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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


“I CAN’T WAIT to show you off to my friends and family back home,” Robert said.

“I’d hardly call The Hamptons home, babe,” Sabrina said.

“Yeah, it wasn’t like you were born there, Robert,” I interjected.

“I only spend a few weeks a year with family. And our summer house is home to me.”

“And the whole family will be there, will they, babe?”

“Yes. Mummy, daddy, Stephen’s family, Michael’s family, Nicole’s family, Bridgette’s family, nan, pop and us. Twenty-seven fresh faces for you to meet at last count.”

“Where does everybody sleep?” I asked.

“Our home has seven bedrooms and a pool house.”

I looked towards Sabrina and noticed a familiar expression. We’d grown up together, and I could read her like a book. Whenever she’d become overwhelmed, her ever-present smile frayed at the corners. Not readily noticeable to most people, her stress showed clearly to me. But Robert was clueless. Our entire town had a few more people than Robert’s family. Well, a few hundred anyway. That’s why coming to Dartmouth College was a massive leap for both of us. It worried me less, to be honest. Because I couldn’t wait to escape small town USA.

“When do you stop calling it a home and start calling it a palace?” I asked.

“It’s quite modest for The Hamptons. Mummy and daddy downsized a few years back.”

I waited for a smile to appear on Robert’s face. But it wasn’t forthcoming. An eye twitch from Sabrina signalled time to change the subject.

“You’ll love relaxing on the beach or by the pool. It’s perfect for relieving exam tensions, Sabrina.”

“Well, I’m still not finished yet. Exam results come out tomorrow, babe.”

“You’ll ace it. I have every confidence in you.”

“Thanks, babe. But my professor hates me.”

“Well, I’m going to book us a table at our favourite restaurant to celebrate.”

People often mistook Robert for an uptight Englishman. Such was his posh accent and boarding school education. But he was well grounded once you got to know him. Six inches shorter than tall, dark and handsome, Robert possessed the bluest eyes I’d ever seen. Sabrina had fallen for him when she visited me during the first week of college. And the feeling had been mutual, as they’d been inseparable ever since. If they weren’t cuddling on Robert’s bed, they were canoodling in Sabrina’s dorm. Less than a ten-minute walk away, even in her four-inch stilettos. And while Robert came from stock that differed from Sabrina and me, the three of us were as thick as thieves.

“I’m thinking of dying my hair darker, babe. More like Brendan’s. What do you think?”

Sabrina jumped off Robert’s bed and sat on mine, holding my long hair up in front of hers.

“I think you look perfect exactly as you are, Sabrina.”

“But I’m worried your folks will think I’m not smart enough.”

“You attend an Ivy League college. What more proof do my parents need?”

“Perhaps we should all go blonde instead,” I interjected, holding Sabrina’s hair in front of mine.

“You’d be out of this dorm if you did. I wouldn’t be able to stop laughing long enough to get any sleep.”

I’d been lucky enough to get randomly paired with Robert Fitzgerald III when we began at Dartmouth. Lucky, because he got the best room in the best dorm and brought with him every gadget to make life easy. We didn’t merely have a microwave; we had the best microwave money could buy. Classified as commercial grade, this stainless-steel behemoth held a full skillet and doubled as a convection oven. Not to mention the NASA inspired control panel that made things so simple I couldn’t even turn it on. But Robert loved it and I benefited indirectly too.

“Anyway, what are you doing all the way over there, Sabrina?”

“Sorry, babe. You aren’t getting a little jealous, are you?”

“Of you and Brendan, no. You guys are almost family.”

“We could be kissing cousins. It wouldn’t be uncommon where we’re from, babe.”

“Brendan’s expression when you hug him tells me you’ve never kissed.”

“I hate that you’re always logical, babe.”

“I’m hoping Brendan finds a girlfriend over summer. So the four of us can hang out.”

“It’ll take longer than a summer,” Sabrina said, punching me before returning to Robert’s bed.

As I watched Robert and Sabrina, I struggled to reconcile this was the same girl I’d grown up with. Sure, her hair colour had changed. But she’d become a confident young woman since meeting Robert. Well, confident around people she knew. My closest friend, the one person I’d shared every dream and every secret with since we were five years old, had blossomed before my eyes. Something I felt pangs of jealousy over. With long blonde hair, chocolate brown eyes, thick full lips and a rocking body worthy of any cheerleader in college, she demanded attention in a crowd. And that’s why Robert couldn’t wait to show her off back home.

“What are you doing for the summer, Brendan? Have you scored a Hollywood audition yet?” Sabrina asked.

“Hollywood hasn’t discovered me yet. Their loss, if you ask me. I’m just gonna hang out here and play some video games.”

“If I come back and you’re this pale, I’m gonna hide your Xbox.”

“I still gotta eat and do the laundry.”

“You know what I mean, Brendan Samuels.”

I turned on the Xbox and got lost in a mythical world beneath a set of headphones. Meanwhile, Robert and Sabrina watched a rom-com on his sixty-inch flatscreen television. Everything appeared perfect in our worlds until around ten minutes before the movie ended. When Sabrina got a message that disrupted the status quo.

“What is it?” Robert asked.

“My professor wants to catch-up before class tomorrow.”

“What do you think he wants?”

“To fail me, babe.”

“What would that mean for our summer plans with my family?”

“I’ll find out tomorrow morning, won’t I?”


CHAPTER TWO


ROBERT HEADED OUT around 9:00 am toward Sabrina’s dorm. He wanted to be there to support her. But the impact on his summer plans kept him awake longer than usual. I knew Sabrina would call me first, and no news was good news. But less than five minutes after Robert left, her call came through.

“The bastard failed me. I gotta sit a makeup exam and might have to attend summer school.”

“I feel for you, Bri. At least you’ll have me to keep you company.”

Once I’d warned Sabrina that Robert had headed her way, she ended our call. I reckoned that gave me solitude until midday. An opportunity too juicy to resist. With Robert heading home, and uncertainty over Sabrina’s summer, I made a beeline to Robert’s wardrobe. Carefully moving his jackets and shirts two inches to the right, I spotted my target. After studying where everything sat, I removed a pink striped Victoria’s Secret bag and carried it across the room.

My excitement was palpable as I removed the first items from the bag. I pulled out a satin and lace teddy and carefully laid it down on my bed next to the pillow. Next came a cheerleader outfit. Folded in the middle, I placed the skirt on the bed before placing the top directly above it. With a half inch overlap. A pair of Daisy Duke shorts took the next spot on my bed. Along with a simple red t-shirt to complete another fantasy outfit. Finally, I pulled out a pair of white leather cowgirl boots with intricate stitching. Reaching into my drawers, I dug my hand into the bottom of my sock pile and pulled out a G-string, bra, and a pair of ankle-length stockings.

“Now, what mood are you in?” I asked my reflection.

My hands hovered between the Daisy Dukes and the cheerleader outfit.

“Eeny meeny miny moe,” I said, before picking up the Daisy Dukes.

My yearning for the country had overridden my desire for the wandering eyes of top choice beefcake. The time had come to add to the ambience. After turning on my bedside lamp, I slid the curtains closed. Perfect lighting for Bree.

Stripping to naked in a flash, I slid the panties up my recently shaved legs before positioning my manhood back between my thighs. The bra took a moment to clasp together and slide into position. The stresses of exam time slipped away as a stocking slid over each foot. Next came the Daisy Dukes. Thankfully, I’d kept weight off all semester. The mirror showcased an arse more than worthy of being spanked. Releasing my hair from its ponytail prison, I slid the red t-shirt over my head and shook my hair out seductively. Slipping on the leather boots, added the cherry on top. Leather on silk was hands-down, my favourite sensation.

“Bree is back, baby,” I called to my reflection.

Turning left, I stuffed a pair of socks into my bra. I adjusted the padding to provide the perfect silhouette. Lustrous long hair flowing, check. Killer cleavage, check. Arse that could stop a bullfighter in his tracks, check. And legs that went for weeks, check. It was impossible to contain my smile. I felt free and energised for the first time in weeks. With less than three hours until crunch time, I sat on my bed and checked out the shopping sites on my laptop.

Around a half hour later, I changed outfits. Why? Because I could. I wondered how the boots would go with the cheerleader outfit. And it was ruining my buzz. I slid the Daisy Dukes down my thighs and carefully untangled them from the warm, supple leather boots. The red t-shirt lifted over my head more easily, although it spoiled my shampoo commercial worthy hair. The cheerleader skirt lifted into position easily. I zipped it up, breathed in, and slid the skirt into position with the zipper resting against the small of my back. So far, so good. The top hugged my body when pulled down snuggly over my bra. But once the full outfit was in place, like magic, I felt empowered.

“Mystery solved. They go perfectly.”

With unfettered access to my panties, I knew I wouldn’t last the full three hours before blowing my stack.

“A quick one now, Bree. You lustful little trollop,” I said, staring into the mirror.

I lay my head on my pillow and slid my sheet out of harm’s way. Tissues at the ready, I used the application of warming lube as foreplay. Not that I needed much coaxing. Bree was a firecracker. One who was always ready for action.

The lube did the trick. Rock hard, and heavy breathing within seconds. I settled in for a brief ride. Who would I think of? I didn’t want to premeditate anything. It had to come to me naturally. My mind worked back over the past week. There it was. The morning I woke to Robert’s wood inches from my mouth.

“No Robert, I won’t do that.”

But we both knew that was a lie. Those eyes, that chest, those buns.

Suddenly, something breached my utopia. I grabbed at my sheet and pulled it over me as the dorm door opened wide.

“What have you been up to?” Sabrina asked.

