, handing me an autographed photo of Cindy.

Lunchtime couldn’t come quickly enough. Even though I adored spending time with Malcolm, having Roland hanging around like a little brother reduced the joy. I desperately needed Kris’ guidance and figured she’d want to talk about Cindy and Orlando’s re-coupling. Kris was better connected than anyone I’d ever met. Surprisingly, during lunch she appeared particularly upbeat.

“Roland’s clocked me,” I said.

“What does that even mean?” Kris said, more focused on Cindy than our conversation.

“Roland has figured out I’m Haley.”

Kris looked at her phone and ignored me.

“Kris, I need your help.”

“Sorry, Cindy’s been messaging me all morning.”

I looked down to see at least fifteen messages.

“Can you help me please, Kris?”

I ran through the morning’s conversation. And my dilemma with giving Malcolm my phone number.

“I got a burner phone my dad gave me. I’ll send you the number,” Kris said.

Sure enough, she had the perfect solution to my first problem.

“Roland says Orlando and Cindy are back together.”

Kris looked up at me, smiling. She had that ‘cat who ate the canary’ look I’d often seen. It could mean only one thing.

“You know Roland will say anything to wind you up.”

“You mean Orlando and Cindy aren’t back together?”

Kris handed me her phone. I tapped on the last three messages and started to blush. There was no way Cindy and Kris weren’t a couple. Or about to be. As I scrolled up, Kris blocked my view.

“You don’t want to see the previous message from Cindy.”

“Ooh, that’s gross.”

“It’s no different to Orlando sending a dick pic.”

Once again, Kris had talked me down from the ledge. Orlando and Cindy were merely friends. Therefore, my next four hours were still up for grabs. And I had a new number that my cousin Haley could give to Malcolm. Only one issue remained. Who did Haley want to date? And Kris couldn’t help me with that.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” I said.

“Forgot what?”

“Malcolm gave me something to give to you,” I said, handing over the signed Cindy cheerleader photo.

“He’s a sweet boy, that Malcolm. You could do worse.”


CHAPTER NINE


I’D NEVER SEEN Kris go after something as hard as she pursued Cindy. Sure, this was a prize of enormous proportions. Turning the head cheerleader would place her in legendary status amongst the LGBT+ community. But instead of helping me with my problems, Kris appeared distant and pre-occupied all the time. Just when I needed her most. Orlando or Malcolm, who should I date? Kris appeared to be on ‘team Orlando’. But for obvious reasons.

After a few days messaging Orlando, I finally got back on level ground with him. I explained that someone had played a bad joke on Kris and that she needed my undivided attention. He asked for a sign of faith. I gave him my personal burner number and promised to always answer his messages within fifteen minutes. That seemed to do the trick, at least temporarily. Knowing face time was challenging, we agreed to plan a face-to-face catchup remotely. Always the complete gentlemen, Orlando even suggested meeting me in Montgomery. Not that I’d ever been there.

In the end, we agreed on a dinner date off-campus in Troy. Timing was the only issue, as Orlando was getting ready for the NFL draft and traveling regularly for scouting meetings. Our date got pushed back twice before we settled on Friday night at a fancy restaurant called ‘B Graves’. As Orlando was flying back in that evening, we had an 8:00 pm reservation. To make the date possible, I agreed to meet him at the restaurant. My heart fluttered when I locked in the date with Orlando. Finally, I could check our connection and find out what happened that Saturday night of the auction.

Once locked in, my first stop was Kris. My neighbor with all the wonderful outfits.

“I need an absolute stone-cold babe outfit for a date,” I said.

“Has Orlando finally set a date?”

“Yes, it’s tomorrow night at ‘B Graves’.”

“Wow, fancy and expensive. He must really like you.”

I always loved exploring Kris’ wardrobe. For a girl’s girl, she had a surprising range of frocks, skirts, and lingerie. And the best part about Kris’ wardrobe was that anything she owned, I could fit into almost perfectly.

“I need something that says I’m a nice girl, the kind you could bring home to your parents. But then once the bedroom door shut, screamed I’m a dirty little slut,” I said.

“Cindy tells me Orlando is meeting with the Dallas Cowboys,” Kris said.

“I’m not letting those bloody genetically gifted cheerleaders grab all his attention.”

“How about this, or this?” Kris said, pulling out a couple of very brief outfits.

“No, this one. With those boots,” I said, trying hard to contain my excitement.

Friday classes dragged. Especially because seats were up for grabs in the lecture theaters and Roland positioned himself between Malcolm and me. He made some lame excuse about having eye issues and conned Malcolm into swapping with him. For three hours solid, I had to fend off inappropriate personal questions. And during the break, when Malcolm entered the conversation, he talked incessantly about Orlando and Haley. I’d never been happier to see the end of the day.

“Hold still. You’re almost done,” Kris said, applying ruby red lipstick with the skill of a modern master.

“Holy crap. You’ve really outdone yourself this time,” I said, marveling at what stared back from the mirror.

“Well, I think it’s important for both of us that Orlando is impressed.”

Kris taped my chest tightly to give me a C cup cleavage. The best I was ever going to have without divine intervention. Or an excellent plastic surgeon. While the tape was inconvenient, the cinch Kris placed around my waist was downright painful. But I wanted to look perfect, and without Mother Nature on my side, this was a necessary evil. At least for a first date. A pretty heart-shaped necklace and perfectly manicured and painted nails head to toe signaled I was ready to get dressed.

“Flaming hell, you look like a sex doll. If I didn’t know any better…” Kris said, standing back to get the full first impression.

“…but you do know better. Let’s not get creepy here.”

That first twirl in front of the mirror told me everything I needed to know. This chick was going to get laid tonight. There was no doubt about it.

I wandered into my room to pick up my phone. An alert was showing that some kind of problem had occurred at the airport. Planes were delayed, both flying in and out of Troy. I went to check for messages from Orlando, but a knock on my dorm door distracted me. I strutted to the door, peeking through the spy hole to see Roland.

“Hal’s not here, Roland,” I said.

“It’s not Hal that I need to talk to.”

“Roland, today is not a good day.”

“Let me in, Haley. I have a message from Orlando.”

Against my better judgement, I opened the door and let him in.

“Damn, girl. You look mighty fine.”

“Is that the message? It’s time to go now, Roland,” I said, quickly opening the door.

Roland didn’t move. Continuing to check me out while he smiled creepily.

“Sorry, you’ve got to give me time to take it all in,” Roland said.

“Why are you here, Roland? Spit it out.”

“Oh, yeah. It’s about your date tonight.”

How did Roland know about the date? Sure, I was dressed for attention. But how did he know that Orlando and I had a date? Surely, he must be on the level.

“And…”

“…Orlando asked me to tell you he’d be delayed, but he’d still make it.”

“What time will it be, then?”

“Instead of 8:00 pm, he’ll meet you there at 9:00 pm.”

He couldn’t have guessed all that. I’ll give him one last test.

“Is it still…”

“…’B Graves’ at 9:00 pm. He understands it’s late, but he is friends with the owners.”


CHAPTER TEN


AFTER ESCORTING ROLAND from Hal’s room, I headed back to see Kris.

“Who were you talking to?” Kris asked.

“Pervy Roland,” I said.

“I wouldn’t let him into my room. Especially dressed like that.”

“He had a message from Orlando.”

I ran through the change of plans with Kris. We both felt it sounded odd, but so was a complete shutdown of the Troy airport. I kept coming back to the fact that Roland knew too much for it to be made up. While Kris kept coming back to the fact that ninety-nine percent of what came out of Roland’s mouth was crap. We ended up agreeing to disagree. The date was still on, but with one caveat. I needed a chaperone. Something that Kris would organize for me.

I felt incredible. Butterflies crashed about in my stomach as I twirled and twirled again in front of Kris’ mirror. I wore a red and black tartan off the shoulder tube top with a matching red and black tartan pleated mini-skirt. This time there was no built-in shorts, placing plenty of responsibility on my shoulders for keeping my knickers well hidden. At least until after dinner. A pair of black Lucchese cowboy boots, similar to those the Dallas Cowgirls wore, completed the ensemble. And judging from Roland’s reaction, I’d achieved the impact I wanted.

Waiting the extra hour before leaving was hell. I checked my phone several times, hoping to hear from Orlando. But nothing eventuated. I even called him to let him know I got the message, but it went through to his voicemail. Rather than leave a message, I sent one, letting him know I’d spoken to Roland and everything was good. A thumbs up came back just as I was preparing to leave.

“Haley, you better come in here. Your chaperone is due any minute,” Kris called.

I was startled to see Cindy sitting on Kris’ lap when I walked in.

“You look hot,” Cindy said.

“And what about me?” Kris said, prompting Cindy to kiss Kris with a passion I didn’t see coming.