As my eyes adjusted to the overhead light, Sabrina’s smile became obvious.

“Why are my clothes on your bed? Have you been playing dress-ups?”

Robert followed Sabrina in like the chivalrous boyfriend he was. He made clear eye contact with me before turning away once his brain reconciled with what lay before him.

“So, where is my cheerleader outfit?”

“I didn’t expect…”

“… to see you at it again, Brenda, isn’t it?”

Sabrina couldn’t hide her amusement. She was totally engaged. Robert stood silent and expressionless. Sabrina stepped forward and pulled back my sheet, revealing everything.

“Well, look what we have here, babe. Brenda has paid us a rare visit.”

Robert turned his head as if by reflex.

“Dude, that’s my favourite sex outfit.” Robert said.

“But the boots are an inspired choice. Very Dallas Cowgirls. Don’t you think, babe?”

I felt the temperature of my face rocket into the stratosphere.

“Stand up and model for us, Brenda.”

“I prefer Breanna. It’s classier,” I said, more than a little indignantly.

I pulled the sheet back over myself. But Sabrina wasn’t letting the fun end there. She ripped the sheet off before throwing it in the bathroom.

“Come with me, Breanna. And bring my pink Victoria’s Secret bag.”

Sabrina led me into the bathroom. Walking in heels proved little challenge for me. It certainly wasn’t my first rodeo. And I was too embarrassed to pretend otherwise. She riffled through the bag for thirty seconds. Making yes sounds and smiling like a villain in a silent movie. Finally, she pulled out a blonde wig.

“Before I dyed my hair, Robert liked me to wear this. Let’s have some fun. See how good an actress you really are?”

I didn’t like where this was going. But Sabrina had my measure. After putting on the wig and applying some makeup, Sabrina opened the door a crack.

“Turn off the lights again, babe. I got a treat for you.”

“What is it, Sabrina? Are you wearing the Dallas Cowgirls outfit?”

“Let’s say I have something to cleanse your palette of those horrible brunette visions.”

In semi-darkness, Sabrina steered me into the room and towards Robert, still dressed in the cheerleader outfit, but with the blonde wig and makeup. A few feet from Robert’s bed, she let me go and stepped back.

“Have you been working out? You look like a real cheerleader?” Robert asked.

“I’m over here, babe,” Sabrina said from my bed.


CHAPTER THREE


BY EARLY AFTERNOON, things had settled back down. Sabrina had her fun embarrassing me. As had Robert. All was well with the three friends again.

“You know I can’t join you on your summer break, don’t you, babe?”

“Yes, Sabrina. And it will devastate my family when I break the news. Especially because you’ll miss nan and pop’s sixtieth anniversary.”

Usually, Robert asked for my advice for everything. He never bought a shirt or a present for Sabrina, without consulting me first. But this was the first I’d heard about nan and pop’s anniversary. Perhaps the family all chipped in for a decent present? Like a super-yacht or a Tesla Roadster. Still, it felt out of character.

“And I know you wanted to prove that I exist to your folks, babe.”

“I wanted to spend time with you and show you my family's home. That’s all, Sabrina.”

“And proof of life wasn’t part of it?”

“Well, maybe a little. But I’m proud of sharing my life with the smart, beautiful woman that is you.”

“Maybe you should take a real cheerleader. I’m sure Britney, Sarah or Claudia would be up for it, babe.”

“You make a brilliant point. I’ll definitely think about it.”

“Over my dead body,” Sabrina said, placing her finger on Robert’s nose like a naughty spaniel.

“I knew you weren’t seriously suggesting it, Sabrina.”

Sabrina and Robert got into another kissing challenge. Sabrina would hold Robert’s hands back and kiss from his mouth to his neck, to his chest and down until he flinched. Usually, she got to abdominal muscle number three before he giggled like a little girl. This day he lasted slightly less time. And even though I donned headphones and slayed warlocks, I monitored their game. In case they needed a referee.

“Babe, I have a perfect solution. Your folks can meet me, and I can take my makeup exam.”

“I’m not following, Sabrina.”

“Robert, meet Breanna. My understudy.”

“I’m not sitting your makeup exam, Bri,” I said.

“Then why are you still looking at Brendan, Sabrina?”

“Your folks are expecting Bri. And I could make Breanna look so much like me no-one could tell us apart.”

“That’s not something I want to think about, Sabrina.”

“With Brendan’s acting chops and my makeup skills, your family would never know it’s not me, babe.”

I tried hard to zone out, but it’s hard when your name is being bandied about. In less than flattering circumstances. That’s impossible.

“And I wouldn’t have to worry about you getting frisky with him, would I, babe?”

Robert sat waiting for the punch line, shaking his head.

“And you’d help Breanna fulfil a lifelong dream.”

“It was once,” I said, pausing my game.

“And Breanna can't say no, else I’ll out him in front of the whole college.”

“Again. It was a onetime thing. And why would I agree to do this, Bri?”

“Because you’ll get to wear pretty outfits and become the woman of your dreams, Breanna.”

“But Brendan’s got brown hair,” Robert said, worryingly considering the hare-brained idea.

“That’s an easy fix, babe.”

“I’m damn sure I don’t want to see my roommate pretending to be you ever again, Sabrina.”

“Me thinks you protest too much. Should I be worried about you controlling yourself, babe? Admit it. You were just a little turned on by Breanna in the cheerleader outfit?”

“Not in five lifetimes.”

“I’m sitting right here, you know,” I said.

Somehow, Sabrina’s wacky idea got legs. But in secret. Sabrina had an incredible ability to influence people. For the next week, she quietly took me under her wing. And I went along, as it gave me access to the inner sanctum of womanhood. Sabrina gave me makeup lessons, focussed on how she did her makeup. I learned how to dress for any occasion and how to walk in the highest of stilettos. Sabrina even showed me how to carry myself as a woman. An upper-class woman. It was like being caught up in a whirlwind. But I wouldn’t have missed it for the world. Even if it wasn’t leading anywhere.

“You’ve exceeded all expectations. I think you're ready,” Sabrina said about a week later.

“While this has been fun, I still can’t see Robert going along with it.”

“You leave Robert to me, Breanna.”

Seeing us stand side-by-side in Sabrina’s bathroom mirror, the similarities were uncanny. I even mocked her stance and mannerisms. We could have easily been identical twins.

As I stood comfortably dressed in tight jeans, a cropped t-shirt and the white cowboy boots, I hoped with all my heart that Sabrina could convince Robert to say yes. The past week had been so much fun and such a learning experience for me. One I never imagined I’d ever have.

“You must promise you'll swap in for me the minute you are able,” I said.

“Of course. Why wouldn’t I?”

The smug look on Sabrina’s face worried me. Getting lessons on how to present female I enjoyed. And while the concept of spending time away dressed as a hot girl excited me. I thought about everything that could go wrong. What if someone walked in on me in the bathroom? What if my tape failed and my manhood became obvious? With twenty-seven new people in one home, the odds of catastrophe were high. Surely Sabrina would avoid putting me in danger.

“Now we need to road test the partnership in the real world, Breanna.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“We need to convince Robert this can work.”

“Something tells me this won’t end well. What did you have in mind?”

“I want you to go on a date with Robert here in town.”

“That’s suicide. What if he kisses me? He will know and I’ll get outed.”

“If anyone, including Robert, works out you’re not me, I’ll admit it was a bad idea and drop it. And you’ll have full access to my clothes for my next two years at Dartmouth, Breanna.”

I looked at Sabrina and waited for a laugh. It wasn't forthcoming. And the incentive was the stuff of dreams. All I had to do was punk a hot guy. And as a theatre major, how could I say no?

“I’ll pick out the perfect outfit for you. Meet me at mine after your hairdressing appointment.”

“What hairdressing appointment?” I said as my phone beeped with a message.

“I’ve booked you in with Kylie at 3:30 pm. Don’t be late, Breanna.”

“When will you tell Robert? If I get outed here at Dartmouth, my life will be over, Bri.”

“We’ll tell him back here. After the date. In the privacy of my dorm. Anyway, look at yourself. Who would guess what’s under the hood?”

Shit was getting real. How had I let myself get into this position? Yes, I adored every day I spent as Bree. But that wouldn’t help me if I was dead.

“I’ll consider it,” I said.

“Too late. You’re booked in for the colour and cut.”

“Come with me. I’ll prove that I’m right,” Sabrina said, walking towards the dorm door.

“I can’t go out in public dressed like this.”

“Trust me. Think of this as an audition for your dream lead role.”

Sabrina led me into the hall and along the corridor to a dorm room around three doors away. She stopped, adjusted my shirt, and knocked on the door.

“Hello, Sabrina,” a cute guy with glasses said, looking from one of us to the other.

“Hello, Henry. This is my friend Bree. We wanted a man’s opinion. Do you prefer the jeans I’m wearing, or the ones Bree is wearing?”

Henry looked at both of us and swallowed loudly.

“They both look good to my eye.”

“But if you had to pick one,” Sabrina said, spinning around and prompting me to do the same.

“I suppose if I had to pick one, it’d be Bree’s. The cowboy boots make the difference.”

“Thanks, Henry. Sorry to bother you.”

“Oh, it’s no bother,” Henry said as he watched us strut back down the corridor.

I nervously knocked on Sabrina’s dorm room door at 5:25 pm. Her roommate, Doreen, left as I entered. Sabrina had suggested I dress androgynous for the hairdressing appointment. Thankfully. She was ready for me with everything laid out on the bed and floor.

“Are you gonna tell me what this faux date is really about, Bri?”

“I want you to do me a favour, of sorts.”

“Sounds ominous. And what would the favour be?”

“Something is off with Robert. He’s acting weird. I need to know why.”

“He adores you. And you kids are always getting so hands on.”

“I need you to investigate. I think he’s hiding something from me.”

“Why don’t you simply ask him, Bri?”

“I’ve tried. But he puts up a wall any time I raise it.”

After an hour, I stood in front of the mirror, almost transfixed by the beauty standing before me.

“You’re my best friend. And I introduced you two. I feel obliged to do whatever it takes, Bri.”

It was time to punk my roommate.


CHAPTER FOUR


“I CAN’T BELIEVE I let you talk me into this, Bri.”

“There's no need to be nervous, Breanna. You'll kill this.”

“I’ve never been on a date before. And this is with my roommate.”

“You look hotter than me. No one will ever know it's all held together with tape.”

“What if Robert gets frisky? He could squash me like a bug.”

“Stick to the plan. Focus on the things I told you. And I'll take over when you get back here.”

“Can we run over everything one more time, Bri?”

A confident knock on the door stopped me in my tracks. I headed to open it, but paused for one last check in the mirror.

“I’m coming, babe,” I said.

Robert leaned forward and kisses me on the lips. It shocked me, but not in a bad way.

“Hey babe. Lovin the outfit. Is it new?”

“Yes. I bought it with you in mind.”

The outfit Sabrina had picked for me worked a treat. A figure hugging black, long-sleeved knitted turtle-neck jumper tucked neatly into a plaid, black and white pleated miniskirt that sat around three inches above my knee. My newly dyed hair fell alluringly about my shoulders, highlighting what lay beneath my jumper. The fact it was all held together with tape didn’t matter. It sure impressed Robert. A pair of black four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots completed the outfit perfectly.

“Well, it is date night. And you seem in the mood,” I said, breaking an extended silence.

Robert stepped forward and placed his hands around my waist. They intertwined and rested high on my arse. With the benefit of four-inch heels, his eye-line sat a couple of inches below mine. And surprisingly, I got a strong happy to be dominated vibe.

“Well, I'm definitely in the mood, Sabrina. Perhaps we should stay in tonight.”

“Nice try. But you know by now that's not how it works, babe.”

“You can't blame me for trying,” Robert said, before leaning in and giving me another deep kiss.

“Won't we be late for the restaurant?” I asked, breaking the kiss.

“You're always such a time watcher. Sometimes I wish you’d go with the flow, Sabrina.”

“We'll have plenty of time for your flow after dinner,” I said, unclasping Robert’s hands.

“Nice to hear I'm on a promise,” Robert said, stealing another quick kiss.

I turned and grabbed my purse while Robert opened the door. It felt amazing to be treated with respect for a change. And even better to know Robert was checking out my assets as we walked out of the dorm hand-in-hand. I couldn't believe how empowered I felt. A new energy surged throughout my body. And Robert wasn't the only one checking out my wares on the short walk to the restaurant.

“Where are we going?” I asked, as we turned into main street.

I couldn’t believe that arm in arm with my faux boyfriend, a series of guys undressed me with their eyes on the way past. It was such an adrenalin rush.

“It's a surprise. To celebrate a special occasion. Don't worry, you'll love it, Sabrina.”

Oh shit. Robert was going all out, thinking this was his last chance for any intimate time with Sabrina before heading home.

“And there’s an extra surprise at the end of the night,” Robert said, sliding his hand onto my arse and pinching it.

Those few words filled me with dread. Holy crap. This was not something Sabrina had planned for.

“Can you give me a hint?”

Robert simply flashed his beautiful baby blues.

Robert opened the restaurant door and followed me inside. Garlic, oregano and seafood aromas filled my lungs. Loud bashes of pots and pans syncopated the drone of patrons chatting as overexcited kitchen staff struggled to direct traffic. A maitre de led us to a table by the window. Towards the rear of the restaurant, it appeared setup for a romantic Valentine’s Day dinner. This night had turned seductive awfully quickly, and we hadn’t received the starters yet.

“You promised to give me a hint, babe.”

“Well, you won’t be sleeping in your bed tonight.”

“But I’ve got nothing to wear.”

“Don’t worry. That won’t be a problem, Sabrina.”

Holy shit. A sleepover at an unknown destination. I knew what I needed to do.

“Could you excuse me? I’ve got to freshen up my makeup after the walk, babe.”

“You look stunning. There’s a real radiance about you tonight.”

Robert slid his hand onto my thigh as I stood.

“You know I won’t feel right unless I check, babe.”

I headed into the restroom and locked the door. Pulling out my phone, I instantly called Sabrina.

“I can’t pick up now. I’m tied up,” Sabrina messaged.

“Pick up now or I’m telling Robert everything,” I responded.

“Let me get rid of Henry. He’s asking me all about you,” Sabrina messaged.

I sat on the toilet waiting for the call. I didn’t dare head back to the table or head to the mirror to check my makeup. Finally, after thirty long seconds, my phone rang.

“What’s the drama, Brenda?”

“It’s Breanna. As you well know. Anyway, I think your boyfriend’s gonna propose. I thought you might like to be here for that?”

“Wow, he really thinks you’re me.”

“And he’s booked some hotel room in the city once he’s sealed the deal, Bri.”

“So that’s why he got a message from the Hanover Inn? That makes more sense.”

“I’m glad everything is falling into place for you, Sabrina.”

“Don’t be such a worry-wart. The plan is still the plan, Breanna.”

“Did you not hear anything I said?”

“He’s not gonna propose to me in the restaurant. Enjoy dinner with your dream guy and we’ll swap out at the end of the meal.”

“He’s not my dream guy, Sabrina. He’s yours.”

“I’ve heard you moan his name when you masturbate, Breanna.”

“Anyway, that’s not helping me. He’s awfully frisky. What if he dislodges my tape?”

“It’d be more interesting if he unwraps the tape, don’t you think?”

Somehow, I held my composure for the next two hours. The meal was delicious, and the company was first class. Robert had never struck me as charming or witty before. Perhaps he saved his best stuff for Sabrina. And I didn’t mind his hand resting high on my thigh for the entire meal. Although it was obvious what he wanted for dessert. Finally, around 9:30 pm, I received the message I craved.

“I’m in the third stall. Come and tap out,” Sabrina messaged.

By the time I entered the toilets, Sabrina stood in bra, panties and stockinged feet. Her outfit sat neatly in a pile in the second stall. I couldn’t undress quickly enough. I completed the handover and within sixty seconds, Sabrina headed towards Robert’s waiting arms. It felt like she’d been through a Formula One pit stop, such was the speed and efficiency of the change. But it left me alone to navigate the perils of putting on a pair of faded blue skinny jeans with strategically placed rips in both legs. A task more difficult than I’d ever imagined. After adding a black loose fit blouse, an off-white lamb’s wool jacket, a black headscarf and a pair of black five-inch stiletto ankle boots, I felt comforted by my reflection in the mirror.

Once Sabrina and Robert left the restaurant and the coast was clear, I finally exited the bathroom. It was almost 10:00 pm.

“Hello, Bree. Sabrina asked me to walk you home,” a voice behind me said.

I turned to see Sabrina’s neighbour, Henry, beaming a wide smile.

“Thank you, Henry. You don’t know how relieved I am to see a friendly face.”

While Robert didn’t pop the question, his bed wasn’t slept in all night. Sabrina got treated to a night of high romance in the penthouse at the Hanover Inn. From a champagne and strawberry welcome to a spa bath with views out over the city, everything shouted I love you and things were getting serious. And while Robert didn’t pop the question, I knew it was a matter of days until the inevitable crescendo of his seduction dance.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


“WHAT ARE YOU wearing?” Robert asked.

“A flirty pair of casual shorts. Don't you like them, babe?” I replied.

“I think they're a bit much for the car trip.”

“Would you rather I wore a hessian sack, or nothing at all?”

“The glare from your belt is distracting me.”

I crossed my legs, causing my shorts to ride up a little.

“Better, babe?”

“Not particularly.”

“Then stop checking out my pins, babe.”

I couldn’t blame Robert for being a little distracted. I’d chosen my outfit based on a couple of years of inside knowledge. My faded blue denim shorts were as much fray as denim. Ragged and held in place by a broad snakeskin belt, they barely covered my arse cheeks. A flirty white blouse, off the shoulder and with short sleeves, sat cropped to show an inch of flesh above my shorts. And the cheesecloth material allowed breezes, and a discerning eye, through. Black, three-inch block heel cowgirl boots, a black felt hat and shades completed the outfit.

“Look, I know this is uncomfortable for both of us. But we’re doing this for Sabrina.”

“Why did you have to introduce me to her, Brendan?”

I lowered my sunglasses and glared at Robert.

“Sorry. Why did you have to introduce me to her, Breanna?”

“That's better. You need to think of me as one hundred percent woman. Else, this won't work.”

I changed the radio station before placing my hand high on Robert's thigh.

“What are you doing, Brendan?”

“Changing the station. It was old man music.”

“I mean with your hand.”

“I'm easing you into your role, babe. As Sabrina suggested.”

Robert begrudgingly let my hand rest on his hairy thigh. We were both dressed for the summer holidays, and I have to admit to being impressed with Robert's physique. A blue striped, short-sleeved button-up shirt allowed his muscular tanned arms some time in the spotlight. Unbuttoned too far, glimpses of a hairy chest were clear. Stone coloured shorts sat an inch above his knee, providing a sneak peek of muscular thighs and a full display of wonderfully tanned legs. Boat shoes added a relaxed summer vibe to his look.