“Your chariot awaits, Haley,” Kris said, seconds after a knock on the door.

I looked towards Kris for clarification.

“Who is my chaperone?” I asked.

“Why don’t you answer the door and find out?”

“How do I look?”

“Smoking hot,” Kris replied before Cindy could answer.

Walking to the door, I stopped and took a deep breath. I bet it’s one of Orlando’s football mates. Cindy would have all the contacts. Oh, shit. I hope it isn’t Roland. I opened the door to find a tall, dark and handsome ex-football player soaking in all before him.

“You didn’t need to get all dressed up for me,” Malcolm said.

“It’s you. Thank you for helping me out,” I said, more than a little surprised.

Malcolm wore a plaid tweed suit. But not like the stuffy English college professors. It was vibrant and stylish and hugged his body like nothing I’d ever see him wear. It even had a matching waistcoat, something I’d seen on television but never in real life. A crisp white shirt was complimented with the addition of gold cufflinks and a tie. Black brogues finished the ensemble with class.

“Wow, I’ve never seen you without a band t-shirt before,” I said, before I realized I’d slipped up.

“Have fun, you two. And thanks again for helping, Malcolm,” Kris said, unable to join me at the door.

“I’m just happy to be of service.”

Malcolm held the door open for me as I walked through. A few cat-call whistles echoed through the hall as we headed out of the building. To be honest, I wasn’t sure which one of us they were for.

“Why did you offer to help me out?”

“It seemed like the only opportunity to get a little one-on-one time with you.”

“You realize I’m going on a date. With someone else?”

“A guy can dream, can’t he?”

Malcolm was the perfect gentleman. Opening the passenger door of his pristine BMW M series, holding my hand as I stepped inside, before checking the climate control settings with me. And apart from the occasional side eye, he never ogled me or treated me like a pretty accessory. My tug of war between suitors suddenly flipped in Malcolm’s direction. The more time we spent together, the further the pendulum moved his way.

I almost felt sad as Malcolm’s car pulled up to the restaurant. I didn’t want this dalliance to be over. But I’d made other plans, and I knew I needed to see them through.

“Thanks a heap for the door-to-door service,” I said.

“Kris asked for the full chaperone service. And it isn’t over yet.”

I went to open the door but Malcolm stopped me. I could have sworn electricity surged between us.

“Let me, Miss White,” Malcolm said.

After handing the keys to the valet, Malcolm opened my door and helped me to the sidewalk. As his car moved away, Malcolm led me to the restaurant entry and opened the door.

My phone showed 8:59 pm as we entered the restaurant. Waves of delicious smells flowed through me as the clinking of cutlery scraping up every last morsel of a heavenly meal surrounded us.

“Ah yes, Miss White. Come on through to the private function room,” the maître d' said.

As we walked through the restaurant, all eyes were upon us. The guys checked me out while the girls checked Malcolm out. But somehow, I felt Malcolm’s eyes weren’t diverting.

The maître d' opened a door at the end of the restaurant. Inside was a table for eight, set as a table for two. And at the far end of the table sat someone, waiting for my arrival. He dressed to impress but failed miserably.

“What the hell are you doing here, Roland?” I asked.

“Orlando has been delayed.”

The maître d' pushed in the chair for me, virtually forcing me to sit down.

“Should I bring a third chair, sirs?” the maître d' asked.

“That won’t be necessary,” Roland replied.

“No, the seat warmer will be leaving soon,” Malcolm said.

“You know who Haley really is, don’t you?” Roland said.

My stomach dropped to the floor. And I felt my face warm as I turned away.

“I know exactly who she is. Someone who has zero interest in you. And that enrages you.”

“Haley’s not exactly the hot chick you think she is.”

“I call bullshit on your ruse, Roland. Orlando’s not coming and never was. You set this up to spend time with Haley.”

“Why would I want to spend time with Hal, our classmate? I can do that any day.”

My worst fears had been realized. I felt like throwing up. Why was Roland trying to destroy my life? What did I ever do to him?

“But you can’t. Because neither Hal, nor Haley, will give you the time of day. And that eats you up inside.” Malcolm said.

Hang on. Why wasn’t Malcolm storming out?

“I think it’s time you left, Roland. My first date with Haley is far too important for you to ruin it.”


PART FOUR


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“HOW DID YOU know Roland was lying?” I asked.

“His top lip twitches every time he lies,” Malcolm said.

“He wasn’t lying about everything, you know.”

“Put it this way. He didn’t tell me anything I didn’t already know.”

“You mean you knew my secret? How long have you known?”

“Let’s just say it’s been hard being your lab partner this past week.”

A big smile spread across my face as I savored the candlelight view of this gorgeous human.

“Why doesn’t Haley come out more often?”

I pondered long and hard about Malcolm’s words. Every time Haley came out, I got the attention I craved. Hell, I knew I looked better as Haley than I did as Hal. But even though my confidence was growing, I never imagined being Haley more than part time.

“Would you still be my lab partner if I were Haley?”

“Yes, but I hope we’d be more than merely lab partners.”

Dinner was incredible. Course after course of succulent dishes came and went. And while I got to taste each delicious dish, my mind remained focus on something at the other end of the table.

“You’d better leave room for dessert,” Malcolm said.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Well, you tackled that hot dog with such abandon, I was kind of hoping you were a fan of banana splits.”

“Bananas are my second favorite food,” I said, licking my lips.

After paying the bill, Malcolm pulled out my chair and escorted me to the car. The restaurant was empty. Chairs on tables all the way from front to back.

“Holy crap. What will I tell Orlando?” I said.

“That you’ve found someone more handsome, more intelligent and better in bed.”

“That’s still yet to be proven.”

“Then let’s put that hypothesis to the test,” Malcolm said with a wicked smile.

The drive home was short but eventful. Malcolm shared a conversation he’d had with Orlando earlier that afternoon. It seemed Malcolm was a bit of a mentor for Orlando. And was speaking to him about his opportunity in Dallas. It was doubtful that Orlando would return, and if he did, it would only be for home games. Malcolm agreed to treat me like a princess in his absence and beyond.

As we pulled into the garage beneath Malcolm’s apartment, I felt as nervous as a schoolgirl. One who has a crush on the schoolboy and is about to realize her dream. As the ignition switched off, Malcolm turned and stroked my hair.

“You really are the most beautiful girl in Troy,” Malcolm said.

“And I’d put you in the top three.”

As Malcolm’s lips touched mine, a massive shiver ran up and down my spine.

“Are you cold?” Malcolm said, moving back.

I reached out and pulled Malcolm’s lips towards mine, using his dark curls to maneuver him into the exact right position. That first kiss released something in me. It was raw. It was passionate, and Malcolm’s tongue made it clear what was to come.

I desperately wanted to pursue my passion for this wonderful man. But I didn’t want to ruin our friendship.

“Have you been with a girl like me before?” I asked.

“I doubt any girl is like you. But I know my way around the bedroom, yes.”

Malcolm slid his hand onto my thigh and slowly moved it inch by inch upward as we kissed.

Reaching my panties didn’t slow Malcolm’s progress. He slid his hand over my silken panties, crisscrossing his fingers across an expanding bulge.

“Let me prove this first hypothesis,” Malcolm said, sliding his hand inside my panties and pushing them back.

I saw the fire in Malcolm’s eyes ignite as he moved his mouth towards his hand.

I lay back, waiting for the ride of my life. The second Malcolm’s lips touched my toy, my body sizzled in anticipation of what was to come. Starting slowly, Malcolm kissed the head while stroking the shaft. It wasn’t long before my toy reached its full five inches. At that point, I felt Malcolm’s lips envelop my toy and consume it fully. Endorphins flowed throughout my body as I thrust my pelvis forward to maximize my pleasure.

Knowing we had all night didn’t slow Malcolm’s progress. He kissed and licked my toy while working the shaft, occasionally pushing deep and holding my toy deep within his throat. It had been a few days since I’d cleared the way. Making the impending orgasm both deep and satisfying. Malcolm didn’t spill a drop, holding deep for the full twenty seconds of my gift giving.

“First hypothesis proven, I reckon,” Malcolm said, moving up and sharing my bounty.

“Looks like it’s over to me,” I said, still panting a little but ready for the challenge.

“I was thinking we’d adjourn to the kitchen. Two scoops of ice cream, chocolate topping and a cup of sprinkles, was in my mind.”

“I don’t think I could fit two scoops in.”

“I’ll help you with any leftovers.”

After kissing with passion for a minute or two, Malcolm opened the door and led me into the house. True to his word, the first stop was the kitchen, where I released his stunning seven inches. His suit ended up on a nearby floor before I took care of my man’s needs, while enjoying a little chocolate with sprinkles. Malcolm’s first orgasm was one for the ages. I swore his breathing stopped completely until a torrent of his nectar washed the chocolate syrup and ice cream down.