“Are we there already, babe?”

“We're about halfway. Has the blonde hair impacted your brain?”

“The sign said Northampton.”

“And you thought this was The Hamptons. We’re a hundred miles from the water. It's simply another town with a British name.”

“Is that anyway to speak to the love of your life, babe?”

I gently walked my fingers up Robert's shorts, stopping less than an inch from his cock.

“Remember, I'm doing this as a favour. But I can make this as difficult as you like, babe.”

“I'm sorry. I don't know what came over me, Bree.”

I had the impulse to move an inch further, but understood the consequences. Especially for my perfect college digs.

“Well, you've treated me like a lady before, babe. Remember.”

“I was playing along. I knew it was you all the time.”

“So, you plunged your tongue down my throat knowingly, did you?”

“I'd rather not think about it.”

We stopped for lunch in Springfield. The home of basketball and Dr Seuss, an ex-Dartmouth alum. Needing to stretch my legs, I insisted we eat at a restaurant. But as Robert got to choose the location, we tucked into a large ‘New York style’ pizza with all the toppings. I insisted we hold hands as we walked through the town. As much for my safety as for any other reason. The last thing I wanted was some guy taking a fancy to me and creating a scene.

“See, it's almost like spending time with Sabrina.”

“That’s not how I see it.”

“You'll need an attitude shift in the next three hours. Or this won't work, Robert.”

“That's easy for you to say, Brendan.”

“Do you think this is fun for me?”

“You appear to be enjoying yourself.”

“You are still looking at me as your roommate. You gotta move past it.”

“I'll get there. I got three hours, Brendan.”

“Look, I've known you for two years. Even longer than Sabrina.”

“Yes. And that makes it super-weird.”

I moved my hand towards Robert's face and stroked his cheek, causing him to flinch.

“Let's turn back. This is a disaster waiting to happen, Robert.”

Robert placed his hand behind my neck and pulled my lips to his. The kiss lasted less than ten seconds. It was sweet, but I wish he’d added a little tongue action.

“I appreciate you doing this, Bree.”

Wow! Where was this coming from? It was as if Robert had suddenly switched into character. I felt a little breathless from his kiss. Perhaps that clouded my judgement.

“I need to tell you something, Bree.”

“What's the problem, babe?”

“I haven't been one-hundred percent upfront with you about the trip.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, sitting back in my chair.

Oh, no. Was he about to profess his love for me? Is that what Sabrina sensed? Or did she know all along and helped orchestrate this whole thing? I sat longingly, waiting for the words.

“My family isn't throwing an anniversary party for nan and pop, Bree.”

“That's okay, babe. We can eat out that night.”

“They're throwing us an engagement party.”

I tried to speak. But no words came out. This wasn't what I signed up for. Finally, I found my voice.

“When did you propose to Sabrina?”

“I was all ready to propose at the Hanover Inn. But I left the ring in my sock drawer. I called you, but you didn't answer.”

“Well, you know why I was hiding in a restroom, don't you, Robert?”

“I don't know what to do. My family is expecting me to show up with my fiancé. That's why they've given us the pool house.”

“Well, I'm happy to turn back. No harm, no foul.”

“I can't tell the family Sabrina flunked out of Dartmouth.”

“Then what’s your big plan?”

Robert reached into his pocket and pulled out the ring. He held his hand out and waited for me to point my ring finger towards him. I lifted my arm almost involuntarily.

“Bree, will you pretend to marry me?”

“I thought you'd never ask, babe.”

I lifted my hand to the light and marvelled at the sparkle of the diamonds. An unexplainable rush surged through me. Perhaps I was too much of a method actor.

“What if Sabrina says no?”

“I'll deal with the fallout. Eventually.”

Robert lent forward and kissed me sweetly. This time, I took the initiative. I told myself I was playing the part of a newly minted fiancé. But in all the excitement, I couldn’t be sure. I held Robert’s firm jaw with my two hands and held the kiss while I counted to twenty.

“What was that for?” Robert asked.

“Visiting your family as boyfriend and girlfriend is one thing. Meeting them as a newly engaged couple is quite the other.”

Seeing Robert hadn’t panicked, I pulled his lips to mine. This time, my tongue broke through his weak defences. Our tongues danced for what seemed like minutes before I let go his face.

I couldn't believe we'd gone from roommates to an engaged couple in little more than a week. Or, at least, that's how I saw it.

“Are you sure about this, babe?”

“It's one of the few things I'm completely sure about, Bree.”


CHAPTER SIX


I FAILED TO notice the stares of any guys on the way back to the car. The dazzle of my diamond ring kept ninety percent of my focus. Thankfully, Robert’s arm remained firmly planted around my waist as he steered me clear of any obstacles. Else, I could have ended up with a serious injury. I wondered whether engagement ring related accidents were a thing. Still, resting my head on Robert’s shoulder during the walk gave me such a surge of excitement. Bettering an onstage performance in front of a full house at The Hop. Not that I’d ever gotten cast in a lead role.

“I can’t believe how beautiful the ring sparkles in the sunlight, babe.”

“Well, my great grandfather travelled to Switzerland to buy that ring.”

“The love this ring has witnessed could fill volumes of romance novels. And now it’s our turn.”

“I’m hoping Sabrina will like it half as much as you.”

And there it was. Back to earth with a thud. This wasn’t my ring. I was merely the understudy for the lead actress. I moved my hand off Robert’s thigh and placed it on my leg.

“I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings, Bree.”

“Sorry, I’m still struggling with all of this, babe.”

Robert picked up my hand and placed it back on his thigh. Higher than before.

For the next hour, I held up my left hand, admiring the ring, while my right hand sat firmly planted on Robert’s thigh. If he got naughty, I moved it higher, but I always moved it back again.

“A forty-minute ferry ride and we’ll be home, Bree.”

“This is a day of firsts, babe. I’ve never been on a boat before.”

“I can’t promise you it’s as exciting as a marriage proposal. But hopefully you won’t get seasick.”

After queuing for half an hour, Robert drove onto the Mary Ellen to prepare for our departure. New London looked like anywhere USA, except for the wide river leading out to the sound. Once parked, Robert led me up a flight of stairs and into a cabin with but a few remaining seats.

“You sit. I’ll stand, Bree.”

“Don’t be silly. You sit and I’ll rest on your lap, babe.”

We chose a seat next to a pole. It offered slightly more room. With Robert’s arse firmly planted on the blue leather seat, between two cold aluminium arm rests, I dropped my arse onto his lap. Trying to get comfortable, I changed positions twice. Sliding forward, then sideways. Suddenly, Robert grabbed my hips and stopped me from moving.

“I could have sworn you enjoyed that, babe.”

“Why do you think I stopped you?”

Shortly after the barge engines kicked into action, we lurched forward, causing Robert to slide his hands around my waist as a fake seatbelt. This turned the tables, so to speak, as I felt my taped assets awaken from their slumber. Thankfully, the water was calm, and movement was minimal for the forty-minute trip. Else I doubt either of us could have quietly exited the boat without drawing unwanted attention.

“I can tick another thing off my bucket list, babe.”

“Don’t worry. I’m sure it won’t be the last, Bree.”

Once we’d disembarked at Orient Point, it was clear we weren’t in anywhere USA anymore. The people dressed different. The cars were luxurious. And the houses were like nothing I’d ever seen before. The fifty-minute drive to South Hampton left me feeling like an imposter on many levels.

“You’ve suddenly gone quiet,” Robert said, placing his hand on my thigh.

“I feel inadequate right now, babe.”

“People are people. They may have more money. But they pull their pants on one leg at a time, Bree.”

“Thanks for the kind words, but I’m having second thoughts. And third thoughts, babe.”

“Stick with me, and everything will be fine.”

Robert stopped the car in a small town called Quogue. He bought me a drink and waited while I checked my makeup.

“You look beautiful. Everyone will love you, Bree.”

Sensing my nerves, he took me by both hands and intertwined our fingers. He lent forward and kissed me softly on the lips as he pulled me towards him. I felt his manhood arouse, but did nothing to change nature’s course.

Incredibly, the homes got even bigger and more impressive as we headed into South Hampton.

“What is a house worth around here, babe?”

“Not much change out of a twenty.”

“Twenty million. Are you forking joking me? What if I knock a vase over?”

“Everything will be fine, Bree. I’ll be with you the entire time.”

Robert tried to break the tension by pointing to a mansion and turning on the car indicators. After the third time, I settled back into my seat.

“Here we are,” Robert said, putting on the indicator and pointing at a massive white home.

“That was funny the first three times, Robert.”

But this time, Robert didn’t head past the driveway. He pulled in and drove the hundred yards towards the mansion.

“Babe, we’re here,” Robert said, turning off the ignition.

“You’ve got to be joking.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


“MUMMY, DADDY, THIS is Bree,” Robert said.

“Lovely to meet you, Bree,” Mr Fitzgerald said.

“Robert has told us so much about you,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

“The pleasure is all mine. Apologies for being a little travel weary,” I said.

“Not a problem. It must have taken you most of the day to get here.”

“Planes, trains and automobiles comes to mind, mummy.”

It sounded weird to hear Robert address his parents. There was obviously a load of respect there. I’d simply never witnessed how the other half lived.

“Let’s get you kids to your lodgings, son.”

It didn’t take long to see where Robert got his good looks from. Mrs Fitzgerald dressed immaculately in white silk. A full-length gown with silver open toe sandals. Her skin looked iridescent in the late afternoon light. And when she removed her sunglasses, piercing blue eyes put to bed any questions about Robert’s lineage. Mr Fitzgerald appeared far different from expectations. Tall, dark and handsome, in a rugged woodsman way. Although he dressed in an expensive Italian designer suit with a white shirt with the top button open. And he smelt wonderful. I wanted our hug to go on for days.