“You know I have a bedroom too, don’t you?” Malcolm said.

“These are pretty decent digs for a geek.”

“I’m on a full ride. But that’s not the ride I’m focused on right now.”

Malcolm took my hand and led me upstairs to a massive room with views up and down Troy’s Main Street.


CHAPTER TWELVE


MALCOLM’S BED SAT against a wall. At the foot of the bed, well around six feet from the bed, was a railing. I walked to the railing and marveled at the size of the apartment. Below the railing was a large living room, opening up to a vaulted ceiling and thirty-foot windows on the far side. The view from the bedroom was incredible as red and white lights of Friday night traffic lit up the buildings. I placed both hands on the railing and looked straight down. That’s quite the drop.

Dropping to his knees, Malcolm slid his hands over my cowboy boots, up my thighs and under my pleated mini-skirt. His tender touch both tickled and excited. I knew what he was thinking, so clasped the railing tightly while I focused on the view.

“Now. Let me remove these pesky knickers,” Malcolm said.

I lifted my left leg, then my right.

With a sudden freedom, I swayed my hips from side to side. This caused the satin lining of the mini-skirt to dance along my semi-flaccid toy.

“Lean forward and hold on tightly,” Malcolm said.

I knew where Malcolm wanted to go next. And I couldn’t wait to have him go there. I slid my left foot back a foot before doing the same with my right. Keeping my head over the railing, this gave Malcolm all the maneuvering room he needed.

I felt Malcolm’s weapon rub against my mini-skirt before his hands slid up my thighs and held the skirt up.

“I want you inside of me, Malcolm.”

“There’s no rush. Good things come to those who wait,” Malcolm said, kissing my right ass cheek.

Malcolm’s kisses moved from my right cheek to my left cheek. Meanwhile, my balls rested in his hand before he slid one hand up the full length of my shaft.

“Oh, yes. I’m not good at waiting,” I said.

The moment Malcolm’s tongue touched my sphincter for the first time was earth-shattering. No one had paid this much attention to me before. Something that would change forever after that night.

“Hold tight. Are you ready for hypothesis two?” Malcolm said.

“I’m ready for all of them at once.”

Malcolm’s hand slid away from my toy. He grazed my balls on the way through before his hand landed on his weapon. It took next to no time to reach seven inches again.

“Drill me hard,” I screamed.

For the first time, I felt Malcolm use a little force. Not undue force, but as I held the railing tightly with both hands, and Malcolm held my hips with both hands, I felt his heavenly weapon slide deep inside me with a single thrust.

“That’s incredible,” I screamed.

Malcolm grabbed my left leg and lifted it onto the railing. That opened up access for him to thrust and for me to push back. Each thrust of his weapon tantalized my insides with every inch of travel. And to add the cherry on the top, at the end of each stroke, he hit the target, sending waves of excitement through me.

“I’ve dreamed of this since the auction,” Malcolm screamed.

As Malcolm’s pace increased, I felt his weapon twitch inside me. But instead of going faster, he backed right off. Each thrust for me ended in a tantalizing crescendo, and Malcolm knew it. Somehow, he kept going without blowing for what seemed like another couple of minutes.

“Finish me, now,” I screamed.

Not needing to be asked twice, Malcolm held my hips tighter and pushed deeper. The joy at the end of each stroke was unmeasurable. I lost full control as Malcolm worked towards a perfect finale.

“I’m gonna come,” Malcolm screamed.

A warm torrent of Malcolm’s nectar filled my being, emanating warmth from within. Malcolm slowed before holding me deep to extend the possibilities of joy between us.

Malcolm slid my leg off the rail and placed his hands on mine. He kissed my neck before I turned and opened my mouth and soul to him.

“See that green light at the end of the Main Street,” Malcolm said.

“Yep.”

“That’s where we had our first date,” Malcolm said before kissing me deeply.

Knowing there was nowhere else I’d rather be, I savored every minute of that embrace. My body felt complete satisfaction. Like every cell of it had participated in our love making. After a little small talk, mainly questions from me about the lavish apartment, I felt Malcolm’s excitement level raise a little.

“Looks like we have a new hypothesis to test out,” I said.

“I was wondering whether you preferred missionary or doggy style.”

“Well, there’s only one scientific way to find out,” I said, before thrusting my tongue deep down Malcolm’s throat.

Malcolm carefully walked me across to the bed.

“Do you want to take the cowgirl boots off?” Malcolm asked.

“How about we try it both ways?”