“Welcome to our humble abode,” Mr Fitzgerald said.

“We hear you are from a small town in Vermont, Bree,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

“Yes, Mrs Fitzgerald. It’s about an hour out of Dartmouth.”

“Had you always wanted to attend Dartmouth?” Mr Fitzgerald asked.

“That was always the aspiration, Mr Fitzgerald.”

“Please, Bree. Call us Lauren and Jeffrey,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

It was strange to view Robert’s interactions with his parents. Normally outgoing and the life of the party, Robert seemed subdued. But possibly bringing a faux-fiance into the family home would do that to a boy.

“I hear you are an alma mater, Mr Fitzgerald.”

“Yes. Class of 1982. I bunked in the same dorm as Robert.”

“We share…” I said.

“… a love of architecture,” Robert interjected.

Holy crap. Less than five minutes and I’d almost given everything away. I vowed to think before I spoke for the rest of my stay.

“And you have a most beautiful French Provincial home, Mr Fitzgerald.”

Walking up the steps, between the columns and inside the entry, felt like walking into a fairy tale. The house had to have a ballroom. Such was its presence. Painted in shades of white with light grey accents, someone perfectly placed everything. From inside the entry, a black stair rail led upward, and another led downward. Straight ahead, a glistening blue pool sat behind a bank of floor to ceiling glass doors. While the decor was neutral, sounds of children playing echoed throughout the house.

“Drop your bags and come and meet the family,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

Robert took my hand and led me out into the backyard. After half an hour of introductions and small talk, Robert collected our bags and led me to the pool house. Expecting something the size of our dorm room, a room twice the size and sporting a massive four-poster king-sized bed, awaited us. A sprinkling of rose petals in the shape of a heart with ‘RF loves BB’ inside welcomed us.

“Are you serious? Pinch me now. Luckily, I packed a little something to get your attention,” I said, holding up a white satin and lace teddy.

“I can’t wait to test it out,” Robert said, before a knock on the door reminded me we weren’t alone.

“Will you join us in the pool?” Mr Fitzgerald asked.

This time, I considered the consequences before I spoke. Swim suit, nope. Makeup off, nope.

“I’m sorry, Mr Fitzgerald. I can’t right now. But I’m sure Robert would love a dip.”

Robert looked at me, confused.

“Tell them I’m experiencing girl’s problems, babe. They won’t question it.”

“Don’t you want me to stay by your side, Bree?”

“I’ll sit on a sun lounge and admire you, babe.”

I shouldn’t have offered to watch. Robert spent the next hour showing off for my benefit. It appeared like he had a constant competition going with his brothers, Stephen and Michael, albeit they were a decade older. But that gave him the edge, and he took every opportunity presented to him. Seeing me on my own, Mrs Fitzgerald walked over with a cool drink and sat beside me.

“How about I give you the lowdown? Twenty-seven names are a lot to take in at once,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

“I’d sure appreciate any tips you can offer.”

“Well, Stephen in the black swimmers is our eldest. His wife, Barbara, is wearing the green bikini, and they have four children. I won’t confuse you with the names,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

“Stephen is married to Barbara, check.”

“Next, in the yellow trunks, is our second eldest, Michael. His wife, Susan, in the black one-piece, couldn’t have been a more calming force. We were always worried about him. He was born wild. They have four children.”

“Michael is married to Susan, check.”

“Then we have our eldest daughter, Nicole, in the leopard skin bathers. She is married to Sebastian in the orange trunks. And they have five children.”

“Nicole is married to Sebastian, check.”

“And last, we have our youngest daughter, Bridgette, in the blue board shorts and singlet. She is married to Nancy, in the white bikini. And they have no kids as yet.”

“Bridgette is married to Nancy, check.”

“Are you ready for the quiz, Bree?”

“Sure, fire away, Mrs Fitzgerald.”

“I’ll save that for later tonight. Once the wine has let down your inhibitions.”

“Sounds like dinner with my family.”

It wasn’t long before Robert joined us. I don’t think he trusted me one-on-one with the matriarch of his family yet.

“How was the swim, babe?”

“Perfect. Like you,” Robert replied, leaning in to kiss me.

I slid my hand behind his neck and held the union for a solid thirty seconds.

Dinner didn’t present too many issues. Not at first, anyway. Everyone was super nice, and I felt welcomed immediately. The competition between the brothers moved seamlessly from the pool to the poolroom to the dinner table and back into the activities room. By 10:00 pm, Robert had consumed more than a half dozen glasses of wine and was slurring his words.

“I’d better get this boy home safely,” I said.

Mr Fitzgerald kindly dropped him off on our bed. A family Uber delivery.

After saying goodnight and dimming the lights, I carefully undressed Robert. He lay on the bed in merely a singlet and trunks. He appeared pretty out of it, dropping in and out of comatose. Once a brief conscious moment was over, curiosity got the better of me. I gently opened the waistband of his trunks and snuck a sneaky peek at what lay beneath. Reality exceeded anything my imagination could conjure up. Even completely flaccid, Robert’s manhood impressed.

With few clothing options packed for my few days away, I picked up the white teddy and headed into the bathroom to brush my teeth. Releasing the tape down below felt so good. Finally, I could pee again. And that first release ran a full sixty seconds without abating. Dressed in satin and lace, I slid between the sheets, careful not to wake up Robert. I lay on my side facing the window and turned off the lights. I couldn’t believe I’d pulled off the first act of my performance without disaster.

I heard Robert turn over a few minutes later.

“Robbie junior wants to play,” Robert said.

“You realise I’m Bree, not Sabrina, don’t you?”

“Robbie junior wants to play, Bree.”

Holy shit. Was I hearing this right? But he was drunk. I needed to keep a clear head for both of us.

Robert walked his fingers up my back and along my arm. I lay still, petrified. Robert slid his body towards me until his chest rested against my back. Somehow, he’d removed his singlet, and more worryingly, his trunks. A raging boner rested against my arse.

“You smell delicious,” Robert said, kissing my neck.

“I bet Sabrina smells better.”

Something had excited him. I’d tried everything to stop him. As I lay dead still, trying not to encourage him further, Robert’s hand dropped to the sheets in front of me. He cuddled up tight, his boner sliding between my thighs, and his hand resting less than an inch from my cock. I tried willing his hand to move with my mind. But alas, it wasn’t happening. Instead, I looked at my ring sparkling in the moonlight. And that’s how we fell asleep.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


THANKFULLY, I WOKE first the following morning. Robert still spooned me, and his boner pressed firmly against my arse. Luckily, his hand no longer rested near my morning wood. That would have been a step too far. But fearing a horrible revelation, I pried myself free and headed into the bathroom. Somehow, I looked quite respectable. My makeup had smeared a little, but a raging three-day growth hadn’t magically sprouted overnight, and my hair possessed a bouncy sex-kitten vibe.

After washing, cleansing, shaving and reapplying my makeup, I felt like Bree again. And the image reflected from the brightly lit makeup mirror reinforced that no-one would realise what lay behind the facade. Not wanting to risk an unexplained lump, I taped myself and quietly changed into my day two outfit. Robert’s constant snoring let me know I still had time on my side. Although a splashing of water outside the room let me know day two activities had begun for many.

“Come back to bed,” Robert said, when I walked back into the bedroom.

“I’m dressed and ready for the day,”

“Don’t I get a morning cuddle?”

“I’d suggest a gallon of water and teeth clean may be more urgent, babe.”

Robert pulled back the sheets as a prelude to getting out of bed. He lifted his head before he lay back with his head on the pillow, naked. Robert sported a boner most porn stars would be proud of. While I tried to look away, my eyes remained focussed more than a few seconds too long.

“Intrigued, hey Bree?”

“Not really. I merely wanted to understand what rested against my arse all night, babe.”

For day two, Sabrina had packed me a casual ensemble with a touch of danger. Wearing the same faded blue jean shorts, frayed and with pockets poking down my legs, a simple baggy black t-shirt created a casual vibe. But a pair of black, four-inch stiletto over-the-knee suede boots added a playful yet sexy touch. A simple application of blush, mascara and bright red lip gloss ensured my legs wouldn’t draw all the attention.

“Well, little Robbie has a mind of his own, Bree.”

I felt like providing a witty comeback, but in no way wanted to encourage Robert.

“Would you like me to get you something from the kitchen, babe?”

“I think we both need to put in an appearance. Else there’ll be questions asked.”

Robert sculled a glass of water and rolled out of bed. Comfortable naked, he handed me the glass and kissed me as he walked into the bathroom. His morning wood brushed against my hand on the way past, sending shivers of excitement throughout my body. I imagined turning my hand around and stroking his weapon. But that was simply thoughts.

“You look pretty cute. Is that new?” Robert asked.

“It’s something Sabrina bought with you in mind, babe.”

With Robert safely locked away in the bathroom, I exhaled. This was turning out to be more difficult than I ever imagined. Robert had embodied the charade, something that excited and concerned me. In all the time I’d known him, I never knew this side existed. And his confidence and casual manner sent butterflies into my stomach. That made the act easier, but left me wondering whether deep down some kind of spark had always existed.

“Here are the lovebirds,” Mrs Fitzgerald said, as we entered the dining room.

All eyes appeared to track my movements from the door to the table. Even Mr Fitzgerald struggled not to check out my legs. But once seated, the smells of every favourite breakfast food available vied for my attention.

“Still holding hands. That’s sweet,” Nicole said.