With my head on a pillow, I could still see down Main Street. But that’s not what my focus was on. Malcolm’s musclebound body glistened in the soft night lights. But while the lights were soft, Malcolm’s weapon wasn’t. It stood to attention, awaiting the instructions from above. Go forth and multiply.

“Hold on tight, the sheets are satin,” Malcolm said.

My focus remained on Malcolm’s gorgeous face as he lifted my thighs and entered me. Somehow, it instantly felt like home. Like that’s how we should be all the time. Engaged, and with Malcolm taking the lead. It didn’t take long for Malcolm to recapture his rhythm, knowing that a slight change in angle provided different joyful moments. But the consistent thing was how perfectly Malcolm’s weapon fitted inside me.

Sensual kissing kept our mouths occupied while the speed was slow. The thrusts eventually became deeper, stopping me in my tracks every time he hit my target. Malcolm placed his hands beside my hips to gain better leverage. I grabbed both muscular biceps, struggling to fully surround them.

“Go deep. Drill me hard,” I moaned.

We both knew where we wanted to end up. And I’d given Malcolm the green light to land. His thrusts sped up. Each one eking out as much enjoyment as possible for each of us. Malcolm’s balls started hitting my ass with momentum. Then his pelvis smashed against my ass cheeks. I felt no pain, instead in a constant state of euphoria. Faster and faster, deeper and deeper Malcolm went. Until I heard the magic words.

“Hales, I love you,” Malcolm screamed.

Instantly, Malcolm’s weapon spasmed, sending a flood of nectar deep inside me. He held me close, maximizing our connection for as long as possible. I desperately wanted this connection to last forever. But alas, a quiet pop signaled the end. But in that instant, I knew there was plenty more to come. This was a start, not merely a finish.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT PROVED to be life changing for me. We must have tried to prove ten hypotheses. Proving that we really were the perfect lab partners. Every move Malcolm made seemed perfectly timed. We were just so in synch it was scary. And from expecting very little, my appreciation of Malcolm’s skills ended up off the charts. His intelligence and his fitness kept the party going all night.

After a wonderful night, I wasn’t sure where our partnership would go. But from the time Malcolm woke up, spooning me before giving me a morning delight, I knew we had something special. I couldn’t believe that this gorgeous mind and body wanted to share both with me. Though he did encourage Haley to switch schools with Hal for the semester. Hal headed to Montgomery, wherever that was, while Haley shacked up with Malcolm.

Roland never really bothered us again. I often caught him looking wistfully my way, but any time he even approached me, Malcolm appeared out of nowhere to put him back in his place. Eventually, he sent me an email professing his undying love for me. I thanked him for his honesty and wished him well in life and love.

The first task on my list when I arrived back home was to donate all my guy clothes to charity. Not that they were worth much. But it was symbolic that Hal moved out and Haley moved in. For good. Initially, Kris let me run riot in her wardrobe. But over time, I built up a pretty decent collection that, of course, Kris had complete access to whenever she wanted. Whenever she wanted to surprise Cindy, she’d borrow some of my sluttier numbers.

I moved in with Malcolm almost immediately. It simply took me a little longer to move out of my room. Not wanting to pressure the new relationship, I insisted on having my own space. Somewhere, either of us could use for a break. It never eventuated but was a good backstop to take the pressure off. Waking each morning to Malcolm’s big spoon became one of the greatest joys of my life. And lab reports never became a problem again. All in all, my life changed completely overnight. That second, I started embracing Haley.


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

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

[image: ]

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

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

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

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


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

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

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

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

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


CAUGHT IN THE ACT
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Can your most embarrassing moment lead you to the perfect life? Should we let our secrets out after all?

Angel Mendez is leaving the beaches of Brazil for a better life in the USA. Accepted by Duke University, Angel can’t believe that dreams are finally turning into reality.

But leaving your home and heading into a new country brings with it risks. Especially when you have a secret or two that you wouldn’t like shared.

So, when Angel’s worst nightmare comes true and an evil manipulator, Richard Sway, learns Angel’s secret, he provides two options. Do as I demand or lose your college dream forever.

But sometimes, love comes in unexpected places. And when you least expect it.

If you like romances where love blossoms in unexpected places, like ‘How to Lose a Guy in 10 Days’, then you’ll love ‘CAUGHT IN THE ACT’. The latest story from indie author, Yumi Cox.

Will Angel fall prey to an evil blackmailer’s demands, or will love save the day?


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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
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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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