“You still remember the glow of engagement, don’t you, sis,” Stephen said.

“Speaking of which, the plans for tonight’s engagement party are almost complete,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

“Thanks for arranging everything, mummy.”

“Have you invited your friends?”

“Not yet. I was waiting for you to confirm the arrangements.”

“You’d better get onto it. I’m catering for seventy.”

“Are you hosting the event here?” I asked.

“Yes, in the backyard.”

“By the love nest,” Stephen interjected, to the disapproval of his father.

“I need confirmed numbers by midday, Robert.”

“I think…” Robert said.

“… we still need to check on my cousin from out of town,” I interjected, gripping Robert’s thigh hard with my blood red talons.

“I didn’t know you were bringing family, Bree,” Mrs Fitzgerald said.

“I’m sorry, babe. Was it a surprise? She won’t arrive for a couple of days,” I said, turning to a confused Robert.

“Well, as long as you confirm the day by midday, everything will be fine. The more the merrier.”

Finally, I had a plan that would ensure Sabrina could swap in before the engagement party. Holy shit. We hadn’t told Sabrina she was engaged. Wrapped up in the excitement, I’d clean forgotten. What if she said no? How the hell would I explain that?

The engagement party gave Robert and me a chance to escape the madness of the family home. Get a little quiet time to work out a plan of attack.

“How about we head to my favourite coffee shop and work out a plan for the day, babe?”

“I can’t believe mummy responded to change, Bree.”

“It’s the engagement of her youngest child, who she adores. Of course she wants to make it perfect for her new daughter-in-law.”

“Your cousin comment was a stroke of genius,” Robert said, planting a peppermint kiss on me.

“Sabrina could use some help to fit in with the family, babe.”

“Whatever the reason, it worked a treat.”

“Now, isn’t there a little thing you’ve forgotten about in all the excitement, babe?”

Robert walked towards me, beaming a broad smile and twinkling his big baby blues. He stopped toe to toe with me, my heels against the bed. He reached up and pushed me back onto the bed.

“Okay, let’s christen that outfit before I explode, Bree.”

Robert straddled me and brought his lips towards mine. I felt his manhood gorging at my image. And tingles of excitement exploded across my body. But I had to be strong.

“You need to tell Sabrina about the engagement party.”

Robert stopped kissing my neck and looked at me eye-to-eye. His hand rested on my lace panties, confirming that he’d forgotten I wasn’t Sabrina.

“Oh crap. I need to propose again, don’t I?” Robert said.

“It’s a good thing one of us isn’t letting their little head take over.”

Robert contacted Sabrina. He didn’t propose to her over the phone or on FaceTime. Instead, I convinced him to meet her at the airport, and propose like he wanted her to say yes. He told her we had pushed the anniversary party back a day, and her cousin Bree would be in attendance. That took a solid thirty minutes to explain away. But after we’d cleared the air, we grabbed coffees and Robert confirmed the change in party day to his mother. As the mansion hosted the party, and the family catered, Mrs Fitzgerald took all changes in her stride. Things were looking perfect again.


CHAPTER NINE


WITH LESS URGENCY around inviting friends, Robert showed me around The Hamptons. Many of his friends from school in New York were in town for the summer, especially his three best friends. The Three Musketeers, as he called them. Martin, Chandler, James, and Robert had been inseparable since grade school. All lived in Manhattan, within sight of Central Park. With twelve years of school together, these guys would form his bridal party. Making a personal invite and introduction to Robert’s fiancé mandatory.

Heading northeast from South Hampton, Robert took me past his local tennis club, his favourite beach, and the golf club he’d been playing at when he got news of his acceptance into Dartmouth. Over the course of an hour, I learned more about Robert than in the previous two years. Eventually, we reached the picturesque hamlet of Amagansett. Martin and Chandler were neighbours on the exclusive Marine Boulevard, with unencumbered views of pristine ocean. Upon getting out of the car, the air smelt thick with ocean sand. But the views from Martin’s house were off the charts.

“Brother, I can’t believe it’s you,” Martin said.

“Well, I couldn’t avoid you forever,” Robert said.

“How’s Dartmouth? I noted we kicked your arse in the big dance this year.”

“We couldn’t humiliate you every year.”

I tugged on Robert’s hand, feeling more than a little invisible.

“Sorry, please let me introduce you to my fiancé, Bree,” Robert said.

“Lovely to meet you, Bree. I can’t believe you’ve tamed this lion.”

“It had to happen, eventually. And the second I met Bree, I knew the time had come.”

We headed inside, away from quite a blustery breeze, where Martin’s mother had tea and biscuits at the ready. I sat back while the boys caught up on old times, happy to admire the multi-million-dollar views in front of me. Ten minutes after we arrived, the doorbell rang. That signalled another twenty minutes of welcomes and stories transferred between Robert and Chandler. Both Martin and Chandler looked like trust-fund kids, dressed in argyle sweaters and expensive slacks with lace-up shoes. But everyone was nice, and the boys couldn’t wait to celebrate our engagement.

“What did you think of the lads?”

“They were both nice, babe.”

“What those boys and I have done together, you wouldn’t believe.”

I struggled to think of something that fit that statement. Perhaps they had undone their seatbelts in a shopping centre carpark. Or maybe they’d poked their tongues out at a teacher behind her back. Whatever it was, it didn’t seem too hard-core to me.

The drive to visit James in Quogue took around an hour. We passed back through South Hampton and kept driving for another twenty minutes. On the drive, Robert warned me about James. He’d dropped out of Harvard early in his first year and had recently returned from two years travelling the world. Robert hadn’t seen him since high school graduation, but had followed his adventures closely online. He pulled out his phone and showed me James’ Facebook feed. It wasn’t merely the scenery that caught my attention.

Pulling into the driveway of James’ house on Dune Road, took wealth to a new high for me. I’d never seen such green grass, or a driveway that weaved left, right, then left again. And the three-story home wasn’t simply triple fronted like Robert’s. It was quadruple fronted. Surely this guy must have something wrong with him. Perhaps he spoke with a girly voice. Maybe he was 5ft tall. There was no way a guy who looked like him and came from all this money could be real.

Robert chivalrously opened the car door for me. He clasped my hand tightly as he led me to the massive front door. I half expected to see a giant open the door. But a serious lady with a white apron greeted us instead.

“Bobby, great to see you buddy,” a voice came from behind the serious lady.

“Jimmy, it’s been way too long,” Robert said.

The lady moved aside, allowing a perfect specimen of manhood to rush past and hug Robert whole-heartedly.

“And who do we have here?” James asked, checking me up and down.

“This is my…” Robert replied.

“… fiance’s cousin Bree,” I interjected.

“Such bad news for you, Bobby. But excellent news for the rest of us,” James said, stepping forward and hugging me.

I felt a surge of excitement at James’ mere touch. In an instant, Robert’s hand dropped, and our faux-engagement ring sat securely in my pocket.

“I’ve heard so much about you, James. You’ve had such an incredible last few years.”

“If you’re a traveller, I’d love to exchange stories with you, Bree.”

James possessed an undeniable charisma. Tall, dark and handsome, James looked like he’d stepped off a Greek fishing boat. With long, curly, jet-black hair, a strong jawline covered with a perfect three-day growth, and an obvious all-over tan, James appeared flawless. Chocolate brown eyes and demanding lips drew my attention immediately. But his perfect physique, with massive forearms and an arse you could crack a walnut on, kept it.

Robert must have noticed a mutual attraction, as he tried in vain to dominate the conversation. Something I hadn’t seen him ever do. He was far too polite to interrupt another, but he lost every ounce of etiquette during the hour-long visit.

“I can’t wait to meet your fiancé. If she’s as cute as her cousin, you’ll be one lucky man.”

“Oh, she’ll leave an impression on you. I can guarantee that, Jimmy.”

Robert didn’t speak on the drive back to his house. Until he pulled up in the driveway.

“We can’t go into the house with you angry at me, babe.”

“Sorry if I don’t measure up to James in your eyes, Bree.”

“You realise I’m Bree, and not Sabrina?”

“And do you realise why you are here, Bree?”

“Look, I’m awfully sorry. I got a little carried away, babe.”

“That’s exactly what three previous girls said to me, too.”

“You are perfect. And Sabrina is a lucky girl,” I said, leaning forward and kissing Robert softly.

“I’m sorry. It’s simply bringing back a lot of baggage.”

The evening was a hoot. After a family feast with enough food for fifty, we retired to bed, excited about the following day. As I lay in bed with Robert, we chatted away,

“I’m scared. What if Sabrina says no?” Robert said.

“Why would she?”

“She might see James.”

I reached my hand up and ran it through Robert’s hair. He slid over until our bodies were firmly in contact.

“I’m not tucked, you know,” I said.

“I know. I can feel you getting excited.”

“Doesn’t that worry you?” I asked.

As we crossed swords, Robert caressed my cheek with the back of his hand. It was incredibly gentle and loving. I struggled to breathe or resist his playful kisses. Ones I’d witnessed first-hand between him and Sabrina. I knew what I wanted to happen. But I knew what needed to happen. Robert’s musky aroma filled my lungs to the brim. This moment was something I’d dreamed of since our first meeting. But something I knew could never be.


CHAPTER TEN


I AWOKE TO a call from Sabrina. Robert’s arm sat wrapped around me, and his bulging manhood pressed against my arse. She was about to leave for the airport and wanted some outfit advice. That’s when it suddenly dawned on me. I only had clothes packed for one more day.

“Can you bring me a few outfits?” I asked.

“Why can’t you wear what you have, Breanna?”

“Because I’m you. And they’re Sabrina’s outfits.”

“Oh, I forgot about that.”

Once the penny had dropped, Sabrina packed an extra three days of outfits and headed for Lebanon airport. It would take another six hours before she arrived at John F. Kennedy Airport. A one-hour drive away from the Fitzgerald house.

“Babe, thanks for last night,” Robert said, wrapping his arms around me as I applied my makeup.

“It was an error of judgement. A onetime thing, Robert.”

“Would you like me to repay the favour?” Robert asked, sliding his hand down slowly.

“Only if you think it’s a good idea before you propose to your girlfriend.”

Robert’s hand stopped and held dead still. His morning wood still pushed between my thighs.

“I gather that’s a no, Robert.”

“I’m still thinking, Bree.”

“I promise you, one time with me won’t be enough. You’re best to back off now. While you still can.”

“Why do you have to make this so hard, Bree?”

Robert held my hips and rocked back and forth, kissing my neck as he did.

“There’s got to be some way I can thank you for helping me out these past few days, Bree.”

“If you truly want to repay the favour, then set me up with James.”

Robert stopped kissing and rocking.

“You sure know how to dampen a guy's enthusiasm, don’t you?”

“Then tell me about your plans for the proposal, Robert.”

Robert hadn’t prepared for a public display of affection. He’d overlooked the ring box, assuming he’d propose in the car. And his proposal didn’t cover all five senses. A rookie mistake. In fact, his faux-proposal to me appeared way more romantic than his actual proposal to Sabrina. But before we headed to the airport, he’d prepared something worthy of the moment.

Standing in the John F. Kennedy Airport, watching my ex-fiance and roommate’s proposal to my oldest friend, was less emotional than I imagined. Sure, I loved them both, but I was truly happy when Robert kneeled down at the arrival gate and Sabrina said yes. Although seeing someone else wear my ring was a hard pill to swallow. My mind flashed to a lost opportunity. But was it? There was no way Robert was going to marry me. No matter how much his mother adored me. I’d set the scene for their perfect life together, and had to be content with that. And it left me single and ready to mingle at an event with thirty eligible trust-fund bachelors. Including James.

In appreciation for my efforts, Sabrina brought me a surprise. The perfect engagement party outfit. A floral halter neck sleeveless silk dress, which was short enough to draw attention but not show glimpses of tape. Only just. Paired with nude, four-inch stiletto sandals, I couldn’t believe how preppy the girl staring back in the mirror at me looked. With my hair held away from my face and a more sophisticated night makeup look, I strode confidently, nude clutch purse in hand, downstairs and into a swarm of trust-fund boys.

“You can definitely see the family resemblance,” a voice from behind said.

I turned to find James, dressed in a white open-neck shirt and blazer, checking out the gorgeous girl in front of him.

“Is that a good thing, James?”

“Well, I thought the girl I saw with Robert yesterday was the most attractive girl in The Hamptons. And you just reinforced that now.”

Holy shit. The hottest guy I’d ever seen was hitting on me. I couldn’t believe my luck. I didn’t bother to check out the competition. There wasn’t any as far as I was concerned. James was all I saw.

“Bree, I’d like to introduce you to someone very close to me.”

I suddenly noticed a pretty girl standing beside James. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was something about her I took an immediate dislike to.

“This is my sister, Kathleen.”

Hell yeah. That’s what I wanted to hear. Not a threat. Well, at least not someone that was on James’ radar.

“Hi Kathleen. Lovely to meet you. What a pretty dress.”

“Thank you, Bree. Are you wearing Valentino?”

While James chivalrously went in search of drinks for the three of us, I hit up Kathleen for insights on James. What I learned in ten minutes was more than I could have found on twenty Googles searches.

“I’m wondering how familiar you are with The Hamptons, Bree?” James asked.

“Only what I’ve seen on my way from the airport.”

“I’d be delighted to show you the sights.”

“I’ve heard views of the Westhampton Dunes are to die for.”

“I know the perfect spot. It’s fifteen minutes away. But it’s well worth the drive.”

“Should I get my jacket?”

“I’d pack an overnight bag. Just in case the weather turns.”

Overnight bag in hand, I dropped in on Robert and Sabrina on the way out.

“Don’t wait up for me, kids,” I said.

“Where are you off to?” Robert asked.

I nodded towards a smiling James.

“What’s it to you, sticky-nose?” Sabrina said.

“James has a reputation, that’s all,” Robert said.

“And Bree is looking to earn one,” Sabrina said.

“We’re a perfect match. Like the two of you,” I said.

Robert strode across and spoke to James. For the next five minutes, his gestures became increasingly animated. Something I’d rarely seen. Robert did ninety percent of the talking, driving the point home twice with an index finger to the chest. James remained cool and collected throughout. Expressionless, like a trust-fund James Bond. He listened attentively, but at no time escalated the conversation. Perhaps because he was leaving with the prize. At least, that’s where my head went.

“What do you think are they talking about, Bree?”

“Me, I’d assume. There’s a long history there, Bri.”

“Then why is Robert so animated?”

This was my opportunity to fill in Sabrina about the past few days. The best time of my life. A turning point on many levels. My new outlook on life. How others saw me. How I saw myself. And especially how Robert and James saw me.

“He’s merely being protective of his roommate.”

Robert eventually came back, a little red-faced and dishevelled. He leaned in, his lips an inch from my ear.

“You and James have my blessing. But remember, he’s a man of the world. He’ll take you places you never imagined possible,” Robert says, before kissing my cheek.

“That’s what I’m hoping for, Robert.”


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


AS JAMES’ FERRARI 812 GTS purred up the road away from Robert’s house, the gravity of the situation finally hit me. Until now, I’d been playing a role. That of Sabrina. Now everything was off-script. This was my story to write, rather than merely delivering someone else’s lines. I contemplated what I wanted. Where could this go? Where did I want this to go? And all roads led to the same destination. James’ beach house.

“Why so quiet suddenly?” James asked.

“I’m sorry. It was such a beautiful moment for Robert and Sabrina.”

“Robert is a lucky man.”

“He may not be the only one getting lucky tonight,” I said, sliding my hand onto James’ thigh.

“That’s the spirit, Bree. I knew some ocean air would perk you up.”

“What were you and Robert talking about before we left?”

“You, of course.”

“Any part of me in particular?”

“It was secret men’s business. Not suitable for the ears of a pretty young woman.”

James moved his hand on top of mine. I intertwined our fingers. We were travelling slowly, to avoid bottoming out the car on the narrow undulating road. Excitement filled every fibre of my body. But trepidation accompanied it. What did James know? Was he about to get the shock of his life? How much of a man of the world was he? I doubted he’d tasted forbidden fruit. A guy that looks like James would have women throwing themselves at him daily.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve met a woman like you, Bree.”

“I hope the memories are good ones.”

“Oh, they’re the best,” James said, before untangling our fingers and placing his hand on my knee.

Shit. What the hell did that mean? I was playing my part, but it wasn’t my script we were following.

Pulling up in the garage at the house, James turned and kissed me. The electricity between us could have powered New York City for a week. His lips were sweet and his tongue strong and determined. And his hand worked its way towards my still wrapped package, leaving it bursting with excitement.

“No-one is home. Let’s take this inside,” James said.

The garage had direct access to the house, making the walk a short one. Although we stumbled along, in a deep embrace, with James, sort of feeling his way along the wall.

“Would you mind if I popped into the bathroom?”

“Hurry back,” James said, kissing me deeply, as if it was our last kiss.

I closed the door and collapsed against it, about to explode. Did James know my secret? Was that what Robert had spoken to James about? Please don’t let Robert screw this up. It was all my dreams come true. I knew I had to write the story. Sliding up my dress, I removed the strategically placed tape. James had made it clear we were the only one’s home. I felt exposed. But this was to be my love story. And this is how it would start. With truth.

“Did you miss me?” I said, as I closed the bathroom door.

As I turned the corner, I noticed James stood shirtless, with a massive bulge in his pants.

“Wow, someone’s a little excited,” I said.

“Looks like I’m not the only one,” James said, looking down at my dress.

I looked down to see my dress tenting. James wasn’t concerned. Instead, he licked his lips. Taking the initiative, I stepped forward and slid my red taloned fingers down his muscular chest and onto his belt. In a second, it was on the floor and his pants rested around his massive thighs.

I wrapped my hand around James’ manhood. It felt heavenly to touch, all soft and hard at the same time. James slipped his hand under my skirt and slid his long artistic fingers around my treat. His first contact almost caused me to feint. I tilted my head slightly and kissed James softly. I slid my hand slowly along his rock-hard cock, from tip to root, while my tongue invaded James’ mouth. But he gave as good as he got. Sixty seconds later, I felt my legs tremble in my four-inch heels. It had been a long day and wearing heels was still an unfamiliar experience.

“Oh, yes. I’m gonna come,” James moaned.

“Me too,” I echoed.

Thankfully, we both blew on James’ chest. He stood tall and took it like a man. Holding now semi-flaccid members, we kissed for another minute before James took care of the slowly flowing aftermath.

In those brief seconds, I followed the call of the ocean and strolled down the hall and into a massive living room with uninterrupted views of the coastline. Lights from boats and navigation beacons were the only interruptions to a stellar moonlit water view. With a massive window wide open, the salt infused air blew directly in my face. I knelt on a lounge and placed my arms on the backrest, leaning forward to soak in the breeze. Suddenly, I felt my dress slide a few inches up my back, and sweet kisses on the back of my neck.

“I got bored waiting for you,” I said.

What sounded like suntan lotion being applied turned out to be something quite different. A dob of cold lube oozed down my arse before James positioned his manhood against my flower and pushed. It took a couple of thrusts, but I held strong, knowing the joy that would follow.

“Oh, James. That’s the spot?” I said.

After the initial shock, I held strong against the back of the couch. James knelt on the cushions and secured my hips with his powerful hands. Each thrust travelled deeper than the previous one. Either his manhood continued to grow, or I relaxed to permit greater depth. Either way, soon James hit the target with every thrust. His rhythm was perfect, providing a slight recovery time between each thrust. But I knew it wasn’t merely about me. And that James was a twenty-year-old boy.

“I’m coming,” James screamed, as he thrust deep one last time.

James locked us together in the penultimate embrace for as long as humanly possible. A warm inner glow shot through me as I collapsed onto a pile of cushions. I knew in that moment, this was not James’ first rodeo. Far from it. He was a man of the world, and one who had savoured the wonder of girls like me before.

“I guess that’s what you spoke to Robert about?” I said.


CHAPTER TWELVE


“COME WITH ME, Bree. The view is better upstairs.”

“I’m thinking the view down here is pretty hard to beat.”

“With me, you don’t have to choose. You can have it all.”

“Getting everything is not something I’m used to.”

“Then your luck is about to change.”

I followed James up a massive staircase, one worthy of Rhett and Scarlett. The first-floor landing was merely a respite before the final ascent. Navigating marble stairs in four-inch heels proved quite the challenge, temporarily distracting my attention from James’ incredible arse. Something I hoped I’d become more familiar with before the night was over. Finally, we arrived at the second-floor, where James led me into his crib. A king-sized four-poster bed dominated the room, yet sat dwarfed by the massive cathedral ceilings and wall to ceiling windows overlooking the coastline.

James stopped at the bed and turned to me. I knew what was coming next. He placed both hands over my shoulders and unzipped my dress. Gently sliding the silken fabric off my shoulders, the dress pooled at my feet. James held me while I stepped free of the gorgeous gown, before placing it carefully on a seat at the base of the bed. I couldn’t believe how vulnerable I felt standing before my dream guy, virtually naked, with none of my tricks of femininity. A feeling of disappointment swept over me. Not for me, but for him. Like the charade was over.

“You look beautiful in this moonlight,” James said.

James reached behind me and unclasped my bra. He kissed me before moving to my ears, neck, and nipples. His touch was tender yet definite. I stood helpless before him, ready to please my man in every way possible. James turned me, sliding my bra off my arms. He placed his hands on my hips and rocked my arse against his manhood. I knew he was up for another round, so turned my head and met his lips halfway.

After walking me over to the side of the massive bed, James positioned himself with his head on a pillow and one hand stroking himself. This wasn’t right. It was my job to pleasure my man. I knelt on the bed and took over the stroking before leaning down and kissing him. He was rock hard in an instant. I knew it was time for me to take the lead. Straddling James, I positioned my flower a few inches above his weapon. Leaning back, I eased my weight down, down, down, until my arse rested against his pelvis.

“You feel incredible,” James said.

“And you fit me perfectly,” I said.

Using both arms and legs, I held firm at the top of the stroke. James didn’t need an invitation. I knew he craved control and was happy to comply. I remained in position for what seemed like minutes while James thrust his hips upwards, before letting gravity set him back down. He reached unchartered waters of pleasure. Thrust after thrust, he pushed deeper and deeper, until I feared I’d collapse on top of him. But eventually, James muttered those three magic words I’d yearned to hear.

“I’m gonna come,” James screamed.

True to his word, James held at the top of his stroke and unloaded a torrent of nectar deep inside of me. I dropped immediately, placing all my weight on his pelvis and maximising our connection for as long as possible. While only James had come, I’d more than enjoyed my side of the experience. And I felt content knowing I’d pleased my man, in a way few other women would.

“Why didn’t I go to Dartmouth with Robert?” James asked.

“Because you needed to find yourself before you were ready to meet me.”

I lay on the bed beside James. His breathing laboured, sweat poured off his body, but his face lit up with joy like a Christmas tree.

“Are you gonna tell me about some of your travels, James?”

“No, I intend showing you the highlights. First hand.”

I knew it was time to let James take control. He rolled over on top of me and showered me with kisses. From my mouth, he moved to my ears and neck before he worked his way down to my nipples. After kissing his way down my chest, he worked his way past my balls and onto my thighs. Suddenly, my calves pointed to the ceiling, resting against James’ muscular shoulders. His tongue action on my flower was directly from above. He teased and tantalised my flower with unrelenting tongue flicks and licks. But I knew this was merely the warm up. The second act was about to come.

“Ooh, you sure know how to tease a girl,” I said.

“Don’t worry. I always deliver. In full.”

James slid his body forward until his lips were a few inches above mine. I took the initiative and held my calves back firmly in preparation. Waiting for his weapon to penetrate. James didn’t waste any time taking the hint. He positioned his manhood against my dripping wet flower and slid deep. The angle provided a whole new world of opportunities for pleasure. Both for him and for me. James kissed me messily, while I got lost in a world of insane pleasure. He pushed forward a few more times before the warmth of his delightful gift oozed through me. Exhausted, we collapsed into a post-coital euphoria.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


THAT NIGHT, I didn’t make it back to the party. Well, not to Robert and Sabrina’s engagement party, anyway. James and I partied throughout the night. Each savouring each other’s bodies in a frenzy of pent-up passion. James’ worldliness came to the fore as I learned love making tricks from around the globe. Things he’d picked up to share with that someone special in his life. Little did he expect to find her on summer vacation in The Hamptons. It turns out once he’d tasted forbidden fruit, nothing else ever stacked up.

Finally, after three days of radio silence, I messaged Sabrina. She’d left a dozen messages and Robert had left two dozen. Something that left me with more questions than answers. But we all caught up for brunch at Robert’s favourite restaurant. Making Robert’s foursome prediction come true. Albeit with an unexpected fourth. As we sat at the table, it was impossible to discern which couple were newly engaged. Neither Robert nor James could keep their hands off their lovers. And Sabrina and I savoured the attention almost as much as the salacious stories we shared in the restrooms.

James convinced me to spend the summer in The Hamptons with him. Else he would have been alone in the big old house. While we didn’t christen every room, I can’t think of too many that we skipped. It turned out that James owned the house. His grandparents had left it to him two years before. Full of wonderful childhood memories and stories of travelling the world, he couldn’t bring himself to sell it, or the apartment he inherited overlooking Central Park. Close to his grandparents, James admitted, he went off the rails when they passed. That’s when he dropped out of Harvard. But he remained keen to start again afresh at an Ivy League college.

After successfully applying to Dartmouth, James and I rented a little home off campus. Well, little compared to James’ beachside mansion. Returning to Dartmouth proved easier than I imagined. Worried about how people would accept me, Brendan never returned after the summer holidays. But Breanna began in the same course. And no one was any the wiser. With his travel bug under control, James focused on establishing the skills to manage his eye-watering inheritance. But I didn’t have to feel bad about leaving Robert in the lurch. Sabrina moved into my old dorm room at the end of summer. So, it did not leave him lonely.

After embracing life as Bree for a couple of months, there was no turning back for me. I’d simply travelled too far down the road to fulfilment to turn back. Every day spent as Bree brought me joy. Even activities as mundane as food shopping were enjoyable. And while I quickly became addicted to the attention, there was only one boy who held my eye. With the right outfit and cute smile, suddenly everything felt possible. I even updated my professional portfolio and sent it to the Hollywood casting agents full of hope. And scored two auditions. Every step I made in Bree’s stilettos proved a winner. And that sure felt too good to give up. Agreeing to that Life Swap experience opened my eyes to possibilities that exceeded everything I’d dreamed of.
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CROSSING OVER
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Can a single night change your entire life? What if that night was Halloween?

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


FREE DRESS FRIDAY

[image: ]

How far would you go to secure the job of your dreams? What lines would you cross? What lines wouldn’t you?

Harrison Tate is a mid-western farm boy looking to launch a stellar legal career with the most prestigious anti-discrimination law firm in the country. Securing one of the rarest and most sought after legal practice internships, Harrison knows he’s only one step away from the graduate role that could pave his future career with gold. After five years of hard work, he must make every post a winner during his ten week stint, or risk losing the opportunity of a lifetime.

From his first day at the firm, and first interactions with his co-workers, Harrison discovers his kryptonite. And there’s no shortage of it. It seems there’s a gorgeous woman around every corner. And most of them fall into his sexy mature woman sweet spot. Harrison finds it impossible to shift his focus from his colleagues and onto the work. And having been nick-name headshot Harry, it seems he may just about have the pick of any girl in the office. He even thinks there’s a bounty been placed on his back.

So, when Harrison gets a reprieve, he jumps at it. Two weeks in a sister office supporting the firm’s top legal eagle, gives Harrison a first-hand view of his future career. And removes him from temptation. Or so he thinks. Because his gorgeous boss, Karen Smith, is more of a handful than an office full of stunners. ‘Don’t sleep with the boss’, was his mentor’s parting words. But that looks increasingly difficult as Karen has him well and truly in her sights. Like a lamb to the slaughter, he finds himself in the hands of a seductress, in what seems like a very faraway land.

If you like transgender romances with more than a touch of drama and intrigue, like ‘The Crying Game’, then you’ll love ‘FREE DRESS FRIDAY’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Harrison be able to navigate his way through deep and treacherous waters, or will one night of pleasure destroy his dreams forever?


DEEP INSIDE

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

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


ABOUT YUMI

[image: ]

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

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

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

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

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

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

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

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